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Chapter One
 
 
It began when Frank, frustrated beyond words that Jenny had once again incinerated dinner, lost in her private world as she practiced Chopin, had searched the Internet on a whim for the phrase ‘wife sabotages marriage.’
Buried deep in the search results was a note on an online bulletin board—actually on several bulletin boards, always the same note:
 
Is your wife unconsciously sabotaging your marriage? Does she ‘forget’ to do the simple things that would make everything run smoothly? She may have submissive desires she can’t tell you about. Our ‘“Extreme Marriage’ wife-training program may be able to help. Open the door to a world of marital harmony—and marital sex—you never imagined.
 
He had mailed the address given, and the Institute had mailed him back a preliminary questionnaire, and a release for an extensive financial check. The questions on the questionnaire all seemed very innocuous—they were all about his and Jenny’s background and interests. It had been easy enough, and the Institute hadn’t asked him for any really personal information, so he had played along.
The Institute had sent him the husband’s package at that point. Along with the full version of the application questionnaire, with long sections to be filled out by Jenny, as well as some to be filled out by both of them together, and a very clear schedule of exactly how much the program cost (a staggering amount), there were two pamphlets, one for husbands and one for wives, that Frank found he could not stop reading. As he read, to his slight embarrassment, he found that he always got hard, and would usually have to jerk off while he read the final paragraphs.
The husband’s pamphlet started innocently enough.
 
Many men enter into marriage without acknowledging their dominant desires to their brides, or even to themselves. You know who you are.
 
Did Frank ever.
 
Most of those men end up living frustrated lives with partners who are not well suited to them.
But we at the Institute think there’s a glimmer of hope at least for a lucky few. We have learned, through our long experience in training submissive women, that there are a few signs that may indicate that a wife, despite appearances and even despite her own words to the contrary, yearns to submit to her husband, and to please him, submissively, in every way a woman can please a man.
Hopefully, you are reading this brochure because we sent it to you—and we only send it to husbands whose wives, at a first assessment of the dynamics of the marriage, are excellent candidates for what we call Extreme Marriage training.
If accepted into the program, you and your wife will have an extended stay with us, here at the Institute, located in a secure and private place.
Your wife will have lessons in household chores (among other things, you will take home a gourmet chef!), and, with your participation, we will also train her to please you in your bedroom, to your specifications. At the same time, you will be taking part in the planning of your wife’s program, and learning your responsibilities as her ‘extreme husband.’ Our program depends on each of you understanding the other’s needs and desires in a way you may never have contemplated.
Do you long to have your wife on her knees in front of your easy chair, sucking your hard cock for hours? The woman you bring home will be one of the most accomplished cocksuckers on the planet, and she’ll beg to have your hardness filling her mouth, because she knows how much pleasure she can give you that way.
Is anal sex something you have always wanted from your wife, but she has refused you? Rest assured that if your wife is accepted into our training program, you will be giving it to her in the ass every night, should you so choose, because in our program she will have come to terms with her yearning to please you that way. She will be taught how to get her ass ready for you, and how to present it attractively, so that you have the anal experience you deserve.
Your wife will also be spanked regularly, both for any faults she commits in the course of her training and to put her into a properly submissive frame of mind. We will teach you, as well, how to spank her the same way we do, so that by the time you and your wife depart, you will be able to satisfy her submissive desires, and to punish her when necessary.
 
A few highly pornographic, but also somehow very tasteful, pictures of life at the Institute accompanied the text: a beautiful woman in nothing but a little red apron, over the knee of a hunky man in a business suit, her tear-stained face hanging to the floor as her bottom was spanked red; another young woman spreading her bottom open to show her pretty little anus as she looked back over her shoulder as if in apprehension at the approach of her husband; the same woman taking it in the ass from a well-muscled, handsome man, over a firm pillow atop what looked like a very marital sort of bed, her right cheek laid against the coverlet and her eyes closed in an expression of rapturous discomfort at the way her husband rode her, crouching masterfully astride her backside.
 
The Institute’s Extreme Marriage program is certainly not for everyone, but it just may be the answer to your and your wife’s problems—and your dreams!
 
Along with the husband’s pamphlet had come a pamphlet for him to give to Jenny. Before he gave it to her, he read it, of course.
 
If you’re a wife reading this pamphlet, chances are that your husband has given it to you. He’s given it to you because he’s considering enrolling you in a special program here at our Institute called the Extreme Marriage program. This pamphlet will introduce you to the program.
Before we get to any of the details about the program, we’d like you to think about some questions that we suspect you’ve probably considered before, but perhaps only briefly, because thinking about them makes you feel ashamed and even wicked.
Do you long to submit to your husband?
Do you long for him to tell you what to do, in bed and at home?
Do you sometimes wish he would spank you, especially when you do something that makes him angry?
Do you wish your husband would make you do dirty things in bed?
Do you wish he would make you take his cock in your mouth?
Do you wish he would make you take his cock in your ass?
Do you feel like you could never confess these desires to him?
We’re pretty sure that if you’re reading this pamphlet, your true answers to the above questions are all Yes. We’ve been doing this for quite a while, and we sent this pamphlet to your husband based on a preliminary profile we did of you from some basic questions he answered about your background—nothing personal, we promise!
One thing we can’t know until we draw up your complete profile, after you come to the Institute for evaluation, is how much you’ve read about your submissive orientation in secret. Most wives in your position have a few books or magazines, or even videos, stashed away, that they masturbate to—usually with fairly great frequency.
Make no mistake—if that’s you, you are a naughty girl, and we here at the Institute believe that your husband should be spanking you regularly for your misconduct. But we think that you’re naughty in a very good way—a way that will lead to happiness with your husband that you never imagined you could have.
 
Did Jenny? Frank wondered. He imagined his pretty, prudish wife sneaking off to the bedroom with her e-book reader—or sitting at the kitchen table on her laptop. Then he imagined walking in on her, and what, armed with the knowledge of these pamphlets, he might say, and do… Could he really spank Jenny? Could he punish her for masturbating? The thought seemed so outlandish, but also so arousing that he had to shift in his desk chair as he read the pamphlet, and especially as he looked at the pictures in it. Could he really give those pictures to Jenny? Wouldn’t she get up and run out of the house and never come back?
 
Even if you’ve never indulged your fantasies that way, though, we’re already reasonably sure that you need a sound spanking, for all those things you’ve been doing—probably since before you were even married—to get your husband to give you one.
More important, we believe that we can help you confess your fantasies to your husband, and that once you do your married life will be what it always should have been.
If you’re reading this pamphlet, your husband wants to dominate you. He wants to make you do the dirty things in bed you have always dreamt of. He wants to tie you up and use you for his pleasure, as you have always wanted him to do.
He wants to make you suck his cock, and he wants to fuck you in your tight little asshole.
The same way you want him to do.
We propose therefore to train you as a submissive wife, according to the desires of your husband. Your consent is essential to the process, but once you give it, you will not be able to go back on the promise you have made to submit to the training your husband has paid for.
What kind of training do we mean?
Well, first of all there’s going to be some standard domestic training: cooking and cleaning above all. We have some experts at those things who will probably surprise you with what they can teach you, but really those lessons are a means to the end of the more important part of the program: the establishment of your complete submission to your husband.
More important, your training program will be tailored to your passions: if you are an athlete, you will be training with some of the best coaches in the world; if you are a musician, you will be having lessons from world-class musicians; if you are a writer, you will be receiving critique from some of the biggest names in literature. You may think our claim outlandish, and we can’t tell you in this pamphlet with whom you’ll work, but we assure you that you will be blown away.
But just as the most vital part of your yearning to submit lies in the realm of the erotic, your husband’s desire to dominate you begins and ends in the bedroom. Therefore, bedroom training constitutes the essence of the program. Our aims require that you, as a submissive wife, not know the details of what you will undergo, but we venture to say that it will fulfill many, if not all, of your fantasies.
Both the domestic and the bedroom components of your training will have as their natural complement the disciplinary aspect of the program. We need not dwell on the matter, we think, but you can expect to be well chastised when—as happens to every wife in the program as well as in the world outside the Institute—you fall short of the standards your husband, as your Head of Household, sets for you. Many of the implements we suspect fill your fantasy life will be applied to your backside for such shortcomings at one time or another. For a few examples, you can expect to be beaten with paddle, strap, crop, flogger, and cane, to guide you in serving your husband as you know he deserves, and as we know you wish to serve him.
As we mentioned above, we know how hard it is for you to discuss these matters, and we know that you could never admit to anyone—especially your husband—that you want him to enroll you in our program. So when your husband asks if you’ve read this pamphlet, our advice is to say ‘Yes,’ and when he tells you that it’s time to pack your bags for your visit to the Institute, we recommend that you obey him, as we know you long to do.
 
Hardly able to believe he was actually doing it, Frank handed the pamphlet to Jenny, late one evening after yet another burnt dinner. Jenny’s strikingly pretty features, with her light brown hair gathered into a French braid, betrayed great anxiety in her blue eyes. Sitting at the piano where he had interrupted her practice, she looked down at the pamphlet, reading (he was sure) the title ‘Extreme Marriage: A program for couples,’ and then up at him, with a kind of frightened aspect in her eyes.
Frank said, “This is a program I think we need to look into. Read the pamphlet, and then we’ll talk.”
Then he walked away, trembling at what he had done, but also thinking about Jenny, how beautiful she looked when she practiced a piece she loved, and wondering whether this thing with the Institute was going to ruin everything—not that there was much left to ruin.
Frank thought back to the time when he had first met Jenny, when he had imagined that married life with her would be everything he’d always wanted. They had met after a recital, and Frank had been absolutely star-struck—nearly unable to believe that his friend Yan had known the beautiful pianist and could introduce him, even less able to believe that she had agreed to go on a date with him, when Frank was clearly so ordinary and pedantic. Yes, his family was wealthy, but there was nothing glamorous about him to attract a pianist who was clearly destined for Carnegie Hall. But Frank had always loved classical music, and in that very first conversation with Jenny, at the reception after her senior recital at Juilliard, he had been able to say things that he knew sounded—really, that actually were—smart about even the modern pieces she had played.
But maybe that had been the problem. Frank had never lost his awe of Jenny’s talent. How could he even entertain the idea that Jenny wanted to be dominated, no matter how strongly his own fantasies ran along that course? Jenny Streat dominated the piano when she played; sounds that Frank could not have imagined might be produced by wood and metal emerged from any instrument she touched. How could you spank an angel who produces such divine sounds? How could you even ask that angel if maybe she might like to be spanked once in a while?



Chapter Two
 
 
The moment she saw the program’s name, ‘Extreme Marriage,’ Jenny knew, somehow, what it meant. Yes, she realized later, when she imagined telling her mother where Frank was taking her for vacation, it probably sounded more like some religious thing, rather like a camp where you went to stay in cabins and you sat in a circle with other couples whose marriages hadn’t seemed to go right, and all prayed together around a fire pit—but Jenny knew that Frank wasn’t into that kind of thing, and the word ‘extreme’ sent a shock straight to her loins. This program concerned the stuff Jenny couldn’t talk about. Spanking. Kissing girls. The little ring, back there, whose name she could not even think without turning bright red, but away from which she never seemed able to keep her finger for long.
Reading the first page of the pamphlet, though, even with all its coarse implications and humiliating details about cooking and cleaning and… sex… Jenny couldn’t shake a feeling of a relief so strong, and so long in coming, that she had never imagined she might finally feel it. The burden she had never been able to acknowledge, even to herself, suddenly seemed to fly off the shoulders of her mind the moment she read:
 
Do you long to submit to your husband?
 
Yes. Yes. How was it possible that she longed for it so very much, and yet had never been able to say to him, when he flew into a rage at her—a rage she almost always had to admit was justified, because of her own conduct—“I think you should spank me”?
Six simple words that seemed to occupy her mind from morning until night. When she practiced with her metronome, her mind interpreted the clicks as I-think-you-should Spank-me-I-think You-should-spank-me. That was 4/4. In 3/4 it was I-think-you Should-spank-me I-think-you Should-spank-me or sometimes, with the ‘I’ on the upbeat: I Think-you-should Spank-me-I Think-you-should Spank-me-I. The sentence indeed seemed to constitute the rhythm of her life, and its drumbeat had grown deafening, after three years of marriage, and yet, still, she seemed no nearer to being able to say it to Frank.
Jenny blushed as she read, of course, but even in the midst of the shame of being found out, and the shame of the thoughts about the kind of sex it seemed—from the presence of the pamphlet there in their quiet little house in Connecticut—Frank wanted, gratitude to him filled her heart. She thanked heaven that he had somehow figured it out—or perhaps, she thought, she actually thanked heaven for the Institute, which figured it out, and she thanked heaven for Frank finding the Institute.
The Institute seemed to be the coming to life of the one book she kept at the bottom of her music in the piano bench. Jenny had had several such books over the years, since the first time she had discovered that such books existed. Once a year or so, Jenny would decide that if she just practiced hard enough and only thought about piano and Frank, she would be able to stop touching herself. She would throw out the book she had been using to ‘help,’ as she thought of it. Jenny justified using the books, when she did use them, by telling herself that she always came more quickly when she used a book.
The book that currently lay hidden in the piano bench was about a school. If there were one role or kind of character that seemed to Jenny to embody all the dirty things that lay hidden in her heart, that she knew she could never talk about to anyone, let alone the husband who would judge her a disgusting pervert, it was the schoolgirl. While she read the pamphlet for the Extreme Marriage program she kept thinking to herself, it’s just like Rosewood Academy. Rosewood Academy was the special school with all the spanking and all the sex, especially the sex between the roommates, from the book she hid in the piano bench.
“Miss Jones,” said Headmaster Philby. “I’m afraid that I must cane you very severely for your immodesty.”
Lines from Rosewood Academy always seemed to come to Jenny unbidden just when she least wanted them in her head.
Of course, this Institute wasn’t actually a school like Rosewood Academy, but Jenny had never imagined that there might be a way for a young wife to go back to schoolgirl days, somehow, and receive the kind of treatment that the pupils at Rosewood Academy received: treatment that unlocked their wanton, wicked desires by subjecting them to whippings and canings and above all to the lusts of their schoolmasters.
“Keep your face forward, Miss Jones! I see no need for you to see the tools I will use to inspect you, in order to make sure you are ready for your punishment!”
That schoolgirlish part of Jenny’s reaction to the pamphlet seemed to run alongside another theme—the idea of the program’s relationship to marriage, and in particular to Jenny’s and Frank’s marriage. Jenny recalled all those afternoons when she couldn’t stand not to masturbate, and she had guiltily removed the book about Rosewood Academy from the piano bench, gone to the bedroom, and lain on the big matrimonial bed where she and Frank slept—and once a week or so made love, with Jenny always faking an orgasm under Frank’s fingers afterwards. Jenny would lie there, with her skirt up around her waist and her panties down around her feet, propped up on the pillows so that she could hold the book in her left hand as she ran her right hand up and down her pussy, rubbing so gently at first with her fingers that it tickled a little and made her shiver.
She would look for a favorite scene, usually one of the ones between the roommates.
“Oh, poor Marjorie,” June said. “Would you like me to put some lotion on?”
Jenny would always eventually turn onto her right side, because it felt naughtier when she could reach her hand around and touch her pussy from behind between her thighs, and feel her hand rubbing her bottom—and even spanking it from time to time, as if it were someone else’s hand commanding that pleasure from her. And when she did that wicked thing, the fantasy that seemed to play itself out over the top of the words of the book and their stories about the schoolgirls was always of a place where young wives might be sent to school at the behest of their husbands, to be trained, rigorously, so that their husbands might at last make them do the terrible, shameful things that kind of husband wanted.
“Jenny,” the husband of her fantasies would say, “you must learn to serve my pleasure.” And then he would tie her hands behind her back, and give her to the others for training.
Jenny would come while thinking about being spanked—at last, for she had never been spanked in her life—with a wooden paddle wielded by Frank, because he had discovered her playing with herself. It seemed paradoxical, especially lying there after her orgasm, that she should feel so very guilty about masturbating, and yet at the same time should long so passionately to be discovered and punished. A sort of vicious circle lay there for Jenny, and as weeks with the book went by she found herself taking it from its place in the piano bench every day, and then once in the morning and once in the afternoon. That had always been the pattern: she would buy a spanking book, and then she would sneak a peek now and then, but never even once a day at first… but then, three or four months later, Jenny would be worrying constantly that she had become mentally unstable, because she couldn’t stop thinking about being spanked, and she couldn’t stay away from the book for more than a few hours. Then, after perhaps coming three or four times without even getting out of bed after those orgasms, but rather just continuing to read and to play with herself, she would get in the car, drive to the dump, and throw the book into the incinerator, instantly regretting having done so. Then, though, not having a book anymore, she would be able—usually—to keep her hand away from her panties for at least a week or two. In turn, of course, when she finally did masturbate again, the feeling was so delicious that she couldn’t keep from going out to get a new book, and the cycle would continue.
But all of that fantasizing that she had done with the aid of the books, and on her own, making up academies and châteaux, and castles full of submissive women and dominant men with paddles and whips… That had all been fantasy without the slightest possibility that there could ever be a place like that in the real world. Confronted now with the apparent reality of the Institute and of its Extreme Marriage program—and of Frank’s clear desire that she be enrolled there to be trained as a submissive wife—all her fantasies seemed to be transforming themselves into strange new shapes.
Jenny tried to imagine what it would be like, before she had even read past the cover of the pamphlet with its questions that seemed to travel straight into the depths of her mind. There was a picture on the front of the pamphlet that seemed innocent and reassuring enough: a pretty young woman with blond hair stood in the kitchen of what seemed to be a large house, smiling.
“Welcome to my lovely home,” the little wife seemed to be saying, like some housewife from the 1950s.
But when Jenny opened the pamphlet, she saw to her amazement, and to her instant shameful arousal, other kinds of pictures. The first one was of a spanking. That same pretty young wife was over the knee of her husband in that same kitchen, with tears streaming down her face from the pain she clearly felt from her flaming red backside, as her husband brought his belt down upon it.
Now the husband seemed to do the talking. “Are you going to disobey me again?” Jenny imagined him saying as he administered his justice to his bride.
The young wife was completely naked, and Jenny instantly thought of the way that, when she was fantasizing about Frank spanking her, her fantasy Frank would almost always tell Jenny that she had to take off all her clothes, because he knew that it would help her feel submissive to be made to bare herself entirely before him.
Jenny felt faint with arousal at the sight of this picture that realized her darkest fantasy, as she thought of it. She felt her hand working its way down under the waistband of her modest skirt, and she realized that she did not have the willpower to stop it as she read the text that accompanied the picture, about how the people at the Institute thought her husband should be spanking her regularly.
The next picture, however, accompanying the text about how her husband wanted to make her do dirty things, took Jenny utterly by surprise. In it, the pretty young wife was on her knees in front of her husband. His pants and underwear were down around his feet, and his manhood was inside his wife’s mouth.
“There you go. Good girl,” she imagined him saying as he enjoyed his wife’s submissive favors.
Jenny Fenton had never looked at dirty pictures, either before she was married or after. The naughty books Jenny read seemed to her to be very different from the wicked images that she knew some people who lacked modesty and shame sometimes looked at. So Jenny knew that there were dirty pictures in the world, but she had never seen one before. Her face seemed to blaze as hot as the sun as she looked at the rigid length of flesh that stood out from the husband’s lap, and the way the pretty young wife’s mouth enclosed its tip.
Just as Jenny knew, theoretically, that dirty pictures existed, she also knew that some women took their husbands into their mouths that way. Frank had of course never asked it of her, and until the moment she saw the picture in the pamphlet from the Institute, Jenny would have been sure that if he had asked it—in that timid way he always seemed to suggest that they make love on a Saturday night—she would certainly have said, “Oh, no, I couldn’t do that, Frank, I’m sorry.”
But now, after seeing the picture of the pretty young wife being spanked, followed by the picture of the pretty young wife doing that terrible, wicked thing, Jenny wondered, as she felt her fingers moving more and more rapidly inside her modest panties, whether Frank had always wanted it of her, and whether if Frank enrolled her at the Institute, the people at the Institute would make her do it. The thought that she couldn’t ever take Frank in the mouth that way—for goodness’ sake, she really had never even got a good look at him down there, so modest had their lovemaking always been—suddenly gave way to a nearly uncontrollable fantasy of Frank pushing her to her knees and holding her head still and telling her that she would open her mouth and take his manhood inside it or she would get a spanking.
“It’s time, Jenny,” he would say.
And she would whisper, “Time for what?” but she would know what he meant, and she would have no choice but to please him that shameful way.
“Oh, my God,” Jenny whispered, and, feeling like she was not in control of her actions, she turned the page of the pamphlet, hardly daring to think about what she might find. What she did find made her whimper as she worked her fingers deeper and deeper between her legs, and even did the terribly naughty thing that she only let herself do very rarely—touched her bottom-hole with her middle finger. The picture on the next page of the pamphlet was of an act Jenny had not admitted to herself, even while masturbating, could be real. She would read about it, of course, in her wicked books, but Jenny had never let herself imagine it might happen in the real world.
The pretty young wife was lying over the arm of a big chair in what looked like an elegant living room, and her husband, now naked himself, was standing behind her. She had reached behind herself, surely because he had told her she must, and was holding her bottom cheeks apart, grasping them, still red from her spanking, in her little fingers. Her husband had half of his massive manhood inside his pretty young wife’s tiny pink bottom-hole, and he was gazing down rapturously at the sight.
“Oh, my God,” Jenny said again, and felt herself coming hard—harder than she thought she had ever come, so hard that she cried out in a way she only did when she was faking an orgasm for Frank.
“What is it, Jenny?” she heard Frank exclaim, and then he had run into the room and seen her on the piano bench, with her skirt up and her hand in her panties. Frank’s jaw dropped open.
“They were right, weren’t they?” he asked, sounding like he was in a daze at the sight of his own pretty young wife playing with herself.
Jenny felt the blush return even hotter than it had been at the sight of the terrible pictures. Now that her orgasm was ebbing out of her body, the guilt at having touched herself, and much more at knowing now that Frank had seen it, came crashing back over her head.
“No,” Jenny said. “No, it’s all wrong.”
Frank stared back at her in incomprehension. “But… are you seriously saying that you weren’t just playing with yourself while you looked at the pamphlet? I do have eyes, Jenny.”
Jenny pulled her hand out of her panties and smoothed her skirt down. Then she stood up and handed the pamphlet back to Frank. “I’m not going to admit anything or deny anything, Frank,” she said. “But I’m saying it’s all wrong, and I won’t do it.”
Frank shook his head slightly. Jenny had a terrible moment of thinking that she had ruined everything, but then a new look seemed to come into her husband’s eyes. “Jenny,” he said steadily and without anger, “given what I just saw, I think this may be our last best chance. You and I both know that it’s not about burning dinner, or not keeping the house clean even though you don’t have anything else to do besides practice during the day. It’s about not talking to each other anymore, and it’s about telling me you need to practice when I ask you if you want to go out on a Saturday, and then not doing anything but sitting and watching TV.
“It’s about you not working hard enough on your career. You know what your teachers at Juilliard said about your potential, and here you are, not working toward a recital, even. You’re just sitting here at home, playing, yes, but not really working on your music, and not even doing the little domestic things that might even make you feel good, if you felt like you were making our lives more pleasant. It has to stop, one way or another.
“If the Institute will have you, I am going to enroll you in this program. The evidence of my senses tells me that the Institute knows what they’re doing—it looks to me like they understand exactly why you have been unhappy, and why our marriage doesn’t seem to be working. Maybe it’s grasping at straws, but I never even imagined that you might masturbate while you looked at that pamphlet—and I know you’re claiming you didn’t, but I know what I saw and heard. This is going to happen, and if you say one word of protest, you are going to have your first spanking right here and right now.”
The gratitude came back much stronger now that her husband in the flesh seemed to be moving the matter along in what Jenny knew had to be the right direction. Feeling like she was risking everything, but that she had no choice but to try, if this thing were going to work, Jenny said, “I told you, Frank, I won’t do it. And if you think you’re going to spank me, you had better think again.”



Chapter Three
 
 
Frank realized that this was it—either the end, or the beginning. Either he was going to learn what it meant to put his foot down, or he might as well go ahead and file for divorce.
“Jenny,” he said quietly, “lay yourself down over the piano bench this moment.” Frank put every ounce of authority he could muster into his tone, but it still felt to him like he was forcing an issue he did not yet have control over, and his voice sounded shaky and indecisive to his own ears.
Jenny stood there, in the position to which she had risen when she returned the pamphlet to Frank’s hand, and looked back at him. At first her expression seemed all defiance, but then, as Frank looked back at her, trying to decide what to say next and whether he could continue to make this attempt, to his surprise and what felt like the beginnings of joy, he saw the defiance start to ebb away out of Jenny’s eyes, and he realized that her chin was quivering.
“Jenny,” he said softly, but still as firmly as he could, “this is your last chance. If you don’t lay yourself down over the piano bench right now, I’m going to make you, and the spanking you get will be much worse.”
“Please, Frank,” Jenny whispered, as her tears began to fall, “please don’t spank me. I’ll… I’ll go to this… this program thing. Just… please, don’t spank me.”
But now Frank could tell at last that behind Jenny’s protest was a yearning. Her words of denial and refusal had a strange ritual quality to them. He thought he could discern that she said them because she felt she had to, and not because she really wished to deny that this new disciplinary dynamic that seemed to be breaking into their lives was what she wanted.
Feeling like he wasn’t sure he was actually awake, Frank reached out and took hold of Jenny’s upper left arm. Firmly, but being careful not to hurt her, he turned her around so that she was facing the piano bench and the piano. Jenny didn’t struggle against him, but he could feel her trembling as he turned her. He moved his hand to her shoulders and pushed downward, not forcefully, but by way of urging her to obey and to lay herself down the way he had commanded. To his surprise, the resistance seemed to leave her entirely and she bent down and assumed the position that he had dreamed so many times of demanding of her, with her head hanging low and her backside, covered in the modest gray skirt, raised up and presented to him for chastisement.
“I’m going to bare your bottom now, Jenny,” Frank said, hearing in his voice a quiver that seem to betray how hard his cock was.
“Oh, please, Frank… no… Not on the bare, please!” Jenny wailed. Again, though, Frank heard the ritual quality—Jenny seemed to be saying things that she thought she was supposed to say, without really meaning them.
“Yes, Jenny,” Frank said, hearing his voice grow firmer and sterner as the scene went on. “Disobedient girls get spanked on their bare bottoms, don’t they?”
Jenny was silent, but Frank, on an impulse, said, “Answer me, Jenny! Where do disobedient girls get spanked?”
Jenny’s whisper came up from where her head hung over the piano bench, “On their… bare bottoms.”
“That’s right,” Frank said, and began to pull up her skirt. “And your disobedience is not going to be tolerated around here any longer, Jenny. I’m going to enroll you in the program at the Institute, and you are going to learn to be the kind of wife who knows how to please her husband.”
He pulled Jenny’s skirt up all the way, and looked at her shapely bottom in her white cotton panties. He had always wanted to have this kind of view of her, of Jenny Streat, the wife he had desired so much since the very first time he saw her at her senior recital. Never had he dared, however, to ask that she display her lovely backside to him as he really wished to see it. Now Jenny lay over the piano bench, ready for punishment for the very first time. Frank let his eyes take their greedy fill of the lovely, lewd sight of that perfectly rounded rear.
As he went to do the thing he longed to do above all, and uncover Jenny’s bottom by pulling down her panties, he noticed that she had made a very wet spot on the fabric just over the place where the cotton covered her pussy. His mind whirled with this confirmation that his proper wife really did long for the dominant demands he had pushed back in his imagination or so long. Just as the Institute, it seemed, had been able to see at once, Jenny Streat Fenton was a submissive.
Part of him was desperate to pull down those panties and thrust his cock into her pussy, and introduce her to the kind of sex that he felt sure the Institute would train her to love, if the pamphlets were true. When he thought of how the pamphlet said straight out that enjoying her bottom with his cock would be part of the program, he felt faint. Since the very beginning, even more than the blowjob he had never had the courage to ask for, anal sex had been something he had wanted so badly, but knew he could never ask her to try.
Now, thinking of the pamphlet, Frank tried to imagine what he, a dominant husband, might say, as he commanded those forbidden things. He tried for a moment to convince himself that he could say something like, “Jenny, I’m going to fuck you in the ass now” or “Get that ass nice and high for me.”
In his mind, though, it always turned into “Jenny, do you think you might want to try…?” and then it became the old silence.
Part of him also wanted to call Jenny to account about her arousal, but he realized that he did not yet have the training to turn that sort of discussion to their benefit. With a brand-new kind of clarity, Frank saw that he had to follow through on the threat to spank Jenny, and that to put aside his own erotic urges and wait for their fulfillment was the course of action that would allow them to begin to grow in this new part of their marriage.
He hooked his forefingers into the waistband of her panties, and Jenny gasped at the feeling. When they had made love, in their relationship up to this point, Jenny always took off her own panties. Frank had never been allowed to undress her. So the feeling of pulling the cotton down over her bottom and all the way to her knees had a delicious forbidden quality that Frank did his utmost to enjoy fully, wanting to remember this moment forever as the moment when he had begun to take his wife in hand at last.
At the same time, looking at Jenny’s beautiful bottom, now completely bare, with a little hint of her lightly furred pussy peeping out between her thighs, Frank realized that the flash of anger he’d had when Jenny had voiced her refusal about the Institute seemed to have gone away entirely. That, too, seemed very new to him; usually when Frank and Jenny had a fight, almost always as a result of something Jenny had forgotten to do that she knew was her responsibility, Frank’s anger seemed to burn hotter and hotter as they fought, until he felt like it would consume him and he finally began to yell. Jenny would cry at that point, Frank would leave the room in exasperation, and nothing would change.
The idea that Jenny had obeyed him and positioned herself to be punished seemed to change things. Frank was going to spank her, as recompense for her failure to comply with his intentions about the Extreme Marriage program. That had a very different effect on his emotions than the way their disputes had always affected him before. The knowledge that he was about to deliver a painful message onto Jenny’s bare bottom about her responsibilities completely took away his anger and replaced it with love, gratitude, and the arousal that always accompanied the too-rare sight of his wife’s naked derriere. This part of the disciplinary regime that seemed to be in their future was something he would have to ask the experts at the Institute about.
He laid his hands on Jenny’s bare bottom, and with his fingers he seemed to himself—and, he hoped, to Jenny—to take possession of it, cupping his hand slightly so that she would feel that he was holding her there.
“Oh, God…” Jenny whispered.
Frank realized that his wife’s arousal could now be discerned in the musky fragrance that had begun to reach his nose. Again he had to fight the urge to say something about it to Jenny, telling himself that sort of thing probably belonged to the next level of their training. Now, though, he also had to fight the urge to move his fingers downward and inward, and call from her lascivious impulses—lewd, naughty desires that he had never suspected she might harbor.
Conscious of the irrevocability of the action, Frank brought his hand up, and then spanked his wife’s bottom for the very first time, as hard as he could. The spank rang out loud in the living room, and Jenny gave a little whine. Frank’s handprint appeared on Jenny’s lovely right bottom-cheek. Frank spanked Jenny’s bottom again, and then found that the feeling was irresistibly delicious and kept doing it, watching with lust as her bottom grew redder and redder, and hearing her whimpers get louder and louder, and turn into sobs, as he spread the redness down her thighs.
“Are you ready to be trained now?” Frank asked, as he spanked her already red bottom cheeks harder and harder.
“Ow! Ow! Frank! It hurts!”
“It’s meant to hurt, Jenny,” Frank said calmly. “Are you going to be a good girl for your training?”
“Yes!” Jenny screamed.
“There we go,” Frank said. He stopped spanking. What should he do now? Corner time? It was already late.
“You may get up, Jenny,” he said. “Go get ready for bed, and when you get in bed I want you completely naked.” He hardly knew where the boldness necessary to deliver that command had come from, but Jenny’s reaction to the spanking had seemed to him to say that even before they got to the Institute it was worth exploring such things. Jenny always slept in a nightgown with panties under it, though Frank from the very first time they had slept together had longed to ask her at least to leave the panties off, so much pleasure did he think he would take in the sight of her beautiful charms, refused to him for so long.
“What?” Jenny said. “Oh, Frank, no…” She got up from the piano bench shaking her head. But Frank was beginning to get a feel for when Jenny’s refusals were real refusals and when they were the kind that had at least a tiny bit of an invitation in them.
Improvising, and deciding to push things even a little further, Frank replied, “Yes, Jenny. I want you naked in bed tonight. I am going to fuck you.”
As soon as the naughtiest word of all emerged from his mouth, Frank was sure he’d made a terrible mistake, and that such coarse language could never be something that Jenny found arousing. But it was instantly clear that he was wrong; he saw a look of wild-eyed lust in his prim little wife’s face that called forth in him an erotic hunger he didn’t think he had ever felt before.
“Oh, God, Frank…” she said. “Can this be real?”
“Yes,” he replied, and his voice sounded to him like croak because of a dryness in his mouth that seemed to come with the fire of his lust for his beautiful, wanton wife. “Get your clothes off and get into bed and wait for me.” Could that really be his own voice, growling like that?
“No—I won’t… you can’t talk to me that way… and I don’t want to make love right now.” Jenny kept shaking her head, standing there in front of him, and now she was raising her voice the way she did when they fought, when she was about to cry. This refusal seemed harder to read, but Frank’s lust for his wife right now rose up so greatly that he had no choice—knew he had to try to see how far this could go. And he was sure he had seen the lust in her own eyes, and hadn’t she just asked whether it could be real? What had she meant if not that she wanted him to make her?
“Jenny,” Frank said. “Make no mistake: I’m not talking about making love. I’m talking about fucking you. Do as I’ve said, now, or I’m going to put you right back over that piano bench and spank you even harder until you do.”
“No, please!” Jenny said. “I… I’ll… I’ll do it.” She turned and walked off slowly toward the bedroom. At the doorway that led out of the living room, she turned and looked back over her shoulder at Frank. He wished he could be sure he was right that the look in her eyes was grateful.



Chapter Four
 
 
“So what happened then?” asked Hayden Gifford, the head of the Extreme Marriage program. He and Frank were sitting in Hayden’s office at the Institute. Abigail Podret, the academic dean, had taken Jenny down the hall for her first interview, and Hayden was conducting what the Institute called the Husband’s Entrance Interview. In the HEI, Hayden tried to get as clear a reading as he could of a couple’s current marital temperature, so that when the evaluation began in earnest, the Institute’s assessors had some guidance. Abigail did the same with the wives; Hayden and Abigail would then compare notes and produce a summary for the assessors.
Later, of course, after Jenny had been enrolled, the material from these entrance interviews would be brought back and used as the basis of her (and Frank’s) initial training, in what Hayden called the Induction Session. With the transcript of Frank’s interview in hand, Abigail would revisit Jenny’s first answers to Abigail’s questions, and Jenny would begin to understand the scope of the program and the meaning of marital training. This incident with the spanking over the piano bench would feature prominently in the Induction Session: Abigail would have the pleasurable task—for both Jenny and Abigail—of forcing out of Jenny her initial admission of her submissive fantasies.
Hayden certainly didn’t trust Frank’s version of the story to represent the truth of what actually happened any better than Jenny’s did, but Hayden and Abigail worked from the husband’s version because the husband, simply by applying for the program, had demonstrated that he could acknowledge his dominant desires more than his wife could acknowledge her submissive ones. As he produced the transcript, Hayden would mark places where he doubted Frank’s account, and places where he thought Abigail would probably find resistance from Jenny—not that Abigail couldn’t find those for herself, of course.
That was the advantage of experience: in many ways, Hayden and Abigail knew Frank and Jenny better than they knew themselves. Hayden could see that Frank’s hazel eyes were worried. Frank’s brown hair was just a shade darker than Jenny’s, and his body was lean and muscular from the laborious gardening that was his passion. He was a very imposing, handsome, naturally dominant man, but Hayden could tell instantly that he had never owned that dominance.
“Well,” replied Frank, “when I got to the bedroom Jenny was standing there in her nightgown, looking at me like I would have to be crazy if I thought I was going to make love to her, let alone… um…”
“Fuck her,” Hayden said clinically.
Frank nodded. “So… I lost my nerve, and I went to sleep on the couch. And in the morning…”
“It was like none of it had ever happened,” Hayden said, nodding. “That must have been very painful, but I can assure you that it happens a lot.”
“Really?”
“Yes,” Hayden said. “As you know, you married a wonderful girl. That wonderful girl has some very specific issues, though, which have gotten in the way of your happiness together, but which we thankfully know how to deal with here.”
He looked at Frank, who wore a resigned sort of expression that seemed to say that he would believe it when he saw it. Understandable, given what he had been through with his wife.
“It may be some consolation that if you had gone ahead and tried to force her, chances are things would have gone very badly wrong, and you might never have made it here.”
That seemed to brighten Frank’s mood.
“To be clear,” Hayden continued. “Jenny definitely wanted to be ‘forced,’ let’s call it, with air-quotes around it. The problem is that there’s a vast difference between ‘forcing’ with air-quotes around it, and really forcing. Unless you got very lucky, Frank, you would have really forced her, and that might well have ruined everything, if not landed you in jail.”
Frank nodded vigorously. “That’s just what I thought,” he said. “Or, to be honest, I guess that’s just what I sensed—I was too angry to think it through at all. When I spanked her, and I realized that she was aroused, I kept saying to myself ‘Be careful, you don’t know how to do this,’ but then it seemed like it was going really well…”
Hayden put up his hand in an ‘easy there’ gesture. Frank was getting excited—understandable, but something he needed to learn to control. “Of course. Any man in your position would have wanted to try. And if it takes the shame away a little—and I don’t know whether you actually did jerk off, but I’m suspecting you did—I would have jerked off thinking about doing terrible things to her, after that.”
“Oh, Jesus,” Frank said, his face crumpling. “Yes… well, you seem to know everything, but yes, and I felt so guilty afterward.”
“Part of the process,” Hayden said. “Two things: first, I’m pretty sure you’re going to learn someday soon that Jenny cried herself to sleep, after you left. Second, you’re going to do those terrible things to her, and you’re both going to love it.”
Frank’s look was now one of wonder, and he shook his head slowly back and forth. “At this point,” he said, “if you say it, I’ll believe it. When I told Jenny it was time to pack her bags for the Institute, and she actually went and did it, I couldn’t believe it. I was sure it would be all over—I almost didn’t even try.”
Hayden smiled. “If I’m right, by that time Jenny was so desperate to make the change she had glimpsed in the pamphlet, and that you had given her a taste of that night, that she actually began to overcome her shame. That let her obey you, and pack her bags. Once she had done that, she could relax into the idea that she was obeying you. It won’t last. As soon as Abigail starts asking her about your marriage, the rebellion is going to start up again—but when it happens here, that’s a good thing.”
“Why?” Frank asked.
“Because every time it happens, and we help you deal with it properly, you both learn more about what will finally make you happy together. You’ll see, I promise. You’ll probably see even before you formally enroll Jenny.”
Frank’s expression softened. “I hope you’re right,” he said.
“I know I am,” Hayden replied confidently. “Now let me tell you about what to expect over the next two days. Most of this is testing just to verify what our probability models tell us about the two of you—”
“I’m sorry to interrupt,” Frank said, “but is there any chance you can tell me a little more about that? I mean, I was astonished that you were able to tell from that first questionnaire, which had nothing personal in it at all, really, that we were good candidates. Really, I was sure you were wrong about Jenny, because she’s never given me the slightest sign that she wanted this… kind of thing… marriage.”
“A lot of what we do is a closely guarded secret,” Hayden said, “but I can tell you that with access to as much data as we can get access to, and with good algorithms, we can figure out a great deal more about you than you would think.” He glanced down at the file. “I’ll give you a little hint,” he said. “Jenny has bought several books over the last few years that are on a list we maintain of likely indicators.”
“What?” Frank said, flabbergasted. “You mean, like erotica?”
Hayden nodded. “Yes, but a very specific kind of erotica.”
“What kind?”
“The most important element is spanking.”
“Jenny reads spanking erotica?” Frank’s eyes seemed to bulge with his shock at this news.
“She does,” Hayden replied. “We suspect that there’s a copy of a book called Rosewood Academy hidden somewhere in your house. Kind of ironic, isn’t it, when you think about all the stuff that’s hidden on your special hard drive?”
Hayden said the last sentence with a sympathetic smile, and watched Frank redden with embarrassment. Hayden had to confess to loving this moment, when a husband realized that his own habits had come under scrutiny.
Hayden continued, “You’re going to have a lot of fun making her lead you to it, and, if you want, read it to you, when you get home.”
Now Frank twitched his thighs involuntarily. Perfect, Hayden thought. Arousal right on schedule.
“Anyway, I was telling you about the testing. These separate interviews, then a very long questionnaire, today, before dinner. You’ll have dinner in your suite, and after that you’re free to entertain yourself in your suite. I’m going to recommend that you ask Jenny, politely and even a little formally, to make love with you. She will probably decline, at least at first. If she does, I recommend that you tell her that I told you to ask, and that I recommended that the two of you have sex tonight. If she still declines, don’t force the issue, but if she accepts, as I imagine she will when she hears I told you to do it, I recommend that when you are fucking her”—Hayden saw Frank give a kind of guilty start at the word, which despite all the porn he had watched had of course never really entered his vocabulary—“you shift your position just a bit, and try to open her up a little further. Do you know what I mean?”
“Yes…” Frank said hoarsely. “I mean… I’m pretty sure I do. Like… with her knees, um, higher?”
“That’s it. Her reaction will tell you, and us, a great deal.”
“Wait… will you be watching?”
“Everything here is recorded for analysis. No one will see that video, though, unless you enroll Jenny, with her and your consent. The disposition of the recordings is part of the final contract. If you do join the program, Abigail and I and our assessors will watch that tape and discuss it with you.”
He looked at Frank to make sure he understood, then went on. “So, that brings us to the morning. Breakfast in your room, and then back here for another long questionnaire, drawn up overnight in response to these interviews, and to your answers on the first one. A break for lunch, in the conference room down the hall, while the assessors crunch the numbers and discuss your case, and then the final interview here, for both you and Jenny, when I tell you whether we think we can help.”
“Um…” Frank said.
“What are the chances? Very, very good, I’d say.”
 
* * *
 
Down the hall, Abigail asked Jenny, “Mrs. Fenton, do you masturbate?”
Abigail saw Jenny struggle with her composure as the young wife looked back into the eyes of the woman who, having just met her, had immediately asked her such a horrifying question. Abigail knew that pretty Jenny, in her little green sundress, was very nervous.
After all, Abigail knew from the preliminary assessment how intimidated Jenny must feel to see sitting across from her, in this quasi-academic setting, a beautiful woman in her late 30s, with black hair in a chignon streaked very slightly with grey, perfectly made up and wearing an elegant business suit. Abigail wondered what Jenny would think if she could see her in the little nightgown which Abigail wore most of the time, as academic dean of the Institute, but she knew that her business-suited appearance intimidated Jenny just enough; the young wife would undoubtedly run away screaming if she knew what Abigail did when she wasn’t playing the straitlaced program officer with the terrible questions.
“N-no,” Jenny replied, her voice trembling and her face pink.
Abigail, from long experience, had no trouble keeping her smile on the inside. As usual, asking that most important question so abruptly gave her a precious window into Jenny’s psyche. Really, Jenny’s body language just in the ten seconds from hearing Abigail’s question to stammering out her answer told Abigail everything; the questionnaires did help enormously with planning the training, though, and assessing what happened that night in the suite would do a great deal for the Fentons’ overall experience. It wasn’t really a fiction that the Institute had brought them there to evaluate them. Every once in a while the preliminary hadn’t picked up on a disqualifier like a husband’s buried violent streak, or a wife’s hidden trauma. In such cases the couple was sent home with instructions to seek more traditional counseling. Generally, though, if a couple was invited to come to the Institute for the two-day evaluation, Hayden and Abigail knew they would enroll.
“Alright, Mrs. Fenton, given that answer we should probably back up a bit,” Abigail said. She paused a bit, for effect. She could see that she had already surfaced Jenny’s submissive orientation, from the receptive look in her eyes. The masturbation question didn’t just serve as a test; it also served to put the wife into that register of her imagination. Abigail knew that Jenny could not now get the fantasy that Abigail would spank her for masturbating, and then lying about it, out of her head. The fact that a leather paddle hung on the wall next to Abigail’s desk helped with that—Abigail had watched Jenny take in the sight of it as soon as they entered the room.
“Jenny—may I call you Jenny?” The pretty young wife nodded. Abigail loved this moment almost as much as she loved the moment that would come soon, when Jenny learned to call her ‘Miss Abigail.’
“Well, Jenny, I’m sure you read the pamphlet thoroughly.” Jenny nodded again. “So you know that you’re here because we think we can help you and Mr. Fenton have a happy and successful marriage.”
“Yes, but… what does that…”
“What does that have to do with whether you play with yourself?” Abigail asked, with a little sternness.
This time Jenny didn’t even nod, but simply looked back with ever widening eyes.
“Jenny, you are a submissive. If Mr. Fenton enrolls you here, before you leave the Institute you are going to learn to admit it, and to admit to things like your masturbatory habits. When Mr. Fenton asks, when he comes home from the office, if you masturbated that day, you are going to tell the truth, even though you know that you will get a spanking for it.”
“Oh, God…” Jenny whispered.
“You will admit to it, because you know that if he discovers that you are lying—if, for example, he has set up a surveillance camera somewhere—you will be caned for dishonesty, rather than spanked.”
Jenny was breathing hard now.
“More important, you will admit to it because you want to please your husband, and because you love to feel his hands correcting you and guiding you that way, whether the lesson concerns touching yourself or it concerns doing the laundry. We know you want to submit to him. Here at the Institute you may be able to learn how to make that desire come true.”
Jenny had closed her eyes. Abigail saw little tears leaking out of them.
Gently, Abigail said, “I’m going to ask you to sign a contract now. The contract gives us permission to draw up an exploratory profile of you. It also says that you give Mr. Fenton the power to enroll you in the program, if that profile shows that you and he are good candidates for our services.”
Jenny signed.



Chapter Five
 
 
They ate dinner at the lovely oak table in their enormous suite, upstairs from the program’s administrative offices, which were on the second floor. The first floor, they had been told, was where the classrooms and training rooms were located. There seemed to be doors to five suites on the third floor, but they hadn’t seen any other guests in the hallway or in the offices. When Hayden showed them their suite, they quickly learned why: each suite had a back door that led to a central elevator. Clearly the Institute had been designed to present a front to the world that looked relatively normal, as if it were the headquarters of a foundation, while behind closed doors the more unexpected facets of Institute training took place.
And Jenny had realized by then that there must be many, many more parts to the enormous manor house than this one Extreme Marriage wing. When they had arrived, driven here in a limousine from the airport, three hours with no view through the blacked-out windows, she had stepped out of the car to see an ornate, very academic-looking stone archway in front of her. Through it she could see a solid, old-fashioned door. Hayden Gifford was standing there, and he had quickly ushered Jenny and Frank inside and up the stairs that lay behind the door, to the offices of the program.
In the few seconds before they had passed into the archway, Jenny had glimpsed the sprawling bulk of the main building of the Institute, which looked very much like an enormous English country house. It had been hard to tell, but it seemed to Jenny that the wing in which the Extreme Marriage program was located joined that building at the back, and that their limousine had driven up to the archway via a driveway dedicated to this wing alone.
Jenny and Frank had arrived at three in the afternoon, and their entrance interviews had occupied a half-hour. Then they had filled out the first questionnaire, which took them two full hours. The questions had seemed very odd to Jenny.
 
Please describe the most embarrassing thing that ever happened to you in a) grade school; b) high school; c) college.
 
Had she been honest, really? No, not completely, she supposed. The truly most embarrassing thing that had ever happened to her—which had happened in college, on her eighteenth birthday—had been when her college boyfriend Jim, with whom she had been going out for a year, had put his hand up her skirt and touched her privates through her pretty pink panties. It was the first time a man had ever touched her there, and it was so unexpected, and it seemed, for an instant, so dominant a gesture, that she had felt her wetness gushing into those panties, and she had felt her body yielding to him as he kissed her.
Then he had pulled back and said “What the hell?” probably because he thought she had wet herself. Jenny had gotten up off the bed onto which he had pushed her, in his dorm room, and run away. The next day she had broken up with him via email.
On the questionnaire that afternoon, she had written:
 
a) In third grade, I was accused of looking at another girl’s test, even though I had not been. b) In 10th grade, I forgot my lines in a school play. c) Senior year of conservatory, my mind wandered during a recital, and I skipped an entire section of a sonata.
 
There were a great many questions about school, and her feelings about different parts of it. She had to describe her favorite course and her favorite teacher.
Then there were the questions about the law.
 
Please describe your most recent encounter with a legal authority figure, like a police officer.
 
Jenny answered:
 
Two months ago I received a speeding ticket. Policemen—especially state troopers—always make me very nervous, and I was shaking like a leaf through the whole thing. The trooper was perfectly nice, and I didn’t cry, but I was scared.
 
Jenny failed here, also, to tell the truth: she omitted the fact that she was so aroused that she soaked through her panties and had masturbated as soon as she got home, thinking about the hunky trooper spanking her, and then Frank whipping her with his belt when he found out, and taking her from behind, hard, to teach her a lesson she wouldn’t forget. In reality, of course Frank had been unhappy, but it had only turned into one of their fights when Jenny had said that it was his fault she had gotten the ticket, because she was sure (she said, though she later had no idea why she had said something so absurd) the speedometer was broken, and Frank should have had it fixed.
There were many, many more questions like that on the questionnaire. Two hours had barely been enough, and her fingers hurt from typing by the time she and Frank, at workstations on opposite sides of the little room with the sign ‘Evaluation’ on the door, rose from their chairs.
Following Hayden from there up the stairs that led to the guest suites, Jenny had gotten the very slightest of glimpses of what else the Institute might do, in the remainder of the massive manor house. Most of the windows, in the entirety of the wing, were covered with blinds, but on the stairs there was one out of which Jenny had been able to get a glimpse. Out on a verdant lawn, she saw, for so brief an instant that she could not be sure later that she had not imagined it, a scene that made her mind recoil and her loins seem to catch fire: a girl, tied naked over a trestle, and a tall man in a dark robe… taking her… having her… from behind, while in front of their coupling stood three other girls in little pink nightgowns, with their backs to the action.
Jenny had gasped, and Hayden had noticed that she was looking out the window. He had stepped nimbly in front of it and said, “You may well see things out windows that give you an idea of what else goes on at the Institute. Let me assure you that couples in the Extreme Marriage program have no contact with personnel or trainees from any other program, unless they request information about the rest of the Institute’s courses of study.”
Frank had said, “Like… what?”
Hayden had replied, “There’s an information packet in the drawer marked ‘His’ in the desk.”
The desk did have a drawer marked with a little engraved brass plate, ‘His.’ And Hayden gave to Frank the little key that would unlock it. There was no drawer marked ‘Hers,’ and no key for Jenny. That simple fact, when Jenny realized it, seemed to spin her further toward the world onto which she had seemed to see an imaginary door opening, when Abigail had told Jenny—simply told her—that she was a submissive.
Dinner was steak, served by a white-jacketed waiter who rolled a tray in from the back door of the suite. Frank and Jenny were very shy with one another. Hayden had told them not to discuss the questionnaires, and Jenny, at least, had no thought of disobeying, even without the knowledge that the Institute recorded everything they did and said. Frank seemed content to comment on the food and the accommodations, and even to compliment Jenny several times on her appearance.
Finally, at the end of dinner and after two bottles of wine, when they were finishing up with scrumptious petits fours, Frank said, “Jenny, would you like to make love tonight?”
At first, Jenny’s heart sank. The door Abigail had opened seemed to shut inside her mind, at the sound of Frank’s formal invitation. It wasn’t supposed to be like that—especially here, right? Frank was supposed to…
“No, um… no, thank you, Frank—it’s just that, you know, they’re… recording.” Even as she said it, Jenny felt odd—as if the thought of making love… of that other thing—taking, having—of doing it while Hayden Gifford was watching… Oh, God, she was getting wet. The door seemed to swing open again, just a little, but… no.
“Jenny,” Frank said softly. “Hayden said he thought we should.”
Jenny realized that she must be quite drunk. She rarely drank more than a glass of wine with dinner, and looking at the empty bottles on the cart she remembered Frank refilling her glass over and over.
“Hayden…” She thought of handsome, older Hayden Gifford, and how he looked at her. She saw in her mind the way he had handed the key to the little drawer to Frank, and given her a glance at the same time that had sent a chill up her spine. The glance had said, “Your husband will tell you what’s in the drawer if he chooses, Jenny Fenton. A pretty young wife doesn’t ask what’s in her husband’s drawer, and if it happens to be, say, a strap or a paddle, that pretty young wife will know the feeling of it on her backside in good time, and at her husband’s pleasure.”
Hayden had said that Jenny should… now Jenny was certain she was very drunk, because the phrase that came into her mind had never, ever come into her mind like that before: “Hayden said that Jenny should be fucked tonight.”
Jenny looked down at the table then, without meeting Frank’s eyes, pushed her chair back and rose, and went into the bedroom of the suite. She took off her blouse and her bra, and laid them on the dresser. She unbuttoned her skirt and let it drop. Jenny caught sight of herself in the mirror, clad only in her panties, and she shivered. Trying not to think, she pulled down the modest blue cotton and stepped out of her underwear. She laid the panties on the dresser and hung up the skirt.
Naked. She was naked. “The only time you should be naked, Jenny,” her mother had told her when she had been trying on her very first bra, “is in the shower. Even your husband should not see you naked.”
“Mother!” Jenny had said, scandalized.
Later, after the thing with Jim touching her panties at college, she had thought about that much too much: about what it would be like if Frank told her to take off all her clothes, for spanking, or… for taking. When he had told her to do just that, the night of the pamphlet, though, it had been a different matter entirely. It just couldn’t happen that way, she had said to herself, and then to Frank. It wasn’t real to her then.
And now here she was, at this Institute, and she was naked. And Hayden Gifford was watching. Was she truly naked outside the shower for the very first time? Jenny realized that probably was the case, strange as it seemed to her then. She always had her nightgown on when Frank was making love to her, even though she took off her panties and laid them properly on the nightstand so that she could put them right back on again afterward. Even on their wedding night, when Jenny wore the special lacy nightgown that Frank had given her, which she had never worn again, he had taken her virginity while she was still clothed.
Jenny remembered all the fantasies she’d had about what her defloration would be like and smiled ruefully as she truly examined herself in the mirror for the first time since she had been very small. She couldn’t suppress a little surge of vanity at the thought that really she was even prettier than the pretty young wife in the pamphlet. Her breasts were a little small, perhaps, but they rose pertly and bounced attractively when she moved. Her hips were slim, with a hint of the curve that spoke of womanhood. And, she saw with a blush, her loins… her… pussy was just visible a tiny bit through the light brown thatch that made a tight triangle between her thighs.
What had gotten into her? They were watching—and here she was, looking at herself in the mirror, naked. Jenny scurried under the covers, and Frank came in a few moments later.
“Turn out the light, Frank,” Jenny said, as her husband began to undress.
“No, Jenny,” he said. “This light is going to stay on.”
“Oh!” she exclaimed in surprise at the authority in his voice. “But… why?” she asked, though she thought she already knew the answer.
“So that I can see.”
“See what? Please, Frank… that’s just… it’s bad, and wrong.”
“I’m starting to realize you don’t really think that, Jenny.”
“What? No… Please… turn off the light!”
Again they had approached the point that made Jenny feel lightheaded, and more aroused than she could even describe, because it was so wicked. Again, though, Frank shied away, and again the feeling of disappointment seemed to take hold of her, as her husband did as she asked and turned off the light.
But… she was naked in bed, now… and that was something, wasn’t it?
Frank pulled the covers back and climbed into bed next to her. “You’re naked!” he said, with wonder in his voice, and a joy that made Jenny suddenly feel more in love with him than she had in months.
“Yes,” she giggled. “I’m pretty drunk, too.” Jenny felt like she had to excuse her nakedness, but suddenly wished she didn’t feel that way—that even sober she could be naked with her naked husband, feeling his manhood rise against her belly as she never, ever had before.
In response, she did something she had only done a very few times before, and put her hand down to touch him, stroke him there. By the very little light that came in from the window, through which the moon shone, she saw Frank’s eyes light up at her touch, and he made a contented little sound in his throat. “Oh, Jenny,” he said. “You look so beautiful… I… I just want you so much—I don’t think I’ve ever wanted to… to make love to you this much.”
Jenny giggled again as she felt Frank’s fingers find her tender cleft… her pussy, she felt—drunkenly—she could call it at least in her mind, when her husband was playing with it. He rubbed gently, up and down, and she sighed. Jenny realized that she, too, had never wanted to make love this much—even in the very beginning of their marriage, when Frank had wanted to make love every night on their honeymoon, but she had pretended to fall asleep to avoid it on two of the nights, and then masturbated in the bathroom after Frank had fallen asleep himself, thinking about getting a spanking for failing to fulfill her duty to her husband.
Then they enacted their familiar ritual: Jenny lay on her back, with her legs spread and her knees bent, and Frank clambered between. Jenny looked up at him as he moved his hips to put his manhood in position, and sighed as the tip rubbed against her pussy-lips. She was wet—so wet—from the thought about the nakedness, and Frank slipped in easily, and began his usual rhythm.
But Jenny became aware, suddenly, that she had not closed her eyes, as she always did, so that she could think about spanking. Instead, she continued to look up at Frank, who was looking down at her. At the realization, her eyes widened, and in response, she saw a look on Frank’s face that she had never seen before: a look of dominance, and her pussy seemed to melt with moisture and to clench around Frank’s manhood.
She cried out, under her husband… under his cock, his cock, Jenny finally thought to herself for the very first time, and then he did the little thing that she would eventually recall as the true turning point, even though it would take her so much longer to understand it and to acknowledge it.
Jenny felt Frank take her left knee in his right hand, and push that knee up and back toward her chest.
“Oh, God…” Jenny said, as Frank did the same thing with her right knee, making her feel that her husband was opening her up, arranging her for his own pleasure. Frank put his arms on either side of the legs he had raised so high, and then, as she screamed with the pleasure he forced upon her, Frank began to pound his wife’s pussy dominantly and fast, in a way he never had before. Without even knowing what was happening, Jenny came during sex for the first time in her life.
The feeling started in her pussy, but it wasn’t the little wave of release that she knew how to produce when she was masturbating; this climax seemed to start deeper, where Frank’s cock was thrusting, over and over, and to spread much, much further through her body, making her twist under him, and even struggle against him as she had always imagined doing.
Frank’s eyes grew wide with some deep emotion and he gave a shout, and then Jenny felt his cock pulsing inside her, giving her his essence, and finally he lay still, on top of her. Never had she felt so grateful to feel his weight there, to sense his hard muscles against her much more tender flesh.
Had he even known that she had come, though? He began to climb off her, and she could tell from the way he moved his left hand that he was getting ready to go through their little farce with the rubbing and the fake orgasm. The real orgasm she just had was so different that Frank probably didn’t realize she’d had it, though he must know that Jenny had behaved under him differently than she ever had before.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered, and the whole thing came crashing down. “Hayden told me to do that. I’m so sorry I hurt you.” He kissed her tenderly. He laid his hand on her cleft. “Do you want me to…?” he asked uncertainly. He thought he had hurt her. He thought she had been screaming in pain.
“Oh… no… thank you, sweetie. No… I’m… I’m alright—it’s okay.” What she truly wanted to say was, “Please, for the love of God, let Hayden tell you to do more things like that.” Perhaps it was progress that she could say to herself, that she truly wanted to say that, even though she couldn’t actually say it?



Chapter Six
 
 
“Alright,” said Hayden the following afternoon, tapping the sheaf of papers on his desk that constituted the profiles of Frank and Jenny Fenton. He looked over his desk at them, where they sat in matching wood chairs that had the same academic feel as everything else in this administrative wing of the Institute.
They both looked very nervous. Frank tried hard, Hayden thought, to conceal his anxiety, but the result was, unfortunately, an expression that approached belligerence.
“This profile makes me think that we can help you,” Hayden said.
Frank smiled at that, and Hayden was happy to see his face relax into its usual good nature. Jenny, on the other hand, still looked very troubled. “What does that mean?” she asked.
Hayden saw Frank glance from Jenny to Hayden himself. Due to his long experience with this stage of a client relationship, Hayden could easily read the younger man’s mind: Frank wondered if he should silence Jenny, to show that he could take on the responsibilities of a dominant husband, according to his understanding of the things he had read about in the Institute’s marketing materials.
“It means,” said Hayden, “that we’ll accept you into our marital program, if you choose to proceed.”
“But…” said Jenny, “what does that mean? About me, I mean?”
“Jenny…” Frank tried. His tone fell between warning and plea, and showed just how much work he had to do, himself. That might prove to be the true stumbling block, Hayden thought, for he doubted that Frank had considered this angle seriously, although the pamphlet laid it out as clearly as Hayden and Abigail had been able to do when they had written the pamphlet.
“That’s alright, Frank,” Hayden said. “While it’s true that if you pursue the Extreme Marriage program, Jenny will learn not to speak without your permission, or face serious consequences—” Here Hayden looked at Jenny, and saw exactly what he expected: her expression was no less troubled, but the slight widening of her eyes told him that she had felt a rush of arousal at his last words, though of course if Hayden were to ask her point-blank if she were wet, she would deny it. Sometimes that actually had to be undertaken, here in his office: a husband holding his wife over Hayden’s desk while he demonstrated to both husband and wife that the idea of extreme marriage did have the effect upon the wife’s pussy that Hayden claimed. Hayden doubted the Fentons would need that, though. “—nevertheless at this first meeting, before either of you has begun your training, it’s best to act as naturally as possible. Jenny isn’t used to her new role as taken-in-hand…”
“My… new role?”
“Well,” said Hayden, “that’s premature, I realize.”
“Oh, no,” said Frank, “we’re going ahead with the program.”
“Frank!” Jenny exclaimed.
“Hush, Jenny,” Frank said, trying again to claim his mantle as extreme husband, and succeeding rather better this time. “You signed the contract.”
“But… it was just to be profiled… to explore… the possibility.”
“Do you remember, Jenny,” Hayden asked sternly, “when Abigail explained to you that if you signed, and we decided that the program could help you, Frank would make the decision about whether to take you in hand and enroll you in the program?”
“Yes, but…” Jenny was growing a little frantic, which was completely normal. Frank had decided, it appeared, to let Hayden show him how it was done. That was precisely the kind of wise decision that had won admission for them to the program. Jenny was a perfect fit, but Frank had a tendency to be excitable—only when he had demonstrated that he could use his intelligence to restrain that excitement had Hayden and Abigail decided to go ahead with their admission.
Hayden lowered his voice a little, and made his tone gentler. “Jenny,” he said. “I know how aroused you are.”
“What? No… I…” She shook her head wildly.
“We’re not going to leave this office before you verify your consent by signing the enrollment papers. The only question is whether you will have a spanking, or even something more severe, before that happens.” A glance at Frank revealed that the thought had made him instantly hard; he had begun to shift in his seat.
“But… but that’s duress… it doesn’t…”
“Jenny, we’re very, very good at what we do. We wouldn’t be enrolling you if we weren’t absolutely sure that you need this to feel like you are the wife, and the person, you want to be. I know that you can’t admit to Frank, or even to yourself right now, that you want to be taken in hand. But I also know that you do want that, and need it. So I’m going to give you a card with a promise on it, and Frank is going to take your hand in his, and you are going to make the promise on the card, which will verify and finalize your consent to be trained as Frank’s taken-in-hand wife. As I said before, the only question now is whether you’re going to get a spanking, or even a whipping with your husband’s belt, before you make the promise.”
Hayden looked into Jenny’s eyes, seeing the panic rise in them—not panic at the thought of having to make the promise, or even at the thought of being whipped, but at the thought that she might finally have to admit that she wanted those things, and everything that came with them.
He took the card from his desk and handed it to Jenny. “Read it through silently first, and, when you are ready, let Frank know with a nod. Frank, when Jenny nods, take her right hand in both of yours. After that, Jenny, you may begin.”
Not looking at the card yet, Jenny said, “And if I refuse?”
“You’ll go over the spanking stool there in the corner.” Hayden pointed, and watched Jenny’s eyes go for the first time to what had probably seemed to her an innocent little stool. “I’ll help restrain you if that’s necessary. Your husband will spank you, here, in front of me, until you’re ready to proceed as he has decided you should. So, as I said before, the only decision you have at this moment is whether you’re going to have to be spanked before you make the promises on the card.”
At that, she looked down.
Before she could begin to read, Hayden added, “In case you’re in any doubt, Jenny, the spanking you would receive would be a true punishment. We know how to give those here, and we’re going to teach your husband to give them, too.”
Jenny’s head popped back up, and she looked wildly from Hayden to Frank and back. Hayden knew very, very well that the thought of a true punishment was, for a sub like Jenny, even more arousing than the thought of an erotic spanking. That paradox formed the basis of the passionate bond Frank and Jenny were going to form during their time at the Institute, but it also constituted the deepest challenge they would face. Jenny’s profile said that she absolutely needed true punishment, and Frank’s said that he could probably learn to give it, but finding the necessary extremity—as Abigail had named it, and then named the program after the idea—posed a significant challenge for every extreme marriage couple, and was likely to be more than usually challenging for the Fentons.
Thankfully, the thought of having Hayden watch her husband spank her gave Jenny the pause he had thought it probably would. She bent her head and read the card. Hayden watched her bite her lip when she came (he was sure) to the part about the bedroom. When Jenny had clearly finished reading, she hung her head still further down, apparently considering.
At last, with a triumphant look on her face that made Hayden, as the person who had set up the situation for that triumph, very glad, she looked up at Frank and nodded.
Frank reached out his sun-browned hands and took his wife’s delicate, but nevertheless iron-strong, pianist’s right hand in them. Hayden watched him, in love, stroke the back of that hand as Jenny read, stopping after every sentence to look into Frank’s eyes:
“I, Jenny Streat Fenton, promise to undertake the wife-training course here at the Institute in good faith and with honest effort. I promise that from this time forth I will seek my husband’s pleasure as my highest worldly good. I promise to obey the rules he sets for me, with regard to the keeping of our house and with regard to my own activities in and out of the house. I promise to show him the love and respect he deserves. I promise above all to strive to gratify him in the bedroom, and wherever else it pleases him to enjoy my body. I promise to yield my body to him when and as it pleases him to enjoy me. I acknowledge his right and responsibility to chastise me when I fall short of these promises, and I promise to strive to show my gratitude for the chastisement he bestows on me.”
Hayden watched Frank’s face carefully, as he listened. As the promises went on, Frank’s eyes got wider and wider. He was listening—that was the most important thing.
When Jenny was done, still looking triumphant. Frank kissed her. She started to cry, and leaned her head against his shoulder. Frank put his arm around his wife.
“Now,” Hayden said, “it’s Frank’s turn. This one is less complicated, so you may repeat after me, just as you are. ‘I, Frank Fenton…’”
Prompted by Hayden, Frank then promised Jenny, “I, Frank Fenton, promise from this time forward to seek my wife’s pleasure in all things consistent with my duty to our family’s prosperity. I promise to make no rule for my wife that may harm her, and I promise to consult with her in the making of rules and, at her request, to consult with other experienced husbands should a rule I make prove objectionable to my wife. I promise to chastise my wife when chastisement is necessary, with love and with care for her health.”
Jenny kissed him when he was done, long and passionately, not caring, it seemed, that Hayden looked on. “It is real, isn’t it?” she said very softly.
“Yes,” Frank replied.
“Yes, indeed,” Hayden said. “And it’s about to get a great deal more real, Jenny.” He picked up the receiver of the phone on his desk and pressed a button on the phone. “Induction,” he said, and hung up the receiver. He looked at Frank and Jenny, who were exchanging startled, almost guilty glances. Then the back door of his office, concealed in his bookcase, swung open to reveal two large male attendants, dressed in blue scrubs, like interns at a hospital.
“You’re going to take off all your clothes and go with Vic and Kevin now, Jenny,” Hayden said.
“What?” Her defiance and resistance—her repression, truly—had returned in an instant, at full force.
Hayden turned to Frank. “Frank, is it your wish that Jenny should take off her clothes and go with Vic and Kevin?”
Frank’s eyes went very wide. “Yes,” he said.
“Last chance, Jenny,” Hayden said.
“What? No—wait…”
Hayden nodded to Vic and Kevin.
“Frank,” Jenny said weakly. “Frank… don’t…”
But Vic and Kevin were looming over her chair. Vic, in a deep voice with a mellifluous Spanish accent, said, “You’re going to get a spanking from your husband in just a moment, Mrs. Fenton, once you’re naked. Don’t make it harder on yourself. Take off all your clothes now, or we’re going to take them off for you.”
Jenny rose, shakily, from her seat. Everything the Institute knew about Jenny’s family background said that nakedness held huge power for her. This part of the induction had been designed precisely to use that power to start her training off as emphatically as possible. She put her hands back behind her neck to unbutton the neck of her blouse.
“Frank?” she said, as she did so. Her voice quavered. “Help me?”
Frank looked up at her, a little slow to understand.
“I just want…” Jenny managed, before her voice trailed away.
“Help her get undressed, Frank,” Hayden said gently. Jenny needed Frank’s hands on her. The ache shone out of her eyes—for her husband to take control, take her in hand at last. Frank didn’t yet know how to recognize it, but he would learn.
Frank rose, clearly unsure of what she meant. It wasn’t as if Jenny were wearing a ball gown that she really needed help with, so he had no idea, obviously, what he was supposed to do.
“Help me with my blouse,” Jenny said softly, and then the magical thing happened, and Frank became the husband he had been born to be, for the moment. Eventually, Hayden thought, he would be that man permanently, but ten minutes, here and now, would serve very well. Frank took the bottom hem of the white silk blouse and pulled it decisively over his wife’s head and off, as she raised her arms.
Hayden, still sitting at the desk, felt the now very, very familiar arousal that always accompanied these scenes for him, because of course they were sexy, and they were supposed to be sexy. He watched Jenny realize, not just with her mind but with her body, what had happened to her husband. She knew he was taking her in hand; her automatic response was to submit, and she reached back instantly to unfasten her modest white bra. Hayden suppressed a smile, thinking of Frank’s responses to the image-enhanced lingerie questions that made up a sizable portion of the husband’s questionnaire. Jenny would be receiving some new underthings very soon.
“The skirt now,” Frank said. Jenny obeyed. Frank said, “Panties, sweetheart.” Jenny took them off, and Frank received the modest cotton and distractedly thrust the garment in his pocket. Hayden hoped fervently that, later, alone in the suite—as Frank would be the first few nights—he would pull them out and sniff them, savoring this memory the way an experienced dominant husband should, given the opportunity. Perhaps, Hayden thought speculatively, he might do that as he looked through the materials in his drawer, thinking about the advanced training Jenny could receive—training which would of course provide the Institute with a great deal more tuition from Frank’s swollen investment accounts.
Kevin, the bigger of the attendants, had fetched the spanking stool from the corner and moved it into the center of Hayden’s large office.
“Over the stool now, Jenny, and take hold of the legs at the base,” Hayden said. Hayden’s spanking stool was very simple: made of varnished maple, with two sturdy rungs, its top came, as it did with most wives, to the level of Jenny’s waist. There was no more to it than that, but when Jenny had bent over it and grasped the bases of the legs, as instructed by Hayden, her bare backside was positioned perfectly for chastisement: slightly up, but most of all, out.
“On tiptoe, Jenny,” Hayden said. “You are going to learn as soon as we can teach it to you that when the time for punishment arrives, you will be best served to use your body to show how gratefully you are trying to accept your husband’s discipline. The best way to show your husband that is to present your bottom to him. Whether you are over his knee, or laid across something like your piano bench or my stool, you will learn that by assuming the proper position, using your back and legs and arms, you have the power to demonstrate that you know you are getting what you deserve.”
Jenny responded immediately, doing her best to arch her back and push out her lovely young bottom. The sight would have moved a saint, Hayden thought; certainly none of the men in the room were saints, and so he had that strange feeling he always got when he knew every cock in the room was hard, but no one was going to admit it. He looked intently at Frank, willing the young husband to understand that his own training had begun, as well as his wife’s.
Frank looked back at him, obviously at a momentary loss. Hayden, still seated, mouthed the word “belt,” and pointed at his own belt buckle.
Hayden had trained quicker studies, but Frank wasn’t a slouch; he said, as soon as he saw Hayden’s gesture, “I’m going to whip you with my belt now, Jenny.”
Jenny made a little noise at that—something between a sob and a whine. Her answers on the questionnaires about the law made Hayden very confident that a whipping with her husband’s belt would benefit her greatly at this important moment.
Frank unbuckled his belt and pulled it free from his khakis. He had watched enough spanking videos, of course, that he knew to double the belt, and he held it, doubled, above his wife’s bottom.
“Are you going to obey me, Jenny?” he asked.
“Yes!” came her voice from the other side of the stool.
Frank brought the belt down firmly—once, twice, three times.
“Ow!” Jenny wailed.
“Are you sorry that you disobeyed?”
“Yes!”
Frank whipped her three more times. Then he looked over at Hayden. Hayden nodded and said, “Now would be a very good time for you to begin to call your husband ‘sir,’ Jenny.”
“Yes,” Frank said. He gave her three more strokes of the belt, and Jenny’s bottom began to show the lovely tracery pattern that only belts and straps could make.
“Ow! Yes, sir!” Jenny cried. “I’ll obey you, sir!”
Frank whipped her six more times, as she whimpered submissively, and then cried out in pain at the final blows. He looked again at Hayden, and Hayden nodded with finality.
Frank said, “Alright, sweetheart, get up and let me give you a hug before you go.”
Jenny obeyed, burying her tear-stained face in Frank’s Oxford shirt as he held her tightly.
“Do I have to go, Frank?” she whispered.
“Sir,” Frank said, making Hayden very happy.
“Do I have to go, sir?”
“Yes, Jenny, you have to go,” Frank said. “I want you to go, and you promised.”
“Yes, sir,” she said.
Frank released her, and she looked up into his face. He bent down and kissed her, and then, taking her by her shoulders, turned her around and pushed her gently forward. Vic and Kevin, consummate professionals, continued to wear the same bland expressions they had worn since the opening door had revealed them. Vic went first, through the passage into the heart of the program’s facility. Jenny followed him, seeming now not even to notice that she was naked, or that her beautiful bottom bore a mass of belt marks, and Kevin followed Jenny, his eyes straight ahead. The door in the bookcases swung shut behind him.
They were gone. Frank turned back to Hayden, a look of inquiry in his eyes.
“You should head up to your suite, Frank,” Hayden said. “Turn your monitor to channel 1, so you can watch Jenny’s preparation and dressing. You’ll have dinner up there, and Jenny will have her dinner in the dining room inside the facility, and she’ll be put to bed very soon after that—you can watch everything on your monitor. We’ll give you a wake-up call at 6 a.m. tomorrow, and I’ll come get you at the back door of your suite. That’s when the training will really begin. Okay?”
Frank took a moment to absorb everything Hayden had said, and then nodded. “Okay,” he said. He took a deep breath and smiled. “Thank you. Really—I mean, I guess I don’t know how this will all come out, but I would never have believed what’s happened so far.”
Hayden returned his smile. “You’re very welcome. That’s what you’re paying us for.”
Hayden’s phone rang and he picked it up, and listened to Abigail on the other end for a moment. He laughed and said, “Thanks, I’ll tell him.” He put the phone down.
“Abigail just watched the tape from last night,” Hayden said to Frank. “She wants to make sure you know that when Jenny screamed, it wasn’t because you were hurting her—it was because she was coming.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
Frank returned to the suite in a daze. It was 3 o’clock in the afternoon, and he felt like he had already lived more than one day since he and Jenny had woken up at 8 that morning. He walked straight to the big monitor in the suite’s living room. The screen came alive at his touch, already tuned to channel 1, and there was Jenny, still naked, in what looked like a little dressing room with Abigail. To Frank’s surprise, Abigail was wearing a little white nightgown with lace trim.
There was a small, wheeled clothes rack in the room that had a sign hanging from one end. The sign said Jenny (M63), and on the rack hung what looked like several articles of lingerie. Frank’s heart beat faster when he realized that they seemed to be the same pieces of lingerie he had picked out in the questionnaire. There were mirrors on three of the walls, which was why Frank’s mind, he realized, had instantly told him the room was a dressing room. The mirrors reflected Frank’s beautiful, naked wife, infinitely.
Abigail sat at a little desk in the corner of the dressing room, with a laptop in front of her. Jenny was standing in the center of the room, in the classic pose of the maiden concealing herself: left forearm over her breasts and right hand over her pubis. Frank couldn’t swear that any sight—even the most taboo porn video he had ever seen—had aroused him as much as the image on the monitor of his pretty young wife modestly trying to cover her charms. Frank began to fight a losing battle against the urge simply to drop his trousers and boxers and then to jerk off to the video feed of the beginning of his wife’s submissive training; his right hand was already rubbing a bit around the region of his fly.
The audio cut in a moment after the video. Abigail was saying, “… on the end of the rack. Do take a look at everything that’s there, all of which was picked out by Mr. Fenton, but all I’m asking you to do right now is put on the nightgown at the end. Don’t be too anxious; you won’t be wearing most of it until your final week.”
“B-but…” Jenny replied. “I don’t wear lingerie. I mean… I wear underwear… but not that kind of underwear.”
“I know, Jenny,” Abigail replied with sympathy, but also with a hint of exasperation. “But Mr. Fenton has always wished to have you in pretty lingerie—and, as you’ll see, he’s got lovely taste. Now that he’s taken you in hand, he’s going to get his wish.”
“Oh, but… that’s not part of it, is it? I mean… how can he…? Modest women don’t wear things like that!”
“Are you calling me immodest, Jenny?” Now Abigail’s voice had become stern. “Do you need another spanking so soon? You’re being childish, and spoiling your first day. All I’m asking now is that you put on the nightgown, which is just like the one I’m wearing.”
“With… no… you know…?”
“Jenny, can you not even say the word ‘panties’?”
“No! I mean, I can… but it’s such a nasty word… it’s dirty.”
Frank felt his eyes going wide. He had never had any idea that Jenny’s issues with sex went so deep. He suddenly doubted whether even the people at the Institute, who seemed to know so much, could help them get to a place where they could satisfy one another. Then he remembered what Hayden had told him just before he left the office: Abigail, watching the tape from the previous night, had instantly known (if she could be trusted) that Jenny had an orgasm under the brutal fucking he hadn’t been able to stop himself from giving her.
When he had done as Hayden had recommended and taken her knees in his hands, bending and lifting them, a force beyond his control had taken hold of him. All the dammed-up desire that he tried daily to assuage at his computer had flooded over him. His hips seemed to move of their own accord, as he felt the lovely sensations coming from his cock, now that Jenny’s pretty little cunt was at his command, at last, and he could drive deep inside her—much deeper than he ever had when they were making love. With the porn on the special hard drive that the Institute had apparently known about, or guessed easily about, the feeling didn’t build and crest the way it had, and Frank had not had any power to stop himself from fucking his wife like—he thought afterward—an animal.
She had screamed and screamed, and he had simply kept fucking, and somehow, terribly, the screaming had made him fuck her harder. Then he had come, and Jenny had not wanted an orgasm—or so it had seemed. But Abigail was sure that the screaming had been Jenny coming under him, something he had given up very early in their marriage as ever being possible for them.
“You’ll be relieved to hear, then,” Abigail said, “that you won’t be allowed to wear that dirty, wicked garment under your nightgowns again.”
“Ever?” The video was wide-angle, so Frank couldn’t really see the expression on Jenny’s face, but she jerked her head back, and covered her private places even more closely.
“Ever, Jenny,” Abigail confirmed, rising from the desk and stepping toward her. “Mr. Fenton wishes to be able to reach up under your nightgown whenever he chooses and touch you the way a husband touches his wife.”
“Oh, God…” Wait, Frank thought, her voice… Jenny’s voice sounded like it had the night he had spanked her over the piano bench, when she must have been masturbating.
“Turn around, Jenny,” Abigail said, “and spread your feet wide.”
“Oh, no… please…”
“Jenny,” the older woman continued relentlessly. “Mr. Fenton is watching. I’m hoping to show him that his wife really does need his firm hand.”
“No…” Jenny wailed.
“If it helps, you may keep your silly hands where they are, girl. But turn around this instant, and face the clothes rack, and spread your feet wide and squat just a little bit. Do that or I’m going to get my strap, and call Vic and Kevin to hold you still while I tan your hide until you feel ready to obey me.” For the first time Frank noticed that there was a short, thick-looking black strap hanging from the little desk at which Abigail had been seated.
With a little sob, Jenny turned around. Sluggishly, and whimpering a bit—at the feeling in her pussy? Frank wondered, feeling his eyes widen and his heart beat faster—she shuffled her feet apart.
“A little squat now,” Abigail said, much more gently.
Another sob, and Jenny had obeyed. What was Abigail going to do?
Frank watched with disbelief and heart-pumping arousal as Abigail, stooping slightly, put her right hand on Jenny’s bottom.
“Oh… oh, please… Miss Abigail…” Clearly Jenny had been instructed to call Abigail that, but it was rather extraordinary, Frank thought, that she would remember to do so in this situation. In this situation, everything Frank thought he knew about his wife told him, she would be screaming for the police and not formally addressing anyone who had her hand on Jenny’s bottom—especially not in the tone that Frank was finally becoming convinced meant Jenny was aroused.
Frank lost the battle against the urge to remove his pants. He unbuckled swiftly and dropped them and his underwear, as Abigail’s hand moved further down and Jenny, unmistakably, moaned. He took his cock in his hand and felt a moment’s shock at the incredible feeling of dominant power that seemed to surge through his whole body—almost the way it had the night before, in bed. Jenny was getting finger-fucked because he, Frank, needed a submissive wife. He, Frank, was watching it at his leisure. He had taken his pretty little wife in hand.
Along with the feeling of power though, another, even more unexpected feeling came into his heart, so intensely that his chest seemed to be so full of it that Frank could hardly breathe. Grateful love, more powerful than dominant eroticism, swelled inside him. How could he, in the end, have been so very lucky? How had it turned out that this wife he loved actually needed exactly this kind of marital life—the life he had never even dared to ask if she might want to try?
“Look at the panties on the end, my girl,” Abigail said. “Those are very special.”
“Oh, no… oh… w—why, Miss Abigail?”
With a thrill of arousal, Frank suddenly realized exactly which panties Abigail must be talking about. He pumped his cock more rapidly with his hand, hardly believing what he was hearing and seeing: his wife was shamelessly moving her hips against Abigail’s hand. At that moment, Frank would have given anything—paid any surcharge—for a close-up of the feminine fingers on modest Jenny’s pretty pussy, working expertly there to draw from her the sighs and moans she made ever louder and more rapidly.
Abigail reached out her left hand, without taking her right from Jenny’s rear end, and deftly turned the little garment on its hanger, so Jenny could see.
Jenny gasped. “Oh… no… oh, God… why… why…?”
“Why do they have no seat, do you mean, girl?”
The red seatless panties that Jenny was looking at had nearly driven Frank out of his mind with arousal when they had popped up on his screen during the questionnaire that morning.
 
Please choose up to ten of the following pieces and sets of lingerie for your wife’s training, and rank them according to how arousing they are for you. For each piece, please make a one- to two-sentence comment on why you think you find the garment arousing.
 
The lacy red seatless panties had been number one. He didn’t know where he had found the courage to write the truth about why—the Institute seemed able to draw it out of him, since apparently they already knew everything about him.
 
Jenny’s ass is so beautiful that I often think I’ll die an unhappy man unless I get to fuck her there. These panties instantly gave me a fantasy of making her put them on in the morning so that she’ll have a reminder all day that she’s going to have anal sex when I come home.
 
Jenny didn’t answer Abigail with words, but she nodded as her little cries of arousal kept growing.
“Well, Jenny, Mr. Fenton tells us that he picked these out because he plans to make you wear them all day, to get you ready to take his cock back there when he comes home.”
“Oh, my God… no… he couldn’t. He… oh, God… I’m…”
Then she screamed, exactly the way she had the night before in bed. Frank, for his part, came all over the console on which the monitor stood. Guiltily, he reached down to his pants, felt in his pocket for something to wipe his semen up, and found Jenny’s modest white panties. He laughed and, feeling like a true dominant, he sniffed them, astonished at how wet Jenny must have got them for them to smell so very strongly of her wanton pussy. Then, feeling even more dominant, he used his wife’s modest underwear—the kind that he planned to permit her to wear only rarely—to wipe up his seed. He still didn’t really understand, but he no longer doubted.
On the monitor, Abigail had gently helped Jenny back to a more comfortable standing position. She went to get the little white nightgown, slipped it off its hanger, and returned to Jenny’s side. Frank’s young wife had buried her face in her hands, all thoughts of covering her charms apparently abandoned. Frank watched Jenny’s shoulders heave—with sobs?
Abigail turned Jenny gently, so that she faced Abigail, though Jenny kept her face covered.
“Put your arms out, my dear,” she said. “I’m going to put your nightgown on you.”
When Jenny obeyed, Frank could see that yes, his wife’s face was stained with tears. She looked miserable as Abigail put the nightgown over her arms and then her head, and she kept her eyes closed as if she couldn’t bear to see any more.
Then Abigail hugged Jenny. Jenny resisted at first, but then she gave a wrenching sob and returned the embrace, burying her face, her eyes still closed, against Abigail’s shoulder.
“Jenny,” Abigail said. “I promise you that before the month is out, you will learn to let yourself feel that pleasure without the terrible guilt.”
“He… he… I love him so much, but I-I can’t… he just can’t do that… there.”
“Hush, now,” Abigail said. “That’s enough for right now. It’s time to meet your roommate.”
“Roommate?” Jenny asked.
“Yes,” Abigail replied. “Like at Rosewood Academy.”
That seemed to send another shock through Jenny’s body. “Sh-she… she won’t…”
“Nothing is going to happen that your husband hasn’t told us should be part of your training, my dear, and that we don’t know will benefit your happiness.”
Jenny seemed to let these words mollify her, and allowed Abigail to lead her from the room.
Frank wished now that he had found and read Rosewood Academy, but he remembered the question on the questionnaire that morning.
 
We have determined that Jenny could benefit greatly from exploring an erotic relationship with another young woman, to whom she would be assigned as a roommate. Please share your thoughts about such training: as her Head of Household, your desires in this area determine her training program entirely.
 
He had sat back from the keyboard, a little stunned, and then typed,
 
If that kind of thing would help Jenny, I’m all for it. And I don’t know if I should say this, but it’s very hot, as far as I’m concerned.



Chapter Eight
 
 
Abigail led Jenny down the hall. The inside of the facility was just as elegant, in its way, as the administrative outside, but less ornate—like the servants’ quarters in an old house, Jenny thought. Not uncomfortable, but definitely more Spartan. As if the wives-in-training, when inducted into the program, were to understand their submission as including the acceptance of a kind of servant status. Jenny’s mind rebelled against that thought at first, but then she thought again of how it had felt when Frank had undressed her and taken her panties, and then whipped her with his belt over the stool. She felt herself blushing, realizing that the connection had suddenly made the Spartan feel of the facility, to her surprise, arousing to her.
At the end of the hall were four doors that looked very much like they led to dormitory rooms. Indeed, they even had the same kind of whiteboard you always found on dorm-room doors. Abigail stopped at the first one on the right, and Jenny read on the whiteboard, Welcome, Jenny!—Charlotte, in a neat cursive.
“Charlotte is your roommate,” Abigail said. Above the whiteboard was a printed card in a little frame, that read:
 
Charlotte (755) 23 September 2013
Jenny (M63) 20 October 2013
 
That day, Jenny remembered, was the 20th of October.
“What do the numbers mean?” she asked. Jenny’s voice, to her relief, sounded almost normal to her ears. As the memory of the terrible, shameful scene in the dressing room faded into the past, she had begun to feel as if she might be equal to the task ahead of her. Abigail had said that everything was going to happen according to Frank’s wishes, and in accordance with the Institute’s expertise. And now she would at least have another woman to talk to about what it all meant—for she felt that it was impossible to talk to Abigail.
“Charlotte is the 755th concubine to be admitted to the Institute’s main program, and you are the 63rd wife to be admitted to the Extreme Marriage program.”
“What’s a concubine?” Jenny asked.
Abigail smiled. “You can ask Charlotte that,” she said. She knocked on the door, and then immediately opened it.
Inside lay a dorm room out of a posh liberal arts college—different from urban Juilliard, where Jenny had gone to school, but of course of the same genre. A young woman in a white nightgown identical to the ones worn by Abigail and Jenny sat at a desk, typing on a laptop computer. She had blond hair and blue eyes, and was one of the most conventionally pretty women Jenny had ever seen. Her long hair was held back by a blue hair ribbon. When she looked up with a smile, Jenny knew instantly, somehow, that she was going to love Charlotte. That smile was so welcoming, and at the same time so intelligent—something about the way it turned up higher on the right side, Jenny thought—that Jenny felt at ease at once.
Charlotte rose and, to Jenny’s surprise, curtsied to Abigail. “Hello, Miss Abigail,” she said in a bubbly soprano.
“Hello, Charlotte,” Abigail replied. “You look lovely.”
“Thank you, Miss Abigail.” Charlotte looked at Jenny expectantly, but was clearly waiting patiently for Abigail to take the lead.
“Charlotte, this is Jenny. Her husband Frank has enrolled her in the Extreme Marriage program. Jenny, this is Charlotte. She is a volunteer in the main program. She can tell you all about what that means.”
Charlotte extended her hand, and Jenny took it. “So nice to meet you, Jenny. I know you’re probably pretty confused right now, and I’m going to do my best to help.”
“It’s nice to meet you, too,” Jenny said politely.
“Alright, girls,” Abigail said. “I’m going to leave you to get acquainted. Jenny, Charlotte will take you to dinner, at the other end of the hall. You’ll meet the other girls there. After dinner, the girls usually watch a movie, or play a game, or both—Charlotte will take you to the rec room, and there’s a piano there, too, though no one’s going to force you to play for your fellow trainees. So you know, though, the program we’ve designed for you does include practicing, and Frank has brought your music. That won’t start until tomorrow, though. Any questions?”
Jenny felt her brow furrow in consternation. “Will I see Frank tonight?”
“No. You’ll see him in the morning. It will be a while before you go back to the suite, and a while after that before you spend the night there again.”
“But why?” Jenny asked, with a catch in her voice that made Charlotte reach out a hand to take Jenny’s in reassurance.
“Part of your program is going to be about earning the right to offer your charms to your husband, and to please him with your body as his taken-in-hand wife. We’ll talk more about that tomorrow.” Jenny’s mouth hung open, but Abigail’s words had stunned her to silence.
Abigail tilted her head as if to make sure there were no further questions, and then said, “Very well. I’ll see you tomorrow, girls.” She stepped out of the room and closed the door behind her.
“Tomorrow?” Jenny finally managed to ask.
“Miss Abigail spends most of her time in the main house,” Charlotte said. She tugged gently on Jenny’s hand and led her over to where two twin beds occupied the far end of the room. Charlotte sat on one, and Jenny instinctively followed suit, sitting down on the other.
“So,” Charlotte said. “Ask.”
“What’s a concubine?”
Charlotte laughed. “Um… well, I think it technically means a bedmate…”
Jenny already felt her face growing hot, and what had Charlotte said? Nothing naughty or wicked, certainly. Charlotte obviously saw her blushing, and put out her hand, touching Jenny lightly on the knee. “It’s okay—are you sure you want to hear?”
Jenny pushed her lips together firmly and nodded. “I think… I think I have to. I mean, all this stuff… this sex… stuff…” She had looked down at her hands, folded in her lap, and now she looked back up at Charlotte, who had a patient, listening sort of expression on her face.
Jenny took a deep breath. “I guess I’m going to have to start admitting… you know…” But she couldn’t say it. She just couldn’t. Jenny closed her eyes and balled her fists and felt tears starting to flow down her face.
“It’s okay,” Charlotte said again. “In the main program there are some girls who talk about it the same way you do—it’s why they’re there.”
Jenny’s eyes flew open. “Really? You mean… I mean…” She gave a snort of laughter at her own apparent inability to say anything at all. “I’m not a total freak, you mean? A total freak as in, not just frigid, but crazy, too?”
There, she’d said the f-word—the f-word that was so much worse, for Jenny, than the usual f-word.
Charlotte smiled a little sadly, as if in sorrow for all the pain she could hear in Jenny’s voice. “You wouldn’t be here if they thought you were frigid. They’re the experts—and I’m not sure what frigid really means, but I do know that the girls I know in the main house who can’t talk about sex are definitely not frigid. They just need—really, really need, deep down—for a man to make them do the things that give them pleasure. They need to be dominated.”
“Oh, my God,” Jenny whispered. “That’s just like me. Oh, my God.”
“That’s why you’re here,” Charlotte said. “You’re really lucky that your husband wants it, too, and that he can afford to send you here.”
“Oh, my God,” Jenny said, unable to stop repeating it. “I mean, I was doing it because… because… well I guess it was because I knew that, really… but I told myself I made those promises—did you make the promises?”
“Yes,” Charlotte said. “I’m here because my owner wants to marry me.”
“What?! Your what?”
“Well, that’s an exaggeration, I guess. He wants me to have the training, because he thinks he might want to marry me.”
“You didn’t answer my question! Did you actually just say your owner?”
Charlotte laughed. “Yes, I did. It’s not like slavery, except that when I’m being honest I have to say that I would be happy to be called his slave.”
Jenny shook her head in confusion. Charlotte took Jenny’s hands gently in hers. “Think about it this way,” she said. “Take all that stuff that you can’t talk about and won’t even let yourself think about. Just for a second, completely hypothetically, follow all that stuff to its natural conclusion. That’s where I am. That’s who I am.”
“What is it?” Jenny whispered.
“That I’m a submissive. And no one can seem to agree on a single name for what it all is, but most people seem to think that BDSM is the best way to refer to all of it.”
“Oh, no… no… that’s… I mean… I… I read books about… schoolgirls getting, you know… caned and stuff. That’s not like whips and chains and leather. I’m not like those people—and neither are you, right? I mean, we’re wearing nightgowns and… I’m married, and I love my husband.”
Charlotte giggled. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I really don’t mean to laugh at you, but I can’t help it—you should have seen what my owner made me wear when he came to visit last week.”
“What?” whispered Jenny, fascinated despite herself.
“Well, let’s just say it was made mostly of leather.”
“Did it hurt?”
“Um… yes, kind of? But oh, my God, was it good pain.”
“What do you mean, ‘mostly of leather’? Were there chains, or… I don’t know… rubber?”
Charlotte giggled again. “I seriously don’t think I should tell you, because it might give you a heart attack, but let’s just say that it had… attachments.”
Jenny’s heart beat wildly. The thing she pictured in her mind was undoubtedly nothing like what Charlotte had worn for her owner, but she suddenly imagined Frank giving it to her, and telling her that she had to put it on, and she realized that her thighs were growing slick with her wanton moisture at the little fantasy.
Then, crashing in upon her, came the voice of her mother. “I found that book, Jennifer. The one in your top drawer. Don’t try to deny it, Jennifer Elizabeth Streat. You disgust me.”
What was that? What memory was that? What was happening inside Jenny’s mind?
“Jenny?” Charlotte’s voice seemed to come from a distance. “Jenny, what’s wrong?”
“Oh, God… I… think I just remembered something.”
“What? I mean—don’t tell me if you don’t want to, but maybe I can…”
“No… I want to… I don’t know—maybe you’ll understand.”
Charlotte gripped Jenny’s hands more tightly and nodded, her face assuming the same wonderful concerned, attentive expression that seemed to make Jenny feel that maybe everything would be okay.
“Like I said… I read books—you know, spanking books with a little sex, but I don’t really read the sex parts, because they make me feel… I don’t know… strange.”
Charlotte nodded. “Do you like sex?” she asked.
Jenny closed her eyes, and felt her face scrunch up. She felt on the verge of tears again, but she fought them back. “No,” she whispered. “But… um, last night… well, it was sex, of course, but… oh, God, I just don’t know how to talk about it.” She took a deep breath. “I’ll just say what I’m thinking. I don’t like making love. But last night Frank… he—” Jenny dropped her voice to a confidential whisper. “—he fucked me… he… pushed my knees back—he never, ever did that before—and he just kept, you know, fucking, and… I came, with him inside me.”
“And you never had before, I bet,” Charlotte said, nodding. “Okay, sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt. Finish your story.”
“No, it’s fine. It feels so good to talk about this with someone. I… I guess I don’t have any friends I can talk about… about sex… with. I mean, I guess I drove away anybody who was willing to, because I always refused to talk about it even though I really wanted to…” Jenny lifted her chin and her eyes toward the ceiling. “God… I’m so… so… fucked up, aren’t I?” She looked at Charlotte again, who was shaking her head.
“No, sweetie, you’re not. And you’re getting less fucked up by the second, I think.”
Jenny exhaled, feeling her body shake with the effort of trying to say what she wanted to say. “So, I just remembered this thing that happened when I was eighteen, and I’d come home from college for the weekend. I must have… repressed it, or something. My mother had found my spanking book, and… and she burned it, and she gave me the ashes.”
Charlotte’s right hand had flown to her mouth. “Oh, my God, Jenny… oh, I’m so sorry. That’s terrible.”
Jenny, to her surprise, because she’d managed to keep the tears back for quite a while, completely lost it when Charlotte expressed sympathy. She started to sob, and Charlotte went to sit next to her, putting her arm around her shoulders. Jenny thought about one of those scenes in Rosewood Academy, with the roommates: one she only ever read very quickly, and told herself she would never read again, but then seemed to read again—quickly, but maybe a little more slowly than the time before—the next time she took the book out. She felt her body beginning to respond to Charlotte even though she knew Charlotte wasn’t doing anything seductive at all, and somehow the thought that she was responding that way made her feel better, because it meant that her mother was right—not that Jenny was disgusting, but that she was irredeemable, and shouldn’t even try to redeem herself. She should just let her wicked nature range free, and do all the terrible things that wicked people did that Jenny so desperately wanted to do. BDSM. Kissing another girl. Letting your husband do… that.
“She said… she said…” Despite the relief she had felt when Charlotte had put her arm around Jenny’s shoulders, or maybe because of it, her tears seemed to be flowing freely, and her voice was choked with them. “She said that I disgusted her.”
“Oh, Jenny,” Charlotte said.
“And then… that was it. We never had another conversation about sex or anything to do with it. But…”
“It wasn’t just that conversation, sweetie. It was your whole childhood and adolescence. You got that message day after day after day, and for someone who’s a submissive, the way you are, that makes everything super-hard. It’s not your fault. There’s nothing wrong with you.”
“Oh, God. There was this… this question on the questionnaire, and I… I lied…”
“Don’t worry—we all lie—we all think they ask questions that they want you to lie about, and then… well… just wait. I promise you that Miss Abigail will ask you about it, and you’ll tell her the truth. I lied about this thing in my fantasies that I just couldn’t admit to… and sure enough, they trained me in it.”
“What?”
“Oh, it’s really, really dirty. Like dirtier than I think you’ve probably ever imagined. But my owner loves it—and so do I, now.”
“Oh,” Jenny said, thinking about how very much she apparently had to learn.



Chapter Nine
 
 
The next morning at 5:30, Hayden sat in the control room next to his office, a room full of monitors both of the video feeds from the suites and the facility rooms, and of the data coming out of them. Two assessors, Clarissa and Gina, were at these latter monitors, watching the data and analyzing it on the fly for any patterns that needed attention.
“Nothing overnight in Dorm 3,” Clarissa said.
“Charlotte’s awesome,” Gina said.
“She really is,” Hayden said. “Keith Nakama is getting the bargain of the century.”
“Hayden!” Gina said.
“Sorry,” Hayden said. The assessors were the only people at the Institute who would ever call Hayden—or any other master or mistress—on that kind of thing, and Hayden was grateful for it. Without assessors like Gina and Clarissa, it would be much, much too easy for the Institute to stray from its mission into something truly terrible. As far as Hayden was concerned, the more or less technical aspect of making sure they didn’t do anything that might be construed as human trafficking wasn’t even the worst danger. The worst danger was of dominants like Hayden taking the Institute for granted—specifically, taking the submissives for granted. To call Charlotte a bargain in this professional context was to do exactly that, no matter how hard it got his cock to think of the lovely young woman that way.
“Thanks for calling me on that, Gina.”
“You’re welcome.”
“Anyway, to comfort Jenny that way, and to keep it from getting erotic—I’m not sure how many girls could have done it.”
Clarissa said, “It’s the combination that’s brilliant, right? There are a bunch who could have done one or the other, but not both.”
“Did Keith buy the package?” Gina asked.
“Yes,” replied Hayden, “so you should make a copy with Jenny anonymized by this evening, if possible.”
“Sure thing,” Gina replied.
“Was Frank watching, yesterday afternoon?”
Clarissa said, “He watched everything: dinner with the other girls, playing Celebrity in the rec room. Didn’t take his eyes off it even while he was eating dinner. Fell asleep watching Jenny sleep. Cute.”
“Is he up?”
“Of course. Looked like he was thinking about jerking off, watching Jenny in the shower, but decided against it.”
“Very good,” Hayden said. “Did Chas and Heidi leave any notes about last night?”
“Heidi’s summary just says that Jenny had fun, and that besides Charlotte, she hit it off with Beth.”
“That figures,” Hayden said. Beth, with Naia from the main program in Dorm 1, was a professional cellist. “How was Beth’s night?”
Gina clicked, typed, clicked again. “Not great, it looks like,” she said unhappily. “Lots of tears.”
“Dammit,” Hayden said. “Something to do with Jenny, maybe?”
“Looks like Heidi thinks maybe.”
Hayden went to stand behind Gina so he could read the summary the night assessor had written.
 
Major setback? Frustrating. My interpretation: Meeting Jenny made Beth think about her career=unresolved issues. Beth still not sure how life at home will work. Tear-rhythm suggests anxiety rather than guilt.
 
“What do you think?” Hayden asked.
“Seems spot on to me,” Gina replied.
“Recommendation?”
“Have Carl come up with a plan?” Carl was Beth’s husband. Beth wasn’t scheduled to go back to their suite in a few days, but Carl could visit her when she woke up.
“That sounds right to me,” Clarissa said.
“Okay,” Hayden said. “I’ll do that in morning meeting. Any issues with Lara or Fatima?” Lara and Fatima were almost done with the program—it was rare for late-stage wives to have trouble, especially overnight.
“Nope,” Gina said, “but Jacqueline masturbated.” Jacqueline was Fatima’s roommate.
“Did Fatima hear?”
“Doesn’t seem like it.”
“Send a flag to Abigail’s team.”
“Already did.”
“Thanks.” The roommates from the main concubine program who came to participate in the Extreme Marriage program remained under the authority of the main program. Abigail and her team of assessors—a much bigger team than Hayden’s—handled their conduct. Jacqueline would probably get the cane in Abigail’s office later that day. He thanked heaven that he only had to worry about his wives, as he thought of them.
Hayden looked at the clock. Almost 6. He pulled up the schedule for the day on his laptop, made some notes on the M61 (Beth) and M63 (Jenny) case files. The alarm on his laptop beeped. He picked up the receiver on the phone at his workstation and pushed the Suite 3 button.
Frank picked up almost immediately. “Good morning,” he said.
“Good morning, Frank,” Hayden said. “I’ll come get you at 6:30, if that’s alright?”
 
* * *
 
Hayden knocked on the back door of the Fentons’ suite. Frank opened it so quickly Hayden knew he must have been standing right on the other side, waiting.
“Hi,” said Frank, looking slightly dazed. Watching the video feed for too long tended to do that to the husbands, in the first few days. Frank would probably learn very quickly to watch in small doses and read the reports instead, but some husbands resolutely kept the feed on all the time, which made Hayden’s job more difficult because while learning to objectify their wives was an important part of the process, so was learning to process that objectification. Processing tended not to happen while the feed showed its endless, wonderfully salacious images.
“Good morning, Frank,” Hayden said. “Rather than ask if you slept well, it’s best if I simply acknowledge that I know that you slept reasonably well considering that you had the feed on all night, and that you almost jerked off watching your wife shave her pussy in the shower. That’s of course in addition to jerking off yesterday afternoon, which, after the day you’d had, was more than understandable.”
“Oh,” said Frank. It was a fun, and rather strange, moment when Hayden got to make it clear to a husband that he was under as much scrutiny as his wife, and that the true training regimen of the program applied to both husband and wife. The husbands always knew it, theoretically—the contract was very explicit about the video feeds and the monitoring—but the first time Hayden made reference to masturbation always set a husband back on his heels. Frank and Jenny were the twentieth couple to train in the program (the first couple had been numbered M23 and M24, to give them the impression that the program was already well-established—it was a technique that had worked beautifully at the beginning of the main program, of which Abigail—253—had been one of the very first trainees), and not a single husband had failed to masturbate on the first day. The initial assessor-team, of whom all but one were still on the job, had bet Hayden a million dollars (in their business, this was a serious bet) that in five years no husband would fail to masturbate on the first day. Hayden had been sure that they couldn’t know their candidates that well, but here in year three it wasn’t looking good for him.
“We’re going to sit in your living room now,” Hayden continued, “and have what’s called morning meeting. I’m going to review progress with you, and tell you what to expect today. Okay?”
“Sure,” said Frank, clearly still trying to come to terms with Hayden’s thorough understanding of his autoerotic behavior.
When they were seated in the living room area, Hayden began, “Jenny had a very good night, thanks to Charlotte. We’re really happy that we had such a perfect match for your wife.”
“Yeah,” Frank said, “I… um, I couldn’t believe the things she got Jenny to talk about.”
“Exactly,” Hayden responded. “There’s a lot more to come, there, and although we have to let these things take a natural course, we expect Jenny to initiate erotic activity tonight.”
Frank made a little aroused sound in his throat. “Uh, really?” he asked. “Jenny? Seriously?”
“Did you see the way she reacted when Abigail mentioned the roommates in her book?”
“Yeah, but she seemed frightened, right?”
Hayden smiled and shook his head slightly. “Nervous would be a much better word for it. More important, she was nervous because of how incredibly powerful her fantasies of tribadism are.”
“Tribadism?”
Hayden’s mouth twisted wryly. “Girl on girl.”
“Oh.” It was Frank’s turn to shake his head, in disbelief. “I trust you, but… you know…”
“You’ve never seen anything that would give you the slightest idea that your wife would like to have sex with another woman.”
Frank nodded.
“Here’s the thing,” Hayden said. “And this is where it gets hard, for both of you, because it’s equally true on both sides. In one sense, you know Jenny. You know her very well. You know what she likes to eat, where she likes to shop, and what kind of music she likes to play. But in a very important way, a way that we here think is actually—at least for some people—the most important way, you don’t know Jenny at all.”
Frank closed his eyes and bowed his head, nodding slightly. “I know,” he said. “I had no idea about why she didn’t like sex. Hell, I had no idea, really, that she didn’t like it. Just that it wasn’t living up to my expectations of what sex was supposed to be like. But I just put that down to having watched too much porn, and how real sex isn’t like porn.”
“Real sex is definitely not like porn,” Hayden said. “It’s a hell of a lot better, when two people actually know how to please one another, and are seeking one another’s pleasure.”
Frank looked up at him with wonder in his eyes. “I’m a dominant, like you, Frank,” Hayden said. “From my perspective, lucky us, because we get to be almost completely selfish, exactly the way that turns us on the most, when we’re fucking, and beating, and binding, and generally dominating the women who give us the gift of their submission. What a miracle that human psychology turns out both dominants and submissives. It’s going to take you a while to appreciate what it means—what it really means—that Jenny is a submissive. And her craving to submit to the total power exchange you’re going to enact in your marriage, if you follow our recommendations, and manage to keep it going once you leave, places a heavier burden on you than it does on her—at least outside the bedroom. Our compensation for that heavy burden, though, is more than adequate, as far as I’m concerned: better sex than we could ever have imagined really having, when we were growing up thinking there was something wrong with us.”
“I…” Frank began. “I guess I’m starting to understand.”
“Think about how it felt when you pushed Jenny’s knees back two nights ago.”
Frank’s eyes lit up. “Yeah… I mean, oh, my God.”
“And that was just one very little gesture—a foretaste, if you will. Anyway, enough theory for today. One recommendation: don’t jerk off. It will make everything feel even better, and it will ensure that if you’re called on to perform, as you will be from time to time, you’ll be ready. Stroking a bit is impossible to avoid, so don’t try to keep your hands off, but start learning not to come, okay?”
“Sure,” Frank said, the slightly dazed expression coming back into his eyes as more of the mysteries of the program came into his view without being fully explained.
“Anyway, as you saw, Charlotte helped Jenny figure out how to shave, which I know is something you’ve been waiting for a very long time.” Hayden lightened his tone as he said this, to put Frank back into a dominant frame of mind.
“More like fantasizing about with no idea it could ever happen,” said Frank, grinning sheepishly.
“Let me tell you that the first time you taste that little shaved cunt, you may very well spontaneously come at the feeling,” Hayden laughed.
Frank’s eyes seemed to inquire, beseechingly, when that would be.
“This afternoon,” Hayden said. “So you’ll get to be first, since Charlotte will probably be second, tonight. But I don’t want to get ahead of myself. Jenny’s having breakfast now. We’re going to head down in a few moments to the viewing room, where you’ll be able to see both the video feed and the data feed. Incidentally, you’re going to be meeting the other husbands today. Feel free to socialize or not depending on your taste. The only rules are that you don’t watch anyone else’s feed, and you don’t discuss your wives with one another. Got it?”
Frank nodded.
“After we’ve got you set up in there, Jenny’s going to come down to what we call the inspection room. Abigail will be there to give her the induction interview, as we call it. That will be rough for her, almost certainly, even though Charlotte did a phenomenal job of paving the way yesterday night. It will also be incredibly hot, for you. A part of you will try to shy away from that hotness, because Jenny will be crying, if I know anything about my job. My recommendation is not to fight your arousal. At this stage you absolutely must start figuring out how to dominate Jenny, for both her benefit and yours. Watch and listen to Abigail very closely, see how Jenny responds, and feel how hard you get. This is the real beginning of training for both of you, and the best way to have a great month here is to make the most of it.”
Frank had a kind of deer in headlights look now.
“Don’t worry,” Hayden said. “What I just said will come back to you, when you’re watching. And tomorrow, when we have this morning meeting, we’ll go over it. We wouldn’t have accepted you two for the program if we didn’t know you could do this, okay?”
“Okay,” Frank said.
“Alright, the enrollment interview takes us to about 10 a.m., and our coffee break. Jenny will have her piano practice after that, with a surprise guest.”
“What?”
Hayden smiled. “You’ll see. No extra charge—the guest does it for love, of a sort. You’ll want to watch the practice. It won’t be anywhere near as intense as the enrollment interview, but trust me that when you see how it works here, you won’t want to change the channel.”
“Okay,” Frank said, mystified.
“After that, Jenny will come up here and serve you lunch.”
Frank’s mouth opened wide.
“During and after lunch, she will be available to you, and, as discussed, you will have the chance to taste that pretty pussy. To the best of your ability, do not fuck her, and do not let her come. Things happen, I know, but try your hardest. The training will go best if you go down on her for a few minutes and then jerk off on her face.”
“We’ve… I mean, I’ve…”
“You’ve never done either of those things, I know,” Hayden said. “I feel sure your porn has trained you well. The important thing here is to give Jenny the sense that her pleasure—or to put it another way, her sexual activity in general—is at your command. What I just described is a fairly foolproof way of doing that. After that, Charlotte will come to take Jenny back to the dorm to wash up and get ready for her first real class, which will be Deportment. You can watch that here or in the viewing room, as you please. Then dinner with the other wives and a night like last night.”
“And then?” Frank asked.
“Then, as I said, we expect something to happen that we can build on tomorrow.”
“Build on?”
“Wait and see—with any luck we’ll be talking about it right here tomorrow morning.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
Charlotte rode down in the elevator with Jenny, and walked her to the door that read ‘Inspection.’ They both wore their white nightgowns, which already seemed almost normal to Jenny, since every woman she had seen wore one, except that Beth had worn a pink one and Fatima had worn a blue one.
“Good luck,” she said, and gave Jenny a warm, close hug. The feeling that had begun the afternoon before, that seemed to lie just through that slowly opening door of imagination, almost made Jenny swoon in Charlotte’s arms. “Tonight, if you want,” Charlotte whispered, as she felt Jenny cling to her. Charlotte gently disengaged herself from Jenny’s arms and knocked on the door.
What was happening to Jenny? Had another woman just whispered, “Tonight, if you want,” to her, and had Jenny thought, Yes, tonight I will kiss another woman? And had her pussy (already it seemed like she could say that word to herself with only a tiny inward shock) gushed at the thought?
“Come in,” said Abigail’s voice on the other side of the door.
Charlotte gave Jenny’s hand a little squeeze and then she was gone, walking back toward the elevator.
Jenny took a very deep breath and opened the door. The room inside looked very much like an examination room at a doctor’s office. Abigail was sitting at the typical desk with the cabinets above and below, her laptop before her, as ever. She was dressed in the blue version of the nightgown.
The only real difference between this room and a doctor’s examination room, besides the fact that the diagrams on the wall were of male and female reproductive organs exclusively, rather than of the entire human body as they usually were, was the replacement of the examination table with something Jenny recognized immediately, with jaw-dropping, lightheadedness-inducing shock, as a spanking bench, very similar indeed to the way she had imagined the one in the headmaster’s office in Rosewood Academy.
“Sit,” Abigail said brusquely, and Jenny noticed that there was a chair, on wheels, in the corner. She sat on it, smoothing the nightgown down carefully first so as not to make contact with the chair upon her bare flesh.
“On your bare bottom,” Abigail said, regarding her steadily from her place at the desk.
“Why?” Jenny asked, startled.
“Because your husband wants you to learn obedience.”
Jenny felt her eyes nearly bug out of her head as she leaned forward with her mouth open, but had nothing to say.
“I assure you, Jenny, that both your more theatrical defiance of your husband’s wishes and your constant little ones, like not sitting the way your husband’s agent—me—tells you to sit, will be cured here at the Institute. Some of them are going to be cured before you leave this room. Get on the spanking bench.”
“What?”
Abigail picked up the phone on the desk and pushed a button. “Attendant,” she said, and hung up.
The door of the room opened and Vic stood there, enormous in his scrubs. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him.
“Get on the spanking bench, Jenny,” Abigail said.
Everything was happening so fast. Much, much too fast. Vic took a step forward and Jenny rose, feeling her legs shaking under her.
“P-please…” she said. “I… I think… I mean, I do want…”
Vic took another step and Jenny turned toward him, and then shied away toward the spanking bench. Jenny looked at it, terribly confused at the way it was configured.
“I don’t know how!” she wailed.
Abigail said, “You may go, Vic. Thanks.”
Vic departed through the door without a word. Abigail rose from her chair and walked to the spanking bench. “Knees there,” she said, pointing. “Elbows there.” She pointed again.
Thanking heaven that at least she had her nightgown to cover her (absurd, she realized at the same time, of course, because she knew Miss Abigail was probably going to uncover her instantly), Jenny put her left knee, and then her right knee, onto the padded imitation-leather-covered places Miss Abigail had shown her. The knee-rests were two feet apart, and Jenny felt the air moving against her pussy as she had to spread her legs, with a little blush. Then, feeling exquisitely the way it exposed her and presented her, she put her right forearm down on the right elbow-rest, and did the same with the left.
“For your disobedience just now, you earned an even greater humiliation than the subtle feeling of your bare bottom on the vinyl of the chair.” Abigail took the hem of Jenny’s nightgown and uncovered her completely, rolling the nightgown up until it was wreathed around her chest above her breasts. “Present your cunt, Jenny. I need to make sure you shaved it properly.”
“Oh, God…” She had never heard the word spoken aloud. Never. Not in the movies, not on the streets. The people—the men, only the men—in the books said it sometimes, but she skipped those parts, mostly.
“I’m sure you can figure out how to do that, Jenny. Let me also tell you that the video feed from this room has a lovely view of your bare backside, and in particular of your shaved cunt and your pretty pink anus.”
“Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”
“You, Jenny Fenton, are getting wet at that thought. I can see it, and your husband, watching the feed, can see it, too.”
“Oh, God… no… no, I’m not! I’m not!”
“You have got to stop lying, Jenny Fenton,” Abigail said. “You have done your husband, and more important yourself, a terrible disservice for much too long.”
“No!” Jenny wailed. “No!”
“Your little cunt is clenching, Jenny,” Abigail said softly. “We can see it. Now do as I’ve asked, and as your husband wishes. Present it to me, and to him.”
Breathing as hard as if she had just run a four-minute mile, Jenny obeyed. Of course she knew how you presented your pussy to a man who wanted to claim it—or a woman. Hadn’t she done it in her dreams since the age of eighteen? You arched your back, and you pushed a little…
“Very nice, Jenny. Thank you,” Abigail said. “Hold yourself there, please. I need to punish you for your disobedience.”
Jenny heard one of the cabinets open and then close. She thought about what Frank must be seeing on the video feed. Jenny’s shaved pussy. Jenny’s shaved cunt.
When Charlotte had told her, very gently, that she would have to shave herself there in the shower that morning, or Miss Abigail would wax her after having Vic and Kevin strap her into the stirrups, her eyes had, as with so much else here at the Institute, grown wide as saucers.
“Why?” she had whispered.
“Dominant guys really, really like it. There are lots of theories why, but mostly I think it’s about you knowing that you don’t have anything there that hides your pussy from him.”
“Oh,” Jenny had said, hearing in her own voice the little catch that was becoming familiar—the little catch that meant that some new arousal had taken her by surprise. Knowing that I don’t have anything to hide my… pussy from Frank… from my husband… my… Master.
“You’ll actually like it, too, I think, after you get used to it. It’s not very difficult, really, and Miss Abigail knows it’s your first time. You’ll have plenty of practice here, before you go. There are scissors in the bathroom. Before you get into the shower, sit on a towel—there are a whole bunch in the cabinet—and use the scissors to trim down as close as you can. Afterward you can put the towel in the laundry sack that’s under the counter. The closer you can trim, the easier the shaving is going to be.”
“Um, okay.”
“And try not to shave against the grain.”
Jenny had suddenly remembered her mother teaching her to shave her legs, and blushed furiously. “A lady’s legs and underarms are always smooth,” her mother had said. “Your husband shouldn’t even know that hair grows there.”
As she had sat on the towel and used the scissors, Jenny had actually managed a laugh, thinking about what her mother would think if she could see what Jenny was doing.
“Disgusting,” Jenny had whispered to herself, and found that somehow the word created a tiny little jolt of arousal. So strange, and yet she had got into the shower with a heart full of gratitude. Even if she could never admit to Frank that it turned her on to shave between her thighs for him, because of the Institute she knew that he wanted that, and that knowledge seemed like a wall—a bulwark—against her mother’s disgust. Hadn’t her mother always said, “Your father’s word is law in this house,” even if that seemed to work out to “Stop asking those questions and be quiet the way your father told you to be quiet” or “There’s no good reason you can’t go over to that girl’s house, so stop talking about it, because that family is just the wrong sort of people”?
Well, thought Jenny, suddenly seeming to fly up above herself as she moved the razor gently against her pussy-lips, my husband’s word is law for me, and my husband likes a shaved pussy. She had even giggled at that thought.
A little rush of air, a strange swishing sound, and then, simultaneously, a sharp thwack and an agonizing, fiery line of pain right across her bottom jolted her completely out of her reverie.
Jenny gasped. It was the cane—it could only be the cane, at last. She drew breath to cry out, but the cane struck her again, a little lower, and the cry caught in her throat, only to become a long wail, at the third stroke, above the previous two. She was writhing over the bench, shifting her backside from side to side, seeking relief, and contracting it at the same time, moving her hips against the main, blocky part of the bench under her belly.
Suddenly the idea of getting off the spanking bench and running away finally occurred to her and, instinctively, without even intending it, she started to try to do that, but Abigail said, “You may get up, Jenny, and stand, facing me, with your hands behind your head. Please make sure that your nightgown stays firmly above your bosom.”
Jenny had managed to get herself into a sort of low defensive crouch, next to the bench, and, as she watched Abigail putting the cane away in one of the cabinets above the desk, she found the resolve to straighten up. Her nightgown had come out of the roll Abigail had made of it, so Jenny self-consciously tucked it up again. So that I’ll stay naked and humiliated, she thought, as she placed her hands behind her head, assuming for the very first time the position so familiar to her from her spanking books. To her surprise, the position wasn’t very difficult to maintain, with her fingers laced so that her arms were supported by her hands on her head. It would certainly ache after a while, she knew, but the main feature of the position was, she realized, the way it entirely forsook control of what happened to her breasts and her bottom and her pussy, now, it seemed to Jenny, even more exposed with the nightgown tucked above her breasts than they would be if Jenny were entirely nude.
Abigail sat at the desk again, but with her chair swiveled around to face Jenny. She crossed her calves under the chair, folded her hands over her right knee, and looked straight into Jenny’s eyes.
“That was the cane,” she said.
“Yes, miss,” Jenny said. She added the “miss” without even thinking about it.
Abigail smiled. “The time has come for honesty, my dear,” she said. “Let’s begin with your true most embarrassing experience.”
“How… how did you know?”
“That you lied? You would be amazed how many things we actually measure while you are filling out your questionnaire. Thankfully I don’t have to worry about the algorithms, but my assessors tell me that there’s a 90% chance you lied based on your minor responses, as they call them. Combined with your overall profile, with respect to potentially embarrassing experiences in general, we’re certain at above 99.99% that you have something to tell me.”
“He… my college boyfriend… he touched me, and I got so wet, because…” Jenny’s voice failed her. She looked at Abigail, and Abigail looked back, sympathetically and patiently. Jenny whispered, “Because I thought he was forcing me.” There. She had done it; she had said it. She continued more confidently, “And he said ‘What the hell?’ when he felt it. I think he thought I had… wet myself. And I ran away, and broke up with him the next day.”
“Thank you, Jenny. Are you wet now?”
“Oh, my God…” How did Miss Abigail do it?
“Answer me, please.”
“Yes, Miss Abigail.”
“Why do you think you’re wet?”
“I don’t know, Miss Abigail.” Really, Jenny didn’t. She just didn’t.
“Guess, please.”
“Oh, no…”
“Guess for me, girl.”
“I… I…” Jenny started to cry.
“Say it, Jennifer Streat Fenton. Say it right now.”
“I can’t! I can’t! I’m… I’m a good girl… I’m a modest… I’m a good girl!”
“Say it. Guess for me, or get the cane again. Thirty-six strokes for disobedience.”
“Oh, God… oh, no… please! I… I’m…”
“We’ve given you the word, Jenny. We’ve given you more than one. All I’m asking you to do is say it.”
“Oh, Lord… I’m a sub! I’m a submissive! Whatever that means! I’m that! I want… I want…” Jenny collapsed on the floor, sobbing.
Instantly, Abigail was kneeling on the floor next to her, holding Jenny against her breast. “Shh… shh… it’s okay. I promise. You’re okay. Frank loves you so much. You’re a good girl, a very good girl—you’re just a different kind of good girl than you always thought you were supposed to be.”
Jenny clung to Abigail as if begging her new mistress to save her from a pit of damnation. Abigail kept holding on, and the warmth from her body seemed to penetrate into Jenny’s. Jenny suddenly had a strange urge to call Abigail “Mommy,” and the thought made her smile through her tears.
“What?” Abigail said, hearing Jenny laugh a little.
“I want to call you Mommy,” Jenny said.
“I bet you never called your mother that, did you?”
“Oh, no. Not even Mom.”
“You and Frank should probably try some age-play some time.”
“What’s age-play?”
Abigail laughed. “You have a very wide world to explore, Jenny,” she said. “Listen to me now. We just had a breakthrough, but it’s not going to last. Breakthroughs never do. You’re going to find that you want to repudiate everything that just happened here. It probably won’t take longer than an hour. When that happens, remember what I’m about to say. We are very, very good at what we do. We know what you need better than you do, because we specialize in helping women like you live the lives you deserve. It’s our mission, if I can use that hackneyed phrase.”
“But… what about… I thought… Frank…”
“Yes, your husband is our client. But although we are helping him, the person whose happiness we are really trying to ensure is you.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Back in the suite, Frank tried to slow his breathing and to find something to occupy him until Jenny’s piano practice was set to start. He took the key to the little drawer, which he had not yet opened, put it in the lock, turned it, and slid the drawer open.
The contents of the drawer did nothing, however, to lower his level of excitement. Inside he found a cane, and a wooden paddle engraved Jenny Fenton, with a card that read, Compliments of the Institute. And then there were the marketing materials that described the main program, targeted to graduates of the Extreme Marriage program.
 
Your wife has finished the Extreme Marriage program, and you’re maintaining the extremity well at home. But both of you are loving the power exchange so much that you don’t want to stop there. We’re sure you won’t be surprised to hear that the Institute has a follow-up program to meet your need. Introducing Your Wife, Your Concubine, an advanced program in extreme marriage, for graduates of the Extreme Marriage program.
The Your Wife, Your Concubine program has so many surprises in store that we don’t want to spoil it, but at the heart of it lies the idea that a girl shouldn’t have to forsake the full submissive experience just because she’s married. In the YWYC program, your wife is enrolled either in the volunteer or in the pick-up category, depending on our evaluation and her desires, and you have the opportunity to watch her trained according to the standards that have produced what a famous first-world head of state has called ‘the most amazing erotic experiences I have ever had.’
When the time comes for your visit, as her owner, you will be entertained in luxury accommodations that match the finest hotels in the world, and your pleasures with your new concubine will be supervised by our assessors and enhanced with the help of the nearly infinite kink resources of the Institute.* (*Some enhancements, including additional girls, carry a surcharge.)
The whole program leads to a graduation ceremony that surpasses even the ass-night you had in the EM program. We’re sure that when you return home with your concubine, the years to come will be full of passion and joy that only the kind of training available at the Institute could provide.
Note: The Your Wife, Your Concubine program is for couples who have agreed, before applying, that their marriage will be ‘open’ at least to the extent that they will be able to participate fully in a program like the Institute’s main concubine program, in which multiple masters fuck every girl, and every girl must gratify, and be gratified by, multiple other girls. No exceptions are possible, and each couple’s acceptance of this openness will be discussed thoroughly in the course of their entrance evaluation.
 
The little flyer, printed tastefully on a narrow card, with no pictures except for a view of the Institute’s manor house, caused Frank to sit down heavily on the couch in the suite’s living room area. Could Jenny… could he?
He looked at the paddle and the cane, which he had taken out and laid on the coffee table before he had begun to read the little flyer. Then he put them all back in the drawer and locked it.
Frank’s breathing began to approach a reasonable rate. He looked at the clock. 10:28. Jenny’s practice started at 10:30. Frank turned on the monitor near the couch.
The large room it showed him, which looked like a ballet studio, with a concert grand piano placed in the middle of the parquet floor, was empty.
As he waited, just looking at the piano, he tried to process what he had seen in the feed from the induction interview. His mind kept going back to the thing with the college boyfriend. Why was he so absurdly jealous of that guy, whom he had never seen, who had felt up his wife?
Because she had gotten wet for that guy, as she never had for him in all the years of their marriage—except maybe when he had pushed her knees back, here at the Institute, two nights before. That was going to change. Godammit, was it going to change. To think that he had been so stupid, that he had kept fucking… yes, fucking his wife in that vanilla way for so long, managing to come only by picturing turning her over and taking her ass, or by replaying a scene from a porn video in his head. To think that she had faked—he thought he could pretty well be sure of that even without the Institute’s assessors to tell him—every one of those orgasms he had labored so long and gently to produce with his fingers.
Frank’s anger rose and rose, until he was muttering “Jenny, godammit. Godammit, godammit, godammit,” under his breath.
Then, on the video feed, Jenny, now wearing a pink nightgown for some reason, came into view. She looked so fragile, so beautiful, and so anxious, that love for his wonderful, lovely wife filled his heart and drove out all the anger in an instant. He felt tears rising in his eyes as she sat at the piano. Then another figure entered the scene—an elderly man in a coat and tie.
“What the…?” Frank said to the monitor. It was Sergei Tulovsky, one of the greatest pianists in the world, and one of Jenny’s teachers at Juilliard.
Tulovsky had a score in his hands that Frank recognized as the Chopin impromptus. Jenny had been practicing them for a recital that was always going to be ‘in the spring’ or ‘in the fall’ or ‘in the new year,’ but never happened. He put it on the piano.
“Now, Mrs. Fenton,” he said. “Why don’t we start by having you play it straight through.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny replied. Then it hit Frank. Jenny had always called her piano teachers “sir” or “ma’am.” None of her friends did that, as far as he could tell. He had always thought it a little affected, and blamed her strange, strict upbringing. Perhaps he had simply always envied her teachers, longing for her to call her husband “sir.”
Tulovsky sat in a high-backed chair to Jenny’s right, and listened in silence. Frank thought he had never heard her play so well, strange as it was to see her play wearing a little pink nightgown, as if she were the piano player at a bordello in the old West (Frank couldn’t help it; the thought of what a dominant customer might ask of the piano-playing whore got him hard). Tulovsky, though, scowled through the whole performance.
At the end of the four-minute piece, Jenny turned her head and shoulders nervously back to look for Tulovsky’s reaction. Something very important clicked into place for Frank at that moment. The expression on Jenny’s face was precisely the expression that had made him fall in love with her: anxious, eager to please, but full of energy and spirit. Submissive. Her expression when she looked at Tulovsky was the expression, Frank thought—unable to stop himself now that he was hard and in the dominant mode—that Jenny should have been making at the sight of Frank’s cock all these years.
Jenny had given Frank that expression in the very beginning, when they started to date, he thought, and then again, a few times, around the time that they married. She had looked at him that way at their wedding, at the church—and in the hotel room. Frank closed his eyes in self-reproach, wanting to kick himself.
The thought took hold of him: he would make his wife look like that, when she looked at his cock, and then he would make her suck it. The image the thought called up in his mind, of Jenny sucking his cock for the very first time—for the very first time his pretty young wife ever sucked a cock at all—on her knees, her eyes turned submissively downward while he, from above, watched his shaft go in and out between her lips while he murmured “Good girl,” overwhelmed him. He reached for himself, and almost had his belt undone before he remembered Hayden’s advice.
Tulovsky said, “Well, Mrs. Fenton, it appears we have a great deal of work to do.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny said. “I know the triplets…”
Tulovsky interrupted her. “Did I ask for your opinion, Mrs. Fenton? Certainly the triplets are execrable. Indeed, I have it in mind to work on them first, and at the same time I will be able to provide you with a lesson that may serve to keep you from offering your opinion out of turn. Stand up, and come get over my knee, with your bottom well up.”
“What?” Frank heard the panic in her voice, and to his fleeting embarrassment, it only aroused him more. He couldn’t believe that Sergei Tulovsky was taking him to school as a dominant, but he couldn’t deny that it was true. If only he had known how this worked, five years ago when he and Jenny had first met… but thank goodness for the Institute.
Tulovsky said, “Come now, Mrs. Fenton. You could hardly have thought that I volunteer at this marvelous institution without a knowledge of, and full support for, their methods of helping girls like you reach their potential. It would probably astonish you, though it shouldn’t, how many concert pianists have passed through these halls. Submission to the genius of a composer like Chopin is required, to play as you do. You look puzzled. Perhaps you are wondering how I can play the same piece, being a dominant. I may show you some time, but my philosophy is that you must either submit, or master, to play well. You, since you first began your lessons, have done the former, while I have always done the latter. Now cease to waste my time, and come here for your spanking, or I shall have to summon an attendant.”
Jenny rose, her face crimson. Why was she putting up so much less of a fight than she had with Frank? Was it because the training was taking hold, or because Tulovsky knew his business better than Frank? Maybe a little of both, but Frank knew that he must study every word and every gesture of the old man.
Jenny came to stand at Tulovsky’s right side. He put his hand up, seized her peremptorily about the waist, and pulled her down over his lap. “Keep those legs closed, Mrs. Fenton. I have no desire to abridge Mr. Fenton’s rights in any way. I know that naughty girls like you can’t keep themselves from immodesty when they are spanked, but that is no reason why I should have to see anything shameful.”
Then he lifted the lace-trimmed hem of Frank’s pretty wife’s pink nightgown with his left hand, and began to spank Frank’s pretty wife’s bottom with his right.
“One, two, three; one, two, three,” he said. “Sing the triplets as I teach them to you, Mrs. Fenton. One, two, three; one, two, three.”
“Ow! Sir, I… . Ow!”
“The sooner you begin to sing, Mrs. Fenton, the sooner you may return your sore bottom to the piano bench and have another try.”
“Oh… sir…” Jenny began to sing softly, as Tulovsky continued his rhythm. He was not spanking hard, it appeared, but he was still able to produce a sharp noise like a lovely, dominant bodily metronome.
“No, Jenny,” Tulovsky said. “Try again: One, two, three; one, two, three; one, two, three.”
And it seemed to be going on and on, as Jenny’s bottom grew redder and redder, and her breathing more and more labored, and her singing developed a kind of whine. Finally, just as Jenny was beginning to cry, Tulovsky said. “Perfect. Perfect. Good girl. I knew you could do it.” He stood her up. “Now go do it at the piano.”
He did not spank her again during that practice, but he would often say, “Do we need another lesson?” and Jenny would wince and say, “No, sir.”
It lasted two hours, and the last time Jenny performed the piece, even Frank, with his inexperienced ears, could tell that it was something special. Tulovksy even clapped five times. “Mrs. Fenton,” he said, “I am so glad that Mr. Fenton enrolled you here. Not only do I get to work again with a student I always considered very talented, but I feel sure that by the end of the month you will be ready to make the leap to the concert hall that has eluded you. Now I understand that you have duties upstairs. I shall see you tomorrow.”
To Frank’s surprise, he gave Jenny a brief hug before turning her around and patting her on the backside to get her going out the door.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Jenny stood at the door with the cart that had Frank’s lunch on it. “You can do this,” Charlotte had said. Charlotte had helped her put the lunch together in the kitchen; Charlotte herself would eat with the other wives (those who weren’t serving their husbands lunch themselves) in the dining room.
“But I haven’t seen him… I mean, I guess it’s silly, but it feels like it’s forever… like I’ve been on another planet.”
“Trust his desire for you; trust what Abigail and Mr. Tulovsky did with you, and what you talked about. You’re here because of how much he loves you and how much he wants your marriage to work, for both of you.”
“It’s just… I mean, I guess I still can’t believe that he wants me…” Jenny had started to cry, “… that he wants me for who I really am.”
Charlotte had hugged her. “I’m not going to say it’s silly,” she said, “but remember what you told me happened in bed.”
Jenny remembered and blushed. The memory of the feeling of Frank opening her up, and pounding her loins, and the faint echoes of that enormous orgasm, did seem to give her a little more courage. She nodded and wheeled the cart out of the kitchen toward the service elevator.
Jenny knocked on the back door of the suite. Frank opened it. Jenny expected the soft look he always seemed to wear when she came home from a rare weekend with her family (Frank was more or less not welcome there), but Frank’s expression took her completely by surprise. It wasn’t angry, but it was stern, and it made her weak in the knees.
“I’ll have lunch in the dining room, thank you,” he said, and turned and walked away in that direction. He sat in one of the dining room chairs and turned back to look at her.
Jenny finally mustered the courage to push the cart forward. As she did so, she saw that Frank’s look had changed to an expression of appraisal that made her blush and imagine herself as he saw her: a little waitress in a pink nightgown.
“Why is your nightgown pink today, Jenny?” he asked.
“B-because I was punished,” Jenny stammered out. “After the enrollment interview, Charlotte took me back to our room and told me I had to change, since—since Miss Abigail caned me.”
“Ah,” Frank said. “When we get home, do you think you should wear a special color after I punish you?”
“Oh! Um… um, sh—shouldn’t you decide that… sir?”
“Yes, I think I should, but let’s be clear. I will always want your opinion, when I ask for it. Only when I ask for it, though, you understand.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny said. She had thought that when Miss Abigail caned her, she had felt as much arousal as her body was capable of feeling. Frank’s words, and the tone of his voice, seemed to be doubling it.
Then, as Jenny was serving the salad, she felt Frank put his hand up under her nightgown to feel her bottom, which still stung greatly. “Oh!” she said.
Frank looked up at her. “I’m going to taste your sweet little cunt for my dessert, Jenny,” he said.
Jenny couldn’t help it—she actually cried out in shock, “No! You… you… you never…”
“Did I ask for your opinion?”
“No… oh, sir… oh, God!”
Frank’s right hand had come around to lift the front of her nightgown, and Jenny knew he was getting the close-up look at her shaved pussy that she had always fantasized he might demand. He leaned forward; he kissed her there.
Jenny screamed, “Oh, God… please! Sir… please do it now!”
“No, sweetheart,” he said. “Not yet. And let me warn you that you are not going to come today.”
He withdrew his face and his hands. Jenny gave a little sob of frustration.
“Go stand with your face to the wall, Jenny,” he said, “and pull your nightgown up. Hold it there so I can see your lovely red bottom while I enjoy my meal.”
Jenny gave a little whimper and moved to obey him, feeling at the same time the flying feeling that she had begun to crave even more than the spanking. As she lifted her nightgown and heard her husband say, “Very nice,” she closed her eyes and found, with a strange, detached bemusement, that she was actually smiling.
Lunch went on that way; after each course, Frank told her to go back and stand with her nightgown up against the wall. Looking at the beige paint, Jenny could not help being constantly, inescapably aware that her husband could see her bottom whenever he wanted. He didn’t even have to look at it from moment to moment—he knew it would be there for him to look at should he decide he wanted to glance up from his meal to enjoy the view of a submissive girl on display. Why did the thought that he could not be looking at her naked backside right now make her so unbearably aroused? Somehow the idea that her bottom belonged to him and was at his disposal included the idea that if he wanted to eat rather than look at the cute bottom he owned, he would be entirely within his rights, and that by not looking at his possession he would demonstrate how thoroughly he possessed it, and her.
Finally, after he had eaten his chicken cordon bleu, he said, “Clear the table now, please, sweetheart, and put the cart out in the hall. Then come back here. It’s time for my dessert.”
Jenny’s hands shook as she moved his plate and his glass to the cart, rattling the silverware.
“Don’t worry, Jenny,” Frank said. “I love you… I’m going to make you feel so good, and then some time soon, if you’re a good girl for me, I’m going to make you feel even better.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny managed to say in a trembling voice. She wheeled the cart out into the hall and returned.
Frank had pushed his chair back from the table. “Get on the table, please,” he said.
Jenny felt her eyes widen, but she complied, with a helping hand from Frank.
“Wait here a moment,” he said and went to the closet, only to return with two firm pillows. Putting his arm around her waist, he lifted Jenny up off the table, and put one pillow right under her; then, when he had lowered her onto it, he put the other behind her. Just like everything at the Institute, the design of the pillows was perfect. Jenny realized that she was now served up, just like the final course of an elegant dinner, for her husband to savor. The lace of the little pink nightgown was even like a doily.
Frank sat again and pulled his chair up to the table. Without a word, he put his hands on Jenny’s knees and spread them wide, so that her calves were draped off the firm pillow on either side of his shoulders. His fingers ran along the lace on the hem of her nightgown, and then he slowly, slowly raised it to uncover her bare pussy. Jenny couldn’t take her eyes off the sight, and she gasped when she saw the way she was opened to her husband, like an exotic flower, just as it was described in some of those books. She had never, ever looked so closely at her pussy before, and part of her wanted to look away, to be the good girl she was supposed to be.
Frank looked up into her eyes. “You are so beautiful, Jenny,” he said.
“Oh, Frank…” Jenny’s heart filled with love for this gentle man—this true gentleman—who had won her heart with his gardener’s body and the wish to keep her safe that seemed to shine from his eyes the moment he shook her hand after her senior recital.
Jenny watched Frank’s face go from that gentle expression to his new, dominant one. “Sir,” he said softly. “It’s time for you to call me ‘sir.’”
“Sir,” Jenny whispered back. “Sir, I love you.” Had a part of her somehow always known that he was a dominant?
“Jenny,” he said, “what part of you am I going to taste now, for the very first time?”
“Oh, no… sir, please… please don’t make me say it.”
“You have a choice,” Frank said. “If you want to feel my tongue, here”—he flicked out his tongue, against her… against the part at the top where it felt… oh, God—“you are going to say it. And I don’t mean the P-word, Jenny. You are going to say the C-word now, for me.”
“I can’t!” Jenny wailed. “Fr—sir… I just can’t.”
“Very well,” Frank said. He rose and began to walk toward the back door of the suite, to show her out, to tell her to go…
“Sir! Please… please kiss m-my… my cunt! Oh, my God…” Just at the sound of herself, saying that word, in her own ears, Jenny felt that part tighten—clench—in its need for its master, her husband.
Frank was back in the chair in a flash, and he was kissing, and kissing, and licking, and his fingers were there, and she was screaming, and then he had pulled everything away.
“I know what it sounds like when you come now, Jenny,” he said, once again looking into her eyes. “I’m not going to forget again, and you’re not going to come today.”
Jenny whimpered. Had this side of Frank always been waiting there for her?
“I’m going to tell you about your cunt now, Jenny,” he murmured, looking down at it.
“Oh, no…”
“Your little cunt is very pretty.”
“Please, Frank…” It clenched.
“And apparently very naughty.” He put his finger there and Jenny cried out.
“My Jenny’s little cunt looks like a lovely orchid, all pink and perfect.”
“Oh, my God… oh, sir… p-please… please kiss it…”
“No, Jenny. No more kissing for today. You are going to get off the table and kneel in front of me.”
“No… no, I can’t do that, Frank—sir—I can’t do that yet… I w-want to, but…”
“From now on, Jenny, you will do what I decide you will do, especially when it concerns my cock.” He stood and put his arms under her, and used his gardener’s muscles to lift her easily off the pillows on the table.
Automatically, swayed entirely by the commanding sound of his voice, Jenny allowed herself to be lowered to the floor in a standing position, and fell to her knees. Frank stood in front of her, unbuckling his belt.
Oh, God… oh, God… Could she do it? Her mother’s face swam before Jenny’s eyes. It was the morning of Jenny’s wedding. “I suppose you already know from your books” (Jenny’s mother spat out the word) “about what will happen with Frank on your wedding night. In case it means anything to you, a lady doesn’t let her husband put his… manhood… anywhere nature didn’t intend.” Then her mother had given her the tube of lubricant that Jenny had used faithfully throughout her marriage, whenever Frank had invited her to make love, and she had felt she couldn’t get out of it. That was a secret that Frank apparently still hadn’t figured out, but it certainly seemed like it would never be a problem again.
But now… now that all that shame seemed to be peeling back from her heart… could she touch her husband’s cock with her lips, her tongue? Again, the absolute need to be made to do these things—to have them be the law her husband made for her—came upon her, and with that thought the arousal, and the wetness that gushed from her at the idea of being made to… suck… Frank’s… cock.
Yes. Yes. There it was, in front of her. So hard, so big. It was what meant that her husband was a man—that he held authority over Jenny, his submissive wife. She melted at the thought. She opened her mouth.
But Frank said, “I hope you don’t think I’m going to let you suck my cock today, Jenny.”
Jenny gasped at her husband’s words and, strangely, felt herself getting even wetter. Her mouth stayed open, as if begging to have Frank’s cock inside it.
“Oh, no. Today I am going to teach you a lesson in humility.” He started to rub his hand rapidly up and down his cock.
“Wh-what are you doing?” Jenny asked in genuine wonder.
“I’m jerking off, Jenny. I’m thinking about fucking you in the ass, and I’m masturbating, right here in front of you, and I’m going to come on your face.”
“But… but I want… I want to… to do it.”
“You want to suck my cock, you mean?”
“Y-yes, sir.”
“Well, you don’t get to. Right now, you haven’t earned the right to suck your husband’s cock.”
“P-please?”
“No. I’m going… this cock is… going to… fuck your sweet…”
“Frank! Oh, my God!” Jenny thrust her hand down under her pink nightgown, between her thighs, and began to rub frantically.
“Don’t! Don’t… you…” Frank came then, with a groan. In fascination, arousal, and terrible shame, Jenny saw his seed spurt out of him, and felt it splash on her nose and her chest, and watched it besmirch her pretty nightgown.
Frank reached his hands out, took hold of her head, and pulled her face toward his crotch. Then Jenny was enveloped there, and she kissed and kissed and kissed, not caring that the musky smell was so shameful, and she was covered in her husband’s semen, because it felt so… sexy.
All through her first class, that afternoon, after Charlotte had come to collect her from the suite and brought her down to the classroom, Jenny couldn’t stop thinking about that moment, when her husband had simply held her face against his pulsing cock, his hairy scrotum. While Master Q, the Deportment master, helped her and the other wives practice holding their hands properly when receiving commands from their husbands, and walking with eyes modestly cast down, yet back still prettily erect to put their charms in the most attractive posture, Jenny thought to herself, How could there be anything wrong with that? How could that ever be disgusting, when we love each other, and we both think it’s sexy?



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Abigail sat with Hayden in the control room, watching the video and data feeds from Dorm 3. Chas and Heidi, the night assessors, sat at their workstations, constantly checking the hundreds of algorithms that constantly fed back information about all the girls.
“I still think the upside of interruption outweighs the downside,” Hayden said.
“Hayden,” Abigail replied, “you didn’t do the induction interview. She needs to process. If we let her process, she’ll make amazing progress.”
“Charlotte?” came Jenny’s voice over the audio feed.
“It’s starting,” Hayden said. “We’re not bringing this to Frank?”
“No,” Abigail said. “I’ll answer to him if the results are unsatisfactory.”
“Very well,” Hayden said.
Chas and Heidi kept their heads down, the way the assessors always did when Hayden and Abigail disagreed about something. From a data-based perspective, Hayden was right: with most wives who had same-sex fantasies, getting the husband involved immediately made for better outcomes. Usually the wife was instantly grateful to know that the husband approved of the fantasy, when he arrived in the dorm room unexpectedly and told his wife to keep pleasuring her roommate, and to keep being pleasured by her, while he watched. Frank would probably have done well in the role—the main thing was for the husband just to watch, masturbating, if he chose (they always did).
But Abigail had sensed that Jenny might not get the full benefit of sex with Charlotte that way. Abigail sensed that Jenny’s submission came straight out of her basic creative impulse—the same impulse that underlay her talent as a musician. Jenny needed to play a Chopin impromptu five, ten, fifteen times, and live out her ordinary life between those performances, processing them in her mind and body, before she submitted to the music and played it beautifully. In the same way, she would need to find erotic pleasure with Charlotte, and then have time to work out what it meant to her.
The downside of not interrupting, of letting the scene between Jenny and Charlotte play out, was potentially great, though. A wife named Leah (M45), after a long, loving night in her roommate’s arms, had decided upon waking that she had lost her mind. The roommate had not been as well chosen as she might have been, and one of the assessors (the one who was no longer at the Institute) had missed a vital clue in Leah’s family background. The situation had only been susceptible of resolution after Abigail had flown in a world-famous popular psychologist for a three-hour meeting with Leah, in which the popular psychologist demonstrated to Leah that her desires for her roommate were rational. Leah and her husband had been comped a second month of EM training, and given half price on Your Wife, Your Concubine. That case remained the only one on which the EM program had ever lost money, though Leah was now one of the happiest—and kinkiest—graduates of the program, and had referred two friends already.
The algorithms also now included one that the assessors fondly called the ‘Leah finder.’ That precise algorithm yielded a much lower reading for Jenny than it had for Leah. Hayden had a case, though: Jenny’s score on the notional insanity scale that came out of that algorithm was higher than most wives’.
The upside, however, was to Abigail’s way of thinking, also much, much greater. If Jenny’s mind didn’t utterly reject, in the morning, what she had done with Charlotte, and if she could discuss it with Frank after it was over and she had time to process it, Jenny would be able to break through another part of the shame wall, as Abigail thought of it, without reference to Frank: to know that she could find pleasure with, and give pleasure to, another woman, and that the sky did not fall; and if her husband did not interrupt and tell her he would watch—whether she liked it or not—it would make Jenny’s attraction to Charlotte something entirely positive for her, provided she didn’t try to reject her entire sexuality. On the other hand, Abigail thought, to have Frank interrupt and exercise his authority, might well set Jenny back, and make her think her attraction to Charlotte was wrong, no matter how much Frank tried to reassure her.
It would depend on Charlotte tonight, and on Frank in the morning, to make it work. Hayden would prep Frank well, and Jenny would sleep late, if Charlotte knew her craft—which she did. And then, afterward, perhaps Abigail would have heard the end of Hayden rubbing her face in the disaster with Leah.
“Charlotte?” Jenny said again, a little louder. It was just possible that Charlotte actually was asleep; it was 1 a.m.
“Jenny?” Charlotte said, sleepily. “You can’t sleep?”
“No… I keep thinking about the day, and…”
“What?”
The low-light camera really was amazing, Abigail thought, as she looked at Jenny’s face, turned questioningly and beseechingly on her pillow, with her little hands in front of her, toward where her roommate lay facing the wall.
“I… I can’t… tell you… I thought maybe I could, but…”
Charlotte turned so that she was facing Jenny on the bed on the left. A ray of moonlight fell on her face from the window between the twin beds, and Abigail suddenly thought that the Institute should buy the moon so that they could always send that ray just so.
“Can I guess?”
Jenny’s eyes widened and she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.
“You’re attracted to me.”
“Yes,” Jenny whispered again. “Is that okay?”
“Of course! Especially since the feeling is mutual.”
“It is?”
“Oh, Jenny… you’re so sweet,” Charlotte said softly. “Do you want to get into bed with me? Only if you want to.”
“Oh! Well… um, can we talk a little… first?”
“Sure.” Charlotte smiled in the moonlight, and Abigail wished she had been there herself, to get into her bed.
“Aren’t they watching?” Jenny whispered. “Miss Abigail… and Frank, I mean?”
This point could easily be blown, but Abigail trained every girl in Charlotte’s role in the method that had proven, over the course of the history of the Institute, nearly completely effective.
“They look at the data from our rooms, we think,” Charlotte said. “We don’t think they’re actually watching.”
“We?”
“In the main program, we girls talk a lot about how we think the Institute works. Some of the girls are what we call ‘pick-ups’—that means they got kidnapped, if you can believe it, but it’s clear that they’re subs just like you and me—and even as soon as they arrive, they don’t really want to escape. Anyway, we think they have cameras in all the rooms, but they don’t actually get video from most of them—just image-analysis data.”
Abigail had long since come to terms with the necessity of misleading girls with Charlotte’s job on that score. Though many girls did eventually discover that their owners and husbands had seen everything, the turnover at the Institute meant that it was a simple matter to keep the knowledge from spreading. Jenny, for example, would be finding that out the next morning, but she would be told not to tell Charlotte—and if she did anyway, Charlotte, being a loyal girl and knowing what she owed to the Institute, would keep the secret.
“So, if I get into your bed, they’ll know…”
“Well, yes, but I’ll tell you a secret. Miss Abigail told me that if you and I… you know… got together, it could be very helpful for you… and, um, she said that if it happened… your husband would be… okay with it.”
“Really?” Jenny asked, her mouth falling open a little bit.
“Well,” Charlotte replied, “‘okay’ is a little weak for what Miss Abigail said, actually. Really, she said that your husband would think it was really hot.”
“Oh, God,” Jenny said. “So you mean… they’re kind of expecting it?”
“Well,” Charlotte said, “you know Miss Abigail well enough even by now, right? I mean, you know that she and her colleagues can figure out pretty much exactly what we’ll do, at least when it comes to sex.” Charlotte giggled.
Jenny giggled too. “If I do get into bed with you… Does it mean, you know, that I’m… um… gay?” The monitors registered intense heat in Jenny’s face at the word—predictably, Abigail thought.
Charlotte laughed. “After everything I’ve felt, and seen, and been a part of,” she said gently, “I’m not sure what that even means. One thing I can tell you is that for submissives like us, it’s pretty common to have a bisexual fantasy life.”
“Oh,” said Jenny.
“Why don’t you tell me about your same-sex fantasies? That might help you make up your mind.”
Abigail watched Jenny decide that she would tell Charlotte. Then she watched Jenny think about which of her fantasies she was going to tell her roommate about. Abigail was reasonably sure she knew which one Jenny would choose. Then, as if in the ultimate confirmation of Abigail’s predictions, Abigail watched the covers on Jenny’s bed move as her left hand traveled down underneath them and raised the hem of her nightgown. The masturbation algorithms on the data feed were of course going crazy. In the main house control room, where they tended to be busier, this would have set off an actual alarm bell, but here in the EM wing, the screen just flashed red for a moment until Chas hit the button to acknowledge the warning.
A glance at the data feed monitor showed that the image-analysis program had picked up a tremor going through Jenny’s body a moment before. Statistically speaking, it was a near certainty that she had just touched her clitoris. One of the most powerful things about the Institute’s methods, and in particular about the way the Institute maintained a mystique about its sensing abilities, was that it was very easy for a girl like Jenny to convince herself—especially when the erotic need was upon her—that there was no way she could be detected, while in actuality there was vanishingly little erotic behavior that the Institute could not pick up one way or another. Even without the image analysis, the slight change in the rhythm of Jenny’s breathing would have been a dead giveaway that she had begun to masturbate.
“Well,” Jenny said softly, “I told you I read books, right?”
Charlotte laughed.
“Oh, you know what I mean… I read naughty books about spanking.”
“Mm-hmm,” Charlotte said.
“Okay, well, in the one I’ve been reading for the last few months…”
Charlotte giggled. “I guess I would have figured you for a faster reader,” she said.
“Oh, Lord,” Jenny said. “You know what I mean… playing with myself, okay?”
“Okay,” Charlotte replied. “Are you playing with yourself now?”
Perfect timing, Abigail thought. Charlotte had this.
“Um… yes? Is that okay? I mean, if I’m going to get into bed with you…”
“Oh, of course,” Charlotte said. “Is it okay if, um, I do too?”
Jenny was charmingly taken aback by the question. “Yes?” she said.
Charlotte gave another enchanting giggle. “Well, then,” she said, “you’d better tell me something from that book, okay?”
“Okay,” Jenny said, “well, the book is called Rosewood Academy, and it’s about a girl’s school…”
“Of course,” Charlotte said, smiling.
“And they have roommates, of course,” Jenny continued, smiling herself, and also beginning to breathe so much more quickly that it was audible over the speakers in the control room that she was masturbating. “And the main character, Marjorie, gets assigned to a roommate named June. June has already been at the school for a year, but Marjorie is new.”
“Ooo,” Charlotte said. “So June is like me, right?” Charlotte’s breathing was also becoming labored.
“Well, not really…” Jenny said, and the infrared sensor showed that she was blushing deeply. “June, um, doesn’t wait for Marjorie to make the first move.”
“Oh,” Charlotte said. “Jenny, are you sure you don’t want to get into my bed? I really want to kiss you.”
“Oh, God, did Miss Abigail really say that it was okay with Frank?”
Charlotte nodded.
Moving very quickly, as if not to let herself think too much about it, Jenny got out of her own bed and crossed the little space over to Charlotte’s, while Charlotte pulled back the covers to reveal that her nightgown was above her waist. Jenny climbed into the bed, and Charlotte covered them up with the sheet and the comforter.
“Are you ready for me to kiss you?” Charlotte asked softly.
There was a moment’s hesitation, and then Jenny whispered, “Yes.” Tenderly, Charlotte bent her head forward and placed her lips against Jenny’s. The monitor on Jenny’s breathing went crazy. Abigail smiled.
Charlotte drew her head back and said, “Was that nice?”
Jenny said, suddenly mischievous, as if she had decided to let herself do the things she had read about, “I’m not sure, can you do it again?”
Charlotte giggled. “No, not until you finish your fantasy.”
Jenny pouted. “Well,” she said, “like I said, June doesn’t wait. On the first night of the new term, June gets into Marjorie’s bed…”
“Wait,” Charlotte said. “Didn’t you say that you skipped these parts?”
Jenny giggled. “I think I said that I read them very fast. And I do, it’s just that I remember them afterwards.”
“Do you remember them very slowly afterwards?”
“Sometimes,” Jenny admitted.
“Should I be a little like June?” Charlotte asked.
Again Jenny’s breathing monitor lit up. “Um… What do you…? Oh, God…”
One of the only frustrations in the specialized kind of image analysis that the assessors of the Institute had designed for the EM program was that it was harder to detect from the motions of bedclothes what was going on under them than Abigail and Hayden would have liked it to be. Nevertheless, there did not seem to be any reason to doubt that Charlotte had lifted Jenny’s nightgown and worked her nimble fingers between Jenny’s thighs. Indeed, the one algorithm they did have for detecting and analyzing motions on the surface of bedclothes, which assigned probabilities to various hypothetical activities under the sheets, gave an 85% probability that what had just happened was that Jenny had raised her left thigh in order to allow Charlotte’s fingers to play with her pussy.
Charlotte and Jenny were kissing continuously, while Charlotte used all the skills that she had gained from Master D’s tutelage in the main house. Then Charlotte broke the kiss and said, “Jenny, I want to make you feel very, very, very good. I think you know what I mean.”
Jenny nodded, apparently unable to speak.
“Is it okay?” Charlotte asked softly.
Jenny nodded again.
Charlotte threw the sheets and comforter off the bed, and Abigail marveled, as she always did, at how very arousing real sex between real people could be, when those real people knew something about what the erotic really meant. Jenny lay there in the moonlight, with her pink nightgown up above her hips, and Charlotte turned her gently on her back as she made her way on hands and knees into the reversed position that would result in the possibility of mutual pleasure.
Abigail saw Jenny realize what Charlotte was doing—that she was about to be engaged in the girl-on-girl sixty-nine she had imagined feverishly and guiltily so many times.
“Wait…” Jenny said. “You didn’t say…”
“I bet this is what June does with Marjorie, isn’t it?” Charlotte asked in reply.
“Yes,” Jenny breathed. “But…”
“Don’t you want to try it?”
“Um, yes… but…”
The amazing Charlotte judged the situation precisely. She simply swung her knee over Jenny’s face, and began to kiss Jenny’s pussy with abandon. She pulled back her head for a moment and said, “You don’t have to kiss me if you don’t want to, but it makes me so hot just to think that you’re looking at my pussy.”
“Okay,” Jenny said, her face now completely obscured by Charlotte’s legs, and her voice muffled between Charlotte’s thighs.
“Camera two,” Abigail said. Camera two was an overhead camera. It gave a view of the top part of Jenny’s face, and of Charlotte’s delectable bottom cheeks as they moved with the motions of Charlotte’s face over Jenny’s pussy. Jenny’s eyes were closed in ecstasy, and her face moved slowly side to side, as if there were a part of her trying to refuse the pleasure Charlotte was giving. Abigail could tell, and the heart rate and breathing monitors confirmed, that Jenny was near orgasm.
A softness came over Jenny’s expression, she opened her eyes, and her head darted forward, bringing her face against Charlotte’s pussy. Charlotte gave a startled, gratified whimper, as, off camera, she continued to pleasure Jenny.
“Camera one,” Abigail said. Charlotte had all five fingers of her left hand gently moving in and out of Jenny, while with her tongue she teased Jenny’s clitoris. Her technique was flawless. As Abigail watched, Charlotte brought the third finger of the right hand down between Jenny’s bottom cheeks, to probe gently at Jenny’s anus. Jenny cried out into Charlotte’s pussy and came, her body writhing uncontrollably under Charlotte’s. Charlotte slowly climbed off and reversed her position so that she and Jenny were once again lying face to face. When Charlotte began to kiss Jenny again, Jenny drew back a bit, but Charlotte was insistent and said softly, “Don’t worry, you taste wonderful,” and did not let Jenny’s mouth escape.
“Is it my turn?” Charlotte asked, after a while.
Jenny did not reply, but instead crawled down the bed until she was kneeling between Charlotte’s helpfully spread thighs. Charlotte said, “You don’t have to kiss if you don’t want to, but I really need to come, because usually I’m not allowed to—but Miss Abigail said I could tonight if you did it.”
At these words, Jenny instantly bent her head and began to lick, as Charlotte cried out. If Jenny were ever registered for the Your Wife, Your Concubine program, she would learn much better techniques than she employed on Charlotte then, but Charlotte had been telling the truth, about how her orgasms were rationed, and so it took only a minute or two before her body tensed and she gave a strangled whine, and then fell back onto the bed. She murmured, “Thank you, Jenny. That was wonderful. Come kiss me?”
Five minutes later, they were asleep, more or less in each other’s arms. About an hour later, Jenny climbed back into her own bed, covering Charlotte up before she did so.
Hayden had long since gone to his own bed, and now it was time for Abigail to sleep as well. The crucial time would be in the morning. Abigail said goodnight to Chas and Heidi, who would go off shift at 5 a.m., and made her way to her bedroom in the main house. Whatever happens in the morning,
Abigail thought to herself as she drifted off to sleep, it’s something to be able to fulfill a woman’s fantasy like that—especially a woman like Jenny who has so much in the way of ever being able to live out her true identity.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
In the suite, Frank lay awake for a long while, having gotten into bed after he was sure that Jenny was sleeping soundly. He thought about what he had just seen. The adjective ‘hot’ seemed so inadequate as a description of the way the images from the video feed had affected him that he spent a good deal of time just searching his mind for a word that might capture his arousal as he had watched.
But he knew that quest, which finally yielded the word incandescent, was merely a way to avoid thinking about the new responsibility that had come upon him in the wake of what he had witnessed. He knew something very important about his wife now, which the incredible incandescence of the scene with Charlotte only began to help him deal with. He certainly didn’t feel angry, or hurt, or the slightest bit unaccepting of the knowledge that Jenny could find that kind of pleasure with another woman, but he had to admit that he was anxious. Why?
Then the realization dawned on him that his anxiety came from the knowledge that as Jenny’s head of household in their new extreme marriage, it would be his duty to help her get that kind of pleasure, when and if the occasion arose. What if Jenny wanted to sleep with her best friend Chloe? Well, that was hot too, but he wouldn’t be getting a video feed from that encounter, should it happen.
What was the problem, though?
Complexity. That was it. The old way of being married to Jenny had at least been simple. His responsibilities had been to provide, to attend social functions, and, he thought wryly, to fight with her about stupid things, from time to time.
But that complexity, he realized with a surge of happiness, was something they would have forever now. It would have its anxieties, but even in those anxieties, Frank realized his bond with Jenny would only grow stronger—if they were honest with one another. Suddenly that clause in the marketing flyer that described the Your Wife, Your Concubine program seemed less outlandish—the clause about open relationships. Hadn’t they already begun to explore that tonight? Frank fell asleep wondering whether advanced training in extreme marriage was something that lay in his and Jenny’s future.
 
* * *
 
The phone woke him. Hayden’s voice on the other end said, “I’m bringing your breakfast, Frank. We need to make sure you’re there when Jenny wakes up, and we’ve got quite a bit to discuss with regard to the day.”
Five minutes later, sitting with his coffee across the table from Frank, who was energetically tucking into an omelet, Hayden started in without ceremony. “What did you think of what you saw last night?”
“Um,” Frank said, trying to buy time by chewing. He swallowed. “Um, hot?”
“Well,” Hayden replied, “that’s a good start. What else?”
Frank bought a little more time with a sip of coffee, turning his eyes to the special drawer with the little plate that read ‘His’ in the desk across the room. He put the coffee cup down and looked at Hayden, who was waiting patiently for his response.
“Complicated,” he said.
Hayden smiled. “Good,” he said. “Very good.”
That surprised Frank. “Really?” he said. “I was kind of thinking it meant that I wasn’t ready to fulfill my duties as HoH.”
“Well,” Hayden replied, “you’re definitely not ready to fulfill your duties as HoH—yet.” He sipped his own coffee. “But recognizing that what happened last night is complicated is a very good first step. Here’s what will happen now, provided I can get you comfortable with the beginning of it.”
Hayden outlined the day ahead as Frank finished his breakfast, beginning with an extended set of recommendations for what Frank should say and do when Jenny awoke. After that, Hayden continued with a brief outline of the rest of the day. Finally, Hayden asked, “Does that all make sense? You had most of the routine yesterday; it’s really just the morning that’s different, today. From this point on, depending on what you decide based on our morning meeting you’ll be able to see Jenny in the morning, or to leave that to Charlotte.”
“I understand, I think,” Frank replied. “Charlotte will be with her the whole time?”
“Charlotte will probably be graduating in two weeks. After that Jenny will have the room to herself, until she comes back here. By that time, of course, she’ll be able to take care of herself in the morning if you’re not there.”
Frank nodded, trying to absorb it all. “So my job this morning is to listen, right?”
“As much as possible. That’s the way Abigail thinks you should go, and although I had a slightly different idea about last night, I have to say I think she was right.”
“What was your idea?”
“There are different ways to frame wives’ same-sex fantasies. The more standard way would have been for you to be in the room last night.”
“Um, participating?”
“Not that first time. Just watching.”
“Will I… eventually…?”
“Participate? Yes, if you want—but that won’t be for at least two weeks, if you follow our recommendations for Jenny’s training.” Frank felt himself flush and grow hard at the thought, but Hayden simply continued in his businesslike way. “Anyway, Abigail thought that it would be better for Jenny’s happiness, and for her submission to you, in the long run if the sex with Charlotte last night happened apart from you, so that she could process it a bit and then offer it to you, in a sense—rather than you interrupting and taking it, as it were.”
“Why?” asked Frank, marveling again at the profound level at which Hayden and Abigail seemed to think about the erotic realm.
“It was a bit of a gamble, truthfully,” Hayden said, “based on Abigail’s instincts about how much of a processor Jenny is, because of the relation of her submission to her creativity—in this case her same-sex fantasies. The basic idea was that Jenny made such good progress yesterday that if she were allowed to continue processing, she would end up being much farther along this morning if you didn’t interrupt and watch in the room last night. The danger was that if her shame turned out to be too deep, being left alone to process would freeze her up entirely.”
“Danger?” Frank asked, alarmed. “What do you mean?”
“Oh,” Hayden said, “nothing to worry about. Just that her training would take a difficult turn, and a lot of effort would have to be put into gaining back the ground that she covered yesterday. You ready?”
“Ready as I’ll ever be,” Frank replied. Hayden rose, and Frank followed him out of the suite and into the elevator. When they arrived on the dormitory floor, Hayden led Frank, feeling odd to be on this hallway in the flesh after seeing it on the video feed so many times, to room number three. On the whiteboard on the door Frank read, written in a feminine cursive,
 
Charlotte: report to Master D at 10 a.m., please.
Jenny: piano 10 a.m., FP 2 p.m.
 
Frank knew from his morning meeting with Hayden that FP meant Feminine Pleasure, and he felt himself getting a little hard at the memory of what Hayden had told him about that class.
Hayden knocked softly on the door, and Charlotte opened it with a smile. “Thank you, Charlotte,” Hayden said. Charlotte widened her smile in response and put her finger to her lips. She nodded to Frank in a very friendly way and squeezed his hand briefly. Then she left.
“Alright,” Hayden said in a whisper, “based on her habits, Jenny will probably wake up within the half hour. Have a seat, and good luck.”
Frank sat in the chair at the little desk, turning it so he could watch Jenny sleep. He didn’t think he could imagine a sweeter sight. Her little face on her pillow looked like a porcelain doll’s. Her left arm was splayed out across the edge of the bed, and her hair was in disarray around her face, with some of the locks falling across her cheek. Her lips seemed to wear a little smile.
If Frank had anything to say about it—and with a thrill that he began to think would never grow old he remembered that he would have a great deal to say about it—Jenny would wear exactly this kind of nightgown from now on. It made her look so innocent and adorable that Frank from moment to moment had to resist the urge simply to climb into bed next to her and kiss her awake.
Frank thought about the way she had played that Chopin impromptu the day before, and about the submissive expression she had worn when she turned to see what Sergei Tulovsky had thought of her first play-through. And then the last time she had played it she had looked transported, as if the composer’s fingers were on the keyboard guiding her as she played.
Finally she began to stir. She moved her arms, turned onto her back, and stretched her hands above to touch the wall, the way she always did when she woke up. Knowing how familiar it was to him made Frank’s heart ache. He couldn’t believe that he had almost lost her, just because they hadn’t been able to tell one another that they wanted the same thing. He supposed that wasn’t really fair, though. They hadn’t even known what it was that they wanted—that thing that had miraculously turned out to be the same thing the other wanted, too.
“Frank?” Jenny said, opening her eyes.
Frank smiled. “Good morning, sweetheart,” he said.
“Oh, Frank… do you…? I mean, last night…” Jenny’s voice was troubled.
“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Frank said. “I know what happened, and I’m happy about it.”
“Happy? I mean, that’s what Charlotte said Miss Abigail told her… But I guess I didn’t quite believe it. But…” Jenny started to cry.
Frank did what Hayden had told him he should do when Jenny started to cry. He rose, crossed the distance to the bed, knelt down by it, and took her into his arms.
“I… It just felt so good, and Charlotte is so kind and lovely. I mean, when Charlotte told me that Miss Abigail had said that it was okay with you for me to… you know… with her, it was like I was using that as an excuse but the real reason I was doing it was just that it felt so good, and I wanted to so much, but now… now that I see you, I feel…”
Frank kept holding on to her while she cried against his shoulder. “It’s alright,” he said. “It’s alright. I think that’s what this is all about. We get to do things because they feel good. There’s nothing that’s wrong or disgusting that can happen between two”—he chuckled— “or more consenting adults.”
“But…” Jenny said, “I’m your wife… And I’m here to learn to submit to you.” Then, suddenly, she stopped crying, held her head back, and looked Frank straight in the eye. “Oh, my God,” she whispered. “I think I get it. I think I really, really get it. I can’t submit to you unless I understand my own desires and fantasies. As long as I denied them, there was no way I could submit to you, because I couldn’t submit them to you. I have to have them if I’m going to offer them to you—and I wasn’t really ever able to have them before.”
“Oh, sweetheart,” Frank said, and held her tight.
“Frank,” Jenny finally said, “will you get into bed with me?”
“Sure,” Frank said. He did, and they lay there for a long while, just looking at one another and touching each other chastely.
After a few minutes, Frank said, “Do you know what class you have today?”
“No,” Jenny said.
“It’s called Feminine Pleasure, and it’s with Miss Abigail.”
Jenny blushed and looked down at the buttons on Frank’s shirt. “What does that mean?” she asked.
“Wait and see,” Frank said.
Jenny giggled. “Frank?” she asked. “Did you watch my piano lesson yesterday?”
Frank smiled. “Yes,” he said. “That was quite something.”
“What does that mean?” Jenny asked, a little archly. “I mean, are you talking about the spanking or the playing?”
“Both,” Frank said. “But even I could tell that your last performance of that impromptu was the best you’ve ever played it.”
“That’s the way I felt,” Jenny said. She giggled again. “Who knew that all I needed was spanking?”
“Didn’t you?” asked Frank.
“Well, yes, I guess I did,” Jenny replied.
“I thought you might have known that,” Frank said, beginning to work his hand up under the little pink nightgown.
“Oh, Frank.” Jenny closed her eyes as he took firm hold of her shapely bottom.
“Sore?” he asked.
“Not really,” she said. “The cane welts sting a tiny bit, I guess… but…” Frank watched her face scrunch up in an expression he was learning to recognize as pleasure.
“But what?”
“Oh… it feels lovely… oh, God… please, Frank…”
Frank threw back the covers, comforter, and sheet, the way he had seen Charlotte do.
“Frank!”
“Sir, please.”
“Sir… you mustn’t see me…”
Frank laughed. “Even after everything we’ve done so far, you’re still saying that?”
On a whim, now that he had a free range of motion with his right hand, Frank began to spank Jenny’s lovely bottom as they lay there together. He didn’t spank very hard, he thought, but Jenny cried out at each of the blows.
He spanked her six times, then, suddenly, he moved his hand to her front, lifted her thigh, and spanked her pussy once, twice, three times. Jenny screamed at the sensation. Her pussy was wetter than he had ever felt it before.
“Sir! Sir! Oh, no…”
“Are you going to tell me that I may not see my wife’s charms?”
“Sir! Frank, please!”
“Are you?”
“No, sir! No… I’ll try… I promise… but…”
Frank brought his hand back to her pussy, but very, very gently, trying to touch her the way he had seen Charlotte use her hands.
“But…” Jenny continued, sighing softly, for Frank was merely teasing her, and not yet driving her toward orgasm, “well, in Deportment yesterday, Master Q said that you want me to remain modest. Was he wrong, sir?”
“No,” Frank admitted.
“So really you want me to keep saying that kind of thing—that I don’t want you to see me naked?”
“Yes, sweetheart. But…” Now Frank inserted his middle finger, without warning, deep into Jenny’s pussy, searching out her g-spot. He marveled anew to think that all these things he had thought he might never do with his wife—he must do them all now, to dominate her the way they both needed. Frank must follow the lead of experienced submissives like Charlotte and dominants like Hayden: finger-fucking his proper young wife as if she were a porn star was just the beginning.
And Jenny responded like a porn star—or, rather, a porn star who actually got female arousal right. Eyes closed, mouth open, whimpering a little, Frank’s beautiful bride put her hands on his chest, pulled at his Oxford-cloth shirt, and came, suddenly and unmistakably.
“…I want you to be sure that when you do, you know that you’re going to get what you deserve.”
Jenny’s eyes remained closed, but she smiled. “Was that what I deserved, sir?”
Frank thought about all those nights of Jenny’s fake orgasms under his ignorant fingers. “Yes, sweetheart. That’s what you’ve always deserved.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
After her piano lesson, in which she played so well that she was not spanked a single time, except once when Maestro Tulovsky wanted to demonstrate a dotted rhythm and had her stand up and come over to his chair and just bend over a bit so he could spank it out on her bottom—which was really almost for fun—Jenny had lunch with Charlotte in the dining room.
“Um,” she said as soon as they sat down. “Can you tell me about FP?”
Charlotte laughed. “I probably shouldn’t, but you can practice on me tonight,” she said in a breezy, conversational tone that Jenny was sure would carry.
“Charlotte!” Jenny looked around at the other wives eating lunch.
“Oh, don’t worry, Jenny,” Beth said from the next table. “We all heard you anyway.”
Jenny covered her face with her hands, but she suddenly realized that the embarrassment she felt had a different quality than it might have had a few days before. Fatima, who was eating with Beth, said, “I didn’t.” She giggled. “But Jacqueline told me in the morning, when she was doing the same to me.”
Jenny dropped her hands from her face and looked at Beth and Fatima, shaking her head slightly, unable to think of anything to say.
“It’s okay, honey,” Beth said. “It takes some getting used to, but we all want to be naughty schoolgirls in one way or another, right? I mean, that’s what Miss Abigail says, and if there’s a sub in this room who doesn’t want to be a naughty schoolgirl, I don’t think she’s admitting it. Charlotte?”
Jenny looked at Charlotte. “That’s definitely what Miss Abigail says,” Charlotte said, “and I’ve never met a sub who wouldn’t play schoolgirls with me.”
“So that’s why we’re sleeping in a dorm—and have classes and everything,” Beth said. “And it’s why you have a roommate.”
“What about our husbands?” Jenny asked.
Charlotte laughed at that. “Is there a dominant on the planet who doesn’t want to fuck a schoolgirl—preferably as many as possible at once?”
Jenny felt herself coloring, but she immediately remembered what Frank had said that morning, as he was touching her—no, as he was finger-fucking her. Her schoolgirl fantasies, and the modesty that had kept her from truly enjoying them for so long, need not be a barrier between them anymore.
Beth gave her a smile, and she and Fatima rose, having finished their lunch. “See you tonight?” Fatima asked.
“Yes!” Jenny said, smiling back. She turned again to Charlotte. “Okay,” she said, “if you can’t tell me about FP, why did you have to report to Master D?”
“Oh, Master D is my trainer. I’m graduating soon, and I’ve got my ass-night coming up, so he wanted to go over some things.”
“Your what?”
“My ass-night. You’ll, um, have one, too. I can’t tell you anything about yours—because I don’t know how it works in EM—so don’t ask, but in the main house all the girls watch while a girl gets it anally from her new owner for the first time. Then he takes her away.”
“But… I…”
“One thing I can say is that I’m pretty sure that yours will be private, but you’re going to have to learn to love anal, because your husband would be very unusual if he didn’t want to take you there a lot, like every day, especially at first. Miss Abigail will help you with that, though, and you’ve got a long time before you have to open to your husband.”
Jenny’s whole being—not just her body, but her mind and her soul as well—seemed to be on fire at the sound of those words. Shame and arousal in nearly equal proportions filled her chest and her loins. She had closed her eyes the moment Charlotte had said “learn to love anal,” and she had felt her face scrunching up more and more, as if to ward off the words that nevertheless sent the moisture gushing onto her thighs and, she was sure, the back of her nightgown, since she was not allowed panties.
The mention of… that… of Frank taking her… there… it seemed like a kind of menacing, slow drumbeat that had begun when she first read the pamphlet, sitting on her piano bench at home. Every time the drumbeat sounded, every time someone mentioned it, the real shame, the shame that had seemed defeated only a few hours before, reared its head as she listened, and seemed to fight its way back into her mind as she imagined herself like the pretty young wife in the picture in the pamphlet, with Frank’s cock in the place her mother had no need to tell her a lady would never allow a cock to go. Even the headmaster of Rosewood Academy didn’t do that to Marjorie, when she came for her ‘special lessons’ in his study.
She felt Charlotte take her hand, where it lay on the table, and squeeze it gently. “Don’t worry, Jenny,” she whispered. “I understand. It’s a lot easier for me, because I’m, well, kind of dying for it, but I understand.”
Jenny’s eyes flew open. “You’re dying for it? How…?”
Charlotte smiled back at her. “I think Miss Abigail will help you figure that out. I don’t think you’d be here if she weren’t sure she could.”
 
* * *
 
The four wives stood waiting in the classroom for Miss Abigail to arrive, all in their little white nightgowns. The classroom was like a ballet studio, complete with mirror and barre.
Fatima, a willowy woman of about 30, with long black hair and olive skin, said to Jenny, “Don’t worry, Jenny. It’s a little strange at first, but you’ll get used to it.”
Lara laughed. “Definitely.”
“Do our roommates not take classes with us?” Jenny asked. Charlotte and the other roommates from the main house hadn’t been with them in Deportment the day before, either.
Beth said, “They take Cuisine and Management with us on Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday—those are cooking and cleaning, pretty much. They have much more involved courses in Deportment, FP, and MP, in the main house, so they go back there Wednesday, Saturday, and Sunday at our class time.”
Lara said, “Fatima, do you think your hubby is going to enroll you in the advanced program?”
Fatima giggled. “Probably. After he felt what Jacqueline could do with her tongue, he looked at me and said, ‘You’re going to learn this, right?’ and Jacqueline said, ‘I don’t think they’ll teach her that in the EM version of Male Pleasure,’ and he said, ‘You roommates are a living marketing campaign, aren’t you?’ And then she just did it again.”
Beth said doubtfully, “Carl says I get to decide whether to come back, but I think I’m going to take a while to make the decision. We’re in a really good place right now, I think.”
“Oh, honey, that’s fantastic,” Lara said, and gave Beth a hug.
“Yeah,” Beth said. “I had a bad night a couple of nights ago, thinking about how this would all work when we got home, but in the morning Carl came to the room, and he just told me he would be there and handle everything, and now that we’ve made this change and we’re telling each other everything, I realized I can just trust him, the way I always wanted to.”
“What a great feeling that is, right?” Fatima said.
Jenny felt a little thrill go through her at the thought that she knew that feeling, too. She had felt it in bed, that morning, with Frank.
Miss Abigail entered the room. “Hello, girls,” she said, in a very teacherly voice.
“Hello, Miss Abigail,” they chorused back.
“Get your pillows, please,” Miss Abigail said, and the three experienced wives went to the closet and showed Jenny where to find her pillows, which were exactly like the ones Frank had put on the dining room table to taste Jenny the day before. She blushed, of course, remembering, but by this time that hardly seemed unusual.
The other wives put their pillows in a row, facing Miss Abigail, and climbed onto them, so Jenny did the same.
“Alright,” said Miss Abigail. “You may begin. Jenny, every class in Feminine Pleasure begins with masturbating to orgasm. You may also begin.”
Next to Jenny, Beth had her eyes closed and was whimpering a little. She had her right hand between her spread thighs, though its motions were veiled by her nightgown. Her left hand caressed her own bottom, from below. The sight took Jenny’s breath away. Down the row, Fatima had both hands on her pussy in what looked like a complicated sort of grip, and Lara, hidden from view, was uttering short, sharp cries of arousal.
“Go ahead, Jenny,” Miss Abigail said, standing above her, by her feet. “I don’t want to have to get the strap.”
Jenny looked up into Miss Abigail’s eyes. They were kindly, but their expression also made the threat of the strap seem very real. Jenny felt her mouth open, as if to object, but at the same time she felt her hand move, almost of its own accord, to the front of her nightgown.
“Try to stop thinking, Jenny,” Abigail said. “I want you to picture your husband’s cock. I want you to imagine taking it in your mouth for the very first time. I want you to hear him calling you a good girl, as he uses your mouth for his pleasure.”
Jenny closed her eyes and saw it. The noises the other wives were making seemed to feed into a sensory tapestry that enveloped her: she heard Beth’s fingers slipping along her pussy; she heard Fatima making an “Ah… ah… ah…” noise, and Lara’s much louder, shriller “Unh! Unh!”
Her fingers were moving in her own pussy, and in her imagination Frank had his cock in her prim, proper mouth, and he was using it as if it were her pussy, thrusting in and out, and saying “Good girl, Jenny… good girl… make me come now… there you go… good girl.” She used her left hand the way Beth had been doing, and she touched her bottom hole with her middle finger, pushed there, just a tiny bit.
“Oh, God… Oh, God… Oh, God!” she whispered, thinking about what she would look like with a cock in her mouth, and what it would feel like to have Frank’s length thrusting over her tongue, again and again. With the fingers of her right hand, she did that terrible thing that Charlotte had done the night before, and Frank had done in the morning, using her own fingers as if they were her husband’s manhood. I’m a bad girl, a slut, a naughty, naughty, naughty bad… Suddenly, to her astonishment, she came, with a scream that echoed off the walls.
“Very good, Jenny,” Abigail said. “Very good indeed for your first time.”
Jenny looked to her right, where the other wives had finished. Beth smiled weakly back at her and gave her a little thumbs-up with her left hand.
“Today’s lesson, girls,” Miss Abigail said, “concerns your breasts. Please remove your nightgowns, and arrange your pillows in a square, close together, so that you may see one another clearly, then sit down on them again.”
Jenny obeyed automatically, not even realizing until she was naked how strange—not to mention so impossibly shameful that she would have curled up into a ball and had to be beaten into submission—she would have found the situation just a few days before.
“Hold your breasts now, girls. In Deportment, Master Q will teach you the finer points of offering them to your husband, but here we’re going to concentrate on how your breasts bring you pleasure. Why?”
Fatima and Lara responded with confidence, and Beth responded a little more hesitantly, “For his pleasure to come first, my pleasure must come second.”
“Jenny,” said Miss Abigail, “did you catch that? Again, you more experienced girls, why do we learn about feminine pleasure?”
“For his pleasure to come first, my pleasure must come second.”
“Lara, what does that mean?” Miss Abigail asked.
“My husband’s pleasure embraces my pleasure.”
“Very nice, Lara. Your husband’s pleasure will only be complete when he gives you yours. Jenny, try it—keep holding your breasts, girls, and start squeezing them very lightly, please, paying attention to how it feels—Jenny, tell me, why are you learning about feminine pleasure?”
Jenny, trying desperately to concentrate on Miss Abigail’s words through a haze of lovely sensations emanating from her neglected breasts—Frank never, ever touched them—said, “For his pleasure to… to come f-first, mine m-must come s-second.”
“There you go. Well done. Now, girls, the nipples. Just the tip of your forefinger.”
 
* * *
 
At the end of the lesson, after Abigail had brought out her magic wand on a long extension cord, and demonstrated on each girl how extraordinary the combination of breast and clitoral stimulation could be, and driving each of them to another orgasm (Jenny thought she actually might have had two, and remembered that in one of her books the author had described one of the girls as being multi-orgasmic) that way, she had them put away the pillows. The wives stood before her, clad once again in their nightgowns.
“Very good work, girls,” Miss Abigail said. “Especially you, Jenny. Thank you. Remember that the more you explore the ways your body finds pleasure, the more responsive you will be to your husband. Your pleasure belongs to him—but you must first have something, before you may give it away. Why do we learn about female pleasure?”
“For his pleasure to come first, mine must come second,” Jenny said confidently, with the others.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
“Is Jenny serving lunch to Frank today?” Abigail asked, after they had been over the details of Fatima’s ass-night, which would be occurring that evening. It was Jenny and Frank’s second Saturday at the Institute, which was the usual time for oral—particularly if the wife had never given oral before.
“Yes,” Hayden answered.
“Oral?”
“Definitely—if he doesn’t shy away. He got a little anxious watching her MP on Wednesday, he told me this morning. And since he’s settled on the admonitory approach, the way we thought he would…”
“A good thing, of course,” Abigail contributed. The admonitory approach was one of a few different basic protocols that the Institute taught husbands, based on the training the Institute’s own masters received before beginning their jobs. The admonitory approach involved informing the wife what pleasure the husband expected of her, and then, if she voiced any protest, commanding her to perform, or to arrange herself, as required, under threat of punishment, which would then be forthcoming depending on the wife’s obedience.
The opposite approach was called the physical approach, according to which the husband simply took hold of the wife bodily, firmly but never so as to put her in any danger, and enforced his will upon her, using his experience with her to be certain that he was not truly forcing her and ensuring her compliance with restraints like rope if necessary. In the physical approach, it was resistance that was punished, rather than refusal. Most husbands gravitated toward one or the other approach, while all the Institute’s masters used both on a regular basis, depending on the concubine and the situation.
“Definitely—but anyway, since he’s new at the approach, it’s not entirely unlikely that he’ll shy away from the discipline that she probably needs.”
“You told him to go ahead with it, though? He’s certainly ready.”
“Of course.”
 
* * *
 
“Jenny,” Frank said. “Today it’s you who’s going to be having dessert.”
He watched Jenny’s face flush red. She had to have known that this was coming soon. The first part of her Male Pleasure class on Wednesday had been taken up with her struggling, nearly unsuccessful, attempts to suppress her gag reflex, alongside the much more experienced attempts of the other wives, who seemed able to take an eight-inch dildo all the way down their throats. Frank had watched her eyes water and her frustration increase as Master J, not trying to be unkind, but evincing some frustration, said again and again, “You can do it, Jenny. Relax.”
Male Pleasure class had been the first setback Jenny had really experienced. The two days of Cuisine class (Cuisine class and Management class were delivered in two-day blocks, so projects that needed overnight refrigeration or, in Management, the drying of glue or paint, could be completed at the second class of the block) had been a triumph: Jenny had been allowed to bring Frank her coq au vin in the suite Tuesday night, and he had carried her to bed and gone down on her afterward to reward her with a screaming orgasm. Moreover, after that, on Hayden’s recommendation that morning, Frank had fucked his wife doggy-style for the very first time.
Watching Jenny serve him his sandwich now, he thought back to how it had felt to tell her—using the admonitory approach—in a growl, “Get on your elbows with your ass in the air, Jenny. I’ve been waiting a long time for this.” Jenny had looked at him with dazed eyes at first, seeing, he was sure, his lips still wet from licking her to her climax. Then her beautiful face had assumed the submissive expression he had longed to see again—the one she had given Tulovsky at the first lesson.
“Yes, sir,” Jenny had whispered, and had obeyed him. At last her backside had been presented to him for fucking, the way he had always fantasized. Feeling like he was in a dream, he had climbed onto the bed, behind his submissive wife, and, with his left knee raised and his right on the bed, brought the head of his cock up against her cunt, watching (for the light was on, of course) like a lecherous hawk, unwilling to miss the slightest detail of the first time he would fuck his wife in the style that seemed to him to express his erotic soul.
What he had not expected was the way she cried out, and came nearly instantly—a second time, so soon after the first—and the way her submissive whimpers as he fucked her harder than he ever had, pounding her bottom with his hips, watching his glistening cock flash in and out of her lovely bare cunt, brought him over the edge so very quickly, too.
“Oh, God…” he had said. “Oh, Jenny… thank you… I love you… so much…” Frank had withdrawn and crawled, then staggered backwards until he was standing behind her, still looking at the sight he thought the loveliest he had seen yet: his well-fucked wife lying submissively open for his gaze, with a little trickle of his seed flowing out of her pretty cunt.
“Sir?” she had said softly, in a pant. “May I get up?”
Oh… wow. His cock, incredibly—seeing as he had just come—had given a little leap to hear the submissive way Jenny had addressed him.
“Yes, sweetheart,” he had replied, “you may get up,” and he got back onto the bed, so that when Jenny had pushed herself up from her elbows, Frank had been right there to take her in his arms, kneeling with her on the bed, and to kiss her passionately, over and over.
Now, as she finished laying his napkin in his lap, her lips were set in a tight line, as if already trying to ward off her husband’s cock from her mouth. Frank had started asking her, with a smile, to put his napkin there for him the last time she had served him lunch, on Thursday. Really he had commanded it just so she would brush up against his cock and perhaps feel how hard she made it when she waitressed in her little nightgown. In the current circumstance, though, it made his cock even harder as he watched, and felt her enforced attendance upon his lap, even as reluctance to comply with this important service troubled her eyes.
“Sir…” she said. It still made his cock give a little leap when he heard her call him that. “I… you saw… I mean, you watched my MP class… didn’t you?”
“Yes, Jenny, I did,” Frank replied. Jenny stood next to the table, her hands folded in front of her just as she had learned to hold them in Deportment class, and her eyes downcast.
“I… I want to please you, but I’m not… I mean…”
Hayden had seemed to be worried, at morning meeting, that Frank would back down. He wondered if something in his physical responses were telling the Institute just how hard Jenny’s reluctance was making him—there was no chance he would back down.
“Sweetheart,” Frank said, “you’ve just earned yourself a spanking, before you take me in your mouth. Right now, that spanking will only be with my hand, but if you continue to pretend that your inexperience should pose any barrier to me enjoying your mouth as is my right, I’m happy to use your paddle, or even your cane, to help you understand your duty.”
“Sir!” Jenny wailed, turning her eyes beseechingly up to his. “Please…”
“It’s your paddle now, Jenny. May I finish my sandwich in peace?”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny whispered, her cheeks suffused with pink.
Frank took a bite of the roast beef, chewed, swallowed. “Actually,” he said. “I’d like you in the corner, please, with your nightgown above your bottom. A man likes a good view of the backside he’s going to chastise.”
“Oh, God,” Jenny whispered, and obeyed him.
Watching her lift the lacy hem of the white nightgown, Frank had another of the moments that seemed to happen every day, if not every hour, here at the Institute: sheer disbelief that he could actually be experiencing, in the real world, something so arousing, so aligned with his fantasies.
The admonitory approach. When Hayden had gone over the approaches with Frank and the other husbands in the viewing room on Monday (Frank had now figured out that new couples were brought in once a week, with their full schedules starting on Saturday, so this ‘husband class’ was new to him, but already routine to the others—Carl, Soheyl, and Craig) Frank had simply sat with his mouth open. It seemed so simple.
Halfway through, after Hayden had explained what he meant by “the admonitory approach,” Frank had raised his hand, and Hayden had said, “Question, Frank?”
Frank had looked first at the other husbands and then said to Hayden, “I’m sorry—I’m sure you’ve covered this already with these guys, but I guess I’m just wondering whether if I had tried this, I don’t know, two years ago, whether it would have… I mean, would I need to be paying you all this money if I had just done this on our wedding night?”
Everyone laughed. Soheyl said, “You know, that’s pretty much exactly what I asked when Hayden gave this speech my first week.”
Hayden, in good professorial style, said, “And what did I tell you, Soheyl?”
“If I’m remembering correctly,” Soheyl replied, “you said that according to your statistical models I would have had about a 2% chance of succeeding.”
“I think,” Hayden said, “I actually said ‘1.53.’” Everyone laughed again. “Look,” Hayden continued, “this kind of research isn’t the exact science that we would like it to be, and I admit that we sometimes give the impression that it is, for marketing purposes. I think you’ve probably figured that out by now.” Everyone nodded. “What I can say for the Institute and for our assessors is that we have datasets that we have developed over the course of more than ten years now, and we are confident that these datasets tell us the things that we think they tell us. One of the things we think they tell us is that there is a sizable percentage of the female population who are submissive women, many of them married to dominant men. They married these men for reasons we can speculate on but which we don’t think we fully understand. Nevertheless, these wives are unable—call it repression if you want—to express those submissive desires that they have had and known about having from an early age. They have the desires, but they can’t live them out, and they can’t even elaborate them fully in fantasy. When it comes to finally expressing those desires, our data suggests that inexperienced dominant husbands will sometimes make the problem much more difficult by attempting to take their wives in hand without a full understanding of what their wives’ fantasies entail or what approach will help them live out those fantasies. So, to make an absurdly long answer somewhat shorter, I think even if you had tried the admonitory approach on your wedding night, you might well have ended up here at the Institute anyway, if you were lucky. The higher probability, though, I’ve got to tell you—to make you feel better—is that you would’ve been divorced within the year.”
Now, in the suite, looking at Jenny’s shapely bottom under the nightgown she had raised because he had commanded her to raise it, Frank finished his sandwich. Slowly he got to his feet, and went to the little drawer with the tiny brass plate that read ‘His’ in elegant cursive. He took the key out of his pocket and unlocked the drawer. He removed the wooden paddle and said, “Jenny, turn around.”
Jenny turned around and let out a little startled gasp when she saw what Frank was holding.
“What’s that?” she asked, with panic in her voice.
“This,” Frank said, “is your paddle.” He walked forward slowly, holding it out in both hands, so that she could see that it was beautifully engraved with her married name.
Since the beginning of their extreme marriage, Jenny had been caned, whipped with his belt, and spanked very hard with an open hand, but the idea of the paddle with her name on it seemed to have a new and special disciplinary meaning for her. Frank saw in his wife’s eyes the knowledge that from this moment on a paddle with her name on it would sit in a place of honor in her home, and he saw the significance of that knowledge. The look in her eyes had a share of the lovely submissive expression that had finally begun to return to her face with regularity, but in it there also lay an element of erotic anxiety that made Frank’s cock so hard he could scarcely believe it.
“Follow me, Jenny,” Frank said and turned around, carrying the paddle. He walked over to the couch in the living area, sat down on it, and beckoned to his wife. Hesitantly, like a naughty schoolgirl, Jenny, still holding her nightgown above her waist so that Frank with a naughty thrill of his own could see the bare tip of her little slit peeping out between her upper thighs, approached.
“Over my lap now,” Frank said, “with your face to the cushions on my left.”
Jenny came to stand on his right side, and Frank, remembering the way Tulovsky had done it, put his hand around her waist and pulled her down over his lap without ceremony. Jenny rewarded him with a gasp that seemed to say that she understood his intention: taken-in-hand wives went over their husband’s laps, when their husbands wanted.
“Why am I punishing you, Jenny?” he asked softly.
“I… I said… I wouldn’t…” Jenny stammered.
Frank brought the paddle down hard across both cheeks of Jenny’s bottom. The sound rang out like a gunshot.
“Ow!” she wailed.
“It appears we’ll have to start by teaching you to say the thing that you’re going to do in a little while, Jenny,” Frank said sternly. He spanked her hard again with the paddle, and again she cried out.
“What are you going to do after your spanking?”
“I can’t!” Jenny cried, and Frank rewarded her with yet another spank. Jenny’s bottom was becoming quite red already.
“You most certainly can, and you will,” Frank replied and spanked her again, this time directly on the right bottom cheek, provoking a gasp at the change in the sensation.
“No!” Jenny said. “No! I can’t!”
Frank felt himself actually growing angry at his wife’s refusal to obey him. Strangely, though, the anger was not hot, but a sort of cool, functional emotion that told him exactly what kind of guidance he needed to give. It seemed to fit exactly with what Hayden had told him about the operation of the admonitory approach: punishment was to be used as a form of communication—in some respects the most important form of communication between a dominant husband and a submissive wife. Again and again he brought the paddle down on Jenny’s bottom, and again and again she cried out.
Jenny’s breath came harsher and harsher. Frank stopped paddling her and said quietly, “Jenny, what are you going to do now?”
Jenny swallowed hard and whispered, “I’m going to… to suck your cock, sir.”
“Get on your knees in front of me, sweetheart,” Frank said.
Shakily, Jenny pushed herself up from the couch and off Frank’s lap. She crawled back a little ways and reoriented herself so that she was directly in front of Frank, and Frank saw that her eyes were on his crotch, and only there. He stood up.
“Take my pants and boxers down, Jenny,” he said in the stern voice that he was becoming proud of being able to muster. “It’s time for your dessert.”
Jenny reached forward and with trembling fingers she began to fumble at the buckle of his belt. Frank watched patiently, loving the look of apprehension on Jenny’s face. The anticipation seemed to him just as wonderful as he had imagined the act itself would be.
Finally, Jenny had his belt undone, his fly open, and the zipper down. Her face blushing more prettily than Frank thought he could stand, she pulled his pants to the floor and reached for his boxers as his cock got a little tangled. When she felt it moving underneath the thin cotton, she gave a little whimper of frustration at the trouble she was having getting the boxers down, and Frank said, “It’s okay, sweetheart. I know it’s your first time. I’ll be gentle.”
Jenny managed to get his boxers down, and there was the tableau he had seen in his mind’s eye so many times: his lovely bride on her knees in front of his erect cock, about to serve him the way he had always thought he deserved to be served—despite knowing that from an ethical point of view it made no sense at all. He remembered another thing Hayden had said in morning meeting: “The more you do this, the more you will realize that there is an essential discontinuity between yourself in the bedroom, taking your pleasure from Jenny as you see fit, and yourself in your home as Head of Household. The two are intimately related, but more and more you will see that there are important differences that you must observe. In the bedroom you must dominate selfishly, while in the home, as Head of Household, you must dominate ethically.”
And this was the bedroom, Frank realized, and what Hayden had said went both ways: yes, when he was making the household rules he needed to consult Jenny. But here with Jenny on her knees in front of him, it was his duty—to himself and to her—not to consult her at all, but to take control. “Open your mouth, sweetheart,” he said, “and stick out your tongue the way you learned on Wednesday.”
Frank put his right hand out and laid the fingertips gently under Jenny’s chin. She looked up into his eyes. The sensation of her soft skin there, moving slightly as she complied and opened her mouth, thrilled him. He smiled, hoping to reassure her a little bit, and took his cock upon the fingers of his left hand, and at last laid the head of his manhood upon his wife’s pretty pink tongue.
He saw a shudder go through Jenny’s body, but he knew enough now to understand that it was a shudder of nearly pure arousal. The need came upon him and, trying to be gentle, but aware that his true desire was to be rough, he put his hands around the back of her head and, remembering how it had been done with the dildo in Jenny’s Masculine Pleasure class, he thrust slowly in until half of his cock was sheathed inside his wife’s prim mouth. He groaned with the intensity of the sensation. If he had thought the anticipation was exciting, it was nothing compared to the feeling of actually being inside her in this wicked way. Finally, after all these years, Jenny Streat Fenton was a cocksucker.
“Oh, Jenny, that’s so nice,” Frank murmured. He began to move gently in and out, and did not push the limits of her gag reflex until, overcome by the delicious sensation, he couldn’t help himself, and found himself driving further, trying to reach the back of her throat despite himself. Then Jenny did gag, but Frank did not let up for several seconds, because his dominant nature seemed unable to allow it.
Then he pulled out and let Jenny recover her breath, but as soon as she had, he said, “Open,” returned his wet cock to her mouth, and began his gentle thrusts again. One of the lessons that Master J had emphasized greatly at Jenny’s first MP class was that in this position—which Master J called classic submissive oral—the sub’s hands should be down at her sides, unless instructed otherwise. Jenny had clearly remembered that lesson, and it made Frank happy to think that her training for his pleasure had taught her that.
Thinking of the MP class, Frank realized that he had not tried the other thing Jenny had learned about. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and said, “Kiss my balls now, Jenny.” He held his cock with his left hand, up and out of the way, and watched Jenny lean in and begin to do what she had learned on the little model scrotum that Master J had held up in front of her. Frank shouted with the intensity of the sensation Jenny produced there. At that moment it seemed to him like he would have paid every cent the Institute demanded just to have his wife be able to do that on command.
“Alright, Jenny,” he said. “You’re a very good girl. I’m going to fuck you now.” Jenny gasped. Truthfully, Frank hoped she would never lose that little bit of shame that made her gasp when he said dirty words. “Get up,” he said, “and put your hands on the couch cushion, and arch your back.”
He looked at her, arranged that way, for a long moment, her head bent and her bottom out, just covered by the brief white nightgown. He pumped his cock with his right hand, wanting the feeling of having Jenny in his service this way to last forever. With his left hand he reached out and slowly, slowly raised the hem of the nightgown to reveal her bottom, still quite red from the paddling he had given it with her new paddle. He stepped forward and brought his cock where he knew it belonged, thinking about the time in three weeks, if everything went according to the plan Hayden had laid out, when he would put it where in a certain important sense it didn’t belong, and have her there at last.
Jenny gave a soft, happy cry at the feeling of Frank’s cock there from behind, and then, as he pushed in, he heard that lovely whimper from her that he had already grown to adore—the sound of Jenny Fenton submitting to her husband. She was so wet already that he slipped in more easily than he thought he ever had before. He put his hands on her hips and began to thrust with abandon.
Within a few seconds, Jenny was shouting, “May I come, sir?” and Frank was growling back, “No, sweetheart, not yet. Come when I say so.” And even that was only a few seconds later, as Frank felt his orgasm coming straight out of his balls. He grunted, “You may come now, Jenny,” and began to come himself with spasmodic motions of his hips and legs, as the tension of the position seemed to increase the force of his orgasm beyond anything he had yet experienced at the Institute.
“Good Lord,” he said, as he held Jenny on his lap on the couch afterward. “If my orgasms keep getting stronger like that, I’ll be dead before we get out of here.”
Jenny giggled and snuggled her head into his chest. “I wonder if we get a refund if that happens,” she said.
“Probably not,” Frank said, “if I know them.”



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Jenny’s nights with Charlotte began to assume a valedictory quality as Charlotte’s ass-night and Jenny’s return to the suite grew closer. During their second week together, they hadn’t done much more than kiss each other goodnight, since Jenny had been so overwhelmed by how much she was learning and how exhausting every day was. But in the third week of Jenny’s stay—Charlotte’s last week before she went back to the main house for the two days before her ass-night—they were in Charlotte’s bed for much of the night every night. On the Monday after they had both had their first orgasms, Charlotte asked Jenny, “Has Frank told you if he wants to join us?”
Jenny blushed a little and said, “He mentioned it at lunch yesterday. He said he thought Wednesday would be the night, since Thursday is our—your and my—last night together, and he wants us to have that on our own.”
“Alright,” Charlotte said. She kissed Jenny. “That’s very sweet of him. Do you think you’re ready for a threesome?”
Jenny laughed. “After the last two weeks, I’m not sure I can even tell what I’m ready for. Maybe that means I’m ready for anything?”
Two weeks into the EM program: three Deportment classes, three FP classes, two MP classes. The most important techniques of French, Italian, and Chinese cooking, learnt under a chef from Cordon Bleu. Techniques for ironing sheets, techniques for ironing shirts, techniques for getting spots out of anything. Chopin, and Mozart, and Chopin, and Mozart, with Sergei Tulovsky.
Two meetings with Miss Abigail to discuss Jenny’s progress. The second one had been that very day (Jenny’s second Monday) over lunch, in Miss Abigail’s office.
Lying there in Charlotte’s arms, Jenny remembered the main item Miss Abigail had covered with her at the lunch meeting. “It’s time for us to start getting you ready for anal,” Miss Abigail had said.
Jenny had felt a look of dismay come across her face.
Miss Abigail had said gently, “This is a growth area for you, as we call it. You have the submissive fantasy constellation, but your bottom gives you… pause, let’s call it, even though you know very well by now that your husband wants you trained there.”
While she said these words, Abigail had seemed to study Jenny’s reaction to them very closely. Jenny had nodded, wondering if Abigail could see anything besides fright in her eyes.
“The idea of being made to do what your husband wants, for his pleasure, will be the rock of arousal to which I am going to help you cling. Get up, please, and turn around. Place your hands on your chair and spread your legs, bending your knees and arching your back.” Miss Abigail’s clipped tone then gave way to a much more solemn voice as she said, “This is your husband’s wish.”
Miss Abigail knew her business. On trembling legs, her pussy flowing at the vague images running through her head of what would now befall her, Jenny obeyed her wise training mistress. As she heard Miss Abigail stand and walk over, Jenny had shut her eyes tightly.
“Just my finger today, Jenny,” Miss Abigail said softly and raised Jenny’s nightgown. “You will come here every day for lunch this week, and then next week you will wear a harness at mealtimes.”
Jenny suddenly realized why Lara (now gone home) had perched strangely on her chair in the dining room during Jenny’s first week, and Fatima (also departed as of Saturday) during Jenny’s second week—and, with a bit of shock, she remembered that Beth had seemed a little uncomfortable that morning.
“A harness?”
“With a plug, Jenny.”
“Oh… no, please…” Her face burned.
“This is your husband’s wish.” Again, Jenny’s pussy seemed to melt at the words.
“Even… even when I’m serving Frank lunch?”
“Especially then, Jenny.”
Jenny then heard something that might be Miss Abigail moistening her middle finger in her mouth.
A hand came down on Jenny’s backside and she whimpered. A finger then entered the little valley, and she cried out as it arrived there, and pushed there, and finally entered there as Jenny sobbed in shame and submission.
“This is your husband’s wish,” Miss Abigail said and pushed the finger further in.
“Oh, no, oh, no, oh, no!” Jenny said softly, feeling the itching and the burning.
“This is your husband’s wish,” Miss Abigail said, withdrawing the finger. Miss Abigail patted Jenny’s bottom and said, “That’s all for today, Jenny. You may go.”
Shamefaced, with downcast eyes, Jenny left Miss Abigail’s office.
Now, in bed with Charlotte, Jenny said, “I’m worried about sharing Frank, I guess.”
“Did he say anything about that?”
“Actually, he said that this issue would be our first serious negotiation.”
“Sounds like that came from Hayden,” Charlotte said.
“I think it did,” Jenny confirmed. “Frank said that, like many men, he had always had fantasies about having two women in bed with him.” Jenny giggled. “He sounded a lot like Hayden when he said that. And then he said that just being in bed with you and me would fulfill those fantasies, and he wanted to leave it up to me whether any particular thing might happen when we were. But he wants me to be clear about it going in.”
Charlotte kissed Jenny and said, “Do you think you can be?”
“I’m not sure,” Jenny said, “but something Miss Abigail did with me today has changed things a bit in my mind, I think.”
“Ooo,” said Charlotte, kissing Jenny again, “are you getting ready for… you know?” Charlotte’s eyes sparkled so that Jenny knew that she was being gently mocked.
“Yes… for anal,” Jenny said resolutely.
Charlotte grinned and said, “Good job, Jenny! You can say it!” She giggled. Then she grew serious again and, with a look of concern that touched Jenny deeply, she said, “What did Miss Abigail say?”
“I don’t think I can put it the way she did—you know, she’s always so eloquent—but it was something like, um, the fact that Frank wants something can see me through my reluctance.”
“So,” Charlotte said, “if Frank wants to fuck me…”
Jenny felt her mouth set itself into a tight line as she considered, and then she said, “Ideally, I guess, it would be enough for me that he wants it. Do you want him to fuck you?”
Charlotte giggled. “Well, you know I’m a volunteer in the main program… So that kind of openness already makes sense to me.”
“That’s not what I asked, is it?” Jenny asked teasingly.
“No… okay, yes, I want your husband to fuck me. He is incredibly handsome, and even though this probably sounds really weird I feel like it would bring us closer together.”
“It doesn’t sound weird,” Jenny said. “I think I feel kind of the same way. Like sharing an ice cream cone.” Jenny giggled.
“Ooo,” Charlotte said, “do we get to lick that cone together?”
“Charlotte!” Jenny said.
“Well,” Charlotte said, “I could probably teach you some things from the advanced Male Pleasure program.”
“I’m doing very well, thank you very much,” said Jenny primly. “I worshiped him for half an hour yesterday, and he came down my throat for the very first time.”
“Congratulations!” Charlotte said with evident sincerity. “Can I tell you a secret? I’ve known since the moment I saw you that you were going to be a very gifted cocksucker.”
“Charlotte!” Jenny exclaimed again. Then she said, “Seriously?”
Charlotte nodded. “Seriously,” she said. “It’s that look you get on your face when you’re trying to make someone happy. It’s so wonderfully submissive—I always think that it’s that kind of attitude that makes a girl really good at worshiping cock. Tell the truth now, don’t you like it?”
“Oh, God… yes, okay, I like it.”
“Why?” Charlotte asked, probing for more, like a gifted pedagogue.
Jenny pondered for a moment, then said, “I guess I just love knowing that I can make Frank feel that good.”
“I bet you even like it when he fucks your face, don’t you?”
“Not as much… but, okay, I never thought I would, but I do. It’s like a strange kind of power.”
Charlotte nodded. “Almost like you’re dominating him, because he can’t help doing this terrible thing to you.”
“For his pleasure to come first,” Jenny said, smiling, “mine must come second.”
 
* * *
 
Charlotte and Jenny came to the suite at eight on Wednesday night, as Frank had requested, and Abigail had posted on their whiteboard, in her neat cursive that morning before they awoke: Charlotte and Jenny, threesome in the Fentons’ suite, 8 p.m. Black garter belts and stockings only.
Jenny had never thought she could reach the level of humiliation she felt as she and Charlotte walked through the hall to the elevator, after exchanging their nightgowns for the wicked lingerie in the changing room, where all the girls’ lingerie racks were kept. Jenny noticed that Beth’s included a great deal of leather, so she supposed her own lot could have been worse (or better? whispered a voice in a corner of her mind). Jenny had known that the time for the wearing of the garments on the rack, picked out by her husband, was approaching, but this was the first time she had worn anything but the nightgown since she had been inducted.
Charlotte noticed the dismayed expression on Jenny’s face, as Jenny looked at the garter belt on its little hanger, and squeezed her hand. “Just wait ‘til you see what we look like. It’ll be so hot.”
Jenny felt her face burn at that, but the tingle of arousal, never far away now, had also started. Charlotte showed her how to clip the suspenders to the sheer black stocking with the lacy tops, and then they stood there, their bare pussies just showing between their thighs in the frame of the belt and the suspenders. Charlotte took Jenny’s hand and turned her toward the big mirror. Jenny looked away at first, but Charlotte put her arm around Jenny’s waist and drew her closer. Charlotte kissed Jenny’s turned-away cheek and whispered, “Look. Look how far you’ve come.” Jenny turned back toward the mirror and saw the wanton sight of the two pretty girls in nothing but garter belts and stockings, ready to go please a man.
Frank met them at the door, in a bathrobe. His eyes widened when he saw his two playthings standing there—as Jenny instantly thought of herself, seeing her husband take in the sight of her and Charlotte.
“Come in, girls,” he said, and kissed Jenny as she walked by him into the suite’s living area. “Okay?” he asked.
Jenny nodded a little hesitantly. They had agreed that Frank would fuck only Jenny, but that Charlotte would take him in her mouth when he wanted. What Jenny had not been able to admit was that the thought of watching her husband’s cock in her new best friend’s mouth seemed to get her wet whenever she thought about it.
“Girls, why don’t you get in bed and get started? I’d like to watch you being naughty with each other from close up. That video feed just doesn’t do you justice.”
Charlotte took Jenny’s hand and led her into the bedroom where, of course, the light was on. Jenny repressed the urge to turn it off. Her husband wished to see clearly the sexy things Jenny now did with another girl. To her surprise, Jenny found that she, too, for the very first time, wanted to see Charlotte’s charms clearly.
That strange thought led her to whisper to Charlotte, “Lie down on your back. I want to show my husband your pretty little pussy.”
Charlotte smiled and climbed onto the enormous bed. Jenny saw Charlotte’s cleft peeping out as her bottom moved, and found that she wanted to kiss Charlotte that way, first. Jenny said, “Hold on that way, for a sec,” and, to her own amazement, found herself putting her face in her friend’s backside and licking sensuously, as Charlotte gave a little groan of pleasure, rolling her hips to give Jenny’s tongue as free a range as she could.
“Are you eating some pussy, Jenny?” she heard Frank say softly. Jenny shuddered at the lovely degradation in the words. “Does the pussy taste good?”
Jenny pulled her face back, feeling how wet her cheeks and lips were, and said. “Would you like to taste for yourself, sir?” Her heart beat wildly; that had to be the single naughtiest thing she had ever said in her life.
“Why thank you, sweetheart,” Frank said, coming up behind her and bending down.
Aroused, fascinated, humiliated, Jenny watched her husband put his tongue out and lap delicately along Charlotte’s lovely pussy. “Mmm,” Frank said. “Very nice.”
Then the words came out of Jenny’s fantasies without her even thinking about them. “Would you like to fuck that little pussy, sir?”
Frank’s expression grew puzzled and unsure. Jenny whispered, “It’s okay,” then she returned her voice to the sultry tone it had before and said, “Would you like to fuck my best friend, sir?”
“Of course,” Frank said, dropping his bathrobe.
Jenny watched, a large part of her mind unable to believe what she had just green-lighted, all of her libido burning at the sight of Frank, her wonderful husband, getting up on the bed and putting the head of his hard cock at the entrance to her wonderful friend Charlotte’s pussy, and just lodging it there, without thrusting in.
“Charlotte,” Frank said. “I’m going to fuck you now.”
“Yes, sir,” said Charlotte.
“Jenny, please come kiss me.” The terrible shame—the shame she had craved, and gotten—seemed to give way to a surge of love. Jenny came and put her arms around her husband. He leaned down and kissed her—a little awkwardly, because of the angles involved, but gently and lovingly nonetheless, and began to fuck Charlotte slowly and purposefully.
Jenny heard Charlotte making very different sounds from the ones she made when Jenny was kissing her pussy. When Jenny went down on her, Charlotte sounded giggly and loving; now, under Frank’s cock, she sounded… mastered. Jenny realized that she hoped she herself sounded that way.
“Go kiss Charlotte,” Frank grunted. Jenny crawled up the bed and looked into Charlotte’s eyes. “Thank you,” Charlotte sighed, “for sharing your ice cream cone.” Jenny smiled and kissed her on the lips for a long moment.
Then Charlotte whispered, “Lick your husband’s balls now, and he’ll love you forever.” She giggled, and then groaned as Frank drove in hard.
Blushing, but unable to stop now, Jenny slid herself under Charlotte’s body. The sight of Frank’s cock going into Charlotte’s pussy made her feel faint, but she moved her face closer and closer, smelling the wicked odor of kinky sex. She put her tongue out and lifted her head a little, and then she felt Charlotte pulling her and turning her, so that Charlotte could kiss Jenny’s pussy while Jenny served her husband’s lusts. Frank stopped his motion for a moment, and said softly, “Lick my balls, sweetheart.” Jenny did, and Frank groaned with pleasure.
He pulled out of Charlotte’s pussy and said, in the same gentle tone, “Open, Jenny.” Jenny felt a strange wave of pride as Frank’s cock, bearing the familiar taste of her friend’s pussy, entered her mouth. She looked up and, past the shamefully thrilling sight of her husband’s cock, she saw him looking down at her, enraptured. Frank put his right hand down to stroke her cheek, while he gave the fingers of his left hand to pleasuring Charlotte, who was kissing Jenny’s own pussy gently now, perhaps so as not to distract her from her task of pleasuring Frank with her mouth.
Then Frank said, “Jenny, get on your hands and knees next to Charlotte.”
Jenny obeyed, and as she and Charlotte gave each other tender little kisses, Frank had both their pussies, going from one to another. Then he piled Jenny on top of Charlotte, both face down, with their legs spread, and went from one pussy to the other that way. To her ashamed surprise, Jenny liked that best, because it seemed to drive Frank wild, and the feeling of being on top of Charlotte that way was dirty, and at the same time seemed to say that Jenny was Frank’s real wife. As Frank took his pleasure in their pussies, they whispered naughty things to one another and to him, like, “My turn, sir, please!” and “Sir’s cock is so big, isn’t it?”
Frank still hadn’t come, but he finally pulled out, saying that he needed a break, since his arms were exhausted. Jenny and Charlotte had come several times, and they lay like contented kittens, curled up together on the bed, while Frank went to get bottles of water for them all.
“Jenny,” Charlotte said softly, “I have an idea that might help you, but I want you to be honest, okay?”
“Okay,” Jenny said, propping her head up on her elbow.
“I think it might help you if you watched Frank take my ass. Some of the concubines have their first anal reserved, but I did it before I volunteered, so I’m allowed to do it here even before my ass-night. And… um… I’m pretty good at it.”
“Oh…” Jenny began, intending to say that she didn’t think she could do that, but the words died in her throat, because she realized it might help her. A big part of her anxiety had to do with not knowing what it would be like, at all, despite her pride that she had taken a big plug, inserted by Miss Abigail, after lunch that very afternoon. It hadn’t been easy, but the feeling of accomplishment had made her think that she could please Frank as she should after her training with the harness the following week. Nevertheless, her fear remained, because the act seemed so very new, and unknown to her.
Charlotte must have seen in her eyes that Jenny was seriously considering it. “You could watch, or you could help.”
Jenny thought, and then said, “Yes. And… you’re going to kiss my pussy while my husband gives it to you in your ass.”
“Jenny!” Charlotte said with a giggle. “Where did that come from?”
Jenny’s eyes widened. “Maybe I’m turning extreme?”
When Frank returned, Jenny said, “Sir? We have a suggestion.”
“Yes?” Frank asked.
“We think you should… um… fuck Charlotte’s bottom.”
Frank’s eyes grew very wide. “Why?” he asked in a kind of croak.
Charlotte said, “We think it would help Jenny be less anxious about her ass-night with you.”
“Really,” Frank said. “Interesting. Well, I have to say I like the way you think, girls. Let’s go ahead with that plan.”
Thus Jenny sat with her back to the headboard of the bed, and Charlotte assumed what the Deportment master called ‘submissive posture number one,’ with her bottom offered, still in its lacy frame of garter belt and stockings. Charlotte gave little tender kisses to Jenny’s clitoris as Jenny watched Frank lube himself from the sort of tube that seemed to be in every drawer here at the Institute.
Looking at the scene—Charlotte’s bottom raised in offering, Charlotte’s face serving Jenny’s loins, Frank’s manhood approaching the cute little backside—Jenny knew that what she had said as a joke a few minutes before, about turning extreme, had an essential truth to it. All these things, when she was completely honest with herself about what had been in the many books she had read, slowly, one at a time, masturbating to them, all through the years, and what the books had made her think about—all these things had always been inside her, sometimes flitting before her eyes, sometimes diving deep and vanishing for a time, only to return again, ferociously, when she looked at a pretty girl on the train, or a cute couple, and thought, “God help me, I want to be in bed with her, with them—what is wrong with me?”
From deep inside her came the words she spoke to Frank then, as she regarded him approaching the bed: “Are you going to fuck your first ass now, sir?”
Frank gave her a wild look and said, “Yes, Jenny.” Charlotte whimpered and licked, and Jenny watched the strange new drama of a cock making its way inside a girl’s littlest ring. Charlotte lifted her face a bit, with her eyes closed, and Jenny saw what she had seen in her mind’s eye so many times—the look she had imagined wearing herself at the terrible moment of taking a cock where she shouldn’t: pain and pleasure mingled so thoroughly, and so submissively, that no act could ever embody the submissive condition so deeply.
Frank pumped slowly, looking down and squeezing Charlotte’s rump gently. Charlotte began to attack Jenny’s clitoris in earnest, and, at Jenny’s moans, Frank turned his eyes to that sight, and then looked Jenny in the eyes. Jenny felt her face open in a look of amazement at the sensation, at the perversion, at the love, and then she watched Frank coming inside Charlotte’s bottom, shouting like his climax was going to rip him apart.
We’ll put each other back together, always, won’t we? Jenny thought, as she threw her head back against the headboard and exploded into orgasm under Charlotte’s tongue and fingers.



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
Jenny’s ass-night happened on the final Saturday of their stay. Frank could tell that the harness was not easy to get used to, but it seemed like Abigail’s words, which Jenny had relayed to him, too, the first time he asked how her bottom was coming along, seemed to help greatly.
Still, Frank could tell that Jenny felt self-conscious, feeling the plug as she walked, as she shifted on her seat, as Frank toyed with it when she served him a meal. He would watch her sometimes seem to say to herself, “My husband wishes it.” After such moments she seemed to become newly submissive, as if she had transformed the feeling into something different.
More and more, Frank thought, Jenny seemed also to be transforming herself on the inside. And not just on the inside of her bottom—though Frank thought he caught in her expression a kind of mingled shame and pride when she took off the harness in front of him, at his command, because he liked to watch his proper wife do something so shameful, that perhaps indicated that she felt a physical transformation as well, as the way was eased there for her husband’s cock.
Also, she confessed to him in bed back in the suite on the Monday after Charlotte had gone home with her owner and Jenny had put on her harness for the first time, thinking about the incredible night in the suite with Charlotte and Frank actually seemed to be making her look forward to giving her bottom to Frank at last. “I’m not sure,” Jenny said in a whisper, “whether it’s the look on Charlotte’s face, or the one on yours, when you, you know, took her… there… but it makes me feel guilty and anxious, but those feelings get me… you know… kind of hot, and I kind of play with myself a little without even realizing it when I think about it…” Jenny giggled and buried her head in his chest, as Frank pictured that incredible scene: his cock in beautiful Charlotte’s ass, and Jenny’s face as Charlotte went down on her, her eyes closed and her head flung back at last in orgasm.
All that week, also, Frank worked on the rules that he would lay down for Jenny when they returned home. Morning meeting now took place after Jenny had left the suite to go to breakfast with the other wives and roommates, wearing her harness under her nightgown, so Jenny still really had no idea what Frank and Hayden talked about, but on Hayden’s advice Frank started to ask her questions that he knew she must realize were part of the process of making the rules—things like “If everything were going as smoothly as it could at home, how many times a week should the laundry get done?” and “What’s a reasonable time, with your practice schedule, for dinner to be on the table?”
Finally, she had ventured to ask at lunch, one day as she was serving wearing only her harness, “Are you making the rules, sir?”
“Yes, sweetheart.”
“When do I get to see them?”
Jenny was standing next to Frank’s chair, and at this he raised his left hand and placed it possessively on her bottom, giving her plug a little shake that made her bite her lips in aroused discomfort.
“When I’m ready—probably the night we get home.”
Frank could tell that Jenny wanted to ask when she would get to have input on them—real input—but she dared not.
“We’ll use them for a week, and then talk about them. Does that sound alright?”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny said, with relief in her voice.
The rules about sex were the most fun to make, but they also took the least amount of time. Trying to figure out rules about Jenny’s practices and chores, and the punishments laid down for infractions, took much longer, but he finally took Hayden’s advice that there would be plenty of time down the road to make new versions, and stopped working on them the last Friday, so he could enjoy Jenny’s excitement at having completed her final project for Management class: a little shelf for the corner of the kitchen, where she could put her cookbooks. The wood had been supplied in ready-made lengths (as Frank could do for future projects), but Jenny had handled the delicate process of assembly, involving dowels and glue, and the staining, and the article really did look gorgeous.
That night, he had her keep the harness on as he fucked her silly after dinner, ordering her into bed and then, when he was atop her, pushing her knees back the way he had their very first night at the Institute. Tonight it made her scream out three orgasms before he shuddered into his own. As he fucked her harder and harder, and pushed her knees back further and further, he whispered to her, “Jenny Fenton, where is your husband going to fuck you tomorrow? Why do you have a plug in your bottom, Jenny Fenton? Is it because you’re really a very bad girl, deep down?”
Jenny could only gasp, “Oh, sir… oh, God…”
“I think you have a plug in your bottom because that’s the way your husband likes it.”
“Yes, sir…”
“I think your husband likes to put his cock in a girl’s ass.”
“Yes, sir… oh, Frank… oh, my God!” She came for the third time, and the lovely little spasms of her pussy around his cock sent him off at last, too, his hips flashing back and forth so fast he nearly passed out with the delicious labor of it.
On Saturday evening, after a farewell dinner with the other wives (Jenny was now the one who had stayed the longest, but although she had more intense feelings about Charlotte, and Lara and Fatima and especially Beth, whom she planned to see again in New York sometime soon, she had also become close to the three wives who had joined the program after she did), Jenny put on the panties she had seen that first morning: the red seatless ones. Frank watched the video feed from the changing room. By that time Jenny had worn most of the other articles on the rack for Frank: a basque, a corset, two garter belts, and a lilac silk teddy that she had told him was her personal favorite. He marveled at the transformation he sensed in her: these garments that had shamed her so much when she first saw them now even seemed to please her. Jenny wouldn’t want to be seen in them by anyone but Frank, of course, he knew—and that’s the way he liked it—but the idea that Frank wanted to see her wear such naughty things whose only purpose could be erotic had begun to excite her at least a little bit.
That excitement though, Frank could see, seemed to apply to the red seatless panties in an ambiguous, limited way. Jenny had stopped blushing as frequently as she had at the start of their stay, but her cheeks were blazing now, and she was gnawing on the inside of her cheek as, her nightgown removed and carefully hung up, she took the shameful panties off their little hanger.
Such panties could have only one purpose, which was why they had excited Frank so much, of course, when he had seen the picture. Whether she had them on when he finally took her bottom, or he took them down for her before he opened her there at last, they could only serve as a reminder that Jenny Fenton’s bottom would soon have a cock in it, whether she liked it or not.
As she finally bent down to put them on, Frank had a sudden, terrible fantasy of showing Jenny off in those panties, to her ultra-proper New England family. He imagined making Jenny tell her mother that Frank had decided that he would have Jenny’s bottom in Jenny’s old bedroom, in her childhood bed, on the third floor of the rambling old farmhouse in which she had grown up. He saw Jenny ascending the staircase in the panties, and getting onto the bed in submissive position number one, waiting for her husband to come enjoy her there. Frank even imagined Jenny’s prudish parents listening to her cries of shame and discomfort as he rode their daughter, his wife, hard, pounding her backside in the room with the frilly lace curtains until his cock was at its ease again.
His reverie was so vivid and involving that only Jenny’s knock at the door scattered the vision. Resolutely keeping himself from hurrying, he went to open the door, and there she stood, clad only in the shameful panties, her hands clasped before her and her eyes downcast.
“Hello, sweetheart,” Frank said.
“Hello, sir,” Jenny replied.
“You look so lovely, Jenny,” Frank said, and pulled her into his arms. “I love you so much.”
“I love you too, sir,” Jenny said hesitantly, her arms still gathered in front of her even inside Frank’s tight embrace, and her eyes still looking downward.
Frank kissed her hair, and then her forehead. Then he said, “Look at me,” and Jenny turned her face up to his. He kissed her long and hard on the mouth. He felt her body yield to him, and that feeling made him harder even than his fantasy about her parents’ house had. “Put your arms around me,” he whispered.
Jenny said, “Yes, sir,” and obeyed. The feeling of those little arms around his muscular back seemed like a kind of dominance that went deeper than the dominance of bottom-fucking. It didn’t take away his incredible craving—need—to fuck his wife’s bottom, but somehow it transcended that need.
“The pillows are set up on the bed,” Frank said. “Go get over them.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny replied, and once again with downcast eyes, she walked slowly to the bedroom door. Frank watched her shapely little bottom move in the seatless panties, her rear cleavage revealed to him just as he had always dreamt of revealing it, cutting thrillingly across her charming modesty, accentuated sexily by the lace border of the cutout that framed the place where he would soon take her. He took a deep, deep breath. He followed.
The arrangement of pillows on the bed had been set up according to Hayden’s specifications, his and Jenny’s measurements fully taken into account. The number three wedge from the closet, right at the end of the bed. Just as Hayden had said, when Jenny went over it her backside lay at the perfect height for Frank to thrust with knees slightly bent and feet slightly spread.
“Just remember,” Hayden had said, “when you get home, that it’s possible to get it right that way. You’ll be surprised how hard it’s going to be to set things up that perfectly—your bed will be too high or too low, and your pillows won’t be firm enough. If we have to, we’ll send you someone from the Institute to set up your house.”
“For a surcharge,” Frank had said.
“Of course,” Hayden had said with a smile.
Frank didn’t begrudge them a penny, he thought, as he put his hand on his prostrate, submissive wife’s backside. What Hayden did cost immense amounts of money in overhead, and his dedication to his job seemed incredible. Frank just hoped that the money he was paying would help other couples find the kind of erotic fulfillment he and Jenny had found.
He rubbed her bottom and she whimpered. The difference between the lace of the panties and the tender smoothness of Jenny’s buttocks enchanted him, and he found he couldn’t give over caressing her there for long minutes. As he rubbed Jenny’s lovely rear valley, moving the fingers of his right hand further and further in, until at last he made her shiver with the tip of his middle finger against her tight ring, he murmured, “Jenny, lovely… oh, so lovely… such a good girl, to get over my bed for a bottom-fucking.”
He worked his hand further into the opening in her panties, and found her pussy, and then her clitoris. “So wet,” he said. “Such a good girl—but such a naughty pussy.” He stroked firmly there until she cried out with pleasure. Then, swiftly, he took hold of the waistband of the panties and stripped them down and all the way off her. He dropped them to the floor, and, using the physical approach for once, he spread her knees as she gave a startled gasp.
Frank got the lube from the nearby chair where he had laid it. Holding the tube in his left hand, he squeezed a generous amount onto his right and then without ceremony began to prepare Jenny with it.
“Oh, God…” she whispered. “Oh, no…”
Frank stripped off his bathrobe and put the lube back on the chair. He took his cock in his right hand and brought its tip against the little ring of Jenny’s anus. He gave a little contented grunt at the sensation, and pushed against Jenny’s tiny back passage firmly and steadily. She was deliciously tight, but at last, using her experience, she let him in with a little whimper of discomfort.
“There we go,” Frank murmured. “There we go. Your bottom is mine at last, sweetheart. You please me so much.”
Jenny sobbed and pushed back against him, as if trying to take him even deeper. Frank wanted to stay just like that forever, but his loins had a different idea, and almost despite himself he took hold of Jenny’s hips and began his rhythm, making a little moan of his own at the incredible tightness of his wife’s bottom.
Frank fucked his wife’s bottom for a very long time. He had thought he would come quickly, but there was something about the drama of this ass-night that distracted him perhaps, even as it increased his arousal. By the end, Jenny was simply crying, “Please… please, sir… please…” and Frank found that the submission and pain in her voice made the idea of fucking his wife in the ass, because he wanted to fuck his wife in the ass, unlock the final, muscle-tightening stage of his passion, and finally he came, losing control of his body in a paroxysm of pure dominant pleasure.
“Jenny…” he said weakly, his head bowed, when the shudders had left him. “Sweetheart, thank you…”
“Oh, sir… did I please you?”
“So very much. So very much.” Frank withdrew and stepped back. Jenny remained motionless. With a thrill, Frank realized that she lay still because he had not given her permission to move.
“You may get up, sweetheart,” he said.
After they had cleaned up, they lay together in bed, both of them completely naked, Frank loving the feeling of his bare skin against the bare skin of his wedded spouse.
“You’re not going to come tonight, Jenny,” Frank said. Hayden had suggested that, and Frank had resisted at first. But Hayden’s reasoning had been so persuasive and fascinating that Frank had decided to try it.
Jenny closed her eyes and pursed her lips, and nodded.
“Do you know why?” Frank asked.
“Because my pleasure comes second,” she said immediately.
Frank smiled. Hayden knew his work. The idea of denying Jenny pleasure, though it still seemed strange to him, had a hold over his arousal that he couldn’t deny. Hearing her acknowledge that Frank’s pleasure was more important than her own made his heart beat faster, with the prospect of years of dominance and submission to come. And Jenny would come in the morning: she would come over, and over, and over again, for Frank knew how to do that now, thanks to the Institute.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
Frank laid down the rules, as he had promised, the Sunday evening they arrived back home. He asked Jenny to sit down at the kitchen table, and he handed her a document with the heading: Rules for Jenny.
Laundry was to be done twice a week. Practice two hours a day, and every week a progress report on her recital: where, when, who would be invited, how would it be publicized, who had she talked to about it that week. Dinner on the table at 7 every night except Friday and Saturday. A household project of some kind every week.
Those were the boring ones. They were followed by:
 
Jenny will shave or wax her pussy once a week.
Jenny will not masturbate unless her husband gives explicit permission, as a reward for something well done, or for good behavior.
Jenny will submit to fucking at her husband’s command and at his convenience. Jenny has no say about how her husband will fuck her.
Jenny will take her husband’s cock in her mouth whenever her husband says.
Jenny will present her bottom for fucking when she is told to do so. In particular, Jenny’s husband will fuck Jenny’s bottom every Wednesday night and every Saturday morning. Jenny will wear her anal panties when she is told to wear them, and will wear them all day on Wednesday without being told. If Jenny is found not to be wearing the correct panties, she will be punished.
In general, Jenny will ensure that her body is available for her husband’s pleasure. Jenny will not protest when told to remove any article of clothing her husband deems inconvenient, especially including her panties. Conversely, Jenny will wear any article of clothing in which her husband wishes her to present her charms, and will display those charms to him whenever and however he likes.
 
Jenny felt her face growing redder and redder, and her panties growing wetter and wetter, as she read these rules. That was before she even got to the rules for discipline.
 
Jenny will accept punishment for breaking the rules.
Jenny’s punishments will be given upon her bottom, by her husband’s hand, with the open hand, a paddle, a belt, a strap, a cane, or another implement her husband chooses.
Jenny will receive her punishment upon her bare bottom when her husband decides that bare-bottomed punishment is appropriate.
When told to prepare for punishment, unless her husband specifies another kind of preparation, Jenny will get her spanking stool and put it in the center of the living room. Then she will take off all her clothes and position herself on the stool so that her bottom is presented for spanking.
Once a week, on Sunday evening at 5 p.m., Jenny will prepare for punishment without being told, and she will receive a spanking to help her maintain a submissive attitude.
 
“Jenny,” Frank said gently, after she had put down the document. “Look at the clock.”
It was 4:30 p.m.
“We’ll use your piano bench as your spanking stool for now.”
Jenny blushed.
 
* * *
 
Half an hour later, after Jenny removed her clothes in the bedroom, she wondered why it felt so much more embarrassing there at home than it had at the Institute. She had almost grown used to being naked there, but to be naked at home still gave her the thrill of humiliation that sent the warmth to her face and down between her legs.
Covering herself self-consciously, she walked from the bedroom to the living room, to find that Frank sat on the couch there, holding the paddle from the Institute in his right hand.
“You know not to cover yourself, sweetheart,” he said sternly.
Jenny bit her lip and dropped her hands to her sides. Being naked in the living room would take a great deal of getting used to—if she ever could get used to it.
Casting a glance back at Frank, not sure whether she hoped he was watching or not watching, she placed herself over the piano bench, sure as she bent down that he must be watching the way her smooth, bare pussy peeped between her thighs. She thought about the last time she had done this, the night of the pamphlet, and couldn’t help smiling though she was sure Frank would spank her very hard, to establish the purpose of maintenance night.
She heard him get up, saw his shoes as he approached her backside.
“I’m going to make sure you understand how strong my resolve is about our new life, Jenny,” he said calmly.
“Yes, sir,” she replied.
Then he started to spank her, very hard. The living room echoed with the sounds of Jenny’s first maintenance spanking as her paddle fulfilled its role, and she felt her attitude becoming submissive, and her love for Frank filling her heart.
He paddled her for about five minutes, covering both cheeks and her upper thighs thoroughly, until the whole of her backside blazed like fire, and she began to heave cleansing sobs as she watched her tears dampen the carpet.
Then Frank helped her up, and gave her a hug and a kiss, looking deeply into her eyes and smiling lovingly. He broke the embrace and took her hand. Then he led her to bed.
“Stand at the end of the bed, Jenny,” he said, “and bend over. Put your hands flat on the comforter for me.”
It was the very first time he had told her, here at home, how to arrange herself for his pleasure, and the idea of it sent shockwaves of arousal through Jenny’s body. The Institute was a marvelous place, she thought, but there was no place like home for submissive sex.
After she obeyed, presenting her backside to her husband as Master D had taught her in Deportment class, Frank stepped beside her and dropped his pants to the rug. Then he took her that way, making her come nearly instantly as he slammed his hips into her burning bottom. Frank added thus to the five orgasms he had brought her to with his tongue that morning, back at the Institute, a world away now—and by the time he himself held her waist tightly and dominantly, and shot his essence into her with a grunt of pleasure, he had added two more.
 
* * *
 
That first week went by in a flash, and it was time for Jenny’s maintenance spanking again before she knew it, and the same kind of maintenance sex (as Jenny couldn’t help thinking of it) afterward. Wednesday in her anal panties hadn’t really been very difficult, though practicing piano in them took a little getting used to before she could stop being so aware of her bottom. By the end of her practice she had even realized that little distractions like the panties sometimes made her more mindful of her performance, rather than becoming lost in it and forgetting that she was preparing to try to communicate something about the music at the recital.
And that night, taking Frank’s cock in her ass for the second time had made her think about Charlotte telling her to learn to love anal. She had thought Charlotte must be joking, but really, there was something wonderful about being able to please her husband in that ultimately wicked fashion. She knew just how to hold her bottom still, and she knew that her tightness there, combined with the simple little story of how Jenny became a pretty young wife with a cock in her bottom, drove her husband nearly crazy with lust for her.
Frank didn’t want her bottom every day, but besides Wednesday night and Saturday morning, he also required it of her Thursday night, waking her up at 2 a.m. and saying, “I need anal, Jenny. Position number one, please.”
“Oh, Frank… I’m sleepy,” she replied, but if she told the truth the thought of this test of her submission had already made her wet under her husband’s fingers, as they sought out her pussy in Frank’s peremptory desire.
“Do I need to spank you to wake you up?” Frank asked, in a teasing tone but with a hint of menace that increased Jenny’s arousal and made her turn on her tummy and put herself into the shameful bottom-up posture that meant that her rear end belonged to Frank, and to Frank alone. Then Frank lubed her, entered her, and rode to his orgasm, swiftly and urgently, in the dark of the night, as she sobbed out her submission under him, marveling at how something so uncomfortable could be so hot, and, even more wonderful, so fulfilling for her. Yes, of course, Frank filled her backside full again and again, and more deeply every time he took her there, but a different kind of fulfillment had found Jenny as well: she felt, when Frank had her bottom, like she became who she had always wanted to be.
At precisely 4 p.m. on the second Sunday, they sat down at the kitchen table together and discussed the way the rules had been working so far. Jenny had no objections to voice, and they proceeded to her progress report. She thought the recital could definitely happen in the spring—in April. She had started looking online for patterns for sweaters she wanted to knit for her nephews and nieces—knitting had been one of the skills she had learned in Management class.
Then came the stripping, and the maintenance spanking in the living room, and the doggy-style sex. Finally came the cuddling. Jenny looked into Frank’s hazel eyes and sighed happily, remembering suddenly the way “I think you should spank me” had once been the thing she must never say but which would never leave her head. Now Jenny lay with her husband, the spanked wife she had always dreamt of being.
Thus the first week ended, and they both professed satisfaction. Later that night Frank reminded Jenny that Hayden, in their exit interview, had said that they would have a honeymoon period, and that even during that period they shouldn’t stop working. “But,” Frank said, “I think we’re both working, right?”
Jenny giggled. “You’re definitely working me regularly, sir,” she said, feeling the happiness expand in her chest.
Indeed, the very first time Jenny broke a rule it happened in part because, on Friday of the second week after her piano practice, she wanted to work on being as submissively attractive as she could be. It began with a general sort of restlessness—the same kind of restlessness that always led her to masturbate in the months and years before Frank had enrolled her at the Institute. The preparations for dinner made (a carbonade was simmering on the stove), Jenny tried knitting, then she tried the Stairmaster in the basement, and then, finally, in her workout clothes and headed to the shower, she decided she should get into some of Frank’s favorite lingerie and meet him at the door on her knees.
In the shower, she thought about the lingerie she might choose—the white basque, she thought, would be perfect, with stockings and no panties. She thought, with a blush, about Frank’s cock.
Not letting herself consider what she was doing, still naked and barely dry, she walked from the bathroom to the piano bench, and removed Rosewood Academy. She just needed something to take the edge off. She brought the book to the bedroom and lay down on the bed with it. So different now, to be comfortable—or mostly comfortable, at least—with nudity. So different to think that she would be spanked if Frank found out.
The thought of the spanking made her open the book and turn to a well-worn section. She put her hand down and touched her bare pussy, and it was the bareness that made her stop, put the book down on the bed, and pick up the phone.
“Sir,” she said when he had picked up the phone at his office.
“Yes, sweetheart?”
“I was playing with myself a moment ago.”
“Jenny, you know what I have to do about that, don’t you?” he said sternly.
“Yes, sir.”
“I’ll be home in half an hour. I want you prepared when I walk in the door.”
“Yes, sir.”
They had a real spanking stool, now, like the one in Hayden’s office at the Institute. Jenny put Rosewood Academy on the piano bench and got over it when she heard Frank coming through the door. She took care that her bottom would be the first thing he saw when he came into the living room.
“Hello, sweetheart,” Frank said to Jenny’s backside.
“Hello, sir,” Jenny replied, her head hanging low and turned away from him.
“Is this the naughty book?” he asked. The question had to be rhetorical, really, because on the cover of the book was a young woman in a schoolgirl skirt, with her hand on her bottom as if remembering being caned.
“Yes, sir.”
Between her knees, where they were slightly spread over the rungs of the stool, Jenny watched him pick it up and turn to the first chapter. She blushed, thinking of what happened there—Marjorie’s first caning.
He walked to the front of the stool and held out the book. “Take it, please,” Frank said, “and read to me while I cane you.”
“Oh, God, Frank… please…”
“Don’t tell me that doesn’t make you wet, Jenny.”
Jenny closed her eyes. While Frank went to the drawer in the roll-top desk where the punishment implements were kept, she opened the book and began to read, holding it awkwardly below her head where it hung over the stool.
“Marjorie Rawlings had never imagined she might be caned.
“‘Miss Rawlings,’ said the headmaster. ‘Get your impudent backside over my desk this instant’—Ow!”
Frank had struck her hard, and the sting built in the fiery line she remembered from being caned by Miss Abigail—the only other time she had felt the cane in her life so far.
“Keep reading,” Frank growled and tapped the cane on her bottom, the way she had always imagined the schoolmaster did.
“Shaking like a leaf, Marjorie made her way to the headmaster’s side of the desk. She bent over it.
“‘I am going to raise your skirt and take your panties down, now, Marjorie Rawlings,’ said Mr. Philby.
“‘Oh, sir, please don’t!’”
Frank struck three more times in quick succession, drawing a loud cry from Jenny and almost making her drop the book.
“Ah! Frank! Oh, God—But Mr. Philby was the sort of headmaster who liked to take down a girl’s panties, and he did.”
Frank began to strike continuously. Jenny dropped the book, screaming and beginning to try to get away, but Frank brought his hand down atop her waist and kept caning her, with two more strokes, before he picked her up easily off the stool, brought her to the couch, and sat down there, taking Jenny into his lap.
He kissed her tenderly, and stroked her pussy a little, and Jenny realized that not only was her bottom on fire, but her loins were, too.
“Did you read that bad book, you naughty girl? Did you?” Frank murmured. “I think you should worship my cock now, so that it can give you the fucking you deserve for being such a wonderfully wicked girl.”
Jenny slid to her knees in front of her husband, as he unbuckled his belt and undid his fly. She helped him pull down the pants, more eager than she had ever been before for the taste of Frank’s beautiful manhood. Without hesitating, she put her hands behind her back, the way she knew he liked, and performed as she had been trained at the Institute, bobbing her head in a fucking rhythm and instantly making him groan with pleasure, as she felt his cock get harder and harder on her tongue.
That went on for only a few moments, because, Jenny knew, of how good she had become at it. Frank commanded, “Go get the big pillow and put it on the piano bench.” Jenny rose, feeling the intense, lovely sting in her bottom, and went to the bedroom closet to get the pillow. Frank’s lustful smile when she returned with it and submissively put it on the bench made her heart sing.
Trying to do everything according to what she had been taught, Jenny stood next to the bench, with her hands folded in front of her and her eyes downcast.
“Over the pillow, Jenny,” Frank said with authority, but softly—the new tone that he had learned at the Institute that always seemed to make her pussy flow with arousal.
Jenny complied, taking the corners of the pillow in her hands. She felt her Head of Household’s cock at her pussy; she felt him take her, the way he should, fuck her the way he should.
“Sir, may I come?” she gasped as his hips awakened the sting from the cane.
“Yes, Jenny, you may come,” he grunted in return, as he fucked his taken-in-hand wife.
She cried out and did, and he fucked and fucked and fucked her, and at last gave her the gift of his essence, pulsing inside her in fleshly realization of the extremity of their love: how even when the rules got broken, marvelous remedies were possible.



Chapter Twenty
 
 
Life went on that way for six weeks. The rules didn’t change at all, but, without Frank even fully realizing that it was happening, Sundays gradually started to become tense, as Jenny began to waver a bit on the date of the recital, and didn’t call the people she had said she would call, and only knit a few rows in the sweater for her little niece.
The maintenance spanking, Frank thought, as he gave Jenny her fifth one, was supposed to cure this tension, wasn’t it? Afterward, for the first time, he told Jenny that they would not have sex, because Frank wanted her to think about her spanking as a punishment. As he said it, he realized that something had been different in the way Jenny had taken the paddle that evening. Her submissive whimpers had been replaced by little grunts, and her body had seemed stiff.
“Okay,” Jenny said. “I need to call my sister anyway.” She turned and walked away, just a little stiffly, toward the kitchen. Only much later did Frank realize she hadn’t called him ‘sir.’ He had work from the office that he had to get done that night, though, so he pushed what he later saw as the beginnings of the problem to the back of his mind.
Then, the following week, the laundry didn’t get done, and Frank didn’t notice it until he ran out of underwear on Tuesday morning. When he came to the kitchen to grab breakfast, he said to Jenny, “Sweetheart, what happened with the laundry?”
Jenny replied, “Oh, I didn’t get to it yesterday. I was, um… trying to…”
But Frank was in a hurry, and he said, making an effort to be stern but feeling like he needed to be out the door, “I think I need to punish you for that.”
Jenny said, “Yes, sir.”
But he got home late that night, and Jenny was asleep. Frank considered waking her up to spank her, but he was very tired himself, and he resolved to devote attention to the matter in the morning, especially since the next day was Wednesday, and the thought of Jenny in her special Wednesday panties lightened his mood.
The next morning Frank told Jenny that he would be home early to make sure they could have some time together. When he walked in the door at 5 p.m., he found Jenny practicing. He strode to the piano, and as soon as she had noticed him, and looked up with the submissive look he loved, he closed the cover over the keyboard. Looking into her eyes, though, he saw that favorite expression of his, to his dismay, replaced with something else—defiance?
“Stand up and show me your panties,” Frank said.
Whatever hard expression had been on Jenny’s face, it was instantly replaced with alarm. “Oh, no…” she whispered. Then the submissive look returned, and everything seemed to fall back into place.
Frank found his dominant tone. “Jenny,” he said. “Do as I’ve said. Don’t make it worse.”
“Yes, sir,” she said. She stood up, pushing back the piano bench, and turned to him. Jenny was wearing light blue sweatpants and a white T-shirt; she untied the string, with her eyes downcast, and dropped them, revealing very ordinary grey panties.
“Jenny,” Frank said, “you’re in trouble.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny whispered.
“Go take off all your clothes, and put the proper panties on. Get the pillow and put it on the bed and get over it. Wait for me like that.”
Frank brought the paddle with him. Without warning or ceremony, after the briefest of lustful pauses to admire Jenny’s shapely bottom in the red seatless panties, the little hidden valley where her anus lay enticingly framed in the triangular cutout with a lace border, he began to paddle her, hard.
“What happens on Wednesdays, Jenny?” he asked, as he brought the hard wood down again and again in a steady, slow rhythm.
“Ow! Anal! Frank, please! Ow!”
“Sir, Jenny. Especially today.”
“Sir! Ow! Stop!”
“What happens on Wednesdays?”
“Anal, sir,” Jenny sobbed.
“How often does the laundry get done?”
“Twice a week, sir. Ah! Sir!” The little bottom where Frank would soon take his pleasure was very red now. He put the paddle down, and got the lube and the big butt plug she had taken once at the Institute, but not since.
Usually he got Jenny’s anus ready and then took her, but tonight he said, “You’re going to stay right here for ten minutes, with your big plug in now, Jenny. I hope it will help you learn to remember your responsibilities.”
As Jenny moaned, he pushed the lightly lubed tip of the black bulbous plug inside. “Open, Jenny,” he said sternly, and pressed more and more firmly.
“Oh, no…” Jenny sobbed as her bottom was invaded, but Frank did not let her refuse; he pushed until his wife’s little backside surged in a vain attempt to expel the black rubber over which her tight ring had closed. Frank watched the little bottom struggle with a kind of grim satisfaction, hoping that the lesson might be memorable for Jenny. Then he left her there, setting the timer on his phone for ten minutes.
When he returned, Jenny was whimpering softly. “I’m sorry, sir,” she said softly to the bedclothes. “I’ll do better. I promise.”
“I’m very glad to hear that,” Frank said. “Let’s get your plug out.” He sat down. All his frustration seemed to have vanished at the sound of Jenny’s contrition, and he was filled with tenderness toward her. As she gave soft cries of discomfort, he helped her expel the plug, tugging gently to free her bottom from it at last.
He put the plug on the end table, unsure of whether he wanted to subject her to the ordeal of his cock.
“Frank,” Jenny whispered. “Aren’t you going to fuck me now?”
“Sir, Jenny.”
“Sir, I know… I know I shouldn’t ask…”
“No, you shouldn’t, but I’m glad to know you understand what Wednesdays are for.” He rose and got undressed. “Bottom nice and high now, sweetheart.”
Jenny obeyed with a little whimper, and Frank lubed himself and presented his glistening cockhead at her rear entrance, holding her punished bottom, one cheek cupped in each hand, and separating it so that he could see her anus open to him as he filled her beautiful backside with his manhood.
He made her take him all the way, until he felt the heavenly sensation of her firm round cheeks against his loins, and as she gave little whines of aroused discomfort he simply held himself there, stroking her back gently and murmuring, “Shh. Such a pretty bottom.”
When Jenny began to squirm under him, he began his rhythm, gripping her thighs to hold her still as he thrust in and out, enraptured at the sight of his surging cock in her forbidden tightness. Jenny tried to move in her discomfort, but he did not allow it; he held her still until at last he felt his cock pulse inside her as the orgasm exploded out from his loins to fill his body with pleasure.
 
* * *
 
For a few weeks, things got back on track. Jenny knitted and made a few calls. The rules were followed. The sex began to seem a bit routine, but it still happened, and they still both professed to enjoy it. But Jenny began to realize that she had started doing little things that Frank found distracting and even annoying. She folded the laundry badly, she ironed badly, she got dinner on the table ten minutes late.
To her distress she realized that she had begun to play the piano badly, too. It was as if somewhere deep inside her, and inside her marriage to Frank, key parts had started to come unstuck from one another, not visibly but vitally, and dangerously. The worst part was that Frank didn’t call her on it; even the maintenance spankings seemed perfunctory.
The breaking point came on a Sunday in late January. Frank loved football; really, it was one of his few typical ‘man things.’ His favorite thing on an early Sunday afternoon, after church, was to sit with a beer and watch a game—whatever team was playing. It was his own sacred ritual. Jenny had always loved to sit in the TV room with him, reading the paper, while he watched the game. Even in the time when it seemed everything was coming apart, that ritual remained a kind of anchor of calm.
Through the playoff season, Jenny had maintained the custom, but—as she later understood—without realizing it she had begun to try to get Frank’s attention during the game. She would ask about the teams, and about the players. Jenny thought she did it to be close to Frank: now that they had an extreme marriage, she told herself, they should share more things, like football.
Frank said nothing about it, and Jenny later understood that she had utterly refused to see how much her questions and her attempts at closeness during the football game distracted and annoyed him.
“Why did that player drop the ball?” Jenny asked about halfway through the first quarter of a crucial playoff game.
Frank turned to her with a look that froze her stock still and made her eyes widen even as her heart beat like a drum, and said, “Jenny, go to the drawer in the living room, get the little wrapped package from it, and bring it to me.”
“Wh-what? What’s the…”
“Do it now, Jenny.”
She did not say “Yes, sir”—she had gotten out of the habit, somehow—but she got up and obeyed. Alongside the paddle and the cane lay a small elongated package in black wrapping paper. Feeling suddenly like she was back at the Institute, and loving the feeling, she picked it up. Using her skills from Deportment class, she carried it back, walking slowly with head down, and proffered it to her Head of Household.
“Open it,” Frank commanded.
“Yes, sir,” Jenny said automatically, realizing instantly what she had been missing.
Inside the package was a ball-gag.
Jenny gasped. Frank said, “You’re going to wear that gag from now on, Jenny, whenever I watch sports. Kneel in front of me now.”
Jenny felt her face seem to relax, and she became aware of how hard set it had been, for days and days, as their extremity had seemed to slip away from them. It was back.
She opened her mouth, and her dominant husband gagged her with the round, funny-tasting rubber, then buckled it firmly in back. “Now,” he said, “you’re going to stay here at my knee, and we’re going to watch the game together.”
Jenny lay her head on Frank’s knee. Frank stroked her hair. At the next commercial, he said, “I called Hayden.” Jenny looked up at him with wide eyes. “Hayden said I needed to be more creative, that you need the extremity to be fresh to keep you going.”
Jenny nodded vigorously.
“He said that the need for that was a little unusual, that at first he had figured you for a girl who likes routine, but that the little things you are doing is a sure sign we need to keep kicking things up a notch.”
Jenny nodded again. The commercials ended, and Frank (so dominantly, Jenny thought with an inward smile) returned his attention to the television. Jenny returned her head to his knee, sighing contentedly around her new gag.
At halftime, Frank turned off the television. Jenny had been dozing a little bit, her head on his knee, and he stroked her face tenderly to wake her up. “Take off your clothes,” he said.
Something about the context—the ball-gag, the football game, the kneeling on the floor, the command to remove her clothes, the way Frank now seemed to reclaim the rights he had begun to squander—made her tremble now the way she had trembled when she first read the pamphlet about the EM program.
We can do this, Jenny thought triumphantly, and then smiled, to the extent that it’s possible to smile around a ball-gag, at how strange a thought that was, where extreme marriage was concerned.
Still trembling, she took off her clothes, giving herself back to the shame she had felt that very first time Frank had told her to strip for him, when she had disobeyed him and he had found her in the bedroom in her prim nightgown. Then, he had looked at her with a kind of impotent fury, and stalked off to the couch. She had lain down, in more despair than she had ever known in her life to that moment, and cried herself to sleep.
Now, thinking of the paddle, the cane, and of his cock; of Miss Abigail, Charlotte, and Maestro Tulovksy; she removed her church-going blouse and skirt, modest panties, and knee socks, and stood before him in the space between his knees and the coffee table, with downcast eyes, clad only in her new ball-gag.
“Over the coffee table,” Frank ordered. Blushing furiously, Jenny turned around and bent over the coffee table in front of her.
“All the way down,” Frank said.
Jenny obeyed, splaying herself so that her chin came just over the far edge, and her bottom stuck out toward her husband.
Frank put something cold and round atop her bottom. It was his beer. He turned on the television.
“If that beer spills, Jenny, you’re in big trouble,” he said.
Jenny whimpered. We can do this, she thought again, as her pussy’s wetness began to trickle onto her thighs.



Epilogue
 
 
Jenny’s recital finally took place in June. She had invited Beth and Sergei Tulovsky, but Frank had managed to round up some surprise guests also: Hayden and Abigail, and Charlotte and her owner (and now fiancé), the software billionaire Keith Nakama. Frank didn’t tell Jenny about the special guests, of course, before the recital.
Jenny played brilliantly, and the first thing Keith said to her was, “I don’t care if I have to create a new label just for you, but you’re going into the studio in Seattle next week and we’re laying down that recital.”
Frank looked at Jenny. She was blushing bright red, and she had Frank’s favorite look on her face. “Yes, sir,” she said.
Charlotte, standing next to Keith, said, “What did I tell you about him?”
Frank looked at Keith, and saw that in place of the easygoing guy he had picked up at the train station there stood a hulking alpha male who might as well have been dressed in a suit covered with dollar signs, given that his every pore seemed to radiate wealth.
Jenny looked at Frank, and she still wore the look. “Is that alright, sir?” she asked him.
Charlotte said, “Please say yes, Mr. Fenton!”
“What do you say, Frank?” asked Keith. “The two of you out for a week with us at our house? Jenny can record right there in my studio.”
Frank remembered the pictures of Keith’s house in Architectural Digest. “I think I can probably clear my schedule,” he said.
The little reception at Jenny and Frank’s house swirled in and out of the living room, the kitchen, onto the deck and back inside. Jenny’s parents seemed rather dazed to be in the presence of the luminaries. It was the first time Jenny had seen her mother and father since before her training at the Institute. She had been nervous, but Frank watched her interact with her mother entirely naturally, as if the old issues simply didn’t exist—as if the extremity Frank and Jenny had found with each other made those who would never understand, like her parents, simply no longer matter.
Late in the evening, Jenny and Frank said goodbye to Hayden and Abigail, who were about to head by limo to the private airport nearby; their job carried, as one of its very few drawbacks, the requirement that they never be away from the Institute for long.
“Thank you so much for coming, Miss Abigail,” Jenny said, casting her eyes downward. Abigail stepped forward and gave her a hug. “I wouldn’t have missed it,” she said. “You’re a good girl.” Jenny giggled.
“How are you doing keeping up the creativity?” Hayden asked Frank.
“Jenny,” Frank said, “how am I doing?”
Jenny blushed. “Very well, sir,” she said.
“Yesterday, to take her mind off the recital, we went for a drive.” Frank saw Hayden expect more, and then smile as he figured out that no more was coming, while Jenny’s blush deepened.
“Ah, yes,” Hayden said. “I’ve actually wondered whether we should have our techs build some kind of simulator for what’s so indelicately called…” (Hayden looked right at Jenny, who couldn’t meet his eyes, but was smiling. Then he winked at Frank.) “… road head. But one of the exquisite balances in the EM program is that we must allow room for husbands to grow the way you have, Frank. To plot it all out for you would mean that it could become even more difficult when the couple goes home to find room for exploration and new kinds of extremity.”
Frank put his arm around Jenny and looked into her eyes, which she turned up to meet his gaze when she felt his arm come around her waist. There sat, upon his wife’s face, the expression that brought him up short, and told him of his duty and of his joy. He turned back to Hayden and Abigail. “Thank you,” Frank said, “from the bottom of my heart.”
 
 
The End
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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?
 
Bought and Trained
Desperate to be dominated, twenty-five-year-old Rose signs up for a concubine training program and agrees to have her memory of consenting erased, allowing her to experience being forced to explore her fantasies of complete and utter submission.
Leo, a skilled case-agent for the program, captures Rose and puts her through a strict training regimen, in which her body is no longer her own but instead is Leo’s to command. He brings her to the Institute where she meets her training partner, Hannah, and also meets other men who she learns to call “Master”. During her time at the Institute, Rose is taught that obedience is not optional and that defiance will result in ever more humiliating punishments.
Once their training is complete, Rose and Hannah are purchased by a master and mistress and are brought back to the couple’s villa in the Caribbean. The girls thrive in their new roles, but when a traumatic experience causes Rose’s memory of her consent to come flooding back, will her realization that she wanted all of this from the beginning bring everything crashing down?
 
Bred by the Spartans
When the beautiful young goddess Thaleia spurns Zeus’ attentions, he has her thoroughly and shamefully punished and then casts her down from Olympus to walk the earth as a mortal woman. Worse still, he places a curse upon her which will overcome any man who sees her with the desire to claim her in the most humiliating ways possible. Her only hope lies in an ancient power stronger even than the gods… Destiny has decreed that if, in spite of the curse, two men can make her confess that she yearns to be theirs, then she will find a happiness beyond her fate.
After Thaleia’s sister throws herself at the feet of Apollo in desperation and begs for his aid, Apollo appears in a dream to Leontes and Theoleon, two of the bravest warriors of Sparta, and commands them to rescue Thaleia. When the men wake and find the girl naked and distressed, they are torn by two equally powerful instincts: to take her long and hard and make her blush with shame, and to love and protect her as their own.
The three journey to the Oracle at Delphi, who gives them Apollo’s prophecy—that the descendant of two Spartan warriors and a goddess will one day save all Greece from its enemies. But if Thaleia bears the son Apollo has foretold and Zeus relents and allows her to return to Olympus, will her love for her two Spartans be greater than her desire for immortality?
 
Her Doctor’s Orders
When her mother injures several people while driving drunk, eighteen-year-old Kendra Jackson rushes to the hospital. In the emergency room, Dr. Levi Hunter promises her that everything is going to be okay, but she cannot imagine how the handsome medic’s words could possibly be true, especially once her mother is sent to prison.
Something about Kendra touches Levi, and try as he might, he cannot get her out of his head. Three years later, after another alcohol-induced crash—this time with Kendra behind the wheel—Levi pays her bail and brings her to his house to sober up. After examining her thoroughly—despite her protests and blushes—to make sure she’s not seriously injured, he offers to let her stay with him while she gets her life back on track. He warns her, though, that living under his roof means living with his rules… and breaking those rules will have consequences.
Despite her shock at his promise to discipline her when her behavior warrants it, Kendra agrees to his conditions. She soon discovers that Levi is a man of his word, and when bad habits start to creep back into her new life, he takes her over his knee, bares her bottom, and spanks her soundly. When she continues to test his resolve, Levi shows Kendra that a punishment from a firm-handed doctor can leave a naughty girl’s face even redder than her well-spanked bottom.
As their relationship blossoms into a passionate romance, Kendra is comforted by the fact that Levi’s discipline and love is something she can count on, and she begins to realize that no matter how many bad decisions she makes, he has no intention of ever giving up on her. But Kendra’s painful past still haunts her, and she cannot help but fear that what she has with Levi cannot last. Can she bring herself to obey her doctor’s orders and embrace her new life at his side?
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