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Chapter One
 
 
Abigail Podret knew she was in trouble when her mother walked in on her lying on her bed, in her bedroom, with Jon Southey’s hand down her jeans. She just didn’t know how bad the trouble was going to be.
Abigail was eighteen, as was Jon. It was the spring of her senior year in high school—she was back home for the March spring break of the boarding schools, and Jon was too, from his own, different school—and she felt that even though she didn’t really get why sex was supposed to be something you wanted to do, it was time for her at least to see if she could bear to do it. If you wanted to do the things that really interested you—for Abigail, that was computer programming, but not boring computer programming—you had sex and found a rich husband who wasn’t too much of an asshole. Or so it seemed to her, though she knew that her parents disagreed about how she should go about finding the husband.
The fact that her parents had told her that good girls weren’t easy, without telling her what ‘easy’ meant but implying strongly that it meant not letting Jon Southey put his hand in her panties didn’t give her very much pause, because Abigail had a rebellious streak. She didn’t think she would like sex, as it had been explained to her in health class, but she certainly didn’t care that her mother wanted Abigail to keep her modesty until she was safely married.
Abigail was not averse to sex, she thought, because that would be stupid, and Abigail Podret wasn’t stupid. The human race needed to propagate, didn’t it? She had to admit she was averse to Jon Southey, after enduring his fumbling caresses for half an hour or so before her mother came home unexpectedly, but she had known more or less, based on health class and on what her friends said, that Jon Southey’s hand down her jeans, inside her panties, touching her pussy (Abigail had resolved to use the dirty words, because why shouldn’t she?) was what sex had to be like, so why not get it over with? And Jon Southey was cute, according to Abigail’s friends. His picture, snatched by her roommate Wendy from the letter Jon had sent in February, more or less proposing that they have sex over March vacation, had pleased the entire floor.
What Abigail was averse to, more than anything else, was telling anybody, ever, what she thought about when she played with herself before falling asleep every night. Which wasn’t sex—but one could easily become very confused about that, Abigail realized, since playing with oneself involved the part of the body also used for sex, apparently, and the pleasure centers used to play with oneself also served to make sex bearable, as far as Abigail could tell.
The confusion grew much greater, in spite of Abigail’s best attempts to use her penetrating intelligence to puzzle it out and tease the strands apart, in the wake of the incident with Jon Southey. “Wait until your father gets home,” was all Abigail’s mother would say. That meant a spanking, but it had been a very long time since Abigail’s last one. Considering the things Abigail thought about when she touched herself, a spanking for having let Jon Southey put his hand down Abigail’s pants seemed likely to mix things Abigail definitely didn’t want mixed.
But surely her father would simply ground her for the rest of break, right? Abigail tried to convince herself of that as she watched TV, waiting for him to come home. Unfortunately, the attempt yielded very poor results. Dan Podret was a severe man, and forbade all talk of sex, or anything the slightest bit suggestive, in his house. Abigail often wondered how she had even been conceived, given that her parents never touched one another in her presence.
And, Abigail reflected, even being allowed to wear the jeans she had unzipped for Jon to put his hand down had required a major struggle, with much screaming and crying and finally Abigail’s mother consulting the next-door neighbors. When Prudence Podret told Abigail’s father that the next-door neighbors were astonished to hear that Abigail wasn’t allowed to wear jeans—or indeed anything but skirts—Dan’s social shame seemed to overcome his familial shame, and he said that Abigail could buy one pair of jeans, to be worn only at home, on Saturdays and on weekdays during vacation.
But Abigail was eighteen now. Surely her father would recognize the impropriety of spanking her. Or at least of spanking her bare bottom.
But Dan Podret saw nothing improper in it, it turned out.
“Abigail,” he said, after a very awkward dinner, “come to my study after you do the dishes.”
Abigail swallowed and said, “Yes, sir.”
When Abigail had taken her familiar place on the carpet in the middle of the room, her father turned his desk chair to face her. His face was set in a quiet fury that made Abigail’s heart beat fast with fear.
“Abigail, I have no wish to go into the details of what your mother saw, and I suppose you will not be foolish enough to deny it.”
Abigail found that she had begun to cry in terror. She shook her head, watching the tears fall to the carpet. She definitely felt foolish. She was eighteen. She could leave and never come back. But if she wanted a real life, she would need her parents’ support: there was nothing to be done about it.
“Answer me, Abigail. Are you foolish enough to deny that you were found with a boy’s hand in your pants?”
“No, sir,” Abigail choked out.
“That’s something, at least,” her father said, though without the slightest softening of his tone. “Abigail, I wonder if you know what people call girls who let boys do that kind of thing.”
Oh, my God, Abigail thought. It’s the 1980s now. Why do my parents have to be stuck in the ‘50s?
“No?” Dan Podret said. “They call them ‘easy,’ Abigail. No daughter of mine is going to be called ‘easy,’ if I can possibly help it. Get yourself over the arm of the sofa, and bare your backside.”
“Sir, no, please…”
“If I have to ask you again, Abigail, you’ll be very sorry you didn’t obey me. I can whip you until you can’t sit down for a week, if you need me to. Do you need me to do that, Abigail?”
Abigail shook like a leaf. “No, sir,” she whispered.
“Then obey me this instant.”
Feeling like she might fall down before she even reached the leather couch that adorned her father’s office, Abigail complied. She stood at the end of it, trying to figure out how to pull down her jeans so that only her bottom-cheeks were exposed, and as little of them as possible. Finally, realizing that her father would spank her harder for any delay, she unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans, and bent down over the scroll of the sofa. Realizing with a blush how terribly undignified it must look, she put her hands back, and tugged her jeans and panties down to just below her bottom.
“Further, Abigail,” her father said, as she heard him stand and unbuckle his belt. “The middle of your thighs, if you please, with your legs tightly closed. I have no need to see what Jon Southey was after.”
“Oh, daddy!” Abigail could not help saying, overcome with shame.
The belt snapped down without warning, and Abigail yelped in surprise and pain. “Don’t even think about sassing me, young lady,” her father said. She felt his angry hands on her flanks, pulling the jeans and panties down where he wanted them. Then he began to beat her, hard and fast. Dan Podret did things methodically and forcefully: whipping his daughter to teach her about the rights and wrongs of a girl’s conduct with respect to her body, and to the opposite sex, represented no exception to him.
Within a minute, Abigail was screaming, “Sir… daddy, please… please, I’m sorry… I’m so sorry…”
She heard her mother’s voice saying, “Dan…”
“Prudence, don’t interfere,” her father said, not ceasing to bring the belt down on Abigail’s flaming bottom, and then her agonized thighs, and then her bottom again, as Abigail whimpered and sobbed, her tears pooling under her face on the leather of the sofa cushion. “Abigail needs to understand how important her modesty is to her family. Abigail, if I… ever…” (Dan accompanied each word with a tremendous, excruciating blow from his belt, making his daughter scream in pain each time) “… hear… that… you… let… another… boy… touch… you… between—your—legs… before—you’re—married… and someone else’s… responsibility…” The spanking stopped, though Abigail could not stop wailing in pain, as the sensation seemed to build in her bottom until it became nearly unbearable. “Well, I can’t answer for you ever! sitting! again!”
“Dan!” Abigail’s mother said. “Enough!”
“Stop interfering, Prudence, or you’ll be over the sofa next,” Abigail’s father said angrily. “I’m done. Abigail, pull up your pants. You may go.”
Still crying, Abigail pulled up her jeans. Looking only at the sofa, she fastened them.
“Thank me, Abigail,” her father said.
Abigail closed her eyes and mumbled, “Thank you, sir.”
“Look at me when you speak to me, young lady, or you’ll go right back over the sofa.”
Abigail looked at him. Did she hate him? No. But she would leave him behind just as soon as she could make her own way.
“Thank you, sir,” she said to his still-angry face, trying to make her tone mild so that he would not become enraged again.
“You’re welcome, Abigail. Now you may go.”
Abigail turned and walked stiffly out of her father’s study, wincing at each step. She walked straight to the door and went outside. The summerhouse wasn’t open yet, but Abigail knew where the key was. She had never felt so in need of being somewhere that wasn’t home.



Chapter Two
 
 
Mark LeMarchand watched from his own woods as Abigail made her way stiffly to the little house that her great-grandfather had built as a sort of retreat, which the Podrets called the summerhouse. In the fading light, he thought he saw that tears were running down her cheeks, and he knew in a flash what had happened. Everyone knew about Dan Podret’s belt, but it was usually only employed on Prudence—and Prudence seemed not to mind, though Mark’s ex-wife had tried to persuade her to call social services.
In fact, Dan’s belt had proven the beginning of the end of Mark’s marriage. His ex-wife Paula had not been able to let go of the idea that what happened between Dan and Prudence had to be abuse: there were no two ways about it for her, and the idea that a woman might actually consent to being whipped by her husband led to a series of increasingly heated conversations, which led to a series of increasingly terrible fights. Mark had married too young, and then had spent several years denying his dominant erotic nature. But he also had refused to lie, and refused to keep quiet as Paula had tried to enlist other neighbors in her persecution of the Podrets. Domestic discipline as apparently practiced by the Podrets didn’t really appeal to Mark, but as a man who knew that the craving for power exchange formed part of his nature, he eventually categorically refused to express that point of view whenever Paula expressed hers, and defended Dan and Prudence instead.
In the end, there had ceased to be a point, in Mark’s considered opinion, in pretending. He had told Paula that he knew she was vanilla, but he was not vanilla. Then he had asked for an open marriage, and a year later Mark and Paula were divorced. It had seemed disastrous at the time, but the revelation of Paula’s affair with a super-rich banker, and the eventual remarriage that resulted according to the lovely domino effect of such things, had freed Mark to restart his romantic and erotic life virtually with a clean slate within three years of the beginning of the whole sorry matter. The night Paula banged on the Podrets’ door and demanded to see Prudence, after Dan had administered a particularly sound spanking and Prudence’s cries had carried through the woods to Paula’s open window, had seemed catastrophic at the time. Now Mark thought of it as a blessing in disguise.
As Abigail made her way toward the Podrets’ summerhouse, Mark seemed to relive the entire thing in an instant. He wondered whether it would in the end prove a good or a bad thing that he had been checking the health of his trees just when Abigail was going to the summerhouse after being whipped by her father, but to return to his house as if nothing had taken place would betray his nature—and hers, he felt certain.
Mark could not deny that he had a thing for Abigail Podret that had been on his mind since at least her eighteenth birthday. He had reached the age of thirty-eight and, thanks to quick work in the years since the divorce, he was now an experienced dominant. When you lived an hour’s train ride from New York City and were newly single with a daughter who lived with her mother, spending three nights a week at BDSM clubs easily became a habit. He had developed no attachments, really, but friendships with dominants and submissives alike sprang up by the dozen, and Mark felt now, finally, like he had a world where his true nature found a welcome.
He had recently found it very difficult to stop thinking about the way what he called his ‘sub radar’ had gone off at Abigail’s lavish party at her family’s ancestral mansion, the day she had come of age. Again and again in his mind’s eye Mark had replayed the moment when a friend had said, “Who’s going to give you your birthday spanking?” and Abigail had looked straight at Mark and blushed.
And he had detected by other means as well that Abigail was in need of a spanking. Her tendency to say outrageous things and then to pause to see what effect they had. Her way of checking to see who, among the boys, was looking at her, and then turning away from him.
Mark had been at the party because his daughter Janet was one of Abigail’s best friends from grade school, and he and his ex-wife Paula had been friends of the Podrets since the girls were toddlers. He hadn’t seen Abigail in several years, and the stunning birthday girl with her raven hair and her bewitching smile had made him think thoughts that he knew were entirely improper about a friend of his daughter. And that had been before his ‘sub radar’ had even begun to send the signals that said that Abigail might well benefit from a firm hand, when it came to her blossoming sexuality—though ‘blossoming’ seemed to be the wrong word, since she also showed signs of being terribly repressed, in the way she carried herself. Abigail presented an enigma, but he was sure he wasn’t wrong about the look she had given him, or the blush it had caused.
That party was several months in the past now, and here came Abigail, clearly recently whipped by her father. Mark’s sub radar kicked into overdrive as he watched Abigail take the key from its hiding place under a stone and unlock the door to the summerhouse. When she had gone inside, he moved through the woods, across the property line, praying she would turn on the light and make him invisible to her and let him observe whatever she did, knowing that he was invading her privacy but unable to help himself.
Abigail didn’t turn on every light, but she did turn on the one in the entryway, which cast enough illumination into the living room that Mark could see her walk in and sit on the old couch there, wincing as she did so. Immediately, she turned onto her hip to avoid the pain her backside caused her.
Then, as Mark swallowed hard, knowing that events had begun a course he wouldn’t have the power to stop, Abigail, in the half-light and through the transparent reflection of the woods in the big living-room window, began to take off her jeans. Sitting on the couch, she unbuttoned them. Then she stood up and began to pull her pants down for the voyeur she didn’t know was watching.
To his distress, Mark found that he was whispering, “That’s right, sweetie. Take them off.” What had gotten into him? Mark LeMarchand wasn’t a peeping Tom—he was an ethical dominant who played consensually. The only thing he could think was that his libido and Abigail’s had so tuned into one another that he had started playing a scene with her, responding to her submissive nature and her submissive needs.
Beautiful eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret took off her jeans. Her panties were modest white cotton, and Mark, hard as a rock now, wouldn’t have had it any other way. Abigail bent to pull the jeans off, then stood, looking out the window where Mark was sure she could see the dark shapes of the trees among which he lay concealed, through the reflection of the furniture in the summerhouse living room. She held the jeans she had just removed in her hands, bunched up, as if trying to decide what she should do now that they no longer clad her.
Finally, with the ghost of a smile, she dropped them on the floor and turned back toward the couch. To Mark’s aroused astonishment, she bent over and put her hands on the cushions of the couch. Now he could see just how severely Dan Podret had whipped his daughter, even with her panties still on. Fiery red streaks, their color so vivid Mark could even make it out in the half-light, crossed her thighs and backside.
But Mark got an even better view a moment later, as Abigail, still bent over her face still hanging down toward the couch cushion, reached back and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and, as if responding to the command Mark couldn’t have brought himself to voice, pulled them down to her slightly bent knees. Then, as Mark’s mouth fell open and he realized he had begun actually to pant, she moved her feet apart until Mark could just make out the shadowy secrets between her well-punished bottom-cheeks and thighs.
Abigail put her left hand on her bottom, moving it slowly, and began to rub. Mark fought hard against the urge to masturbate, and defeated it, only to have to wage the battle more vehemently when he saw Abigail’s right hand go between her legs. Involuntarily, he stepped forward to get a closer look, and was rewarded beyond his fevered erotic dreams to see that he could discern the eighteen-year-old’s fingers moving in her eighteen-year-old virgin pussy, which was glistening with her arousal in the faint light coming from the entryway.
Abigail was saying something loudly, in a cry of passion, and he couldn’t quite make it out. He stepped closer to the window, trying to tread carefully, until he was only three feet away from the glass.
“Oh, God…” he heard Abigail cry, “oh, Mr. LeMarchand… oh, don’t whip me… please, don’t…”
Perhaps he calculated wrong, but how could he calculate any other way? As Mark walked around the house to the open door, he tried to think of how he would approach the matter, and he had no idea—his mind couldn’t form a single thought except that he needed to be in that room, taking eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret and giving her what she needed after her whipping.
Mark stood in the living room before Abigail realized that she had heard footfalls. Suddenly her eyes, which she had closed in her erotic reverie, opened and grew wide in fear and startlement. Her hands flew away from her loins and she crumpled onto the floor, trying to hide herself.
“Mr. LeMarchand! I… I don’t…”
“Stand up, Abigail,” Mark said calmly, but with authority. A simple test, his gut told him, could give him everything he needed to know—above all, whether he should be as bold as his cock wanted him to be, or pretend that he had just seen the light on and wanted to make sure there weren’t thieves involved.
Abigail stood up.
“Pull up your panties, young lady.” She blushed crimson, and bent slightly to comply.
Now, a first gamble that Mark, his dominant blood singing in his ears, knew must succeed. “Take off your shirt.”
“What?”
Mark reached to the wall and turned on the light. Abigail started and blinked, her mouth half-open, apparently unable to figure out what to say. In her eyes, Mark saw the submissive look he had hoped he would find. The scene would be consensual, and Abigail needed it just as much as he did. He strode to the window and drew the curtains.
“I think you heard me,” he said softly, coming closer to Abigail, but still staying about two feet away, so as not to push her flight instinct too hard. “What have you got under there, a camisole? I’d like to see it.” Mark spoke without making the sexuality in his words overt at all. Power exchange was what he wanted to teach Abigail about, not juvenile fumbling or dirty old man exhibitionism. When he said he wanted to see Abigail’s underwear, he said it dispassionately, conveying the idea that for Mark to see Abigail’s underwear would be for her benefit as much as for his. Abigail was wearing a black cotton top that was just the slightest bit translucent. She gulped and took its lower hem in her hands. She pulled the shirt over her head and looked at Mark uncertainly, holding the garment in her right hand.
“Drop it on top of your jeans,” Mark said, and Abigail did.
Mark’s own breathing came hard as he looked at the beautiful eighteen-year-old, her perfect breasts heaving with anxiety and arousal in the thin white cotton of her camisole.
“Mr. LeMarchand…” she whispered.
“Sir,” he said.
Abigail drew a gasping breath at the word. “Sir, I… I’m… a virgin.”
“I could have guessed that, Abigail,” Mark said. “Why were you punished today?”
“I… sir… I… um… Jon Southey…”
Mark shook his head in an admonishing way. “You got caught with him?”
“Yes, sir.”
“What were you doing?”
“Oh, God… please… please don’t make me say.”
“Abigail, I can spank you just as hard as your father can, and then I’ll tell your parents about what I saw you doing.”
“Oh, no… you didn’t… please say you didn’t…”
“Call me ‘sir,’ Abigail.”
“Sir… he… Jon… he had his hand…” Abigail closed her eyes and cast her face down to the floor. Her wavy black hair spilled around her face so adorably that Mark couldn’t resist taking the first step, literally, toward possessing her. He moved forward, until his face was only a foot away from that beautiful hair. He breathed in sharply through his nose. He smelled Abigail’s floral shampoo, and he smelled the arousal of her young cunt, and felt the intoxication of a scene so perfect he couldn’t have set it up with a thousand drafts of a script.
“Where did he have his hand, Abigail?” Mark asked softly.
She shook her head.
“Did he have his hand on your cunt? The sweet little cunt you showed me in the window?”



Chapter Three
 
 
“Oh, God…” Abigail said.
Suddenly Mr. LeMarchand’s hand took hold of her hair and pulled her head back.
Was it really happening, this thing she thought about every night, begging the universe that it might somehow become real? Was he here: the man who made a girl do what he wanted, who punished her when she didn’t? Was Mark LeMarchand, the man she fantasized about spanking her more often than it seemed to Abigail she thought about anything else, really here in the summerhouse with her, and had he seen her playing with herself? Had he heard what she cried out when she masturbated?
She closed her eyes, not wanting even to see the terrible look on Mr. LeMarchand’s face.
“Open your eyes, girl,” he said, and she did, because his power rang out in his voice. His handsome face was inches from hers, and he had a hard look in his eye, but not… not at all… like the hard look on Abigail’s father’s face when he had told her to get over the sofa for a whipping—really, when Dan Podret said anything.
The hard look in Mark LeMarchand’s eye said that he took a very great interest in Abigail not as some extension of the family honor but as a thing in herself: a thing Mark LeMarchand very much wanted to have and to enjoy.
“Answer me, Abigail. Did that handsome little airhead put his hand on the sweet little cunt that belongs to me?”
How could he say that word? Abigail had tried so hard to keep thinking of her private part as a pussy, so that she would feel that even though sex didn’t interest her, she could still separate herself from her parents’ sexless marriage. When she had heard her friends giggle about what really dirty girls called their pussies, though, Abigail had turned bright red and tried to pretend she hadn’t heard.
“Yes, sir,” Abigail whispered up at Mr. LeMarchand.
“Now we’re making progress,” he said. “You’ve earned a little reward, Abigail. Go back to the couch and resume the position you were in when you were so immodestly touching yourself. Keep your hands on the cushions, though. You’re not to touch yourself there again without my permission, do you understand?”
“Yes, sir.” Did he mean ever? Why did it thrill her to think that he might mean he would punish her if he found out she had ever played with herself?
He released her head and she turned, automatically, to obey the order he had given her. As she put her hands on the cushions covered in a faded red check, she wondered, with a hot flush that seemed to go from her face to her nipples and the little bud at the top of her pussy, what Mark LeMarchand’s manhood looked like.
She had never wondered that before. Never. Even when she had imagined him tying her to a wagon wheel, the way they did with bad girls in the old days, ripping her clothes off, and flogging her with a bullwhip, she had not imagined what he might look like without his clothes. Mr. LeMarchand, or sometimes Lord LeMarchand in her fantasies, always dressed very elegantly, in contrast with the way Abigail, in those same fantasies, was almost always naked. If she wasn’t naked at the beginning of the fantasy, she always became naked by the end of it.
She felt his hand on top of her waist, and she whimpered at the thought of what he might do. Oh, how she wanted him to spank her—but she didn’t know if she could take it on top of what her father had bestowed.
What Mr. LeMarchand did, though, was better: he brought his other hand ever so gently against her bottom in the white cotton panties, and he began to rub her there, as she made little sobbing noises in her throat.
“Shh, little sub,” Mr. LeMarchand said. “You’re just a naughty little sub, aren’t you, Abigail?”
“What’s a… wh-what’s a sub, sir?” Abigail was breathing so fast and unevenly at the terrible, lovely feeling that she could barely get out the words.
“A sub is a submissive, Abigail,” he said patiently, continuing to rub her bottom, where the sting of the belt had seemed to transform into warmth in her pussy. “A submissive is a girl like you, who needs a man like me to dominate her, and make her do the things she can’t admit she wants to do, and do the things to her that she can’t admit she wants him to do.”
Part of Abigail wanted to say, “That has a name?” and fall at Mr. LeMarchand’s feet in gratitude. But in response to that part, and to its almost making her admit that she wanted him to spank her—to dominate her—she found that another part had begun to rise up in opposition, saying “You must not. This is wrong, and he is wrong, and you are not that… thing he said. You are not submissive.”
“No,” she said. “No, that’s wrong.”
Mr. LeMarchand laughed, put his right hand inside the waistband of her panties, and pulled them down to her knees.
“I can see how wet you are, little sub,” he said softly.
“I’m not!”
Then he spanked her, hard, with his open hand. Abigail yelped loud at the agony of having the bruises from the belt reawakened.
“Don’t talk back to me, young lady,” he said. “And don’t lie. You are a little sub whose cunt gets wet when your master tells her how to please him. If you don’t learn to follow my rules, you are going to have to endure a great deal more punishment.”
Abigail moaned at that; she simply couldn’t help it.
“See?” Mr. LeMarchand said. “Don’t try to deny it, Abigail. You are a sub, and it’s time for your master to give your sweet little cunt its very first fucking.”
He wouldn’t, would he? And if he tried, what should she do? Abigail couldn’t even figure out if what Mr. LeMarchand had begun here with her was sex. The scene differed radically from what her friends talked about, as she pretended not to hear, and above all from what they had told her in 5th grade and then again in 9th grade, in health class. In bed at night, Abigail thought about men spanking her, yes. Above all, she thought about this man spanking her. Sometimes she felt she had begun to go insane, so hard did she find it to stop thinking about men spanking her, beating her, and stripping her naked.
But that wasn’t sex, was it? It was just a kind of coincidence that she used the same part to make herself feel good when she thought about Mark LeMarchand spanking her as Jon Southey had wanted to touch and, presumably, to penetrate. Abigail watched between her spread thighs, unable to progress her thoughts further, as her childhood friend’s father unbuckled his belt, unfastened his jeans, and lowered them and his underwear to the floor. She looked at a real, live man’s thing for the very first time.
The sight of it, bobbing there, advancing toward her, made her gasp, and suddenly she realized it was about sex, but it was about a very different kind of sex, or a very different way of looking at sex. When Mr. LeMarchand put his manhood there, and deflowered Abigail, and… fucked Abigail, he would be beating her, too. He had already stripped her. He had already rubbed the places where she had been whipped.
To have him there in her private part, her shameful part that could make her ‘easy’ and immodest and wicked—oh, God, she wanted it so much, but at the same time she didn’t want it—she couldn’t want it.
Mr. LeMarchand saw Abigail peering between her legs. “This is my cock, young lady,” he said, holding it in his right hand. “It’s time you knew what a man’s cock feels like.”
He took the final step, and Abigail felt the cock up against her pussy. “Don’t worry,” he murmured. “I’m fixed. I can’t get you pregnant.”
“Oh,” was all Abigail could say.
Mr. LeMarchand rubbed the tip of his cock up and down her pussy, saying, “Shh… such a nice pussy… such a nice little cunt.” He kept it in one place, and then pushed it in further until it came up against a place where it suddenly hurt. Her hymen. Her maidenhead.
Then something went wrong inside Abigail’s mind. She wanted this, but she couldn’t want it. It was wrong, and dirty. Abigail wasn’t dirty, she wasn’t shameless, and she didn’t get fucked by older men in the summerhouse.
“Oh, God…” she said. “Mr. LeMarchand…”
“Sir,” he said sternly, but he stopped pushing his cock against her maidenhead, perhaps hearing the new, different note in her voice, of real refusal and not pretend “Please fuck me even though I say no” refusal.
“Sir,” she sobbed, starting to cry in the enormous distress that had engulfed her. “I can’t… it’s wrong… I… I don’t… I don’t want it.” It wasn’t true, and it was true, at the same moment.
“Abigail,” Mr. LeMarchand said gently. “I think you do want it. But if you tell me to stop, I’ll stop.”
She whimpered in the grip of her distressed confusion. “I… I don’t! I don’t!”
He stepped back, and she whirled around and looked at him, feeling that her expression had utterly changed, and seeing in his own eyes distress and confusion. She put everything she had into her performance as she said angrily, “Get out! Get out of my summerhouse!”
“Abigail… I…”
“Get out!”
He closed his eyes for a moment and bowed his head, as if gathering his thoughts. Then he opened them and said. “I’m sorry, Abigail. I’m not sure I understand, but I think maybe I do. I’ll go. May I put on my pants?”
“Yes,” Abigail said, still pretending fury.
Mr. LeMarchand pulled his jeans on and buckled his belt.
“Abigail, I’m going to go now,” he said, now with a sad look on his face. “I think you may have second, and third, and fourth thoughts about this moment. I’m there for you. I know what you need much better than you do, it appears.”
Then he walked out. When he was gone, Abigail collapsed on the couch in tears. How could she have done it? she asked herself, but from moment to moment ‘it’ seemed to change meaning. One moment it meant, how could she have almost let her childhood friend’s father deflower her in the summerhouse? The next it meant, how could she have stopped him and sent him away, the man she had fantasized about at least since her eighteenth birthday?
Then she asked herself, and couldn’t stop asking, why didn’t he make me? If he had just taken what he wanted and pushed in, everything would have been alright. More than alright: wonderful. She would belong to him now, and he could have her whenever he wanted to spank and fuck and make her do terrible things to please him. Why didn’t he just take her hips firmly and start fucking her?
God, he couldn’t have done that, could he? It would have been… horrible. And yet it would have been perfect. She sobbed as she realized just how messed up she was. If the only way she could have that feeling, the incredible feeling she’d had while Mr. LeMarchand had commanded her to do those things—to strip and assume that position bending over the couch—and when he had been touching her… If the only way she could have that feeling was for a man to take her against her will, and no man she could ever love would take her against her will, truly, how could she ever find happiness?



Chapter Four
 
 
The next time Mark saw Abigail was at Christmas. That night in the Podrets’ summerhouse—the feeling of lust so great he thought it would rip him apart and then the titanic struggle to stop himself from taking the lovely girl against her will—had haunted him. In the intervening months, he had talked, in hypothetical terms, to as many experienced people in the BDSM scene as he could (such as it was in Westchester County, though of course he spent a good deal of time in the city, where there was much more advice to be found). Mark had laid out to everyone who might have advice what had happened, and the response had been exactly the same from nearly everyone he told: “Poor girl.”
Only one person, a switchy, aristocratic Frenchwoman named Anne-Marie Ney, whose trim bottom he had been delighted to spank for an hour in her beautiful Park Avenue apartment after meeting her at a very exclusive club in Williamsburg, had anything to offer beyond “Poor girl.”
“It may be,” Anne-Marie said, “that a gifted psychologist could create the conditions under which your little girl could consent, and then have the memory of that consent taken away, until she had experienced enough that she could truly enjoy playing consensually.”
“How?” Mark had asked, though the idea sounded preposterous. He wanted to help Abigail—frankly, he wanted Abigail—so badly that he would entertain any notion, though.
“I don’t know,” Anne-Marie said simply. “But I do know a psychologist who uses hypnotism in therapy, and sometimes talks about the way our memories can be manipulated. I will try to remember to ask him.”
Janet had begged him to throw a Christmas party, because she hadn’t seen her friends in months, and he had finally relented. They had a massive tree in the foyer, and the ground outside was white. The eggnog was flowing, but Mark was drinking champagne. The eighteen-year-olds’ keys had all been collected, and they were enjoying themselves but not yet to the point of excess at which Mark had promised Janet he would shut things down. The younger folks were in the basement media room where they were easier to corral, and Mark was socializing with his neighbors, trying as hard as he could to remain out of any conversation that included Prudence and Dan Podret.
Out of the corner of his eye, Mark saw Abigail come up the stairs from the basement, looking lost, which made no sense given that she had come here to play and hang out with Janet since she was a baby. He saw her see him, and watched a look of distress cross her face. At first Mark thought Abigail just felt emotional pain at the sight of him, but if that was the reason she bit her upper lip, she would have looked away, wouldn’t she? And surely there wouldn’t be tears coming into her eyes?
Abigail finally turned and wandered off into the old family room, where Janet and her friends used to hang out before the sumptuous room in the basement had been finished. Mark excused himself from a conversation with a law-firm colleague and followed her, not sure it was the right thing to do, but unable to do anything else in the grip of the heartache that had seized him seeing brilliant, beautiful Abigail look so sad and vulnerable.
“Abigail,” he said softly, forcing himself to take a stand three feet away, so as not to put them in danger of physical contact.
“Oh, sir,” she said, turning to him. “Sir… I…” The look of need, but also of terrible confusion, in her eyes threatened to make Mark cry himself, in response to her own tears.
“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Please tell me, sweetheart.” He had always called her sweetheart, just as he had called Janet that, when they were young.
“Oh, God… don’t call me that, please. Please. Mark… Sir… I-I fucked up my first semester. Royally, completely, so much that I may get sent home to think about it for the spring.”
“How can that be?” Mark asked. “That’s… it sounds impossible, frankly, Abigail. You’ve always been the best student anyone around here knows, and that’s saying a lot.”
“All it takes is thinking about you, all the time, sir, actually.”
“Oh, no,” Mark said. “I refuse to believe that, Abigail.”
“Alright,” she said, a note of bitterness entering her voice. “I got drunk a lot so that I wouldn’t think about you. Is that better?”
“No,” Mark said, “not really. But as an explanation it works a lot better, at least.”
“Mr. LeMarchand,” Abigail said, “it’s about you. I want you to know that. But it’s also only about you as a kind of representative of how fucked up I am. I don’t think there’s any way for me to be happy, ever. Maybe I’ll be able to pull the college thing back together, but what kind of life can it lead to?”
“What do you mean?” Mark asked, thinking that he understood some of what she meant, but by no means all of it.
She seemed to change the topic completely, though. “What I keep thinking is… what if there were some world where you could make me… just… make me… have me… take me? And I wouldn’t have to say it was okay… you would just… do it. And I could be yours, in that world, like… like a girl a soldier got when his army sacked a town, or a bride in the Middle Ages?”
She stood there in the dark room, lit so much like the summerhouse had been, by light shining in from elsewhere, looking into Mark’s eyes. The expression that sat in her eyes told of sorrow that could never find joy.
“See?” she said. “I’m crazy.”
Mark thought of Anne-Marie, of her psychologist. “I’m not sure you are,” he said, “though I think you’re definitely making yourself feel that way.”
“How can that not be crazy? That I want you to… to do that?”
“Abigail,” Mark said, “I can’t offer much hope, but I have to confess I’ve been thinking about this a lot since… that night.”
“You have?” she asked. The ghost of a smile played on her lips.
“Oh, yes,” Mark replied. “I met someone who might have a way to make it work kind of the way you just described.”
Abigail’s brow furrowed in puzzlement and she tilted her head to the side, as if she were trying to decide if Mark was serious.
“No promises, but what you just said made me think she might have been on the right track.”
Just then Dan Podret came into the room. “Abigail?” he said. “Why aren’t you down with your friends?”
Abigail plastered a smile on her face. “Oh, I was just reminiscing with Mr. LeMarchand about when Janet and I were little girls. I’ll go down again now.”
She walked off toward the basement door. Dan said, “I wish I knew what happened to her first semester. I think she’ll be able to stay in school, if I lean on the dean, but just barely.”
“Sometimes kids just don’t know how to cope with the freedom,” Mark said. “It happens a lot, I think.”
“Probably that’s it,” Dan replied.
Mark thought, especially the repressed ones.
 
* * *
 
“I realize it’s a long shot,” he said to Anne-Marie on the phone, “but is there any chance you remembered our conversation about the girl who couldn’t play, even though she needed it so much?”
“Yes!” Anne-Marie said, sounding a little hurt that Mark would think she had forgotten. “And I did ask my friend Jean, and he said that the problem is fascinating. And then I had an idea I want to discuss with the two of you.”
 
* * *
 
They met at Anne-Marie’s apartment, in that wonderful New York twilight that only heat haze and the crisscrossing canyons of rectilinear streets and avenues built up fantastically high can produce. Without explaining why, Anne-Marie opened a bottle of Dom Perignon and poured three flutes. Jean and Mark, introduced to one another only five minutes before, looked at their silent hostess, and then at each other, as they took the flutes.
Anne-Marie said, in a musical French accent that made Mark think of the string pieces of Couperin, “Indulge me, gentlemen, for a moment, and drink with me à l’Institut.”
To the Institute? Mark could not but be charmed, given that Anne-Marie was beautiful, wealthy, and, he had learned almost by chance the day before, extremely powerful. The daughter of a banking family, she had left France at age twenty to pursue projects that a friend had said—when Mark had mentioned that he would be having drinks with her—had something to do with the international trading of rare earth metals.
“À l’Institut,” said Mark and Jean together, and drank. Mark failed to keep the wonder off his face as he tasted the best champagne that had ever passed his lips.
Jean smiled. “Anne-Marie knows to choose,” he said, his accent thicker than Anne-Marie’s but no less musical.
“Alors,” Anne-Marie said, after she’d had a sip. “Come with me.” She led them to a corner of the vast living room. Across the canyon of Park Avenue, Mark could see a slice of the sun setting down the street opposite. They sat on immaculate white couches. Anne-Marie began to unfold the mystery of the Institute.
“For several years, I have been making a list of investors for a project I have always thought of simply as l’Institut. I suppose that to be completely honest, the Institute has always been my way to imagine Roissy, in the real world—or even Sade’s creations.”
Roissy. Story of O. Mark nodded.
“Always, though, the problem of consent has stood in my way: the problem of the terrible craving both certain men and certain women feel to experience the opposite of consent—that is, to enact and have enacted upon them the sort of naked erotic force that leaves a submissive like me shaking and wet, and gives men like you a reason to live. N’est-ce pas?”
“Yes… oui,” Mark said, and Jean nodded.
“Mark, I believe that your poor little sub—what was her name?”
“Abigail,” Mark said.
“Abigail,” Anne-Marie responded. “Yes, I believe that poor little Abigail has given us the spark that will light the fire to make the great engine I imagine go. And when Jean told me he thought what I had envisioned for Abigail was possible, I knew that I must try to bring that engine to life.”
Now Mark looked at Jean, and saw that he was in on whatever it was that Anne-Marie was talking about.
Anne-Marie said, “What if we could obtain Abigail’s consent to train her as a concubine for a wealthy man, Mark? What if we could promise her that her memory of consent would be taken away for the first year of her service to him, and that she would depart—if she chose—so wealthy that she need never worry about money again? What if there were many such girls, and many such wealthy men? How many people in Abigail’s predicament could we help?”
The vision rose up in Mark’s mind’s eye, but he shook his head. “But consent is still the problem. How would Abigail consent to be trained that way, even if she were assured she wouldn’t realize she had consented? How does that change the difficulty?”
“That will be Jean’s other task,” Abigail said enigmatically, looking at Jean.
“In addition to the hypnotism,” Jean said, nodding. He turned to Mark. “It will seem strange, but I believe it to be quite true that a girl will consent to non-consent, as long as she is assured she will not realize that she has consented.”
Mark closed his eyes and shook his head rapidly at the strange idea. “If I may be so bold,” Jean continued, “the difficulty you faced with your Abigail was that you had your cock in her little con before you realized the problem existed.”
Mark looked at Anne-Marie. She shrugged, “Forgive me, Mark, but in order to be sure Jean could understand, I had to tell him the story.”
Mark nodded, and turned back to Jean. Jean said, “I do not know if you could have exerted the necessary persuasion before that happened, but I am nearly certain Abigail will agree to enroll in such a program now, after her experience with you. In my experience—which is very great, in this area—repressed submissives, once they have been awakened to the erotic nature of that side of their souls, yearn for precisely this sort of opportunity.”
Mark nodded slowly, thinking of Abigail’s face at the Christmas party.
“Their intellects grasp that they wish to live their fantasies—that to play out those fantasies will free them to live a life without the fear of their families and of society that has pushed their desires down from their very earliest days. But their bodies, and their libidos, simply cannot attain that desire consistently. To be happy, they know instinctively that someone must force them to live their fantasies, without their requesting it, or that dominant seeking their consent.”
It made sense. It made perfect sense, Mark realized. Abigail’s repression lay so deep inside her that only truly breaking her could help.
A sudden doubt arose in his mind, though. “Could therapy do the same thing?” he asked Jean. “I mean, I guess this would be therapy of a sort…”
Anne-Marie nodded. “Exactly. The Institute will provide therapeutic interventions for these girls in a way that will let them live full lives—and will enrich them, and us.”
“But,” Mark continued, “what about conventional therapy—talking? I guess it just seems a little risky to me, and even potentially unethical, and maybe even illegal.”
Jean lifted his aristocratic chin as he considered. “Perhaps a very gifted therapist could help. But I assure you that said therapist would certainly tell your Abigail that she needed to submit to a man in a BDSM relationship—that only that way could she feel herself to be whole. And, perhaps more important, the chances of Abigail finding that sort of therapist, and not one who would make the problem much, much worse by attempting to cure her of her fantasies, is very small.”
Anne-Marie said, “And of course the special kind of therapy offered at the Institute will be supervised by Jean and the colleagues he chooses.”
“Okay,” Mark said, “so why me? Why am I here? You’re very nice to include me since apparently I was the impetus for you putting this together, Anne-Marie, but although I’m prosperous, I’m not wealthy enough, I imagine, to be one of your investors, or to… um… purchase Abigail should she join the program.”
Anne-Marie smiled. “That’s very astute of you, Mark. First of all, we know you’re a gifted contracts lawyer, and that will suit our needs immediately. Second, you’re a moderately gifted dominant, from all I could find out, which makes you perfect to guide Abigail through the first steps of the process—for we have decided that because of your and Abigail’s previous relationship, she is to be the first ‘pick-up’ as we plan to call them—that is, the first girl to have her memory of consenting taken away, and then to be picked up. Finally, we think there is a vital role to be played by a friend of the girl who is to be trained—a person outside the Institute itself, who monitors what happens to the girl, and intervenes if necessary. We would like you to be that ‘safer’ as we’re calling it, for Abigail. And if and when she finishes the program successfully, and has her memories restored at the end of her first year with her owner, we would like to invite you to join the Institute staff, with a signing bonus of a full share of the corporation we have formed.”
“Of course,” said Jean, “it would mean giving her up to the man who purchased her—at least until she had served him for a year. It would mean suppressing the memory of what happened in the summerhouse, so that she believes no man has ever dominated her, or really touched her sexually.”
Mark thought. He remembered the moment when he had stopped himself from taking Abigail’s virginity in the Podrets’ summerhouse. Why had he really stopped? Not because she had told him to. No. He had known beyond any possibility of uncertainty that she needed fucking.
No, he had stopped himself and stepped back, because he wanted what was best for her. If that meant ending up with him, then all the better. But she would never end up with him if he didn’t try to help her—and she would never have ended up with him if he had deflowered her there, because she would have run away, and probably resented him forever even if the act finally proved beneficial to her in the end.
To go along with Anne-Marie’s plan presented the glimmer of hope that he and Abigail could have a happily ever after. It would end happily, in that case, no matter how unorthodox, or how seemingly wrong, it might be to offer her virginity up—the maidenhead he had managed to stop himself from claiming—to a wealthy man. He had no doubt at all that Abigail was a submissive, and if his instincts were wrong about that, the extensive profiling the Institute would do would find it out, and the whole process would stop before it started.
But Abigail was a submissive. Mark knew it. That meant that the conventional romance script simply didn’t make sense for them, even if according to some version of that script the eighteen-year-old daughter of your next-door neighbor whom you fuck in the summerhouse could end up with you—a highly doubtful proposition in and of itself. It was time to write a new script for her, and for him.
Mark took a deep breath. “Alright,” he said. “How do we start?”



Chapter Five
 
 
Abigail walked across the quad in the twilight one day in early March. Her nineteenth birthday had been the day before, and it had provided moderately fun times. The dull ache of knowing she could never be happy had buried itself under the more mundane annoyance that nothing her instructors taught her represented knowledge she couldn’t have acquired much more easily on her own. Along with that annoyance came the insistent drumbeat of the question her brain seemed to pose every five minutes or so, “Why not just drop out?”
She was in the process of telling the voice to come back over the summer, please, and let her pull her academic record out of the gutter this semester at least when she saw that sir—Mr. LeMarchand—Mark, Janet’s dad (Abigail couldn’t even really process who he was because his presence startled her so thoroughly) was sitting on the steps of her dorm.
He had a small briefcase with him. He said, “Come with me, Abigail,” and Abigail followed him without him telling her where they were going, or why. He took her to a café, saying hardly anything. He asked what she would like, and he ordered it for her: a cappuccino. He had a double espresso; Abigail couldn’t figure out why a double espresso suddenly seemed so dominant.
“Abigail,” he said, “do you remember when I said at the party that I thought I might be able to help with making you play out your fantasies?”
She felt her face turn bright red. She couldn’t even say yes; she could only nod, very slightly. At the same time, she felt herself growing terribly warm and moist, between her thighs. What was coming next? Was he going to take her to a hotel room and… enjoy her there? At the thought, at the image of herself tied to a bed, with sir enjoying her as she cried out into the gag he had placed in her mouth, a yearning stronger than anything she had yet felt took hold of her. Abigail felt her private part seem to clench in time with the fantasy.
But it could never be. Because Abigail couldn’t allow it to be. Because she would never even let him get her onto the elevator to the hotel room, and if he tried to persuade her she would scream bloody murder and run away.
“There may be a place where that could happen.”
“What?”
Mr. LeMarchand reached down to get something from the briefcase. It was a sheaf of paper, which he laid on the table. “This contract,” he said, “could be the answer you’re looking for.”
He pushed the document across the table. “The first page has a summary. If you sign, you will undergo hypnosis, and your memory of having signed will be temporarily erased. It will be restored no later than the end of your first year of service.”
“Service?” The very word made Abigail want to touch herself.
“If you sign, you will be purchased…”
Abigail’s mouth dropped open. “Purchased?” she whispered. “Oh, my God. I…”
It was the answer. She knew it immediately, even before she heard the rest. By the time her cappuccino was gone, having heard the entire setup of the Institute, she had signed. Dropping out to do nothing in particular was one thing. Dropping out to become fabulously wealthy living out your impossible fantasy of non-consent and in the process leaving your repressive family behind was another. They would wait until the summer to take her, Mr. LeMarchand said, and she would have to spend a week in New York undergoing the psychological profiling necessary to make sure she really could benefit from the strange therapy as much as it seemed, and then she would undergo the memory suppression. She could come to New York over spring break, in two weeks, and then she would finish out the semester while the Institute made the arrangements, including a cover story for her parents and friends. Before being hypnotized, Abigail would book a trip to California that would serve as the beginning of that cover story. Abigail would not see Mr. LeMarchand again until the time came to restore her memory, but he would be watching and keeping her safe the entire time.
“And… my owner… he’ll make me?” Abigail asked again. She watched a look of pain flit across Mr. LeMarchand’s eyes.
“Yes,” he said. “And you’ll serve him for a year—more if you choose to.”
The way Mr. LeMarchand said “if you choose to” clued Abigail in on why there had been pain in his eyes. On an impulse she could not control, she reached across the little table in the café and took his hand in hers.
“It’s still about you, sir,” she said. “But… my fantasies…”
Sir’s eyes widened, as if what Abigail said somehow corresponded exactly to what he had thought she might say. “I want you, sir, but I know now that I need… the terrible things… too.” She closed her eyes and tried to figure out how to describe the burden that lay upon her heart. “I need…” The next word was barely a whisper. “…training.” Even without voicing it, the word seemed to shoot an electric tingling through her body, and she felt her private part spasm and release its wetness in what felt like a gush.
Sir nodded. “Yes,” he said, a little hoarsely. “Yes, you do.”
 
* * *
 
Abigail stepped off the jet way in the San Francisco airport and looked around. So strange and exciting—she would soon be doing real work at a company that Abigail, along with everyone else with the slightest knowledge of what was going on these days, knew would change the world. They had recruited her in March and paid for her ticket. Their driver met her at the luggage claim and helped her into the luxurious car.
He closed the windows and the glass between him and Abigail, saying it was so that she didn’t have to be annoyed by his radio, and turned on the air conditioning. Abigail noticed just the faintest whiff of an unfamiliar odor…
…and awoke in an unfamiliar bed, in a windowless room that was nevertheless furnished nicely enough, with beige wall-to-wall carpet and a bureau with a mirror above it. Really, it was very much like a nice hotel room: there were also a couch, two chairs, and a coffee table. Somehow she noticed the furnishings despite the panic that ripped through her, as she tried to figure out what had happened.
The room had three doors, and there was a knock at one of them—Abigail couldn’t figure out which, she was so disoriented, and then she realized that it didn’t matter at all, for one of the doors—the one farthest from her, opened, and a man came into the room.
“Hello, Abigail,” he said. “I’m Master Ian. I’d like you to get out of bed and come kneel in front of me, please.”
“What?” Abigail looked down at her body, as if checking that it had arrived in the room along with her mind, as she realized that this gorgeous hazel-eyed man with long blond hair in a ponytail, dressed in jeans and a white T-shirt, seemed to be giving her a command that concerned it. Her body seemed all to be there, dressed in a blue short-sleeved top and the cute plaid shorts she had picked out for her arrival in the Bay area.
“I know you’re feeling disoriented, Abigail, but it’s very important that we get off to a good start, you and I. Please come kneel in front of me, or you’ll begin to find out what happens to disobedient girls here.”
Abigail found that she couldn’t even really process the words he… this… this Master Ian person had said. Some part of her understood, but that part didn’t control her body at all, and so all she did was shake her head, her eyes wide.
Master Ian nodded, with a little frustrated snort through his nose, and closed the door behind him. He took four strides and he was right next to Abigail, and he was putting his huge hand with its fine blond hair out and behind her head. He seized her hair, and it was like a thing that Abigail couldn’t quite remember, but then it wasn’t, because Master Ian had begun to drag Abigail out of bed that way.
“Ow! Stop… oh, God… please… I’ll… I’ll do it.”
“Yes,” Master Ian said, “you will, Abigail, after I spank you.”
He had dragged her, as she clambered desperately to get her feet under her and onto the carpet, out of bed. Now he put his huge left arm around her waist and, using his right hand in her hair and the arm around her waist, he thrust her down over the side of the bed. He took his right hand out of her hair and instantly started to spank her with it, very hard.
“Ow! Oh… please…”
“Call me ‘master,’” he said.
“Please, master!” The blows hurt more than Abigail could ever have imagined a spanking through shorts and underwear could. “Please… ow!” She felt her face crumple, and the tears began to flow.
Master Ian stopped spanking her. “Are you going to obey me, Abigail?” he asked, quietly but with the authority clear in his tone.
“Yes, master,” she said.
“Alright, let’s see,” he said, and took his left hand off her waist.
For the first time since Master Ian had come through the door, and it had begun to become apparent that Abigail had been kidnapped, she had the opportunity to consider, for a brief moment, what was taking place. If she were being held for ransom, why the spanking, and why the command to kneel, and why did he call himself ‘master’? But what else could it be, unless… but her mind stopped itself from heading in the direction that a voice from her body, from the region where he had just spanked her, wanted to take it.
Those thoughts ran through her mind in a few seconds, just as her body moved to comply with the orders of the man who looked like an off-duty fireman, strong and tall with his arms folded as he waited for her obedience. As Abigail rose from the side of the bed, she instinctively put her hands in front of her, clasped in an attitude of prayer. She found she couldn’t look at Master Ian for more than a few seconds, and, as she advanced toward him with tiny, timid steps, she realized that the reason was how he had affected her… her private part. She felt her cotton panties becoming damper and damper even as she knelt on the rug, realizing with a tremendous blush that her face was mere inches away from the fly of his jeans.
“Look at me, Abigail,” he said, and she looked up into his face.
“I’m now going to tell you why you’re here. I’m afraid it’s going to shock you, but hopefully over the next two days, which you and I are going to spend together here, you will begin to come to terms with your new life.”
Abigail felt her eyes grow wide. Master Ian put out his hand and stroked her cheek gently with the backs of his fingers.
“You belong to a wealthy man now, Abigail. You have been brought here to learn how to serve him as a concubine. I am your first master, but I will not be your last. After I have broken you and taught you to obey me, I will take you to the Institute, where your training will reach completion, with the participation of your owner. Most important, it will be he who deflowers you, since you have come here with your maidenhead intact. Even without taking that maidenhead, however, there are many things I can do to get you ready to give your virginity to the man who owns you.”
Abigail’s mouth hung open, and her breath came in little gasps.
“You don’t need to tell me, Abigail, how you’re feeling right now. I already know how wet you are.”
“What? No… you… you have to let me… my father will ransom me. He’ll pay anything.”
“We already have all the money we need, Abigail. We got it from your owner. Having a beautiful young concubine like you to serve him in his bed is worth a great deal of money to him.”
“Why… why me?” Abigail couldn’t seem to string two thoughts together in logical sequence. She wanted desperately to deny the way Master Ian’s words were affecting her body, but she wanted even more desperately to get some idea of what was going on here—why she, Abigail Podret, had ended up in this room, with this man saying these outlandish things to her.
“We know all about you, Abigail,” Master Ian replied. “We know what you fantasize about when you play with yourself, and how much you yearn for a firm hand like mine on your backside, correcting you and guiding you to give pleasure. When we told your new owner about you, he was quite willing to pay what we asked to take you and to train you.”
“No… no… you’re… you’re lying. How…?”
“That’s not really important, Abigail. But I don’t think you should call me a liar, and I think you know that I’ve asked you to call me ‘master.’ Why don’t you stand up and get undressed for me now, so I can give you your first proper spanking?”
“Undressed?” Abigail’s mind just wouldn’t seem to work at its customary level. She literally didn’t understand, for a long moment, what Master Ian meant when he said “get undressed.”



Chapter Six
 
 
Mark’s fists tightened into two small packages of tense envy as he watched the scene on the closed-circuit camera feed in his own room. Mark’s room lay at the other end of the hall from where Abigail had just met Ian MacLeish, the first of the five trainers Anne-Marie and Jean had hired.
Mark had asked Anne-Marie whether she thought he should be involved in hiring the staff for the Institute, but she had demurred, saying, “It would probably not be best,” and leaving it at that. If all took place according to plan, he would be involved in future hiring, he knew. To hire the men who would have nearly total rights over Abigail’s body, however, would have been an invitation to dissent, just as much as if he had tried to involve himself in the process of awarding her contract to her new owner.
Mark had not even asked Anne-Marie whether he should involve himself in that phase of the project. The name they had finally given him, Hans Goterborg, meant nothing to him, but he had looked it up and had found, not at all to his surprise, an immensely wealthy Scandinavian who wintered in the Italian Riviera and the Swiss Alps. The pang he had felt at seeing what Abigail’s life would be like as Goterborg’s concubine had twisted his heart nearly as greatly as watching her with Ian did now.
At the same time, of course, Mark’s cock was as hard as a bar of steel. Jean’s new colleague in what they were calling the assessment department, Brian Carter, had told him the day before not to try to deny the arousal he would feel, and Mark had a two-hour session with Brian to prepare him to watch Ian break Abigail.
“Someday,” Brian said, “the Institute will have so much data that there will be very little guesswork involved in my job at all. I don’t mind saying that while the thrill of making predictions about what Abigail will do based on my gut and my more conventional training is fun, I can’t wait until we have a bunch of girls’ data, and can run real statistical models.”
“So you’re saying you’re only guessing?” Mark said, incredulous. “I thought Jean said that he was certain this was the right therapy for her.” He wondered if he should simply pull the plug right then.
“Oh, we’re not uncertain about that, at all,” Brian said. Mark relaxed. “It’s just that we want to be as efficient and as beneficial to Abigail and to her owner as we can be. It would be helpful to know, for example, what the percentage chance is that she’ll, I don’t know, try to stop up the plumbing in hopes of creating an opportunity for escape. Or, for that matter, what the chance is that she’ll attempt escape at all. There’s not the slightest doubt, though, that Ian can get her submissive fantasies to the fore: the situation is just too ideal. Abigail’s psyche wants to submit. We’ve set up this program so that she can finally give into it: to survive, she only has to do the thing she wants to do most in the world. And she doesn’t even have to admit that she wants to do it.”
“So why would she try to escape, then?” Mark asked.
“Resistance is actually part of the fantasy,” Brian replied. “To try to escape, and to be brought back and punished, makes the submission work even better on the subconscious level and increases the therapeutic benefit. Even if we didn’t know that from experience with years of submissives in therapy in New York—though of course very few who are as repressed as Abigail is—we would have it in black and white in Abigail’s own words when we negotiated her boundaries in New York.”
Mark had read the complete transcript of the three days of profiling that had preceded the hypnotic session. He tried to remember the part Brian was talking about; it didn’t seem quite as clear to him as it apparently seemed to Brian. It went something like, “I… well… yeah, if they… you know… if they caught her when I was, I mean… she was, you know… trying to get away, they would do that same kind of thing.” Most of the transcript was like that, with ellipses every few words as Abigail had struggled to say things that her modesty didn’t want to let her say. Jean and Brian had come up with a script for the interviews that made absolutely no apparent reference to anything erotic and yet—even Mark could see—would discover Abigail’s fantasies and her boundaries.
There would also be a sort of ongoing negotiation, especially with her owner, when training began, not through the usual means of talking directly about hard limits but through the continuing analysis of what was happening in Abigail’s training. The interviews, and the data Jean and Brian’s junior colleagues, now called the assessors, generated from them, would serve as a guide to that negotiation. Hans Goterborg had pledged himself (and Mark would be able to verify that Goterborg was following what he had pledged through the 24/7 monitoring system they had put in place) to following the recommendations of the assessors, or have Abigail removed immediately without a refund of Goterborg’s money—the million for Abigail and the two million for the Institute.
The interviews had begun, “How would you define the word ‘submit’ in your own words?” and had never risen above that level of explicitness. The question that had elicited Abigail’s answer about “trying to get away” was “What kind of story could you tell about yourself and a man?” The answer, with minor prompting from Brian, had gone on for an hour, and had included the bit about “trying to get away” something like halfway through.
Reading the entirety of that answer, which had served as the culmination of all the interviews, Mark had gotten so hard he could scarcely believe it, given that neither Brian nor Abigail ever said anything that referred overtly to sex at all. In his prompting, Brian said things like “And what do you do?” and “And how does that make you feel, in the story?” In her answer, Abigail said things like, “Well, he… you know… he has me—the girl, her—then, and, um, he tells her… that he… you know, that he likes it, and he wants her to… I mean, he wants to have her… very often. And, um, in lots of different ways… like, you know, different places on her… on…”
Frankly, Mark had been surprised that Brian had even got her to the point where she referred obliquely to such things. But the interview scripts, Jean told him, had been designed to progress her that way. Mark asked again at that point why simple talk therapy couldn’t have produced good results, if it were possible to progress Abigail that way.
“Even if we spent hundreds of hours progressing her like this, Mark,” Jean had replied gently, “she still almost certainly could not actually live any of it. A conventional therapist, who viewed BDSM as a paraphilia, might declare Abigail cured at that point. We do not agree with that way of looking at it, and we hope you do not agree with it either.” Mark could only nod.
On the monitor in Mark’s room, Abigail looked wildly at Ian as he said, “Undressed, Abigail. It means just what it sounds like. I want everything off.”
“No, please…” Abigail said, holding her hands up as she made her plea. “Please, let me… let me go… let me give you money…”
“I’ve already said, girl, that we have all the money we need. I know your family is wealthy, but the man who owns you now is much, much wealthier.”
There were three cameras set invisibly into the walls of Abigail’s bedroom. Mark could switch between them, and now he found the one with the close-up of Abigail’s face. At the news that the man who had purchased her was fabulously rich, her eyes widened, and Mark winced when he saw, clearly, that the thought of that much money had an effect on Abigail: for only a moment, but unmistakably, she had become aroused when she heard that a super-rich man had chosen her.
“There are several things that come with this territory,” Brian had said the day before. “One of them is that you will see Abigail respond submissively in situations where you would probably not expect her to. Sometimes that’s going to piss you off. Just as with your arousal, you need to be ready to acknowledge that response, and move on. Among other things, in the early training, Ian and the other trainers are going to condition Abigail to fall at Hans Goterborg’s feet. That actually won’t be very difficult, because as a sub she wants to fall at the feet of a man like Hans. But it’s going to be a problem for you, at least at first and maybe going forward as well. You have to remember that she knows you—and she loves you—but you’re not hiding in the shadows the way Hans is. It’s gonna be incredibly easy for the trainers to convince Abigail that the man in the shadows is exactly what she’s always needed. That stage, before she meets him, is essential to her training. You just have to understand that, when you see her panting to suck the cock of this man she’s never seen.”
Mark gritted his teeth. “What happens after that?”
“When she meets Hans, and he deflowers her?”
Mark winced and closed his eyes, then opened them again and nodded.
“Well, in the beginning it will be completely continuous with the early training, if nothing goes wrong. Abigail won’t start to notice that Hans is real—if I can put it that way—for a few weeks, at least, if not a few months.”
“She’s smart,” Mark said icily.
“Oh, sure,” Brian said, “but actually the smart ones are better at fooling themselves sometimes. Anyway, eventually she will start to see that he’s not really different from other men in general, and, as I imagine she’ll also articulate to herself since you’re so important to her, from you in particular. At that point the question will be how she feels about him as a man, rather than as her owner. I don’t think there’s any way to predict that, although there’s nothing in the profiles to suggest any kind of special compatibility.”
Mark had hung his remaining hope on that notion: no suggestion of special compatibility.
And all that lay in the future, yet to be endured: first came this part that was the point of everything, here in Abigail’s room, with Ian.
“Last chance,” came Ian’s stern voice, off-camera. Panic filled Abigail’s face. She rose to her feet; the camera followed her, controlled by the producers in the control room next door to Mark’s room, then pulled back to show that her hands were dancing gently in the air as Abigail looked down, trying to figure out how someone should undress when she has been kidnapped and told she will be trained as a concubine.
“Start with the shirt, Abigail,” Ian said, more gently. She looked up at him, where he loomed above her; Abigail was of medium height, but Ian’s frame stretched well beyond six feet. And he has the cock to match, Mark thought bitterly, for he had seen the personnel files, with pictures, of all the trainers.
Abigail went to take off her top, but her nerves got the better of her: she reached first for the hem and pulled that up, exposing her sweet belly and little bit of her white cotton bra, but then she realized she hadn’t crossed her arms, as one has to in order to take off a shirt that way, and she dropped the hem and pulled at the neck, until the shirt climbed all the way up, revealing the bra completely now. She gave a little sob of frustration at her clumsiness, and finally pulled the shirt off and dropped it to the floor. Abigail stood there in her shorts and her bra, looking adorable and helpless, but, again, Mark saw the arousal flit across her face as she looked at Ian.
She wants him, Mark realized. She wants him because she doesn’t have to tell him, or anyone, that she wants him, and he’s going to do with her whatever he likes. It had begun: the satisfaction that he had been right about how to help Abigail nearly made up for the ache that he wasn’t the one in the room with her.
“The shorts now, girl,” Ian said.
Mark’s breathing began to feel harsh to him, as he watched Abigail’s hands go automatically and obediently, now that she had received a specific command, to the button on the waistband of the adorable plaid shorts. Curse and bless the production crew: they zoomed the camera in on her fingers fumbling slightly there, but then undoing the button, unzipping the shorts, and awkwardly pulling them down to reveal Abigail’s modest white cotton panties. Abigail stood, and the camera gave an exquisite view of a little wet spot at the gusset of the panties, then panned down to show her shorts still around her bare feet. Mark had removed Abigail’s shoes and socks himself, when the driver and two orderlies had brought her in on a stretcher from the limo, and put them carefully away.
They cut to a medium shot of Ian looking down at Abigail with a satisfied smile on his face, and Abigail looking up at him, her eyes still wide. Slowly and deliberately, Ian put his hand to the back of her head and seized her black wavy hair, twining his fingers in it. Ian pulled her head back just a little, but with utter dominance. The camera cut back to Abigail’s panties: the wet spot was growing.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Abigail’s body responded. How could it not? she thought, with a mixture of helplessness, bitterness, and, yes, a tiny spark of hope.
Abigail was wet. The thing that meant that boys would call Abigail ‘easy.’ Hadn’t her mother told her that over and over, after Abigail had turned eighteen?
“Abigail, sometimes your body will play tricks on you. Sometimes you will find that your private part gets a little warm, and even a little wet. It may give you strange thoughts, too. You mustn’t give in to those thoughts—you must push them back, and stop thinking about those things. If you don’t give in, the thoughts will go away, and the warm feeling will too.”
“But why mustn’t I think about them?”
“Because if you let yourself think about those things, you’ll do them, and you’ll get a reputation—boys will say that you’re ‘easy.’ I know you don’t understand, but you will someday soon.” Prudence Podret said ‘reputation’ as if it were a fatal disease.
Hadn’t her father whipped her when Jon Southey had touched her there?
Abigail had been able to live with herself because she only let herself get wet when she touched herself and thought about being spanked and whipped. Being whipped was a punishment that would make her a better girl, one less likely to give into the fantasies, so surely if she touched herself and thought about being punished by a nice man like Mr. LeMarchand, that would make the thoughts better? And they always went away after she had touched herself until the lovely thing happened. So, after her father whipped her, yes, she had gone to the summerhouse to touch herself and think about Mr. LeMarchand. And then… what had happened? She hadn’t been drinking, had she? She just couldn’t seem to remember what had happened after she had taken that most arousing of positions, bending over the couch in the summerhouse.
“Step out of your shorts and kick them away, Abigail,” said Master Ian. She felt her lips part, as if to respond, but she had no words. Her body trembled terribly, in fear and in a kind of arousal she had never felt before—the kind she had dreamt of, always. Her fists clenched, she felt her pussy seem to spasm in sympathy, and she gave a little whimper.
Master Ian’s face loomed above hers, looking down at her not angrily but sternly and with an authority that said he was quite willing to spank her again, even harder, unless she did exactly what he said. Feeling like she might fall down at any moment, she managed to pull her right foot, and then her left foot, out of the shorts. With the left one, she kicked the shorts away.
“Pull down your panties,” he said. “Just to your knees, for now.”
“Oh, God…” Abigail moaned. Abigail Podret was never, ever to pull her panties down in the presence of a man, unless she were going to be punished, or she was married. Even in her fantasies, when the men who were going to beat her took her panties down, they told her they didn’t want to see her private part. She knew somehow that they did—that they wanted to see her pussy, and play with her pussy—but they always said they didn’t, and that she must not show it to them.
“Hush, girl.” Master Ian’s voice seemed to flow over her with calm, inescapable power. “I know how difficult this is for you, so I’m going to be patient for a little while. I’ll tell you what will happen if you don’t pull your panties down for me. First, though, I want to be sure you’re listening. Are you listening?”
“Yes,” Abigail breathed. Instantly, Ian jerked her head back and leaned his face forward toward hers. He didn’t even need to tell her what she had done wrong: it sat in his eyes. “Yes, master!” she cried.
“Better,” Master Ian said. “Alright, Abigail. If you don’t pull your panties down for me, and show me your little pussy, I’m going to tie you over the back of the chair waiting just behind you, with your ankles and knees spread so wide that I can see everything I want to see down there, and then I’m going to rip your underwear off you and give you the spanking of your life. Then I’m going to get my cane, and you’re going to learn what real discipline feels like.”
“P-please… please, master… d-don’t…” The wicked thoughts in Abigail’s head were threatening to burst their dam. The cane… she would get the cane, and only bad girls got the cane. In the turmoil of her feelings, unable to tell the warmth between her legs from the fear of being caned, knowing that in one direction lay the punishment that would say Abigail was a bad girl, and would hurt so terribly, and in the other lay something she must not ever do, but she wanted to do—wanted in that wrong way—she let out a little whine. Her hands unclenched, and she moved them to the waistband of her panties, closing her eyes and feeling her face screw up in shame as she lowered the little garment.
Master Ian held her head gently, and let her bend down to tug the cotton down to her knees, and then he pulled her upright again.
“I’m going to let your head go, Abigail,” he said softly, “and you’re going to walk, just the way you are, with your panties around your knees, to the chair, and lay yourself down over the back of it.”
“But… master… but…”
“I’m not going to punish you there, Abigail,” Master Ian said. “You’ve earned a little reward.”
The word ‘reward’ made Abigail whimper at the sudden spasm it caused between her legs. How could she fight this? How could she fight him? Didn’t she just have to give in?
“Will you obey me, Abigail?”
“Yes, master,” she breathed, opening her eyes, and he let go of her hair. She looked into his fantastically handsome, chiseled face, with the blond stubble that seemed to make him look even more dominant, and she felt herself melting. Was she easy, truly?
Yes, a tiny voice said. Yes, and Abigail likes being easy, especially if it means a wealthy, powerful man is going to take her, and have her. How could she doubt that part of the story? Only that kind of wealth and power could bring this about, surely?
No! screamed a much louder, more familiar voice—the voice that had told her how to make it through life with her parents, through high school, into college. Abigail Podret will never be easy. Abigail Podret doesn’t have a reputation, and she never will. And she won’t be a concubine, known to the world as a man’s bed-servant, no matter how powerful that man is.
And her reason, trying to balance the voices, said to the second, the ‘No’ voice, Defying Master Ian gets you nothing. Go along, and wait for the chance to escape.
Abigail turned and shuffled toward the chair, which was upholstered in imitation leather.
“Spread your legs before you bend over, please,” Master Ian said, behind her.
Abigail felt the heat come to her face, but she did as she was told and moved her feet apart, so that her panties became taut with the parting of her knees.
“Over you go, now,” said Master Ian, with a little chuckle in his voice.
Abigail found that she was making a little whining noise in her throat, but that was the only sign of resistance she gave. She bent over the back of the chair, putting her hands on the seat, until Master Ian said, “That’s it. Bottom up and out, now, Abigail. Show me what a good girl you are.”
She obeyed. It appeared she had found obedience, though it wasn’t clear to her how, or why, she had found it. But, oh, God, did it feel dirty, and oh, Lord, did it feel good, in that terrible, shameful way, to push her bottom out for a big, handsome man who wanted to see her pussy.
Then Ian’s hand was there, cupping her whole bottom—her whole, offered bottom. “Good girl,” he said softly. “I’m going to give you your reward now, good girl. This is going to be hard for you, but I’m not going to stop until you show me that you can accept it.” The cupping hand moved down very, very slowly, rubbing as it went; rubbing her private part, so that she moaned with wanton, forbidden, immodest pleasure.
No one had ever touched her that way. Only she… only she herself, and only to make the fantasies stop for a while. Abigail’s mind rebelled against her body; she couldn’t—he would have to cane her, break her. But, oh, God, the cane… her heart quailed.
Abigail tried to stand up. Master Ian pushed her back down over the chair, effortlessly. Abigail flung her hands back behind her to try to push Master Ian’s away. Master Ian grabbed her wrists and held them atop her back.
“You just earned the cane, Abigail,” Master Ian said, with a hint of regret in his voice. “And you can think of this reward as a punishment, now. You are going to come with your master’s hands on your sweet young cunt, whether you like it or not.”
“No!” Abigail wailed. “Oh, please, master… please just cane me…”
“Oh, I will. I promise. But you were such a good girl until a few moments ago, and then you decided you didn’t want to have your reward. So now I can’t let you get away with that, or you’ll get the wrong idea about what kind of master I am.”
Now Master Ian’s fingers deserted her, and came back in a spank, right on her pussy. Abigail screamed. He spanked her there again. The pain was intense, but the pleasure that coursed through her, along with the pain, at the idea that her master had spanked her right on her pussy, made her so warm and wet that really it was her arousal that made her scream. Master Ian spanked her again, and then the fingers came back, working more skillfully than Abigail had ever imagined fingers could work—more skillfully than Abigail thought even her own fingers could.
She sobbed in shame and pleasure, as Master Ian held her down and forced the pleasure upon her, and then, so quickly that even the speed with which he could command her orgasm seemed to shame her, he had driven her over the edge, and Abigail screamed out her climax. She closed her eyes and felt how her tears had pooled under her cheek on the imitation leather of the chair’s cushion.
“There you are,” said Master Ian. “Now maybe you’ll be a good girl again for me, and take your caning. Or do I have to tie you down?”
“No, master,” Abigail said bitterly. What was the point of trying to resist, now that she could agree with him that she deserved caning for the way she had shown her immodesty by coming under his probing, caressing fingers?
“Very well. Stay there. You must never move from a position your master puts you in without permission. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail replied, with a defiance in her tone that she tried to keep out simply because she knew she would be punished, but which came through anyway.
Master Ian rewarded her with a sharp spank on her bare backside. Abigail yelped, and Master Ian said, “Let’s try that again.” He spanked her again, harder, before she even could respond.
“Ow! Yes… Yes, master.” Abigail could hear acquiescence in her voice, and she realized that indeed she felt much more acquiescent. The spanking had done that, somehow. When Master Ian spanked her, or dominated her physically some other way, her body responded to him, and somehow tricked her mind. That was why she had almost let him touch her without resisting. Even when he merely threatened her with punishment, it seemed to happen.
Then, when he began to use that acquiescence to… to take advantage of her, to… avail himself of her—of her charms, above all her private part… that was when the defiance returned, and Abigail rebelled, and Master Ian once again enforced his will with the punishment.



Chapter Eight
 
 
As Ian went to get the cane from the closet, he had a very uncharacteristic urge to go completely off script and deflower Abigail himself. They would fire him from the best job a dominant could ever imagine having, but for a fleeting moment it seemed to him that it would be worth it, so bewitching a girl did he have here in his power.
Really, it shouldn’t have been thus that he persuaded himself to stick with the program laid out for him by Anne-Marie, but Ian managed to stop himself only by thinking about how he would get to fuck her after her owner had taken her maidenhead. And he would get to fuck her as much as he wanted, for training purposes. And she would still be just as tight as she had been.
But Hans Goterborg would get to hear her cry out under a cock for the first time, and the cock would be his. Ian tried to be dispassionate about it, but even having worked with Abigail for only an hour so far, he knew Goterborg would have a very special night, and Ian would only be making it more special for him. The psychological training he’d received from Brian Carter over the last few months told him that he was experiencing what Brian called ‘alpha-rage’—the dominant’s tendency to want to be the man to fuck every woman, spank every woman, have every woman, when it appeared that said woman belonged to another dominant. Knowing what it was helped a little, maybe, but as intelligent and experienced as Ian was, he still had difficulty persuading himself that in the end Ian MacLeish was a much luckier man than Hans Goterborg: Goterborg had to pay millions of dollars for one girl. If the Institute worked, as it seemed so very likely it would, Ian would get paid very, very well to train hundreds, and the Goterborgs of the world wouldn’t take possession until Ian had enjoyed them so thoroughly he could definitely bear to let them go and start training their successors.
The cane he got was not a truly serious punishment cane, but neither was it a ‘nursery’ cane. Abigail needed marks to look at in the mirror, and it would please Ian greatly to provide them. Well-soaked and a half-inch thick, it was Ian’s favorite sort, since chastisement could be inflicted quickly and painfully, but also without danger of rendering the girl out of bounds for later spanking for too long a period.
Ian MacLeish had learned his craft in New York City, where his face, his body, and above all his enormous cock had opened the door to the same elevated world of wealthy players Anne-Marie moved through like a swan. When Anne-Marie told him, after he had dominated her for an hour in her playroom, that she would like to hire him for “a job you would have to be mad to refuse, at a salary that would mean you could retire, if you invest wisely, at forty,” he had wondered if she were making fun of him, and he had threatened to take the tawse to her.
Anne-Marie giggled and said, “Please do, Master Ian, but I am not making fun.”
Ian had withheld the tawse, making Anne-Marie pout, and then spanked her over his knee for pouting. After her corner time, Anne Marie said, “Really, you are simply perfect, Ian. I cannot tell you what the job is until you come for an interview, but I urge you to do so.”
Two months of crash courses in BDSM psychology had succeeded the grueling three-hour interview, but the whole thing was so very worth the time and effort. Not only did he now have a job so good that ‘dream job’ barely described it, but all his dominant instincts now stood on a theoretical foundation—not only did he know what to do to break Abigail, but he knew why.
That fundamental idea—the one that lay behind the Institute—of being able to break a sub who couldn’t live her submissive fantasies without his help held such power for Ian that he had put himself in Anne-Marie’s, and then Brian’s, hands without a second thought. His dominant libido had made him sure, to that point in his life, to the point even of arrogance, that he knew what to do with a sub. But Ian had enough intelligence to recognize that Brian and his boss Jean, whom Ian had met only once, knew much more about dominance than Ian did. They had retaught Ian how to hold a cane, and how to swing it. And later, with the help of the first five volunteers from the concubine program, they had retaught him how to fuck. That part had frustrated him, but he couldn’t deny that the results made him feel five times more himself than he had ever felt.
Cane in hand, Ian turned back toward where Abigail lay over the back of the chair, her modest, schoolgirlish bra still on, and her white panties stretched tight around her spread knees. Her pussy glistened even in and among the soft pubic curls that would soon be Ian’s responsibility to remove. That was going to be fun.
He walked slowly over to stand next to her bottom. He brought the cane down through the air, to the side, to let her hear the sound, and Abigail flinched violently. Then he brought it down gently against her bottom cheeks. She whimpered.
“Six strokes, Abigail,” Ian said softly. “Count each one, please, after you receive it.” He brought the cane up, and then down, hard, loving the sound of it through the air, and the absolutely unique smack of it against a shapely feminine bottom.
“Ah!” Abigail cried. “Oh, my God…”
Ian struck her again, watching with satisfaction as the line from his first blow begin to form. “They don’t count, Abigail, unless you count them.”
“Oh, God… one… one…”
“One, what?” Ian brought the cane down again.
“One, master! Oh, God… please… I never…”
“You never thought it would hurt this much, did you, Abigail?”
“No… oh!”
Ian had caned her again.
“Two… master…” Abigail sobbed. “Oh, please… I can’t…”
Ian gave her another. Her bottom surged delightfully as she clenched her bottom-cheeks, trying to assuage the pain.
“Three, master,” she cried.
He struck again, and her hands flew back. He caned her right palm and said, “That doesn’t count, girl. Get those hands back where they belong.”
Ian slowed the pace, knowing that Abigail would benefit from the time to reflect.
“Oh… oh… oh, God… Four, master,” she whimpered.
“Yes. We’ll count that as four,” Ian said. He brought the cane gently against her backside. “Why haven’t you tried to run away, Abigail?” he asked. He knew exactly how she would reply: the question was for her benefit, not his.
“B-because… because if I t-tried to run away… you would j-just bring me back and cane me… h-harder… master.” She nearly forgot to add ‘master,’ and Ian tapped the cane against her bottom, where the stripes were coming in nicely, in their double lines of red.
“Exactly, girl,” Ian said. Brian had given him the question, and had told him that he must not press it. The true answer was, of course, that Abigail had not tried to run away because her body knew she needed the cane, much better than her mind did. The shadowy realm that lay between mind and body would come into focus little by little, though, and to ask Abigail to think about it on her own would begin that work.
“Prepare yourself, Abigail,” he said. “These last two will teach you a stern lesson.”
“Oh, no…”
“Yes, girl. After I leave you, you will look in the mirror at your first cane marks, and you will understand how important it is to your new owner that you learn to obey him, and those whom, like me, he has put in charge of your training.”
Without further warning, he gave her the fifth stroke.
She screamed as the pain built, and gasped, “Five, master!”
He tapped her bottom with the cane again. “Your owner is a stern man, Abigail, but a fair one. You can expect to be punished when you disobey, and you must understand that at times he will beat you merely because that is what you are for, but we would not have consented to sell you to him unless we were sure he would always treat you fairly, and would never harm you permanently. In return, though, you must be ready to do as he tells you. That is the purpose of my time with you. Do you think you are learning to be a good girl?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail said.
“Do you feel that you want to please the man who owns you?”
“Oh, God…” she whispered.
Ian drew the cane up and back, and then brought it down fast and hard. Abigail screamed in agony, breathed hard, and finally said, in a sob, “Six, master.”
“You will learn to want that, Abigail,” Ian said. “My cane will teach you, as will… the other things I have for you.”
He saw her shudder at the words ‘other things.’ He knew she desperately wanted to know what the other things were. Ian waited, watching her lovely young bottom move its little cheeks, still trying to make the pain less.
Finally, “Master… what other things?” she asked.
Ian shifted the cane to his left hand and gave her a hard spank with his right. Abigail gave a gasping cry. “Do not speak out of turn, girl,” he said. “Do you think that if I wanted you to know about the other things, I would have failed to tell you what they are?”
“No, master,” Abigail said miserably.
“Abigail,” Ian said softly, then, “is your pussy wet?”
There was a long pause, and then she said, even more wretchedly, “No, master.”
“Get up,” Ian said sternly, “and take off your bra and panties. I’m going to inspect you. If you lied to me, you’ll be punished yet again.”
“Oh, no… oh, no… please… I… yes, alright! Yes… it’s… I’m, um, wet, whatever—aroused! Yes! Alright?” She paused, and Ian saw her face scrunched up against the cushion of the chair. Abigail was so lovely that it distracted him a little, to have her there in his favorite submissive posture. Alpha-rage again.
Then she added, “Master.”
But Abigail added that word in a different, less acquiescent voice. She took a deep breath and stood up, both obediently and, in the way she stood there not taking off her underwear, defiantly. Her eyes displayed resistance and desperation. Ian had reached the heart of the matter—the culmination of this first session: he had begun to turn her decisively against herself.
Abigail took another deep breath, closed her eyes for a moment, and then looked straight into Ian’s. Charming, he thought, once again envying Goterborg. Then he thought, But the best part falls to me.
“Look,” she said. “Look. I… you seem… I mean, you’re obviously really… oh, God, I don’t know… knowledgeable when it comes to… to … to me.”
“I am, Abigail. I know everything about you. Above all, I know everything about what makes you wet.”
At those words, Abigail let out a wordless cry of grief and frustration. By telling her he knew what made her wet, he had made her wetter, clearly.
“But… but it doesn’t mean…” She closed her eyes, clenched her fists into tiny impotent balls, and cried out again. “Godammit! What am I supposed to say?”
“You’re not supposed to say anything, Abigail. You’re supposed to obey me, and, eventually, your owner.”
She had opened her eyes, but now she closed them again when she heard the word ‘owner,’ and the tormented arousal seemed to travel through her body like a lightning bolt. Ian almost felt sorry for her, but he knew that the training was quite possibly the only way to help her live the way she needed to live to be truly happy.
“Take off your underwear, right now, Abigail, or I’m going to spank you,” Ian said. “Think about how that will feel on top of my cane marks. Do as I say, girl.”
Abigail stood there, eyes still closed, taking shallow breaths. Then she opened her eyes and looked down at the floor. Without another word, she bent to pull her panties the rest of the way off, and kicked them away. Then she put her hands behind her, unhooked her bra, and shrugged it off. She threw it in the same direction. Abigail Podret stood naked before him, looking so fuckable that Ian had to suppress a little cry of arousal of his own at the sight of her perfect little breasts, with their tiny brown nipples, erect at what he made her undergo, and the sparse nineteen-year-old curls that didn’t quite conceal the tender cleft of her sweet cunt.
“Good girl,” Ian said, as he went to put the cane back in the closet. “It appears we don’t need the inspection, so we can proceed to the next part of your training. I am going to leave now, and you are going to go to this closet, find the white nightgown there, and put it on. You will put away your clothes in your dresser.”
Ian closed the closet door and turned back toward Abigail. He said, “Your owner, who has been watching our little session here, will come in after you do that. Because your virginity is so valuable to your owner, your defloration will be an important part of your breaking, and it will take place today, in a few minutes. Once he has claimed your maidenhead, we can begin to train you in earnest. I will be watching, of course, and if you fail to do as you are commanded, Abigail, I will return and enforce your owner’s will with my cane. Your owner has been given a thorough medical examination, and you were given birth control shots while you were asleep, so you need not worry on any such score. Do you understand?”



Chapter Nine
 
 
Yes, of course she understood, but that didn’t mean she could do anything but cry. “No,” she said, sobbing. “It’s just too… it’s monstrous… surely you can see that! Please… please, master… a man I’ve never met… you can’t—you can’t do this!”
“Think of yourself as a bride from the Middle Ages, Abigail. I happen to know you think about that kind of thing all the time.”
“Oh, my God, how can you know that?”
“You don’t need to know the answer to that question, Abigail. You need to obey the man who will be here very soon to take your virginity. He has paid handsomely for the privilege, and it’s my job to make sure he gets what he paid for. If I see you resist him, I’ll make sure your backside pays a heavy price for it.”
Abigail saw something in Master Ian’s eyes, then, that gave her pause. She saw hunger first, and realizing that hunger was there in him, for her, sent the blood rushing to her face, but it also seemed to increase the wetness between her thighs: she had the sudden impulse to throw herself at him and beg him to deflower her himself. She must be going crazy.
At the same time, she also saw in his eyes a restraint that seemed to have almost the opposite effect on her, and convinced her even more surely that something inside her had taken a wrong course, or had come unglued, somehow. She could see that Master Ian wanted her, but that he knew he had to allow another man—a wealthier, more powerful man—to deflower her. The feeling turned her desire for Master Ian into a desire for something else, which she knew she couldn’t say was her owner, whose name Abigail didn’t even know.
Abigail wanted to put on the white nightgown, lie on the bed, and be deflowered by the wealthy man who had purchased her. She wanted to be the girl whom the lord had chosen for a night’s pleasure, who would capture his fancy. The lord would be unable to part with her, so much did he enjoy his nights of pleasure, and he would raise her up and make her his lady.
Janet’s father. Mr. LeMarchand. The lord would be like him: tall, with piercing brown eyes and high cheekbones and a strong chin. His eyes would smolder when they looked at Abigail, and he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from ordering her into bed, with her face in the pillows, so that he could have her hard, from behind.
Her blush grew even more intense as the fantasy went through her mind while she stood there naked in front of Master Ian. He put out his hand and cupped her chin gently in his fingers. He smiled. “I’ll see you again soon, Abigail. And then we’ll really start to have fun together.”
Abigail heard a dominant, threatening note in his voice, and it made her shiver and, suddenly, though she seemed almost to have forgotten about the more conventional parts of modesty, to feel the need to put her right hand down to hide her private part and her left arm up to shield her breasts so that Master Ian wouldn’t see her nipples.
He chuckled. “Lovely,” he said. “Your owner is a lucky man.” He turned then, walked to the door that led to the outside, and opened it, revealing a nondescript hallway, like a hotel corridor. Master Ian turned back to Abigail and said, pointing, “That door goes to the bathroom, of course. You’ll probably want to use it before your owner arrives, and he would also like you to shower before you put on your nightgown. You may take your time, within reason, getting into the nightgown. If I see you not wearing it in an hour’s time, though, I’ll be back to cane you again. Also, you’re going to want to play with yourself in the shower. Don’t.” He stepped through the door and closed it behind him. Abigail heard something that must be a bolt turning on the other side of the door. She decided instantly that she wouldn’t give them, whoever they were, the satisfaction of watching her trying and failing to open the door.
She went to the bathroom to think, but seeing herself naked in the mirror (how mundane, to be naked in a bathroom! But here it meant something else, something dirty) seemed to make it even more difficult to get hold of her thoughts and her imaginings. There were red lines on her bottom, made by Master Ian’s cane. Her owner would see those red welts, and he would touch them. The thought made her close her eyes, as a shudder went through her body. The pain from them had dulled, so that from moment to moment she was no longer aware, as she had been a few minutes before, that she had been caned, but the sight of the cane marks had a power over her that she could hardly get her mind around.
After she had finished peeing in the standard luxury hotel bathroom, with its shower stall and an enormous Jacuzzi tub, and filled and drunk a glass of water, she decided she might as well shower, since she wouldn’t have to look in the mirror in there, and she always seemed to think better in the shower.
But having the wonderful hot water running all over her, claiming her, stinging a little, but not really unpleasantly, on the welts of the cane, didn’t seem to improve matters. Washing her hair only made her think of what would happen when she put on the white nightgown—how he, whoever he was, would come and claim her more thoroughly than Abigail had ever been claimed. Abigail Podret was going to be deflowered, very soon, by a man she had never seen. The thought seemed to dominate her mind as thoroughly as Master Ian had dominated her body when he had begun her training a little more than an hour before.
Or was the shower actually having its clarifying effect, truly? Didn’t Abigail want precisely what was about to happen to her, in that bed, wearing that white nightgown? She realized that she needed to wash between her legs, that she had been avoiding doing that, the thing she usually did as soon as she got into the shower to get it out of the way, as her mother had told her to do long ago. When she shyly put her soapy hand down there, she gasped. The sting of the cane welts seemed to burst forward through her loins and make her sex glow like a burning ember. She couldn’t stop herself, she was touching herself now, the way Master Ian had touched her. It wouldn’t take long.
Suddenly she heard something, and her eyes flew open. Master Ian was standing there outside the shower stall, to which he had opened the door, with a stern, but also rather amused, look in his eye. Abigail screamed; her hands left her pussy and her breasts, where they had been naughtily toying, but then returned to the very same places to try to shield them, absurdly, from Master Ian’s eyes.
“Turn off the water and come out here for a spanking, Abigail,” he said. “I told you not to masturbate, and just look at you.”
“I… I d-didn’t!” Abigail protested weakly.
“Don’t make it worse by lying. I saw you.”
“I… p-please… I won’t do it again!”
Ian walked into the stall and reached past Abigail to turn off the water, apparently not caring that he got quite wet himself in the spray. Then, to Abigail’s horror, as she stood paralyzed with fright, he put his left arm around her naked waist and hauled her over his left knee, clad in now-soaking jeans. As Abigail looked at the tiled floor, with the last of the water running down into the drain, Master Ian began to spank her, very hard, on her wet, naked bottom, where the cane marks made the pain so bad that Abigail sobbed from the very beginning.
“Playing… with… yourself…” he began, emphasizing each word with a spank, “is something that isn’t tolerated here, Abigail. Do you think… you can… grasp… that… simple lesson?”
“Yes, master! Yes! Ow! Oh, God…”
“Very well,” he said, ceasing to spank her, but continuing to hold her firmly over his knee. He put his right hand back on her bottom gently, and said, “I don’t mind spanking you as many times as you need it, Abigail. I hope you realize that.”
“Yes, master,” she sobbed. Master Ian stood her up again.
“You may finish your shower now,” he said. “There’s lotion by the sink; I suggest you use it on your backside, after you’re done in here.” He turned and left, closing the stall door behind him.
Was the intention not to let her think, not to let her consider at all what was happening to her? If so, they were doing a very good job.
After she had finished her shower, she stood in front of the sink in the bathroom, looking at the moisturizing lotion that sat there, desperate to put some on her bottom, which now stung like fire. But she knew with absolute certainty that to put the lotion on would arouse her so much that the apparent destruction of her reason would only grow much worse.
Abigail reached out and pumped a few squirts of the lotion into her right hand. She closed her eyes so she wouldn’t see the naked virgin trying to soothe her sore bottom, so recently spanked because the virgin had touched herself between her legs. She put the hand with the lotion behind her, and gasped at the initial sting, and then the soothing coolness.
“Oh, God,” she whispered, over and over, as she rubbed the lotion gently into the welts Master Ian had made.
Could she put on the nightgown? Abigail was intelligent enough to recognize on some cognitive level that the nightgown was a kind of challenge to her. To put on the white nightgown (could she even go to the closet, open the door, and look at it, to see what kind of nightgown her owner had decided she must wear for her defloration?) would demonstrate her submission.
She didn’t think about it. When she had thoroughly moisturized her backside, she went to get her bra and her panties, and her shorts and her top.
They weren’t there. They weren’t in the dresser. The dresser drawers were completely empty.
“Oh, no…” Abigail said. She turned, trying to see the cameras she knew must be in the walls. “No, please. Please… you can’t. You just can’t. You mustn’t.”
For a long moment she stood in the center of the room, on the carpet on which she had knelt for Master Ian. Then, naked, she sat on the bed, and waited to see what would happen. Her mother’s talk of easiness had always seemed faintly absurd, but Abigail realized now that some part of it had penetrated deep into her psyche, for as she sat there, thinking “I will not put on the nightgown. I will not even open the closet door,” she understood that she was also saying to herself, “Abigail Podret is not easy. Abigail Podret does not want to submit to a man. The things Abigail Podret fantasizes about belong to her, and she will never tell anyone about them. Abigail Podret does not belong to a man, no matter how wealthy that man might be.”
After a while, Abigail heard the bolt being turned, and her heart quailed. Would it be…? At that moment, she desperately wanted to run to the closet and put on the nightgown, but she felt nailed to her place on the bed by fear. Master Ian opened the door. He stepped inside, closed the door behind him, and walked straight to the closet, where he opened the door and took out the cane.
“No… please…” Abigail said.
“Get over the chair, Abigail,” Master Ian said.
“I can’t bear it, master… please… give me more time…” She clasped her hands in front of her face, in entreaty.
“More time would serve no purpose, Abigail. You are going to wear the nightgown your owner picked out, and you are going to lose your maidenhead in a very few minutes. The only question is whether you need to be caned before those things happen.”
Abigail looked into his stern, handsome face, and saw terrible resolution.
“Please…” she said, but as soon as she opened her mouth to say it, Master Ian reached out and took her by the hair again, and began to pull her toward the chair.
“No… oh, no…” Abigail wailed, thinking about the pain she had already had from the cane. “I’ll… I’ll do it… I’ll put it on… oh, God…”
Master Ian let go of her hair.
“Yes, you will,” he said. He returned the cane to the closet, and once again closed the closet door. As swiftly as he had come, he left, closing and locking the door behind him.
Abigail rose from the bed, went to the closet, and opened it. On hooks at the side hung the cane, a short strap, and a wooden paddle. All alone, on a hanger, though, hung a lovely white cotton nightgown with a nearly translucent weave and lace at the collar, the cuffs, and the hem. Trembling, Abigail put out her hands and slipped it off the hanger. She rolled it so that she could put it over her head, and then at last, she donned the garment her owner had appointed for her.
It felt odd to be clothed after having had her clothes so emphatically taken from her, and odder to be clothed in something so diaphanous and… well, grown up. Was this how a bride of the Middle Ages felt?
Should she go to the bed? Should she stand on the carpet? Kneel on the carpet?
The question, however, quickly decided itself, for again the bolt turned, and the door opened, and a large man stood there. He entered and, still facing her and looking at her, he put his hand behind him to close the door.
The man who entered her room, clad in a deep red silk dressing gown belted at the waist, was perhaps thirty-five years old. His blond hair, fairer even than Master Ian’s, fell loose to his shoulders, with the hint of a wave at the end of it. His face was square, and a little ruddy. Not conventionally handsome, perhaps, but nevertheless somehow recalling the Vikings, and full of the kind of absolute authority that Abigail could imagine Erik the Red wielding aboard his longship. His piercing, ice-blue eyes took her in as if she were a maiden seized from a medieval coastal village, to be brought back aboard that longship for the pleasure of the men upon the rowing benches. Nor did Abigail’s owner stand as tall as Master Ian, but, as dominantly as Master Ian carried himself, this man carried himself with even more authority—and alongside that authority, with a grace that seemed to tell of such exquisite breeding that Abigail, to her shock, felt herself go weak in the knees.
“Come here, Abigail,” he said in a rich baritone, accented, just as Abigail had somehow known it would be, with a Scandinavian lilt. “Kneel in front of me, please.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
Hans Goterborg watched his concubine come toward him. Three million dollars was a great deal of money, to be sure, but watching this lovely girl cross the room toward him, and knowing that she belonged to him, that she had already been spanked and caned for the sole purpose of ensuring that she would be obedient to him when he deflowered her, used her, enjoyed her, just as he pleased here and now in this room, made the price seem negligible. All the fantasies he’d had, pondering what might best satisfy his dominant nature, watching other men with the women who had come into their power in one way or another, even reading old histories and myths with their tales of conquerors and the maidens they took, coalesced around Abigail Podret as he saw the light shine through the little nightgown, revealing her charms quite as much as it covered them.
She knelt and looked up at him. “Thank you,” Hans said. “I know how difficult this is for you, little one, and I want you to understand that I will be kind to you, as long as you obey me, and give me my way. Here in this room, and then when you come home with me after your training, the people who sold you to me will be monitoring how I treat you. You may not believe it, but they have your best interests at heart. Although what I will do with you perhaps would strike some as wicked, it will be done to both our benefits.”
He paused, looking down at her lovely heart-shaped face, with the black wavy hair flowing behind her and down just past the nape of her neck. In her eyes he saw all her questions, but he saw that she had already internalized the rule about not speaking out of turn.
“I am going to go sit in the chair, Abigail, and you are going to come and sit on the floor in front of me. Then I would like to let you ask any questions you may have, though there will I am sure be many that I refuse to answer. Then we will go to bed, and your service to me will truly begin. You will not rise to your feet, but rather crawl to the chair.”
Without looking to see whether Abigail were obeying him, Hans walked to the chair and pulled it back from the coffee table so that Abigail would have room to sit in front of him. He sat and turned his head to see that Abigail was crawling toward him as specified, looking adorably submissive.
He beckoned to her. “Kneel here between my knees,” he said, “and then sit back on your heels, please.” He spread his knees, being sure that the dressing gown continued to cover him. He wished the moment when he uncovered himself to be special.
When she had settled herself back on her heels and curled up a little, Hans said, “Give me your hands, little one.” She extended them and he took her little white fingers inside his big pink ones.
“Alright,” he said, “what would you like to ask me?”
“What’s your name… master?” she asked.
“My name, as far as you are concerned, girl, is master.” Her eyes widened. “You will eventually discover the name I use with my friends and family, of course, but to you I will always be master. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master.” She swallowed, and seemed to consider.
“Will you… will you ever… beat me, for… um, no reason?”
“No, Abigail, but I will sometimes beat you because I like to beat you. You can expect that I will do that at least once before I leave you for the rest of your training, tomorrow.”
“But… but… why do you like to beat me?” The question had an edge of panic in it, but it seemed to Hans that it was a panic not born of fear of him, or of fear of the beating, but of fear of her own feelings.
“I suppose it is because it arouses me. I imagine it arouses me because it makes me feel that you belong to me.” A whim seized him, and it dawned on him that he could satisfy the whim instantly. “In fact, Abigail, please turn around, go to the coffee table, and bend yourself down over it. Then lift your nightgown to show me your lovely bottom.”
“Oh!” Abigail said. “B-but… I have more questions.”
“You will be able to ask them later. Obey me now, or I will spank you sooner rather than later.”
Abigail’s head started to move in a negative shaking, but very, very slowly. Her eyes seemed to grow even wider, and finally she turned and crawled the very short distance to the table. Her body trembled, but she bent, as he had told her to bend, and put her cheek against the wood of the coffee table. She stayed there a long moment, until Hans said, “Now the nightgown, Abigail. I shall not ask you again.”
Her hands shook, but she put them back, grasped the lace hem of the thin white nightgown, and lifted it, until her shapely young bottom lay entirely revealed to Hans, bearing the stripes of the caning he had watched Ian give her, hardly able to contain his own excitement enough to keep from coming as he pumped his cock shamelessly, knowing that Abigail’s bottom belonged to him, Hans Goterborg.
“Lovely,” Hans said. “I’m going to put my hand there now, Abigail. Prepare yourself: your master is about to touch you for the first time. This is a special moment for you.”
Then he put his hand there, because he wanted to. He held the nineteen-year-old bottom cupped in his big palm, and he fondled it, because it belonged to him and he liked to hold it. Abigail gasped, and the idea that the girl didn’t want his hand on her bottom, didn’t want to be his concubine, made Hans, in that instant, harder than he thought he had ever before been in his life.
What had Anne-Marie said? “Abigail will be like no girl you have ever dominated before, Hans. At the instant you take her, you will know—she will show you—that her fundamental self wants you to master her. But you will also have the extraordinary pleasure of knowing that another part of her—the part that needs gradual wearing away by our training and then by your dominance—does not want to submit to you, and you will have to command her by force and by chastisement, to win from her the pleasure you deserve as her owner. You must not shirk that responsibility, and I am sure you will not, for it is not in your nature.”
He spanked her, and she cried out. “Now I am spanking you because I like to spank you, Abigail.” He spanked her again—not hard, because clearly the punishment the girl had already received had left her bottom in a fairly painful state, but Hans would by no means forego this pleasure, though Abigail should cry as if her heart would break.
He spanked again, she wailed, but in that wail he heard unmistakable arousal, and he said, “Girl, are you wet?”
Abigail didn’t answer. Hans spanked her harder, and she screamed.
“Answer me, girl. Are you wet?”
“Yes, master,” she sobbed.
“Get on the bed, with your face to the sheet. I am going to teach you what your wetness is for.”
Hans straightened up and looked down at Abigail, stretched over the coffee table, with her white nightgown still held in her fingers over her blazing red bottom with the lovely cane marks he had just made so painful for her. He didn’t think he had ever seen anything so beautiful. Hans stepped to the bed, ripped the coverlet and then the blanket and the top sheet off it, and dropped them to the floor. A naked bed, with only the sheet to receive Abigail’s maiden blood.
Slowly, as if in a dream, Abigail moved. She let go of the nightgown; with a pang, Hans watched the fabric cover his new concubine’s taut cheeks. She used her hands to push herself up, her eyes downcast. She stood and moved slowly past Hans to the bed. Once she had reached it, Abigail hesitated for just a moment. Hans almost spoke, but then Abigail climbed up atop the mattress. He heard her emit a little sob from deep in her throat. She crawled up the bed, and knelt in its center. Then she turned back to him.
“Master?” she said. “Must I?”
“You must, little one. I am going to have you now. It will hurt at first, but you will learn to love it, I know. If you are obedient, I will be gentle.”
“P-please… couldn’t I do something else for you? To… please you?” Abigail took her upper lip in her teeth. Hans could see both her fear and the desire she thought she could never admit to him in her face.
“You will do many other things for me before I leave this room tomorrow, Abigail. But we are going to begin right now, as we should, with the taking of your maidenhead. Get your face down and your backside up, or I’m going to spank you until you do.”
She closed her eyes, and the conflict played over her face as she turned back and began to lower her upper body to the bed. Just as she should, Hans thought.
“Hands by your knees and face right in the covers, Abigail,” he said. “That’s how a dominant man likes to fuck.”
Hans heard his concubine gasp in unmistakable arousal, and he smiled. Anne-Marie had said, “You must never push her arousal. It will be there for you: that is why she is with you and why we allowed you to purchase her.”
“Spread those knees, now.” Abigail obeyed. Hans was learning already how to win her obedience. Anne-Marie had said something about that, too: “The key to your continuing enjoyment of her will be not pushing Abigail to arousal, but rather pressing the limits of her obedience. We will help you determine how best to do that, but if I know you, Hans, you will not need much help. Once you have reached a point where Abigail obeys you, it will be essential to press onward. When you have deflowered her con, you must press on to her mouth. When you have had her mouth, you must press on to her bottom—not to have her there immediately, but to make sure she knows she will open for you there before long.”
“And from there?” Hans had asked.
“From there, the true challenge.” Anne-Marie had smiled. “Contexts. Places. Things to wear and postures in which to remain. Your challenge is almost as great as hers, if you wish to make the most of your purchase.”
And Hans certainly did wish that.
Hans untied the knot at his waist, letting his dressing gown fall open, and climbed onto the bed. He knelt behind Abigail. Savoring the feeling of the fabric in his fingers, he raised her nightgown and gathered it atop her waist. He beheld again, for a long moment and without moving further, the shapeliness of her bottom: the rondure of the little apple cheeks, crisscrossed with the marks of the cane, and the whole of the bottom deliciously pink from the spanking he had just given it. Now he looked for the very first time at his concubine’s sweet little cunt, nestling there under that gorgeous bottom, at the apex of the inverted V of her thighs. The thought that everything he saw belonged to him intoxicated him so thoroughly that he could scarcely believe he was awake.
He put out the tips of the fingers of his right hand and with them just brushed the lips of the soft furrow, feeling the delightful tickle of her sparse young curls there, black as night and yet still revealing as much of her secret cleft as they hid. For a moment he toyed with the idea of allowing her to keep her hair between her legs, or of only having her trainers trim it slightly—but he knew he would be much more satisfied, in the long term, with a completely bare cunt on his adorable girl. Abigail whimpered when she felt his fingers there, claiming her with the gentlest of touches. “You are mine, sweet girl,” Hans said. “Say it, Abigail.”
She gave a little sob. “I am yours, master,” she whispered.
Hans took his hard cock in his right hand. He leaned forward a bit and brought the tip of it up against the furrow of her sex.
“This is my cock, little one.”
Abigail made a wordless sound, at once a moan and a sob. Hearing it, Hans thought he would not be able to restrain himself, would not be able to take his time the way he wanted to take it, to savor every moment of enjoying Abigail for the first time. But the same quality that made Hans a businessman whom competitors feared and employees worshipped, the patience that wore down every obstacle in his path and spoke above all of an unwillingness to get what he wanted in any other fashion but the one that pleased him, served him well now. He felt the heavenly sensation of a virginal cunt just beginning to enclose his raging erection, and instead of pushing in and taking the pleasure he had bought, he merely rubbed the tip of his cock up and down Abigail’s tender young pussy for a long, long while, murmuring “Shh, little girl,” over and over, while his sweet new concubine whimpered and gave little cries, and finally began to sigh at the feeling.
At last, Abigail said softly, “Yes, master,” and Hans pressed with his cock just where he knew it needed to go, until it encountered the resistance that made Abigail say, “Oh!”
Hans remained there for a time, taking in the sight of his manhood lodged inside the pretty cunt, moving just enough so that the pleasure would continue and Abigail would continue to feel the way he claimed her. He looked down at her back, covered by the white nightgown, and wanted to see more of it. He took the cotton in his hand and raised the nightgown all the way to her armpits. The sight of her bare back, with its lovely curve just telling of a woman’s mature beauty, nearly took his breath away, and he spent a few moments simply idly stroking her fair, tender skin. Then he felt he had to stroke the little punished bottom, and he did, trying not to hold her too hard there but thrilling to feel the little ridges of the cane marks that made Abigail whimper.
Then at last he took hold of her hips, and he felt his concubine’s body tense beneath him as Abigail realized that her master would now deflower her. “It is time for me to have my pleasure,” Hans said softly, and began to drive his cock into the tightest pussy he had ever fucked.
The sensation and the experience were already everything he had paid for, he could not help feeling. And that was precisely because Abigail’s cunt was so very tight. It gripped his invading cock with a slick, velvety pleasure that made Hans lightheaded in its perfection. Abigail’s virgin cunt made Hans Goterborg feel like his cock had been made to fuck virgins. It resisted him, but even as the pretty pussy resisted him, it made him even more urgent in his hunger to sheathe himself inside her completely, to own her entirely.
Abigail had already begun to cry out in passionate discomfort, but as Hans gripped her hips hard and continued to thrust inward, he watched her begin to writhe as if to try to get away. That sight made his cock feel even harder, made his first, opening thrust even more insistent. He was going to fuck this virgin: he was deflowering Abigail, his concubine, and it hurt her, and he loved making her feel that, and the pain of her defloration made the pleasure of it very great for him. He held her hips tightly so that although she moved her upper body he could keep her fixed on the tormenting saddle of his own loins, and he thrust hard through her maidenhead and began to fuck Abigail very slowly as she made her little sounds of submission to the way he used her body to make his cock feel good.
Not really to his surprise, Abigail’s pain quickly seemed to turn to a much more ambiguous feeling. The sobs of discomfort became moans of arousal of the kind Hans had heard many times from submissive girls beneath him as he fucked them. There was no doubt in his mind that power was the ultimate aphrodisiac, and Hans, as he often did, gave thanks to the heavens, and in particular to Thor, god of thunder, whom he regarded in his irreverent imagination as a sort of personal saint, that he had the kind of power that could make a girl long to have a fucking from him: power that then allowed him to take his dominant pleasure of her without compunction, listening to the way she gained her own submissive pleasure from the experience of having Hans Goterborg enjoy her.
Abigail was different, because she did not know that she had consented to Hans taking her thus, but he realized that—just as Anne-Marie had told him—Abigail’s difference from other submissives was in extremity and not in quality: Abigail was simply more submissive than the most submissive girl Hans had ever fucked before, despite—really because of—the repression that made her need Hans to buy her, train her, and force the pleasure of her submission upon her.
Hans shifted his position and put his feet on either side of Abigail’s knees. When he pulled his cock out of the sweet little cunt, Abigail gave a little sigh that thrilled him more than any sound she had made yet. He said, “Don’t worry, little Abigail, the cock will be back inside you very soon.” Then he crouched over her and thrust back in, and made her cry out as he fucked his concubine harder and harder. He felt her tense under him, and shudder to an orgasm, and he simply kept pounding her backside, looking down all the while at the way his manhood surged in and out of her, taking her over and over, as his hips pressed her lovely chastised bottom and he felt their wonderful firm roundness come against his lap.
Suddenly he felt his orgasm begin to wash over him, irresistible and limb-loosening: the ultimate experience of manhood that at the same time unmans him who falls within its grip. He shouted, and he gripped Abigail’s hips and held her bottom against him as a final act of punishment, and felt himself explode inside her as she made little kitten sounds at the feeling of his mastery.
They were both still for a long moment. Hans stroked Abigail’s lovely back gently. Then he said gently, “Good girl. You pleased me greatly. Thank you. Now you must thank me for fucking you.”
A pause ensued, so long that Hans wondered if Abigail had even heard him.
Then, “Oh, no… please…” Abigail whispered into the sheet.
“Do I need to spank you again so soon, little one?”
“Oh, God… I… thank you, master. Just please… please don’t spank me again.”
“What are you thanking me for?” Hans said, letting the authority seep back into his voice. “You must say it, Abigail.”
“I can’t,” Abigail wailed. “Please… please, master… I just wasn’t raised that way. Those words… They just make me feel strange.”
“That feeling,” Hans said, “is a feeling that belongs to me now, Abigail. I am going to make you feel it whenever I want. Let me ask you again: do you need another spanking?”
“No! I… Thank you… Thank you, master…” Her voice trailed off. Hans withdrew his satisfied cock from her cunt, and rose enough so that he could move backward on the bed, to prepare to spank her.
“No!” Abigail wailed. “Oh, please… Thank you for fucking me! Thank you for fucking me, master!”
“You are very welcome,” Hans said levelly, “but I very much hope that next time you will remember to thank me properly as soon as I am done with you.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Sitting in the control room, Anne-Marie smiled. She turned to Jean, who was sitting next to her at the raised producer’s table in the back of the room, so they could watch the assessor team in front of them and the monitors that the assessors were watching. “Was the thanking Hans’ own idea?” she asked Jean. She spoke in English, as they agreed they always would in the control room, so that the operations of the Institute would always be transparent to the entire team they had assembled.
“Oh, yes,” Jean said. “Or, rather, it came out of his answer to the narrative question, in the free association that always happens on such responses. I believe he was telling me about his fantasy of the ideal fuck. He expressed the idea that his concubine would make a statement of gratitude to him, and I encouraged him to incorporate that into his mastery of Abigail from the beginning. It worked, no?”
“But of course,” Anne-Marie replied. “Anything that came from that dominant mind, and then was reflected in your own dominant mind, Jean, could not fail, as far as I can imagine.”
They returned their attention to the monitors. Hans had arranged Abigail on her side now, and he was behind her on his side, holding her. One monitor had a close-up of Abigail’s face. She was crying, softly. Hans stroked her shoulder and spoke gently to her. “Don’t worry, Abigail, it was right, and good, to feel what you felt.”
“Perfect,” Jean said. “Perfect, no?” He turned to Anne-Marie.
“You gave him that line?”
“Of course. It took a while for Hans to grasp what I told him about the reason she would cry from time to time. But when it sank in, he seemed to understand the essence of how to respond very quickly. And certainly it is very flattering to a dominant ego to know that he awakens desires in his concubine that she finds overwhelming.”
Anne-Marie laughed. “Through no fault of his own, of course.”
“Of course,” Jean replied, chuckling. “But I hope you will forgive me for not having impressed that particular point upon him. Besides, I’ve never met a dominant who was not happy to use his sub’s mental construct to his own pleasure. Lucky the few who actually are rich and powerful and dominant. They stand some chance of keeping their subs overwhelmed.”
That made Abigail think of poor Mark LeMarchand, who must have found the sight of his girl being deflowered by another very painful. “Brian is observing Mark in room two?” she asked Jean. “How did he do during the fuck?”
Jean had a special computer linkup with Brian, down the hall in the second, smaller control room they had set up specifically to observe Mark’s reactions. He said, “Brian thinks Mark has broken through. He seems to have done much better watching Hans deflower Abigail than he did with Ian caning her.”
Down below them, Claire, one of the assessors, called out, “Start.” Anne-Marie looked to see what she had noticed. They had arrived at a set of conventions for the analysis of the information coming in on the video feed, and ‘Start’ meant that an instance of erotic activity had begun. Sure enough, on the monitor, Hans’ hands had begun to rove beneath Abigail’s nightgown. Anne-Marie swallowed. It was not often these days that she saw something that actually managed to arouse her the way the simple sight of Hans and Abigail now did. It was the look on Abigail’s face. If Anne-Marie had not yet convinced herself of the importance of the great work she had begun in bringing the Institute to birth, the look on Abigail’s face would have settled the question instantly. In Abigail’s eyes, Anne-Marie watched the battle between resistance and submission, between pleasure and duty. To know that pleasure would win, because it should, and because Anne-Marie had arranged it so that Abigail and other girls like her would be able to let pleasure win at last made Anne-Marie’s bosom swell with pride.
She had known it could be done. Seeing the evidence of it on Abigail’s face, though, gave Anne-Marie a joy she could hardly get her mind around. She watched the hands of Abigail’s master claim Abigail’s little breasts under her nightgown and slip down between her thighs to bestow on her a pleasure of which the girl had not even dared dream. The sight gave Anne-Marie the kind of satisfaction that she felt could only come once in a lifetime, if even that often.
Abigail’s weeping began to turn to soft moans of forced pleasure. Anne-Marie had invested some of the investors’ money in a very fine audio system, so in the control room they were even able to hear what Hans whispered into Abigail’s ear, then. “Lift your leg, Abigail,” he said. “I want to play with that sweet little cunt.”
With a whimper, Abigail obeyed.
“We are going to have to take this hair away,” Hans said. “I want my concubine’s pussy to be nice and smooth for me.”
“Oh, no,” Abigail gasped.
“Do not worry,” Hans said. “I will not make you tell me why you are so wet at that thought. Perhaps someday you will tell me just because you want to.”
“Oh, no…” Abigail said again.
“Master Ian will do that tomorrow, after I’ve left,” Hans continued. “I can wait for my treats. I must say, though, that it is very hard to wait to get my first taste of your smooth little cunt.”
The monitor that showed Abigail’s face told a tale of desire that moved Anne-Marie so greatly that she nearly forgot herself and put her hand down between her own thighs.
Next to her, Jean called down to the assessors, “What do you think? Nine?”
Claire, the assessor who was responsible for recording and analyzing Abigail’s arousal, said, “I think that’s got to be a ten.”
Anne-Marie watched Jean nod approvingly. “I concur,” he said.
Claire laughed. “Were you testing me?”
“I suppose I was,” Jean replied. “Really, though, I think I did not want to let myself be swayed by my own bias toward our work.”
The assessors’ most important task here at the beginning of Hans’ possession of Abigail was to record her responses to his dominant eroticism. By faithfully taking notes and then, later, analyzing the video further with the help of those notes, they would be able to construct a robust profile of how Hans and Abigail functioned as owner and concubine. That would guide Anne-Marie and Jean in giving advice to Ian and the other trainers, but even more important, it would begin to build the data-set that Jean and Brian were convinced would eventually give the Institute a cachet and an edge over any competitors they might encounter.
“Abigail,” they heard Hans saying softly, “you are making me hard again. Can you feel it?”
Abigail nodded, and said in a whisper, “Yes, master.”
“Do you feel my cock up against your bottom?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail whispered.
“Do you want my cock inside you again?”
“Whoops,” said Joe, the second of the assessors.
“No, wait,” Jean said.
Abigail shook her head.
“Down to five,” Claire said.
“Shit,” said Joe.
“Wait,” Anne-Marie said.
“Do I need to spank you?” Hans asked.
“Please, no…” Abigail said.
“Eight?” Claire asked.
“Be a good girl,” Hans said, “or I’ll have to spank you very hard.”
“Oh, God…”
“Ten,” Claire said, with satisfaction.
“See?” Jean said.
Joe replied, “Yeah. I thought he was going in a different direction.”
Hans said, “Then tell me how much you need my cock inside you again.”
Abigail’s arousal continued to occupy her face. “Master,” she said, “I want your cock inside me again.”
“There we go,” said Hans. “Very well, good girl, I am going to give it to you a different way.”
“Oh, no… Please, not there…”
“Eleven,” Claire said. “That’s a recalibrater.”
Jean chuckled. “Just as we thought.”
Throughout the interviews in New York, and then much more intensively throughout the first session with Ian, the assessors had been constructing the scale of Abigail’s arousal. Part of Brian’s responsibility had been to design this system which he and Jean thought would provide the most accurate possible information for analysis about what would aid Abigail as they attempted to find the best route through her repression. Anne-Marie thought that there was probably no better way to phrase the importance of the Institute to both its clients and its girls than to say that the best route through Abigail’s repression would inevitably also be the optimal path to Hans Goterborg’s pleasure.
“Soon enough, little one,” he murmured. “Your bottom belongs to me, so you must not think that I will fail to enjoy it with my cock, but that is not the different way I will give my cock to you now.”
“Oh,” Abigail said. “Do you mean…” Anne-Marie watched Abigail’s mouth tighten into a thin line, as her mind forbid her voice permission to speak out.
“Your mouth, little one,” Hans said. “That is what I mean.”
“Seven,” Claire said. Abigail’s face had lost a little of its abandoned quality. There was fear in her eyes, along with the arousal.
“Abigail,” Hans said, “are you ready to have my cock in your mouth?”
“Dammit,” said Joe, from the assessors’ desk. “Why does he keep doing that?”
“Four,” Claire said.
Jean called down to Joe, “Four, Joe, not zero.” He turned to Anne-Marie. “All the same, it would be best to have a word with him, I think. Those questions don’t help much.”
“I think I’d like to have Brian’s opinion on that as well,” Anne-Marie said. “Also, we need to see more data before we can say that for certain, correct?”
“That is true,” Jean said.
Abigail had not answered the question. The fear in her eyes was winning. “Three,” Claire said. Then Anne-Marie noticed something on another monitor. She laughed. “I think we’ve forgotten how patient Hans is,” she said. “Look at monitor five.”
Monitor five showed a medium shot of the two of them lying on the bed; Abigail’s knee was raised and her nightgown had bunched up slightly onto her hip. The thin cotton veiled from sight what Hans’ right hand was doing, but it had worked its way from behind, underneath the nightgown, and the fabric was moving slightly but definitely, and very rhythmically.
“Six,” Claire said. Then, “Seven.”
“Tell me when you are ready to answer my question, little one,” they heard Hans say.
“He totally just improvised that,” Joe said, with admiration in his voice.
“Ten,” Claire said.
“I am still not happy,” Jean said. “We cannot have him branching off on his own like that too often. Certainly we know it will happen from time to time, but at such a crucial moment…”
“Relax, Jean,” Anne-Marie said. “I think you watch too minutely. You forget everything we gain from simply putting two well-matched erotic souls together.”
“Another eleven,” Claire called. That meant that Abigail was once again more aroused than they had ever seen her.
“See?” Anne-Marie said to Joe.
“Pre-orgasm,” Claire announced. This part relied on more exact measures than the numbered levels did: it was obvious to everyone, including Hans, that certain muscles had begun to tighten in a way unique to an oncoming climax.
“Do you want to come?” Hans asked Abigail softly.
Abigail didn’t answer. They watched Hans take his hand away, and they heard Abigail give a frustrated whimper.
“If you want to come, little one,” Hans said, “you know what you need to say.”
“Seven,” Claire said. Anne-Marie watched as Hans returned his fingers to their place underneath Abigail’s nightgown. Now he took a moment to raise the nightgown higher, so that, propped up on his right elbow, he could look down at the work of his hand on Abigail’s cunt, and even inside it.
“May we get a view of the con?” Jean asked.
“Working on it,” said Joe, whose skill with the camera setup in the pick-up room, as they were calling Abigail’s accommodations, had grown quickly. He panned camera 3 down from Abigail’s face, then zoomed camera 2 so that Claire would still have a close-up from which to work. Working with camera 3 again, he zoomed, and voilà, Abigail Podret’s pretty cunt, with Hans Goterborg’s fingers at play there.
“He’s not the best at that, is he?” Joe asked.
“Perhaps not,” Anne-Marie replied, “but the skills themselves are as nothing when a man exudes power that way.”
Joe chuckled. “You would know,” he said. “But I’m better, aren’t I?”
“Oh, yes, sir,” Anne-Marie said playfully. Then she sighed. “If only you were a billionaire,” she said.
“I think you may make me one,” Joe replied.
“Careful,” Jean said half-seriously. “Anne-Marie is not going to submit to any billionaires she made herself, is she, no matter how well they know their way around a con?”
“I can certainly pretend, though, and pauvre Joe here’s cock is really quite beautiful.”
Claire giggled.
“Do not laugh, Claire. I haven’t sucked a bigger one in several years, and that of course includes all our handsome new trainers.”
On the monitor screens, Abigail was writhing under Hans’ left hand as he kissed her shoulder, where the lace collar of the nightgown slipped down to reveal the tender skin, pink with the flush of the girl’s arousal. The close-up of Abigail’s pussy showed her hips bucking so much that Joe had to pull the camera back to make sure the spectacle of Hans driving her nearly over the cliff, and then easing off so that she cried out in her frustration, stayed in view. The billionaire’s middle finger controlled Abigail’s clitoris thoroughly, and he used his other fingers to increase the sensation for his little concubine. He ran them down, for a moment, and opened her inner lips, and gently worked three up inside the newly open slit, making Abigail cry out at the novel feeling, then he gave flickering attention to the cute little clitoris again.
“You know what to say, Abigail,” he murmured.
“Oh… hmmmmm,” she began, then gasped, “Master, please, I want to… I want your… your cock in there.”
“In where?” Hans withdrew his fingers, and Abigail groaned. “In this cute little cunt?” He moved his hips then, and Abigail whimpered as she felt his hard cock come up against her bottom, then, with the help of his left hand, against her pussy.
“Oh, lord, little one,” he said. “Your pussy is too sweet to resist. I am going to have it again now for a little while.” He curled his left hand around her thigh for leverage, and thrust inside Abigail with a violent motion that made her cry out under him.
“New eleven,” Claire said. “I can’t see where she goes from here—that’s an objective ten, as I see it.” Claire meant that over the range of observed human erotic behavior, the signs Abigail manifested—wetness, flushed skin, above all the uncontrollable motions of her muscles under the fucking Hans gave her—stood at the peak for all women observed. Hans literally had to hold on to her writhing young body, steadying her hips against the bed so that she didn’t unseat him with the passion of her arousal, as he began to thrust faster.
“Agreed,” Jean said. “Congratulations, Anne-Marie.”
“Pre-orgasm again,” Claire announced.
“Merci, monsieur,” she said. Getting Abigail to objective ten had been a goal they thought they could probably achieve during her actual training. They had not thought they could do it so soon.
Suddenly Hans stopped, with only the tip of his cock inside his concubine’s girlish slit. “Do you want to come, Abigail?” he said. “You know what to do.”
“Please… please, master…”
“You must earn your pleasures, little one. Do as I have asked, now.”
“I w-want to… t-to have your… cock in m-my mouth.” Her eyes were closed, and her face seemed to waver between pleasure and pain.
“Still an eight,” Claire said, with some wonder in her voice.
“I knew it,” Anne-Marie whispered.
Hans said, “There, little one. Not so difficult, was it?” As he spoke he began to fuck her again, playing with her clitoris at the same time.
“Pre-orgasm,” Claire said. Then, only a moment later, “Orgasm.” Abigail screamed as she came with her master’s cock inside her, and Hans kept pumping in and out as she did, a look of rapture on his face, until her body quieted in front of him. He withdrew his cock from her pussy then, and moved back from her a little.
“We are going to go to the chair, now,” he said. “You will kneel in front of me once I have sat down, and we will have a little lesson about a man’s cock, and how an obedient girl must treat it.”



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Abigail watched her owner get up from the bed where he had just… could she say it in her mind, even now? Where he had just (she thought in a mental whisper that seemed to hurry over the word, and a mental blush) fucked her, for the second time: where he had just fucked her to a shattering orgasm—a climax of a kind she had never thought before that day her body might have been capable.
Could she do it? Get up herself and go over there and kneel before him, and… do that?
The tiny voice in her mind that had been shouting just a few moments before, Say it! Say what he wants so that he’ll just keep fucking you! had fallen to the softest of whispers, but now had more to say, in a sort of constant stream of insidious words: Don’t you want to see it? Don’t you want to kiss it to show it how much pleasure it gave you? Don’t you owe that to the man who has paid for you?
Abigail’s owner was so handsome, and so graceful. He wasn’t terribly muscular—not like Master Ian, anyway—and he had rather a lot of golden fur on his chest that Abigail wouldn’t have suspected she could find attractive, but his eyes shone out so very blue from his Nordic face. When he had made her thank him for… doing that to her, she had for a few moments thought her mind had begun to break under the pressure, but when he threatened to spank her it had all become easy, suddenly, if only for an instant: she belonged to this handsome, powerful man, and she should be thankful that he found it pleasurable to use her that way.
“Come here, little one,” her owner said, from behind her. She rolled over and saw him beckoning her. He had turned the chair toward the bed, and his dressing gown was open, Abigail saw with a hot blush. She could see her owner’s cock, which he held in his hand, gently pumping it up and down. Abigail saw that his cock, and his fingers, glistened a little in the light, and her courage nearly failed her when she realized that the sheen came from her own private wetness, with which her owner had made her anoint him when he decided he wanted to have her down there again, so very soon after he had ripped through her maidenhead and taught Abigail her very first lesson in sex.
A new lesson waited, now—a different kind of lesson. She must be active, she must do; she must kneel, taste him, and taste her own most shameful places.
“It’s time, Abigail,” he said. “Come kneel here. I can’t wait to feel that pretty little mouth on my cock.”
Not understanding at all really why she did this instead of that, why she got out of the bed and began to move slowly toward the place where her master held his cock ready for her to suck, rather than run for the door and pound on it, screaming for help, or at least cower in the corner and refuse to give them—her master, Master Ian, anyone—the satisfaction of doing anything willingly here in this terrible, shameful room, she obeyed her master.
“There we go,” he said with a satisfied air, when Abigail had sunk to her knees in front of him. “Just watch, for a little while.” He kept stroking his own cock, and it seemed suddenly terribly shameful that he made her watch him do it. Her owner saw innocent Abigail Podret forced to watch something so lascivious, so pornographic, even: the big blond hand going up and down on the part of a man that a girl must never see, must never seek to have a peek at, even on her husband.
“See how I keep one rhythm for a little while, then speed it up, then slow it down?”
“Yes, master.” Despite herself, Abigail began to feel a sort of fascination with the way the head of her owner’s cock emerged completely from his fist, then almost disappeared, then emerged again. She saw the little slit in it, saw a droplet of fluid come out.
“You are going to try to do that with your mouth and sometimes with your own hands. But you may only use your hands when I give you permission. Do you understand, little one?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail whispered. She didn’t really understand about the hands—at least, she didn’t understand about the reason for it, but she was sure her owner would explain, if she needed to know.
“Right now, to get you acquainted with the cock, you may use your hands.” He let go of his cock, and reached out with that hand, bending forward a little so that he could lay it on the back of her neck. He splayed his knees and began to pull her toward his lap, his cock. Abigail felt her body respond almost willingly, shuffling forward on her knees, as her mind said, “Don’t touch it—you mustn’t touch it, let alone put your mouth on it!”
Her owner kept his hand on the back of her neck, but he had stopped pulling. Now he worked his fingers into her hair, in much the same way Master Ian had done, gathered it into his hand, and used his grip to hold her head still, like a threat, or a promise. Abigail felt the dominance in his hand very keenly, the way her owner with his fingers and without words said that Abigail must look at the cock, and serve the cock.
Abigail’s owner’s manhood stood out long and hard. Arrogant, Abigail thought. That’s the only word: a cock is an arrogant thing. Its nest of wiry blond hair made Abigail think of what her owner had said about the removal of Abigail’s own private curls, and down below was the little wrinkled sack where he kept the seed he had shot into her pussy.
“Touch it now, Abigail,” her owner said. “Very gently, at first. As you feel me respond, you will learn how to please me. Begin by trying to imitate what I was doing with my own hand.”
Abigail realized as she was reaching out her right hand, feeling his fingers move slightly in her hair and the way her body responded to that controlling grip, that the thought of resistance had not even entered her mind when he had told her to touch his arrogant cock. She reached her hand out as if a girl must do whatever a man with a cock like that—a hard, upstanding manhood, demanding that the girl serve its pleasure—said.
She touched it, trying to touch as gently as she would touch an egg, or a baby chick, and her owner rewarded her with a sigh. “Good girl,” he murmured.
Abigail made a little fist around the strange, sinewy thing, and began to move her hand up and down. “Good girl,” her owner said again. “That feels lovely.”
He was right, of course, about how she would learn: Abigail seemed to improve very quickly, with the help of the little sounds he made in his throat, and from the way his arousal corresponded to her wicked knowledge about her own arousal and its rhythms.
“Take my balls in the fingers of your other hand, now,” he said. “They are very sensitive, so you must just hold them lightly, and stroke them a very little. Soon, you will kiss and lick them, but you must do even that very gently. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master.” She brought her left hand up, and touched the wrinkled sack very gently. As she watched what her hands were doing, she began to feel her pussy dampen, to her surprise. Somehow to give such lewd service to the man who had apparently bought her, to feel his hand in her hair making her watch as he received pleasure from his concubine who happened to be Abigail herself, had become one of those things—like spanking, above all—that could reach into her secret places and call forth a nearly unaccountable response. More, those things, and this thing—watching her hand move rhythmically, and feeling the throbbing of her master’s heartbeat just underneath the tender skin that covered his stiff cock—made her feel that the voices of society in her mind must be wrong, because didn’t her arousal mean that Abigail was made to please a master’s cock?
“Kiss my cock, now, little one,” came her master’s voice, above her. Abigail bent her head, kissed the head of his cock, and thrilled at the little sound of satisfaction he made. She thrilled even at the naughty feeling of the wrinkly texture of his cock head against her lips. A part of her marveled that she, a captive, had been brought to treat this vulnerable part of the man responsible for her capture with such respect.
But… but they had picked her, Master Ian had said. It seemed so strange: why would they pick Abigail Podret for this kind of captivity? Now, though, she began to wonder if they had picked her because they knew her body would betray her this way.
“Take your hands away now, Abigail,” her master said gently, tilting her face up to look at his, with a tug at her hair. Abigail obeyed, holding her hands up in front of her like a rabbit holding its little paws. “I’m going to let you use them again in a few moments, to make me come in your mouth…” Abigail couldn’t help making a little fearful sound at that, but at the same time the arousal—the submissive arousal, she suddenly realized—only grew. Her owner pulled her head back harder, hearing the sound. “Yes, you had better be prepared for that, little one—you will be swallowing my seed whether you like it or not.” Now Abigail’s whimper had much more arousal than fear, and her owner smiled. “Right now, though, I need to feel your mouth holding my cock. I am going to use your mouth for a little while to make myself feel good. You will not like it, but I promise that until you become skilled at taking me deep into your throat I will not make you do it for very long. Do you think you understand?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail whispered. Now she thought she understood about the hands.
“You are to let me move your head as freely as you can. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master.”
“Open your mouth now, and put out your tongue.” Abigail obeyed. Her owner took his cock in his left hand and held it out straight. Then, without any more warning, he drove her head down, and her mouth onto the stiff flesh of his manhood.
His cock had no taste, really, but it had texture and, above all, size. It filled her mouth and came up against her palate, and pushed further until she gagged. Her owner let her gag, still holding himself inside her, with her nose buried in the hair of his loins and her eyes looking only at the stark white skin of his waist, and then he pulled her all the way off, grunting in pleasure.
“Nice,” he said simply. “We will try that again.” He drove Abigail’s face down again toward his lap and onto his cock as she fought desperately for breath. Now his left hand came to join his right atop Abigail’s head, and she gagged even sooner. He lifted her head, so she could breathe, but he left the head of his cock inside her lips, though instinct made her try to keep raising her head. But her owner kept it down, saying, “Don’t try to fight me, Abigail, unless you want a spanking.”
He let her catch her breath though, murmuring, “Good girl… good girl. You are doing fine.” When the panic had subsided, as he must have been able to tell from the slowing of her breathing, he pushed her down again, and began to move her head up and down so that her mouth moved exactly as he wanted it to move, as if it were a more pleasurable version of his own hand.
It held no pleasure for Abigail, but she found that being held and being used that way somehow aroused her—not the nearly overwhelming kind of arousal he had forced on her when he was possessing her from behind, pounding her punished backside and filling her sex with his manhood over and over—but a kind of insistent, low arousal that seemed to keep her warm between her thighs without making her any wetter. To her shame, she realized that she wanted him to touch her there again, with those big hands that could command pleasure that Abigail knew she could not refuse, or she would be spanked, so she could just feel it.
“So nice,” he murmured, as he moved her up and down, not so deep that she gagged, but deep enough that she worried that she would, at every downward motion. “So nice to have a little toy like Abigail, with a pretty little mouth to put a cock in.”
If her mouth had been free, she probably would have uttered one of her predictable ‘Oh, God’s’ at that, but she felt obscurely grateful that her mouth had a cock in it, so that Abigail didn’t have to worry about the repetitiveness of anything she said: she didn’t have to say anything at all, because her master had decided she should be silent, and had put his cock in her mouth to make sure she obeyed.
After a few thrusts like that, though, Abigail’s owner released her head, with his cock still half-sheathed inside her mouth and said, “Your turn now, Abigail. Make master come, and get your first helping of his seed. You may use your hands.”
Those words sent a shock of arousal through Abigail so great that she did not question why they affected her, and she did not hesitate, but instantly began to try to imitate the motions he had enforced on her when he had been holding her head tightly and moving her mouth up and down. It proved much easier to take him deep when she was the one in control, but she could tell she would have to work harder to give him pleasure: she would have to show at every moment that she loved being his toy, loved belonging to him.
And at that moment, at least, she did. She removed her mouth from the shaft of his cock and kissed it reverentially on its tip, then she licked the cock from bottom to top, and took it as deep into her mouth as she could, again. She cupped his balls in her left hand, and remembered that he had said she should lick them, too, and so she planted a little kiss there. The hairs tickled her nose, and she realized that she could smell a new smell from him, a scent that seemed to match her own familiar aroused scent that she had sometimes thrilled to sniff on her fingers when she touched herself, and had forgotten for a moment all about her modesty. It was dirty, somehow, and musky, and lewd—and yet it intoxicated her senses and made her desperate to touch herself.
Tentatively, she put out her tongue and licked the little purse, and got more of the naughty taste. Her master responded with a grunt of pleasure. “Good girl,” he said. “You’re doing so well. I’m almost there. Take me deep, now.” On fire to obey him, she took the cock in her mouth again, and pushed her mouth down on it as far as she could. Suddenly his hands were in her hair again, and he was moving her mouth up and down as he had before. Somehow Abigail knew that he hadn’t intended to do that, but that the pleasure she gave him had made him need to dominate her that way.
He shoved her mouth all the way down, and up, and down again, and as she gagged on his hard manhood she felt every muscle in his body tense, and then the hot, thick seed began to spurt into her mouth, bitter and even acidic, and yet just right, somehow, for Abigail, her owner’s sex-toy.
 
* * *
 
Abigail’s owner spent the night with her in the bed in which she had awoken, what seemed so many hours before. Exhausted, Abigail fell asleep almost immediately. In what must have been the early morning, her owner awakened her so that he could enjoy her with his cock, taking her from the front for the first time, instructing her to raise her knees high so he could drive his manhood into her, hard and deep.
Abigail had two of that new kind of orgasm she’d had for the first time the night before. The pleasure from this submission to a man simply telling her to put her knees up and take his cock where he wanted to put it, for as long as he wanted to have it there, began to seem almost familiar. But though she still felt the same guilt at letting a man make her do the things that she had always felt bad about when playing with herself after a spanking, her body responded very quickly now to the way her master treated her. That sensitivity to his voice, his hands—to the very sight of him together with the knowledge that he had bought her and she belonged to him, and must serve his lusts—only seemed to be growing, the more his regard for her own good and her own pleasure shone through.
Somehow, being a purchased captive had made Abigail Podret begin to feel that she could actually experience things she had been sure she could never experience.
After he had taken her that way, and had come inside her again, he looked at her meaningfully, and she said, as soon as she remembered, “Thank you for fucking me, master.” Her owner smiled and kissed her for the very first time. Abigail found to her surprise that she was eager for the kiss, and welcomed it, and loved the tenderness in it. As he broke the kiss, she pictured Mr. LeMarchand for a moment and blushed, thinking about how she had longed for him to kiss her that way.
Her owner got up and dressed swiftly, while Abigail watched, confused. He returned, kissed her once more, and said, “I will see you again in a few weeks, if all goes to plan, little one, and then I will take you home with me. I think you will like my home.” He turned, walked to the door, opened it, and was gone, in the space of a few seconds.
Abigail’s thoughts turned again to Mr. LeMarchand. Why? It was almost as if there were something lurking underneath her thoughts, teasing her, making her think of him. What if Mr. LeMarchand had been the one to take her virginity, as she had imagined him doing (or, really, imagined him saying he would do without ever imagining him actually doing it)? But wasn’t her owner, as different as he was from Mark LeMarchand in so many ways, the same where her fantasies were concerned?



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
On the video feed, Mark watched Ian re-enter Abigail’s room, wearing now the same sort of dressing gown Hans had worn, of the sort Anne-Marie had ordered an even hundred of and designated the Institute’s ‘master’s robe.’ Mark tried to sort out his feelings: that task seemed to become both easier and more difficult as her early training continued.
Mark thought he probably could never give up thinking of Abigail as his own girl, but watching Hans Goterborg deflower her hadn’t produced in him the uncontrollable rage he had worried it might. When Hans had entered Abigail’s room, Mark had frankly thought himself in danger of running down the hall, flinging the door open, and attempting to punch Hans in the face. Knowing that he wouldn’t make it more than a few steps before the attendants of the Institute stopped him had been the only thing that had prevented him. Or so he thought, though really he wondered if those attendants, hired precisely for their skill in restraining the human body from doing anything foolish, were simply the excuse he used.
For at the very moment he almost ran down the hall, the video feed had switched from Hans to Abigail, and he had begun to study Abigail’s face as it reacted to the entrance of her new owner. He remembered once again that Goterborg, by himself, even without the Institute to guide and train and monitor, could do much more for Abigail than Mark ever could. When Goterborg had deflowered her fifteen minutes later, Mark had to his surprise found that he actually found the sight both moving and extremely arousing. It was as if he could detach himself and leave Mark LeMarchand, neighbor who had a thing for young Abigail Podret, behind, and become the man who was placed where he was to make sure that Abigail’s needs were met by the program Anne-Marie and Jean had developed for her.
Thus, he had watched the session that followed, with the oral, almost dispassionately, observing that Abigail seemed to be more aroused by the time she went to take her master’s cock in her mouth than she had ever yet seemed to be. He had let go of the idea that he was there as a man who might someday have Abigail as his own, and embodied his role as the man who would be sure she found happiness with the man who owned her now.
Abigail was lying in bed after Hans had departed. Her eyes were open, and she seemed to be processing the experience of his visit, or perhaps wondering what would happen next. Ian came in and walked to the side of the bed without saying anything. When Abigail saw him, she shuddered as if at a recurring nightmare and her eyes widened, but she didn’t say anything, either.
Finally, Ian broke the silence. “In the presence of a master, Abigail,” he said. “You will kneel.”
Abigail scrambled out of bed. She still had the white nightgown on, and she looked adorable kneeling at Ian’s feet, looking up at him.
“Eyes at my feet,” he said. Abigail blushed and obeyed, turning her face downward.
“Today you will go to the Institute. At the Institute there is a specific protocol concerning the nightgown you wear in certain situations. There are three colors: white, blue, and pink. You will wear white in the morning. If your pussy has been enjoyed, you will wear blue. If you have been punished, you will wear pink. What color should you be wearing now?”
“Blue, master?”
“Exactly. There’s a blue nightgown in your closet now. Please go put it on.”
Abigail blushed and rose, and went to the closet.
“You may put the white one in the hamper in the bathroom.”
“Yes, master.” Her responses were becoming automatic, Mark noticed. The conspiracy that Brian had sketched out for him, between her body’s will to avoid the pain of a spanking or a caning and her heart’s need to submit to a dominant man, had begun to take firm hold.
Abigail fetched the blue nightgown and brought it over to the bed. Then she seemed to hesitate.
“What are you waiting for, Abigail? Take off the white nightgown and put on the blue one.”
“I… Well, don’t I belong to my owner? I mean… should I… in front of you?”
Ian smiled. “That’s commendable, girl, but your owner has turned you over to us, to train you. You must obey us as you would obey him.”
Abigail obeyed, blushing and looking away. As always, the revelation of her naked body made Mark’s cock leap. Only the slightest marks remained from the caning of the previous afternoon. She looked down at the blue nightgown lying on the bed. Mark wondered if she was thinking about Hans, whose enjoyment of her the blue color now symbolized. Then, quickly, she picked it up and slipped it over her head.
“Now you must come back and kneel before me again. Remember where your eyes must be.”
Abigail hesitated again, to Mark’s surprise. He had thought that Ian and Hans had established such dominance over her that she wouldn’t defy Ian again when it came to something as simple as kneeling. But Abigail stood in the blue nightgown, looking at Ian, not moving toward him or the spot on which she knew he wanted her to show her obedience by falling to her knees.
Ian, unlike Mark, didn’t seem surprised, though. “Get over the back of the chair, Abigail,” he said calmly.
“What? I… I’ll do it… I’ll kneel! I was just… thinking…”
“You heard me. Do it now, or it’s going to get much, much worse for your backside.”
Abigail gave a cry of dismay at these words and moved to obey, her face crumpling into tears as she did so. Mark’s video feed cut to a shot of her face, looking sorry that she had hesitated that way and leaving the mystery of where the hesitation had come from.
Ian strode over to where Abigail’s blue-clad bottom waited for him, once again over the back of the chair that had of course been chosen because of its suitability for exactly this, so as to position her perfectly for almost anything a master would want to do with her rear. He flipped up the nightgown to reveal her little bottom, then gave it a hard spank, without saying anything, and another. Ian’s hands were big enough that each spank covered her entire bottom, and Mark saw to his arousal that Ian had struck hard enough to leave his handprint there.
“Ow! I’m sorry, master!”
“You’ll be sorrier,” Ian replied. He took a small table from a corner of the room and placed it next to Abigail’s backside. Then he walked to the desk and, taking a key from the pocket of his dressing gown, he unlocked a drawer. From it he took a thick, squat, black butt-plug, tapered at one end and curving into a little neck and a final flare at the other, so it would stay where Ian put it, and a bottle of lube. He put them on the little table, ready for use on Abigail’s bottom.
“For your disobedience, Abigail, you have earned a plugging, and the right to wear your plug while the aesthetician comes to wax you.”
Abigail clearly had no idea what Ian even meant. The phrase ‘butt-plug’ itself probably would have had no meaning for her, and the simple word plugging definitely didn’t. Nor, apparently, did she understand what sort of ‘wax’ Ian meant. She twisted her head wildly to either side to try to see what Ian had taken from the drawer.
“Get that face to the cushion, Abigail,” Ian said, and spanked her three times in the very same spot.
“No… please…” Abigail wailed. “It hurts so much, master!”
“You should know by now that if your master wants you to see something, he will show it to you. Right now, I have no desire that you should know what’s about to happen to you. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master… just please don’t spank me again!” Her bottom glowed bright red, and Mark could tell that the pain was great, from the catch in Abigail’s voice.
“You won’t have to wait very long, though, girl,” Ian said, taking a stand behind Abigail’s backside. “I’m going to teach you what a plugging is right now.”
Mark’s cock grew very hard very quickly as he watched Ian put his hands down to open Abigail’s pert bottom and reveal her tiny wrinkled anus, stepping aside slightly as he did so, so that the camera could get a nice close-up of the delicious sight.
“Oh, God… what…” Abigail whimpered, and then she put the words together with the action, and understood. “No… no, please…”
Ian’s left hand moved to keep her bottom cheeks spread open on his fingers, while with his right he took the lube and deftly, with only the one hand, flipped up the top, reversed the little bottle, and squeezed the clear stuff liberally into his cupped hand. He returned the lube to the table and took the plug in his right hand, anointing it with the lube.
He brought the plug to bear and touched it to Abigail’s adorable little anus.
An electric shock seemed to go through the girl. “N-no… no…” she whimpered. “Oh, no… p-please, not there…”
“Shh, Abigail. Don’t worry: I know how wet this gets you. Master Ian will let you feel his big cock at last once you take it.”
“Oh, God,” Abigail said. “I d-don’t… please, no.”
“Yes, Abigail.” He must have started to push then, because Abigail cried out as if she had been stabbed to the heart, with a wordless, sighing noise from her throat that betrayed her arousal even as it voiced her resistance to it, and to what Ian did to her.
“You’re going to learn to open up, now, Abigail,” Ian said. She whined in response as he pushed more firmly. “I’m not going to force it in: you are going to take it yourself, by opening to your master’s authority. It’s one of the most important lessons you will learn at the Institute, because you will open for your owner very, very frequently.”
“Ah! Oh, no… please…”
“Open, girl. You know how, and that’s the most shameful part of it, isn’t it? Something is going in where nothing should go in, and you’re going to receive it the way you know how to open, because your body opens this way naturally—but not because a man wants to enjoy you there.”
At the word ‘enjoy,’ Abigail gave a strangled moan, and then screamed as Ian responded to her yielding by pushing the big plug home, until he could let her cheeks close around the circular black rubber base of the plug.
Abigail whimpered, breathing hard.
“There,” said Ian, and without delay opened his dressing gown, took his enormous, hard cock in his hand, and stepped toward her.
Even the most gifted cameraman in the world couldn’t have got a clear view of Ian’s cock entering Abigail’s little pussy, Mark thought. Porn angles were good for porn, but bad for letting a submissive girl feel how thoroughly her trainer controlled her as he forced her to spread her knees, then took hold of her hips and began to fuck, while Abigail cried out at the incredible fullness inside her.
“There you go, Abigail,” Ian said softly. “Master knows what you need.”
Abigail came, sobbing; her body shuddered wildly, and she seemed to bounce up and down under Ian as he kept fucking her all the way through it.
There was a knock at the door.
“Come in,” called Ian, not ceasing his thrusting.
“What?” said Abigail weakly.
The door opened, and a girl in a white nightgown wheeled in a little cart.
“Hello, master,” she said.
“Hello, Victoria,” Ian said. “Why don’t you get set up on the bed while I finish up with Abigail here?”
“Yes, master.”
Ian continued to fuck Abigail for a minute or so more, perhaps to show her that she would be fucked in the presence of other people, if her master decided it should be so. Then he slowed his rhythm and withdrew from her pussy.
“Alright, girl,” he said, “you may get up. Victoria is waiting to wax you.”
Victoria had put firm triangular cushions on the bed for Abigail to sit on, with legs spread, so Victoria, sitting on a little stool she got from the closet, had complete access to her bikini area, as Mark knew the aestheticians called a girl’s pussy and bottom.
“Hi, sweetie,” Victoria said in a musical voice. She was a petite blonde, with long golden curls, blue eyes, and pink cheeks. “I’m Victoria. I think we’ll probably be seeing a lot of each other, because I’m one of the volunteers at the Institute.”
“The what? Volunteers?” Abigail had got up from the chair, as Ian had told her to do, and stood facing Victoria where she sat on her stool. Abigail held her hands out in front of her as if she had no idea what to do with them, and her face streaked with tears.
Ian said, “You may tell her anything you like, Victoria.”
“Why don’t you come and have a seat on my cushions, and I’ll tell you what I know while I get started. It will probably make it easier on you.”
Abigail looked at the cushions on the bed. “I… I don’t understand,” she said.
“Do you not know what waxing is, sweetie?”
Abigail shook her head fearfully.
“Did your owner say anything about taking away your hair down there?”
Mark saw her remember what Hans had said. Her eyes went wide with fear.
“Well,” Victoria said, trying to break the news to Abigail gently, “that’s what he’s asked for.” Abigail started to back away. “It’s really very common, sweetie. All of us volunteers were waxed last week, when we started.”
Abigail backed right into Ian. Mark saw Ian’s right hand go down and raise the blue lace hem of the little nightgown, while his left took firm hold of Abigail’s shoulder. He gripped the base of the plug in Abigail’s bottom, and she cried out as Ian used it to drive her forward again toward the bed.
“Victoria,” he said, “why don’t you get on the cushions yourself so we can give Abigail a couple of lessons at the same time. She can see how nice and tidy she’ll look after you’re done, and I think it’s probably a good time for her to taste another girl’s pussy, too.”
“Yes, master,” Victoria said, then shyly added, “Thank you, master.” She began to climb onto the cushions.
“No, you can’t… you can’t make me do that… please…” Abigail gasped, as she watched Victoria perch herself on the seat formed by the triangles.
“Oh, we definitely can, Abigail. You had better sit on Victoria’s stool, if you know what’s good for your bottom. You’re a lucky girl, to have such a pretty pussy to kiss for your very first one.”
Victoria giggled. “Thank you, master.”
“You may pull your nightgown up, Victoria.”
“Yes, master.” The blond girl reached down and pulled up the hem of her own white nightgown to reveal what was indeed one of the prettiest pussies Mark had ever seen: tiny and pink, with only the very slightest hint of its still pinker inner lips peeping out, even with Victoria’s knees spread wide apart.
“Sit down, Abigail,” Ian said, now with real sternness in his voice.
But Abigail’s mind, Mark could tell from the look on her face, had begun to rebel. She looked from Ian to Victoria: his face almost angry, hers sympathetic. She looked at Victoria’s pussy, and Mark saw her move her lips slightly, and realized with some astonishment that Abigail’s mouth must have watered, the way Mark’s own did when he had the chance to contemplate a lover’s sex with a view toward kissing her, tasting her, tonguing her, and driving her wild the way Mark knew how to do.
So when Abigail suddenly broke for the door, Mark knew that her flight response had come about because she had understood to her mind’s horror that at a fundamental, libidinal level she wanted to taste Victoria’s pussy. She slipped by Ian, having caught him a little off-guard with her sudden movement, and made it to the door, but of course found it locked. She began to pound on it with her little fists, screaming, “Please, somebody! Please, help! They have me in here and they’re… they’re… Please! I don’t want to do it! Someone help me!”
Ian simply watched Abigail. Eventually, she collapsed down the door and slid, turning, into the corner next to it until she sat, her hands tightly around her knees in the blue nightgown that meant she had been fucked that day. Really, Mark thought, she should be wearing pink now, but he suspected Ian would impose that soon, and for better cause.
“Abigail,” Ian said. “Get over the back of the chair. Show me that plugged bottom, so I can give you what you have coming for this disobedience.”
“No!” Abigail said.
Ian walked casually over to her, and bent his knees until his face was nearly level with Abigail’s. “I’m going to pick you up and carry you over there, now. Please try not to struggle too much; I’m going to do my best to keep you from hurting yourself, and we have doctors to help in case you do, but it would set back your training.” Then he reached for her, but she sprang up and ran past him back into the room and knelt on the carpet, facing Ian as he turned to watch. The video feed gave a close-up of Victoria’s sympathetic face as she waited patiently for Abigail to obey Ian and come pleasure her.
Abigail held her hands up in pleading, clasped together. “Please, master. Please. Don’t make me do that.”
“Don’t you like Victoria?” Ian asked, with a slightly mocking note in his voice. “Don’t you think her pussy’s pretty?” He walked back toward Abigail, and took hold of her arms before she could even think about moving to evade his hands. Ian took a bent-kneed stance, and maneuvered Abigail over his left knee, holding her with his left arm around her waist. With his right hand, he raised her nightgown, revealing the breathtaking—for Mark, at least—sight of Abigail Podret’s plugged bottom.
“Oh, God… oh, God…” Abigail said, as she waited for the spanking she knew must come.
Ian took his time, though. “Abigail,” he said calmly but with authority, “you are going to kiss Victoria’s pussy. In fact, you are going to kiss it, and lick it, until your new friend Victoria has an orgasm.”
“Noooo…” Abigail wailed. “Please… master… I can’t. I can’t.” She struggled against Ian’s arm, entirely in vain.
“Yes, you can. The best part is that I know you want to. This spanking is about getting you to give into what your body wants you to do.” Slowly and deliberately, with Abigail carried across his thigh like a ragdoll, he walked her toward the bed, where Victoria waited on the cushions.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Abigail could only whimper and shake her head, as Master Ian carried her toward the other girl, her ‘new friend’ Victoria. He brought her right between Victoria’s thighs, where they were spread open over the cushions she had set up so that Abigail could sit on them, to have her own pussy waxed. Abigail closed her eyes when she saw the other girl’s pussy coming closer and closer.
Master Ian sat on the stool Victoria had been sitting on, and adjusted Abigail over his lap. He pushed her thighs apart, so that she felt terribly exposed—just as exposed as little Victoria was, right in front of her—so close that Abigail could even feel the warmth Victoria’s pussy exuded.
“Play with yourself, Victoria,” Master Ian said, “so Abigail can smell how different another girl’s cunt smells from her own.” Abigail heard a slippery sound, only an inch or two away. She tried to breathe through her mouth so that she wouldn’t have to smell Victoria, but Master Ian put his hand over her mouth to make her breathe through her nose. To her shame, once she had smelled the arousal, which was so similar and yet so different from her smell—more spicy, somehow—she couldn’t keep from sniffing. Master Ian took his hand off her mouth, then.
“Open your eyes, Abigail,” Master Ian said, and spanked her hard on her right cheek. She yelped, and couldn’t help it: she opened them.
Again her mouth watered at the sight of Victoria’s pussy, which was, yes, very pretty, and very bare, and again her mind rebelled at her body doing that to her, making her aroused at the thought that she had to kiss another girl there, or be spanked more, and harder. Worse, she realized the thought that her own pussy would soon be pretty like Victoria’s—pretty as defined by her master, prepared according to his commands—had aroused her even more.
“I’m going to spank you until you kiss that pussy, Abigail,” Ian said, and gave her a terribly hard smack on her left cheek, which moved the plug inside her and made her cry out at the shameful feeling of fullness. He spanked her right cheek, even harder. Abigail looked at the bare, lovely cleft of cute Victoria, and suddenly her desire to make the cute, kind girl feel good broke through inside her, under the pressure of the knowledge that Master Ian wouldn’t stop spanking her and moving the terrible plug unless she did. Abigail struggled forward very slightly, and kissed Victoria where her clitoris must lie hidden.
“Good girl,” Master Ian said.
Victoria sighed. Abigail kissed again, suddenly greedy for the wickedness of it. Victoria’s pussy seemed so soft, and so naughty, the way it seemed to be getting wetter the more Abigail kissed it. Abigail blushed as she thought about the shame of what her training master had made her do: put her lips to the pussy of this girl she had just met. Now, though, Master Ian put his hand on Abigail’s own bottom, and his fingers right on her own pussy, rubbing gently but insistently there. Arousal overwhelmed her. Abigail wanted to do every wicked shameful thing, because her master spanked her if she didn’t, and her owner wanted her master to train her to be a wicked girl. She put her tongue out and truly tasted Victoria, feeling Victoria’s little body shudder with pleasure, hearing her make a little cooing sound, as if to tell Abigail that Abigail was doing a good job.
“Nice,” said Master Ian. “If you can make Victoria come in two minutes, I’ll give you an orgasm of your very own. Victoria, what do you think? Can Abigail do it?”
“Oh, master, I’m so easy…” her voice trailed off into a gasp as Abigail lapped up and down Victoria’s beautiful pussy. The pink inner lips tasted even spicier than the outer ones.
Master Ian chuckled. “Use your fingers, too, Abigail. Pull your head back a bit just for now, and look. I bet you’ve never seen a pussy up close, and it’s important that you get to know how to give another girl pleasure. Pull Victoria’s pussy-lips open, very gently, and kiss her clit, then taste all the inside. That’s the nicest part.”
Abigail couldn’t help just doing exactly what Master Ian said, now that she had let this wanton desire to give pleasure to another girl take hold of her. As he directed her, very patiently, she thought, she did exactly as he said, and Victoria began to whimper and moan, writhing over the cushions in a much more abandoned way than Abigail thought she ever could, but also with a note of showiness that puzzled Abigail even as she enjoyed the way Victoria clearly wanted to show her new friend how nice it felt to have the tip of Abigail’s tongue pushing up against the little bud at the top of her sex.
“Put one finger inside the pussy now,” Master Ian said, “and just keep licking that clit, and see what happens.” Abigail obeyed instantly, and Victoria gave a series of little panting moans, rising higher and higher, until at last she just made one long squeaking sort of sound and all her muscles contracted: she even closed her thighs around Abigail’s face. The feeling of that soft feminine skin on her cheeks made Abigail blush again, thinking about how she had just done such shameful, lewd things to a girl, but she suddenly realized that she had begun to love that kind of blush, here in the clutches of her owner and his agents—the Institute, they seemed to call it. What was this place, where they made you do wicked things that it turned out you always already wanted to do?
Master Ian stroked Abigail’s bottom, wiggling the butt-plug very gently as he did so, where she lay over his lap. “Alright, Victoria, why don’t you get off the cushions, and let Abigail have her turn?”
Oh, no. No—he had meant that he was going to use his hand, right? Abigail was desperate for an orgasm, but she suddenly saw herself over the cushions, the way Victoria had been, and what Master Ian was going to say then… She started to squirm and struggle.
Master Ian sighed and held her fast. Victoria had gotten off the cushions, and now Master Ian simply picked Abigail up and, standing up, plopped her down where he wanted her. She tried in vain to get off, and Master Ian said to the air, “Attendants, please.” Then, to Victoria, “Just take a seat on the stool, sweetie, it won’t take a moment to get her ready.”
Victoria obeyed, and a few seconds later the door opened and two large men in the uniform of hospital orderlies entered: both dark-haired, one Latino and the other Asian.
“Abigail,” said Ian, “meet Victor and Alan. They’ll be holding you down while Victoria pleasures you.”
“Oh, no. No, no, no. Please… I’ll… I’ll hold still. I promise.”
“Yes,” said Master Ian, looking into her eyes as she shook her head wildly but could not seem to break his gaze, “you will.” He turned to Victor and Alan. “Gentlemen, please hold Abigail here down on these cushions, with her nightgown up and her legs spread.”
Silently, the attendants advanced, as Abigail tried to push herself back into the cushions and out of existence. Victor stood to her right, and Alan to her left, leaving Victoria waiting patiently on her stool between them. Master Ian released his grip on her waist and shoulders when Victor came to take up the spot where he had been standing. Abigail wasn’t struggling anymore, in hopes that master Ian would send the attendants away, but almost like robots they each put a hand on a shoulder and a hand under a knee. If Abigail had thought Master Ian had big hands, she now knew what big hands really felt like: both attendants had hands that seemed the size of dinner plates. They pulled her now unresisting legs apart, leaving her pussy veiled only by the lacy blue hem of the little nightgown.
“Why don’t you uncover that cute pussy, Victoria?” said Master Ian. “Victor and Alan would like to be rewarded for having to come in here, I’m sure.”
“Oh, God… please, master… don’t…” The idea that two more huge men would be added to the number of those who had seen her revealed down there made Abigail feel like her head would explode. Nothing, she thought, had been more deeply ingrained in her by her upbringing than the idea that a girl’s private parts must never be seen, even by herself in the mirror.
“You’re going to have to get used to this sort of thing, Abigail,” Master Ian said. She watched with horrified fascination as, down between her spread thighs, Victoria lifted her hands to take hold of the nightgown. “Owners of pretty girls like to show them off. And after Victoria bares you down there, your pretty pussy will be just as easy to display as hers is.”
When Victoria pulled the nightgown up, rolled it, and let it sit at Abigail’s waist, Abigail felt her whole body turning bright red. The attendants said nothing. Victoria looked up at Master Ian expectantly.
“You may get started, Victoria,” he said. “Abigail, you are to watch.”
Abigail found that she could not have turned her eyes away. The shame of being exposed had begun as a different, more debilitating kind of shame than that of having to kiss Victoria down there, but now Abigail felt that these shames seemed able to flow into one another. The harm to her modesty and her breeding had been done: three men and a woman, gathered here, had looked upon her little pussy, so lately virginal, with lascivious intent. Two of the men held her down now: Abigail had no choice, and having no choice seemed to free her, yes, to enjoy her position.
“Abigail,” Victoria said softly, “your pussy is beautiful.”
“Oh, God,” Abigail whispered. “Oh, God.”
“It makes you wet to hear me say that, doesn’t it?”
“Yes,” she whispered back, even more softly.
“I’m going to kiss it now, okay?”
Oh, no. “Okay”—not even a whisper: a sigh.
Then Abigail cried out, because nothing had ever felt that purely good. The orgasms Hans had wrung from her had felt good in a very complicated way, and satisfying. Abigail could tell that the orgasm she would now yield up might not be as satisfying, but oh, God, would it feel good. The feeling defied description: the softness bestowed by Victoria’s little pink tongue, which Abigail could watch, as it gently teased up and down the lips of her pussy, still adorned with the black curls that she knew this same girl would very soon, and very painfully, be taking away. The shame of it only seemed to increase the pleasure, because Victor and Alan, who must be watching, were holding her, so that she must feel the pleasure, must let the lovely little blond girl on the stool between her legs do the terrible things to her, and give her the terrible pleasure. Abigail’s soul was free: she had no choice but to feel the pleasure.
Victoria made the little cooing sound in her throat as she kissed and licked. She looked up into Abigail’s eyes as if to be sure that Abigail liked to feel another girl’s kisses down there. Abigail bit her lower lip as she felt Victoria take her clitoris firmly in her lips, and suddenly she was going over the edge of her orgasm, gasping for air and arching her back, unable to keep her eyes open as she felt her face contort with pleasure.
“Thank Victoria now,” said Master Ian.
Abigail looked down at Victoria, who was smiling shyly up at her, licking her lips just a little in a way that seemed to send Abigail’s arousal shooting back up again. “Thank you,” she whispered.
“You’re so welcome, Abigail. It’s lovely to meet you.” Victoria giggled, and Abigail couldn’t suppress her own little giggle.
“Thank you, Victor and Alan,” Master Ian said. They released Abigail, who realized she hadn’t even noticed them holding her for the past five minutes or so, and left the room, almost silently.
“Now,” Master Ian continued, “let’s get down to business.” Victoria took a strange-looking device from the bottom of the cart and put it on the top of it. It had a little pot, with a lid, inside a holding structure from which an electrical cord emerged—like a small crockpot. Master Ian plugged it into a wall outlet.
“To heat the wax,” Victoria said, as she withdrew a pair of scissors from the same place. Victoria clipped the curls between Abigail’s thighs first, before she began the waxing. The feeling, after what Victoria had just done in the very same private region, was very sensual, and Abigail had to bite her lips to keep from showing how it, and the sight of Victoria going about the clipping, paying such minute attention to Abigail’s pussy both with her scissors and with her eyes, aroused her.
As she worked, Victoria began to tell her about the Institute, giving Abigail the information she had been promised before she had tried so vainly to escape.
“So, there are five of us volunteers, and we arrived at the Institute last week, after waiting for weeks and weeks once they had accepted us. We didn’t know each other before they brought us there, of course.”
“And do they… do the same things to you that they… do to me?” Abigail asked in a whisper, both horrified and irresistibly attracted by the thought.
“Well, I’m not sure if they’re exactly the same, because they don’t tell us everything about the program, but the basic idea is the same.”
Abigail glanced at Master Ian, who was standing, impassively watching Victoria cut away Abigail’s private tresses. He smiled and said, “Feel free to ask about whether they would help you escape, Abigail.”
“Oh!” she said. “Um, well, I guess… if you’re volunteers, wouldn’t I be able to ask you to, I don’t know, tell someone that I’m being held… captive?”
Victoria smiled, and looked up at Abigail for a moment. “Sweetie, none of us has any idea where the Institute is—they put us to sleep and took us there. I know it’s not far from where we are now, because to get here they just blindfolded me and drove me here, and it took about an hour, but we could be in Timbuktu or Fiji for all I know. It’s a big mansion, and you can see some other mansions around, but they’d catch us and bring us back, if we tried to go for help, and…”
“What?”
“Well, this is the greatest thing that’s ever happened to me in my life, and I’m pretty sure you’ll look back on it in a year as the greatest thing that ever happened to you. So I don’t want to blow it for me, or for you.”
Abigail shook her head, though there was a part of her that, though she did everything she could to push it back, already agreed.
“To be spanked? And… you know… taken, by men you don’t even know? To be… owned by a man you’ve never met before?”
Victoria nodded, looking up again. She seemed to be done with the scissors. “You’re lucky, Abigail, because you know who your owner is already. We volunteers have to wait—they tell us most of us have been chosen, but none of us has had a visit, yet.” She put the scissors back on the cart. “I’m going to put the wax on now, sweetie. I’ll put it on in little patches, to form strips that I can peel off. It will feel hot, but not so hot it burns you. After the wax hardens, which won’t take very long, I’m going to pull it off, really quickly and your hair will come with it. Understand?”
Abigail nodded. Victoria stirred the wax in the little pot, then took the paddle she had stirred with, covered in golden wax, and spread the first line of it along the top of Abigail’s mons. It wasn’t really that hot at all, and it even felt a little nice. “It’s going to hurt a lot when I peel it, this first time, but before long you’ll really get used to it. Take your mind off it, though—ask me another question.”
Abigail watched Victoria make more of the little patches of wax, trying to think of anything but what it would feel like when she pulled it off—above all when Victoria pulled off the strips she knew would go right on her pussy-lips. “Um… okay. So you, um, didn’t really answer my question about being owned, did you?”
Before she replied, and without any warning, Victoria started pulling off the strips of wax, which had hardened almost immediately. “Ow!” Abigail said. It actually wasn’t as bad as she had feared. It was certainly nowhere near as bad as getting her teeth cleaned, for example. She even found herself getting a tiny bit turned on by the pain, and by Victoria being so tender and efficient, as she thought about what she and Victoria had done to one another only a few minutes before.
“Well, no, I guess I didn’t. I guess it’s because I don’t really know how I know that it’s what I need. I just feel like I can’t be happy unless I belong to a guy who takes care of me, and loves to dominate me, and do whatever he wants to me to make himself feel good.”
“Any guy?”
“No, of course not,” Victoria giggled. “But the thing about the Institute is that they know how to choose the right girl for the right owner.”
“How do you know that?”
“I guess I don’t really know it.” The waxing was moving inward, and growing more painful. Abigail whined a bit as the strips came off, but the arousal also continued. “But wait until you meet Miss Anne-Marie. She knows so much about what we need—or, I mean, what I need, but I think you probably need the same thing, judging from how you reacted to what just happened. Alright, last bit coming up, before I turn you over.”
“Before you what?”
“I need to do your bottom, too.” Her voice fell to a whisper. “That’s my favorite part when I get waxed. Shh.”
Abigail couldn’t help a giggle.
Victoria finished up as she had said she would. When Abigail turned over, Victoria helped her expel the plug. Master Ian said, “You’ll clean that later, Abigail,” and took it to the bathroom.
Abigail felt her face turn bright red as Victoria told her to hold her bottom-cheeks open, but when she ripped the wax away Abigail had to admit that something wicked in her really liked the feeling. Then Victoria had her get up and look at herself in the mirror. The sight, as of a different girl, a girl ready to be enjoyed by her masters, took her breath away. Victoria hugged her and Abigail said, “Thank you for being so kind to me.”
“I’ll see you soon, at the Institute,” Victoria replied and wheeled her cart out of the room.
“See?” Master Ian said, when Victoria had gone. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”
“No, master,” Abigail said.
He stepped to the center of the rug. “Knees,” he said. Abigail went to kneel before him. “I’m going to teach you something new, now: a command called ‘mouth.’ Once you learn it, you’ll be ready to go to the Institute, where they’ll teach you a great deal more. The basic idea that you are available to any master there, though, is what I need to impress on you now.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
In the control room, Anne-Marie watched Ian untie the belt of his master’s gown. “When I say ‘mouth,’ Abigail, you will open your mouth as wide as you can, and put out your tongue. You will curl your tongue over your bottom lip, and wait for me to put my cock on it. Do you understand?”
Anne-Marie could see fear in Abigail’s eyes, but the girl did not move. “Yes, master,” she said.
“Mouth,” Ian said and opened his gown, revealing the enormous cock that Abigail had not yet seen, but only felt. Abigail shuddered at the sight of it, but she held her position.
“Seven,” said Claire.
“I think she is ready,” said Brian, who was now sitting to Anne-Marie’s right. Jean had stayed up nearly all night monitoring Hans and Abigail and making notes on the previous day’s activity, while Anne-Marie had got almost a full night’s sleep. Jean slept now, and Brian had taken his chair in the control room for the time being.
On the monitors, Ian put the head of his cock on Abigail’s tongue and left it there for a long moment, while he said, “Very nice, Abigail. I’m going to take hold of your head now, and push in. I’m going to make you gag. Your job is to relax and concentrate on your breathing. The more you do that, the easier it’s going to be to suppress your gag reflex.”
Anne-Marie watched the close-up on camera 1 of the huge cock driving into pretty Abigail’s little mouth, envying Abigail the experience as she remembered the first time a man had used her own face that way. Paris, 1974: Anne-Marie had been eighteen. If only there had been an Institute to find her an owner, trainers, new friends who were fellow submissives. Anne-Marie would probably have been a volunteer herself, after her experience with Michel, the man who had used her mouth for the first time, with Anne-Marie just barely consenting and not knowing what she had let herself in for, but before that she would have made almost as good a pick-up as Abigail.
Ian made Abigail gag over and over, for ten minutes. Then he pulled out and said. “Go to the bathroom, Abigail, and clean your plug. Come back with a glass of water.”
When Abigail returned, Ian gave her the sleeping pill and she swallowed it, a little apprehensively but without the threat of a spanking. Brian murmured, “She’s internalized the threat now. Every time she receives a command that doesn’t push her boundaries, it comes with the threat of a spanking, as far as she’s concerned, and she’ll obey.”
“Ready for training?” Anne-Marie asked.
“Absolutely. There will be a great many boundaries to push in training, and then with Hans, but we’ve broken her to basic obedience.”
Anne-Marie watched Ian help Abigail into bed; she was already woozy from the pill. Five minutes later, she was fast asleep. Ian said, “Attendants,” and Victor and Alan came in again, with a hospital gurney.
 
* * *
 
The Institute was really only five minutes from the pick-up facility where they had accommodated Abigail, and where they would, if things worked as Anne-Marie hoped they would, accommodate future pick-ups. They had driven Victoria in a circle, slowly, five times, to make her think the pick-up facility was farther away than it really was. Anne-Marie could see a time in the future when they might send training masters who served as case managers out into the field to break girls in their own homes, which could well prove the best possible way to bring out a submissive’s cravings, but Jean and Brian had agreed that a controlled environment like their little facility made sense, for the purpose of gathering the best possible data.
The van pulled up to the front door of the château, as Anne-Marie could not help but think of it, and Abigail, on her gurney under a sheet, was wheeled out and placed in the old porter’s room that adjoined the grand foyer and the vestibule. Alan pulled back the sheet to reveal Abigail naked, her nightgown removed back at the pick-up facility, for the purpose of the initiation in the foyer. Standing looking at her sleeping there, Anne-Marie dreamt of a day when they might bring three girls at a time, with a truly experienced girl to receive each of them, and conduct the kind of initiation ceremony that never lay far outside the borders of Anne-Marie’s waking mind, patiently waiting for the chance to seduce her: upon her bed, in the bath, alone in her office.
For the present, there would be Zoe, the most experienced of the volunteers. Anne-Marie and Jean had placed a great deal of faith in Zoe, and thus far she had rewarded that faith admirably. Footsteps sounded in the foyer, and Anne-Marie turned to see Zoe, auburn-haired and green-eyed, graceful with her height of nearly six feet, approaching in the flesh, demonstrating her uncanny ability to be where she was needed at the proper time. Anne-Marie watched her walk, in her blue nightgown (Joseph kept the girls in blue most of the day every day; he punished in the evenings, though, so they would generally go to bed in pink). Anne-Marie herself was in a suit: she would change into her own nightgown before they woke Abigail, of course.
“Hello, Zoe,” Anne-Marie said softly, once the girl had knelt in front of her.
“Hello, Miss Anne-Marie,” Zoe answered, her eyes upon Anne-Marie’s own feet.
“You may look at me, my dear.”
“Thank you, miss,” Zoe replied, looking up into Anne-Marie’s eyes.
“We’ll wake her in an hour. I would like you to sit by her here, and ring on the intercom if she seems to be stirring. That is very unlikely, though.”
“Yes, miss.”
“You have studied your part in our little ceremony?”
“Yes, miss.”
“Have you any questions?”
“One question, miss. When Master J comes in, do I kneel?”
“Yes, Zoe. He is your own training master, so you must always kneel to him, as you do to me.”
“But not to the teachers except in their classrooms?”
“That is right. Unless they command it, of course.”
Zoe’s green eyes narrowed very slightly. Anne-Marie smiled and stroked Zoe’s pale, lightly freckled cheek with the backs of her fingers. She knew Zoe would probe a bit now, the way she had from the beginning of her contact with the Institute.
“Has it always been that way, miss? I mean, since the very beginning of the Institute?”
Zoe had been the first volunteer to arrive, and so she had come to a château staffed with trainers, and with a dean—Anne-Marie herself—but devoid of other submissives. In her interview process, Anne-Marie and Jean had told her and the other five volunteers that the Institute had recently moved from its old home in Europe, but that the program would continue just as it had been doing for centuries, and might even accelerate. They had given Zoe the number 248, and told Joseph and the other masters, all very intelligent men and very capable of perpetrating this sort of ruse, to make frequent reference to the Institute’s long history.
But Zoe was even more intelligent than the masters, and she had clearly detected signs that the Institute was actually brand new. Thus had begun this game she played with Anne-Marie, which they both seemed to enjoy greatly. As Anne-Marie considered how best to answer Zoe, she remembered watching Victoria on the video feed from Abigail’s room, expressing so perfectly what Anne-Marie herself felt about the Institute: the best thing that had ever happened to her. All the volunteers seemed to feel that way—Zoe most of all. This game about the true origins of the Institute was by no means subversive: rather, it expressed Zoe’s love and gratitude in a quirky way that Anne-Marie felt sure Zoe intended only in fun and affection.
“Oh, yes,” Anne-Marie finally replied. “Always—since even before girls had numbers.” That was part of the noble lie she and Jean had agreed on: the Institute had existed longer than anyone even knew—its origins lay hidden in the mists of time.
“Oh, miss,” said Zoe, “part of me wishes I lived in the old days, when we all could have been pick-ups like Abigail.” She smiled with seeming innocence as she spoke, and Anne-Marie had to suppress a laugh.
“Yes, Zoe, I do too—for you and for me.” Anne-Marie thought of what it would have been like to be the mistress of that fictional Institute, placed over girls all of whom had been broken, and all of whom would be sent on, happier with their lot, to the homes of wealthy men. She shook her head: fantasy, merely. Sade had ended in the lunatic asylum for less than setting up the establishment Anne-Marie dreamt. “Alright, Zoe. I am going to go shower and change. You may sit in the chair in the porter’s room.”
“Thank you, miss,” Zoe said, and went to obey. Anne-Marie watched her take up her station by the sleeping Abigail, wondering if everything could really be going so perfectly. All it took, it seemed, was choosing people who wanted the same terrible things you wanted.
On the way to her own suite, Anne-Marie stopped by Mark’s. As befit his role, he was the very first guest in the lavish accommodations they had built for owners and other guests. Hans would probably be the second, unless one of the volunteers’ owners decided to come calling before that.
Mark looked tired as he and Anne-Marie sat down in his suite’s sitting area. The one concession they had made to the nature of the Institute in furnishing the guest rooms was in covering all the furniture in easily washable imitation leather. Anne-Marie had striven to find the most luxurious version of the synthetic stuff she could, and the effect wasn’t bad. She liked to tell herself that the occupants of the guest suites would appreciate the gesture aimed at making them feel comfortable enjoying the girls wherever they pleased, and over whatever piece of furniture struck their fancy. They would have to see how Hans took it; he certainly had been very enthusiastic about the setup in Abigail’s pick-up accommodations. When Anne-Marie had parted from him, he had been busily rearranging his schedule so that he could come back sooner than he had initially planned—for a steep additional fee, of course.
“You are a miracle worker, Anne-Marie,” Hans said. “I do not care what it costs: I need to be back in that pretty cunt as soon as you will let me take up residence in your guest suites and you will send her to me. Abigail is worth every penny.”
“Of course,” Anne-Marie replied, happy that she had emphasized in the planning stages that such flexibility absolutely must be built in as a way to allow owners to exercise dominance—and of course, to spend more money at the Institute.
Now to Mark she said, “I would advise a nap—just half an hour or so. You will probably want to wait to sleep tonight until Abigail does, and that could well be quite late, as well as completely unexciting, since she will be in her room by herself, maybe reading but probably just tossing and turning. It will take a few days to get her onto the same schedule as everyone else.”
“I know. I’ll try.” Mark’s jaw clenched as he seemed to contemplate the necessity of napping.
“How are you doing?”
Instead of answering the question directly, Mark seemed to plunge into the heart of the matter. He took a deep, exhausted breath, and said, passing his hand over his eyes and then casting his gaze down to the floor, “Fairytale happy endings are even less realistic for us, aren’t they?”
“Why do you think Réage ended Story of O the way she did?” Anne-Marie replied, in full sympathy. “O could have ended up with Sir Stephen, no? And indeed that is what the filmmakers did in that wretched film they made of the book. But in the book, O asks to die.”
Mark looked up almost wildly. “But that part’s not real, is it? I mean, Abigail won’t end up wanting to die… right? Sometimes I feel like we dominants understand you subs perfectly, and other times I feel like there’s a vast abyss between us.”
Anne-Marie laughed gently. “No, she won’t want to die.”
“But… but what does it mean, for me and Abigail? What will happen when we release the memories? I mean, to the way she feels about me?”
Now Anne-Marie sighed. “I do not want to predict, really, for fear of being proven wrong. But I have a very strong suspicion. I think that Abigail, by that time, will love Hans very much. But if she is like me—as I am quite sure she is—she will want to experience what it would be like to be yours, and to make real her first imaginary submission. I think she will come back to you. But…”
“But it won’t be a fairytale happy ending,” Mark finished.
“It never is,” Anne-Marie said wryly. “Even for vanillas. On the other hand…” Anne-Marie knew that although she believed very firmly in the positivity of the outcome she saw for Abigail and Mark’s story, it was almost certainly an outcome that would not match Mark’s fantasies of owning Abigail forever and ever—perhaps even of marrying Abigail. She looked into Mark’s face, his expression seeming to embody a willingness to clutch at straws, and decided on a way to phrase her thought: “On the other hand, that certainly doesn’t mean that you and Abigail won’t live happily ever after, in your own fashion, of dominance and submission.”
Mark did brighten a bit at that, and Anne-Marie left him much better disposed to take the nap he needed so much.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
Beautiful, dark-haired, naked Abigail stirred on the cot. Watching her, Zoe remembered waking up in the same place, on the same cot, and wondered how different it would be for Abigail. Zoe had awakened from wonderful dreams of being fucked by huge cocks, and she had awakened slowly, taking a very long time to understand that the Christmas-morning feeling she had gotten from being here at last, at the Institute, the place that seemed much, much too good to be true.
Zoe would live out her fantasies: already purchased by a wealthy man, she would learn to please him, and then go home with him. She would live in luxury as a pampered concubine, and serve her owner and see in his eyes the dominant pleasure of the true alpha, the expression that made Zoe’s pussy sing, that she had seen much, much too infrequently in her erotic life to that moment. And the money would pile up in the bank account, day after day, so that if she ever decided she’d had enough, she could walk away from her owner a much more prosperous young woman than she had ever imagined she could be, growing up in a lower-middle-class suburb of Minneapolis.
But Abigail was a pick-up, and as much as Zoe fantasized about being a pick-up herself, she didn’t think she had the slightest idea what it would be like to be a submissive who couldn’t admit to herself that she was a submissive. Zoe had just always known: her parents were open-minded, and when she admitted to her mom that she thought about being spanked (her parents of course never even threatened to use corporal punishment), her mom had said that she thought some people were just like that, and she should never be ashamed of her desires, any more than she should be ashamed of her body.
Her mom had told her that she thought Zoe would be much happier if she waited until she was eighteen to think about having sex. Zoe had seen the wisdom of it, and then spent the time after her eighteenth birthday reading everything she could find, with no objection from her parents, about kink and the kinky. On her nineteenth birthday, she told her boyfriend that she was a submissive, and that she wanted him to try to dominate her, now that Zoe was old enough. She had suspected she would scare him off that way, and she did.
Not that if he had turned out to be a dominant she wouldn’t have welcomed it, but Zoe knew what she needed, and she had decided not to settle for less. A year later, though, having given her virginities to an older dominant who then moved away from the college town where Zoe was a sophomore, finding what she needed began to seem more difficult than she had thought it might be.
Until a psychology professor had put her in touch with Jean. When Jean had flown to Minnesota to dominate her for a night in a luxury suite at a fancy hotel, it had been wonderful enough. When he had told her he wanted her to come to New York to interview for a job he was fairly sure would interest her, she had felt like she was stepping through the looking glass. When she met Miss Anne-Marie, and knelt before her for the very first time in the exquisite new offices of the Institute high above Manhattan, Zoe truly had at first felt sad, because she simply could not believe it was real, and the thought of having to wake up from the dream seemed to break her heart.
“Master?” Abigail’s eyes were still closed, and she seemed to be on the border between sleep and waking, where a dream could seem so real that Zoe could start planning her day on the basis of the information from the dream—as when she dreamt that she had failed an exam and, upon waking, wearily began to plan to schedule a time to retake it, before realizing that she had passed that exam five years ago.
“No…” Abigail murmured, but Zoe could tell that she was waking fully aroused, as Zoe so often had before she started getting what she needed. Abigail was waking in the fantasy-hope that a master might be waiting on the other side of sleep, with a cane and a cock he wanted to give Abigail. She hoped, Zoe knew, that he, that fantasy master, would begin dominating her as soon as she had woken up enough to understand that he found her worth dominating. He would dominate her to his cock’s content, whether or not she was sleepy, whether or not she needed to pee, whether or not she wanted what he chose to give her. The very act of imagining what Abigail wanted made Zoe herself wet, but that seemed to be the effect the Institute had on her: the air itself seemed charged with arousal here.
Zoe glanced into the foyer, through the open door. Miss Anne-Marie stood there just outside the door to the porter’s room, ready to play her part, as Zoe was ready to play hers.
Abigail stirred a little more. Zoe watched her right hand move across her naked belly, the fingertips just brushing her bare sex and making Zoe think of her own freshly waxed pussy, to which Master J had already paid so much attention.
Zoe glanced at Miss Anne-Marie, and received the nod she had been waiting for. She took a deep breath and reached out to take gentle hold of Abigail’s shoulder. Zoe squeezed very lightly and rubbed, unable to keep herself from thinking about how nice it would be when Master J told Abigail and Zoe to put on a little girl-on-girl show for him, as he already had several times with other girls. The specialness of Abigail as a pick-up, though, seemed to attract Zoe even more than she felt attracted to Victoria and Beatrice and the others.
Abigail blinked and started, looking around her and seeing the strange room, and then Zoe. Her face went from the contentment of her dream to alarm at the unfamiliarity. Then she looked down her body and saw that they had taken away even the little nightgown.
“What…?” she asked, unable even to frame a question.
“You’re at the Institute,” Zoe said gently. “In a few moments, I’m going to help you up, and take you into the foyer for your initiation.”
“Initiation?”
“Yes. Don’t worry, you won’t have to do anything but listen… and obey, of course.”
“Obey?”
Zoe smiled at Abigail’s confused repetitions. “Yes, but you know that already, don’t you? Master Ian is good at teaching obedience, don’t you think?”
“Oh, God,” Abigail said, seeming to return in her imagination to the dream she had been having, that made her call out ‘master’ in her sleep. “Is… is my… is master… Are they here?”
“You’ll have answers to your questions soon. Do you think you’re ready to get up?”
Abigail swallowed hard, thought for a moment, then nodded. “Why am I naked?” she whispered, as Zoe stood and took her hands to help her stand.
Zoe smiled. “Because they want you to be naked.”
She watched a blush suffuse Abigail’s face. “Oh.”
Zoe turned the unresisting Abigail to face the open door leading to the grand foyer. Miss Anne-Marie entered, and stood just inside the doorway. Miss Anne-Marie looked absolutely magnificent, Zoe thought: like the beautiful wicked queen from a fairytale, her black hair even darker than Abigail’s, her brown eyes sparkling with what could be malice but Zoe knew to be laser-like focus on realizing her visions.
“Welcome, Abigail,” she said, then, “follow me, girls.” She turned and walked purposefully to her place at the bottom of the staircase, serving herself as a kind of gate to the mysteries of her Institute. Zoe felt Abigail quiver at her side at the very sight of this strange and rather menacing new face.
“It’s alright,” Zoe whispered. “Just do as she says and you’ll be fine.” She began to lead Abigail, who now held back a little and needed to be tugged, by the hand toward the staircase. “There’s a mat, right in front of Miss Anne-Marie. All you have to do is kneel on it.”
Abigail’s footsteps slowed almost to a standstill, then sped up again as she seemed to resolve, as Zoe had in the same situation the week before, when it had been Miss Anne-Marie herself leading her toward the staircase, that obedience was the best course. She knelt on the white foam-rubber mat that covered the marble floor. As she watched Abigail, Zoe had an idle thought: what if every girl had her own mat?
“Abigail,” Miss Anne-Marie said, as Zoe took up her position behind the new girl, “you may raise your eyes and look at me. I am Miss Anne-Marie. You will address me that way, or as miss. Zoe, what happens to girls who fail to address me properly?”
“They’re spanked, miss.” It had only happened once, so far, to Beatrice. She had simply forgotten to end a sentence with ‘miss,’ and she had gone instantly over a chair in the refectory to receive fifty strokes of Anne-Marie’s stiff leather strap.
“How hard do I spank, Zoe?” That Zoe knew from personal experience, having had a reminder about touching herself in bed, in Miss Anne-Marie’s office on her second day. The conference, as Miss Anne-Marie called it, had begun with an order to get over the spanking stool that stood in a place of honor in front of Miss Anne-Marie’s desk, and it had ended with a crying Zoe returning to her room to lie face down on her bed and think about her owner’s absolute rights over her body. It had hurt like hell, but it had also been the most wonderful of all the wonderful things that had happened to Zoe so far at the Institute, especially because of the attention Master J had paid to her when he had entered the room half an hour later. He hadn’t, of course, let her come, but that deprivation itself made up an important part of what Zoe had always craved.
“Very hard, miss.”
Miss Anne-Marie clapped her hands three times. Zoe knew what would happen, but the way Master J flung the door under the staircase open with a bang still made her jump, and, on the mat, Abigail gave an even more violent start and quailed away from the noise. When she saw Master J coming toward her, enormous, in his long master’s robe, his rigid cock bobbing a full eight inches out in front of him, she froze, unable even to find the wits to cower.
Zoe knelt, her eyes downcast. Miss Anne-Marie remained standing.
Master J was at least 6′5″. He looked like a professional basketball player—a power guard, maybe, given how very muscular he was. He had light brown hair and hazel eyes, and his face seemed made for the cover of a men’s fashion magazine—or a women’s naughtier sort of periodical. He wore his hair cut short, in a military kind of style.
He fucked, as Zoe already knew very well, like a stallion.
“Face to the floor, Abigail,” he said in the deep, rumbling voice that seemed to come from his well-muscled abdomen. Master J never raised his voice, but he also never failed to convey the necessity of obedience. As he spoke the words, he reached her, and gave her no time to choose. He put his huge hand on the back of Abigail’s neck, twined his fingers loosely in her hair, and began to push her into the position in which he wanted her. The first time he had done that to Zoe, she had thought she would come just at the feeling of being commanded by a man so big and so dominant.
Abigail resisted just a bit, as Zoe had, because the experience was so overwhelming that really her body just hadn’t caught up to it yet. But Master J was not rough: simply firm. He pushed until Abigail relaxed a bit, and then he brought her face all the way down to the mat, in the process taking up the animal crouch behind her that made Zoe feel like she was floating above the scene, so arousing was it to see him covering Abigail that way. Zoe got only a brief glimpse of the delectable rear view of the new girl: bare pussy-lips peeping between her thighs, tiny pink anus winking above, before Master J’s robe obscured the sight.
“Oh, God,” Abigail said passionately, half in fear at the size of the cock that must have just impaled her and half in erotic fervor.
“Shh,” said Master J, moving very slowly downward and, Zoe knew, inward.
“Oh, God… oh, God… it’s too… oh, no…” But Zoe could hear the ‘yes’ so clearly in Abigail’s voice that she knew that the experience of the pick-up and of the volunteer must be almost the same. For at the moment when Master J had entered Zoe, the size of him had caused a little panic to break out in her tummy, and she, too, had said, “Oh, no…” Perhaps the difference was that Abigail could feel that ravishment more purely than Zoe. Envy came back, for this lucky girl who got to live Zoe’s true fantasy, but at the same time pity and the beginnings of affection. Zoe, like Master J and Miss Anne-Marie, had a job to do, the best job in the world, as far as she was concerned—they all got to help each other live out this drama of dominance and submission, and Abigail needed the most help of all.
Now Abigail could only cry out wordlessly into the mat beneath her as Master J fucked her in an easy rhythm. Miss Anne-Marie began the initiatory lesson that Zoe felt she could already quote verbatim, so memorable had it been for her.
“Abigail, listen to me now, please. As I said, I am Miss Anne-Marie, and I am the academic dean of the Institute. I will supervise your training, while the master who is fucking you right now, Master J, will be your training master.”
Miss Anne-Marie spoke slowly, her words making a kind of counterpoint to the wet sounds of Master J’s huge cock inside Abigail and Abigail’s moans of passionate discomfort at being stretched by his possession of her.
“We have brought you here to the Institute at your owner’s behest, to train you to please him. Everything that will befall you here will be as your owner wishes it, and at the end of your training, he will come to test your skills, and then to take you home with him.”
“Oh… please…” Abigail said. “I’m… I’m going to…”
“Do not come, girl,” Master J said. “If you come, you will be punished.”
“Oh, God… I…” Zoe saw Miss Anne-Marie nod to Master J. Master J stood up, withdrawing from Abigail, and leaving Abigail sobbing in frustration. Zoe could tell that Miss Anne-Marie did not want Abigail punished right then.
“Thank Master J, my dear,” Anne-Marie said.
“Thank you,” Abigail panted, her face still against the mat.
“Zoe,” said Miss Anne-Marie, “what should Abigail say?”
“She should say ‘Thank you for fucking me, master,’” Zoe said as promptly as she could.
“Abigail?” asked Miss Anne-Marie.
“Oh, God… Thank you for… for f-fucking m-me, master.” Abigail’s body seemed to quake as she forced the words out.
“You are very welcome, Abigail,” Master J said. “I’ll see you later.” He walked away, and disappeared back through the door under the stairs that Zoe thought must lead to some kind of control facility that the girls never saw.
“You will find this house which we call simply the Institute quite luxurious, I think,” Miss Anne-Marie said, “and though your training will seem strange and new, let me assure you—as I know you have already been assured several times—that you will benefit greatly from it. We are absolutely certain that through your training as a concubine you will gain the ability to live a life you have never been able to admit to yourself you wanted. You may rise.”
Abigail slowly straightened up to her knees, then stood a little unsteadily in front of Miss Anne-Marie.
“Zoe will show you your room, and then take you to meet the other girls. They will show you over the Institute, before you have dinner. You will be able to spend the evening getting to know them, before bed. In the morning, you will have your first classes and then, after lunch, your first session with Master J. Do not worry—Zoe will tell you all this again very soon.” Miss Anne-Marie smiled kindly. “I will see you soon—probably at your first conference, tomorrow evening. Au revoir.”
“Au revoir, mademoiselle,” Abigail said, her high-school French apparently coming back to her, irresistibly.
“Good-bye, miss,” Zoe said.



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Zoe stepped forward and took Abigail’s hand. “Hard part’s over for today,” she said. “Come upstairs and I’ll show you the good stuff.”
Abigail allowed herself to be led, feeling like the dream she’d had before she woke up here had been more realistic than what had just happened to her, and what seemed likely to happen now. In that dream, she thought, there had just been Mr. LeMarchand, but he had seemed to change into different people as he… yes, as he fucked her, pushing her knees back almost to her ears and calling her a “good, tight girl with a well-behaved little cunt” as he did. The mere thought of the dream made her blush furiously, but so did the thought of how wet she had seemed to become just at the sight of Master J’s enormous cock.
“They tell us—I mean Miss Anne-Marie and the masters—that the Institute is hundreds—maybe thousands—of years old. But they just moved here, so everything looks new and empty. There are enough halls for at least three times as many girls as are here now, and later you’ll see that there are tons and tons of empty rooms downstairs, but I’m just going to take you to Master J’s hall right now. We all have rooms on it.”
They had reached the top of the grand stairway. Zoe turned about, and Abigail did the same. They looked down over the splendid foyer, marble-floored and graced with a spectacular chandelier. “To the right,” Zoe said, “is the great hall. We haven’t done anything there yet, but Miss Anne-Marie says it’s for special functions. I suppose it’s not hard to guess what sort of function that would be, but it’s kind of fun to imagine.” She looked sympathetically at Abigail. “Or I guess it’s fun for me, but maybe not for you?”
“So you’re a volunteer? Like… Victoria?”
“Oh, that’s right! You met Victoria! What a sweetheart, right?”
Abigail felt herself blush, and clearly Zoe saw it. She giggled. “Don’t answer that, I guess.”
“No!” Abigail protested. “She was so kind to me… but… you know…”
“Yes,” Zoe replied. “Well, I think I do, but like you said I’m a volunteer, so it’s not the same. Can I ask you… did you really think it was wrong… I mean, to do this stuff?”
“You didn’t?” Abigail asked, astonished. “How could it not be wrong?”
Zoe looked at her in wonder. “Even after being with Master Ian and with your owner, you still think it’s wrong. I mean, from what Victoria said… you definitely know that your body wants it, right?”
Abigail’s blush now felt like a furnace in her cheeks. “The things my body wants are bad, and if I hadn’t been brought here I would have never done them. Eventually, maybe with the help of a psychologist and maybe with the help of God, I would have gotten rid of those desires. The fact that I have to go along with all this… well… what else can I do, when I’ll get caned if I don’t, until I would do anything just to get them to stop caning me?”
“Wow. Miss Anne-Marie wasn’t kidding, was she?”
“About what?”
“That the Institute was good for girls like me, but it’s something that girls like you could never, ever be happy without.”
Abigail felt tears come into her eyes. “But… but I was happy, before.”
“Well… I’m sorry, sweetie—I don’t want to make you sad, so let me just say that I’m not sure I believe you. Anyway, on our right is the great hall and on our left is the day room, which is just a beautiful living room for sitting around in. After we meet the others, I’ll show you what’s through the hall that leads back; the refectory—that’s the dining room—and the movie theater. That’s how you get to the classrooms, too, but they’re off in the wings. Understand? A little, at least?”
Abigail nodded, thinking against her will about what Zoe had said—about not really being happy. Not that Abigail was really happy now, of course. But in her heart of hearts a little voice was admitting that she saw a greater chance to be happy along the path into which the Institute had wrenched her life than she had seemed able to anticipate before. The idea of the internship in San Francisco’s Silicon Valley (had it all just been a ruse by the Institute?) had given her the prospect of coding—of really coding, for the new stuff that mattered—but something made her think that her new life would still give her the freedom to do that stuff, without having to worry that her untoward desires would drive her mad. By forcing her to live those untoward desires, she had to admit that the Institute had shown her possibilities she would never have imagined.
Zoe led Abigail away from the staircase and toward a hall that opened off to the right. “This is Master J’s hall,” she said. “Oh—I need to tell you—you must always kneel to Master J, as soon as you see him. If you don’t, you’ll get spanked.”
“Of course,” Abigail found herself responding in an almost light-hearted way. “Is there anything you don’t get spanked for?”
Zoe giggled. “I don’t think so, actually.”
They had reached the hallway, lined with doors that each had a brass fixture displaying a typed card. ‘Beatrice (250)’ Abigail read on the card on one door.
Zoe pointed to the left. “That’s Master J’s training room, where we have our sessions. Sometimes it’ll just be you, and sometimes other girls will join you. When you have your first one tomorrow, he’ll probably make it one on one. That’s what he did with me, at least.”
On the next door, Abigail saw ‘Abigail (253).’
“The number means that you’re the 253rd concubine to train at the Institute since they started using numbers. Like I said, the Institute goes back to the Middle Ages, but apparently they didn’t start using numbers until the twentieth century.”
“So I’m number 253?”
“That’s right. I’m number 248. They don’t use our numbers, though. I think it’s probably to make us feel more submissive, and maybe for their own record-keeping? Anyway, let’s get you into your room and get you dressed in your nightgown. Did someone tell you what the colors mean?”
Abigail blushed. “I should be wearing blue, right?”
Zoe nodded and opened the door. “No locks, of course,” she said. “Masters can come use you whenever they want, though I’m pretty sure they have to arrange it with Master J.”
Abigail’s heart beat very fast at this. “Have many come and… used you?” she asked fearfully as they stepped into the large, luxurious room.
“Hmm. Define many. I’ve been here six nights—I’m pretty sure, though everything seems to run together—and I think I’ve had visits on four of them? It was Master J twice, and Master Ian once, and Miss Anne-Marie once.”
“Miss Anne-Marie?!”
Zoe giggled. “Yes. That was fun, actually.”
Abigail swallowed, looking around at the lovely little desk, the high-backed desk chair, the comfortable-looking reading chair with the little bookcase next to it. She looked at the king-sized bed, covered in a patchwork quilt that reminded her of home. Strangely, though she stood there naked in what might be called a very nice dungeon cell, she felt not the slightest pang of homesickness. Instead, she thought of what her father would do if he heard about what his daughter had undergone, and doubtless would undergo. She imagined lying to him, and telling him that it had all been against her will. She imagined him looking at her with approval as she repudiated her inmost self, and telling her she was a good girl.
Then she imagined telling him the truth, that the thought of being made to serve the lusts of Miss Anne-Marie made her so wet that a part of her cried out inside that if they tried to take her away from the Institute before Miss Anne-Marie had paid her a visit in the night, she would kick and scream and have to be hauled away as she grabbed onto this lovely furniture, desperate to stay where they would dominate her without asking if she liked it.
Abigail turned her eyes back to Zoe, who looked at her with curious sympathy. This dimension of the experience hadn’t occurred to Abigail even when she had met Victoria. Zoe clearly pitied Abigail, but also for some reason envied her—as if Zoe thought from moment to moment that the experience of being held captive and made to serve the lusts of strangers, under penalty of the lash, were somehow wasted on Abigail, since Abigail couldn’t appreciate it properly.
“The closet’s over there.” Zoe pointed. “Your nightgowns are inside.”
Abigail went to the closet door and opened it. The nightgowns hung prominently there, but so too did a series of other things—silky and lacy and generally very, very small. Abigail couldn’t pretend that she hadn’t seen such things on mannequins in store windows at the mall, but she blushed when she realized that the fantasy that Mr. LeMarchand would give her such a garment, and tell her to put it on or get a spanking, had nearly come true.
Still, she said to Zoe, “What are those?” as if she had never seen such things before.
“Stuff your owner picked out for you to wear. You’ll have some special lessons in wearing it, I think. I have a few things like that in my closet, but I haven’t put any of it on yet.”
“How can you have a lesson in wearing lingerie?” Abigail asked, genuinely horrified at that thought as somehow walking naked through a manor house hadn’t seemed to be able to horrify her.
Zoe laughed. “Well, for a start, it’s hard to take off as sexily as your owner will want you to take it off, and it’s even harder to put on sexily, and…”
Abigail felt the blush grow even stronger.
“…different pieces of underwear are suited to, you know, different poses and things. Master Ian does deportment, and I think he’s going to be the one to do those lessons.”
Abigail decided not to pursue the matter further, and took the blue nightgown from the rack, noticing as she did so that some of the same triangular cushions that had been in the room where she’d had her first sessions also graced the closet of her own room here.
When she had put it on, Zoe led her down the hall to the bathroom. “There are six of us in all, now that you’re here,” she said as she walked. “You, me, Victoria, Beatrice, Penny, and Julie. You’re the only pick-up, and the only one who’s met her owner. We’re all really jealous, but I know that doesn’t make much sense to you.”
“Well, I guess the more you say it, the more I can kind of see it from your point of view,” Abigail lied, without really meaning to speak an untruth but understanding the moment the words left her lips that she had. She absolutely understood why they would be jealous of her, because the version of Abigail that had inhabited her erotic fantasy life for so long would have been jealous if another girl had been given the chance to be dominated by her wealthy, powerful owner, and that fantasy Abigail hadn’t had that chance yet.
Zoe gave her a sidelong glance, perhaps suspecting the falsehood, as she pushed open the swinging door to the enormous bathroom, done up in pink. Abigail noticed immediately that there were two huge bathtubs, several large pink hassocks, and then, with a flush, that the toilets sat unprotected by any stalls, in a large expanse of pink and white tile.
She looked at Zoe. Zoe gave her a twisted smile. “It’s not my favorite thing. Beatrice likes it, and Miss Anne-Marie says that it’s so standard for doms that every girl at the Institute needs to be trained to it.”
Abigail hoped she had misunderstood. “You mean, peeing while someone is watching? Please say you don’t mean that.”
“Yup. Sorry. You’d better go ahead. I’ve already had to do it with Master J watching me and teaching me how to make it look submissive. At least I won’t do that to you.”
“Oh, God,” Abigail breathed. How could one pee submissively? The question formed, and then, with yet another blush, Abigail realized that she knew exactly how, and now she would have to do everything in her power to keep from showing Zoe that she knew. Her bladder seemed fuller by the second, the more she looked at the toilets, hesitating.
Finally, unable to bear either the need to pee or the images of herself—and, to her dismay, of Zoe—peeing out of her head, she strode to the middle of the three toilets, raised the lid, turned, and, holding up her nightgown, sat on it. She closed her eyes so that she wouldn’t have to see Zoe watching, and blushed harder as she heard the private sound of her pee rushing from her private parts and hitting the bowl.
Afterward, Zoe led her downstairs again. In the day room, four more girls were waiting—one of them, Victoria, in pink. Victoria evidently saw the look of concern in Abigail’s eyes at the color she was wearing. She gave a wry smile and said, “Didn’t kneel quite fast enough.”
“Oo, what did you get?” said Zoe with envy in her voice.
“Twelve with the cane—plus six extra for hands.” She turned and raised her nightgown to show the wicked red stripes—and she was plugged, too: at the sight of the black rubber base peeping out between Victoria’s little punished bottom-cheeks, Abigail gave a gasp.
“Oh, the plug?” Victoria said. “Well, Master J says my owner wants me plugged between lunch and dinner every day.”
“Why?” Abigail whispered.
“Master J says he loves anal, and he wants me to be ready to take him there.”
“Do you… do you like… it?” Abigail could barely speak the words, as oblique as they were.
Victoria giggled. “Well, yes. But even a volunteer mustn’t admit that, Miss Anne-Marie says. My owner especially likes shows of reluctance, she says.”
Then Beatrice said, “I’m Beatrice, and this is Julie, and this is Penny. We’re so glad you’re here.” Beatrice was a blond, blue-eyed angel, tall and willowy. Julie was a tiny black-haired girl with very fair skin and an impish expression in her brown eyes. Penny had long wavy chestnut hair and a kind expression in her light brown eyes. Abigail shook hands with them, thinking that they all seemed very intelligent and very poised.
“Alright,” said Zoe. “They don’t call me hall girl for nothing. Let’s get going, girls. It’s time to show Abigail the pool and the movie theater, don’t you think?”



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
Anne-Marie watched the girls take off their nightgowns and jump in the enormous swimming pool with a mixture of arousal and a sort of affectionate, strangely anticipatory nostalgia. Her girls seemed to get along wonderfully. Anne-Marie couldn’t help thinking of them as her girls, though she tried hard to avoid it, knowing that it would not be many years before she would have to surrender her job to a younger woman and pass on into an executive bliss that could even so never match what she felt right now.
They had built the control room here at the Institute with grandiose plans of expansion in mind: Anne-Marie, Brian, and the assessors who were there currently barely took up a single one of the four stations. Each station had a bank of monitors, an assessor’s desk and a director’s desk above it, with a central station filled with computer equipment where no one had yet even stepped. They were two floors down from the foyer: under the old basement of the house they had dug, very deep, a new one for the operational facility that included the control room and enough office space to hold a staff of at least 100, of whom only ten currently existed.
Also, emergency living quarters for the girls if any law-enforcement issues should arise. The Institute’s lawyers were scrupulous, and all its practices were entirely within the law, but people could be excitable if they caught sight of naked girls being whipped on a lawn. Anne-Marie and Jean were sure they had found a spot where the likelihood of that kind of thing was exceedingly small, but they had also decided to plan for every possible eventuality.
Brian was looking through the day’s data on a heap of computer paper fresh from the printer that always seemed to be making its menacing sound as it fed the hunger he, Jean, and the assessors couldn’t ever seem to quench for more numbers to analyze. Violet and Heidi, the assessors on duty, were looking at their own, slightly older printouts (Brian and Jean always had dibs on the new data) while keeping an occasional eye on the monitors. Having all the girls together in the pool meant that the assessors’ job was much easier than usual for the moment.
“What do you think, for her first class with me?” she asked Brian. “Just hands? Or something a little frightening?”
“Hands, definitely. We want the connection to what she used to do on her own. Definitely something scary for the next class, though. The scarier the better.”
Anne-Marie smiled. “I’m sure I can find something,” she said, thinking of a particularly wicked attachment she had acquired for the wand vibrators stacked in the closet of her classroom.
 
* * *
 
The next morning at 11, Anne-Marie strode into that classroom, in her white nightgown, and closed the door behind her. The six girls waiting there dropped to their knees. Anne-Marie supposed it was small-minded of her, but she could not deny the thrill of pride she felt to see her girls on their knees before her.
She loved her classroom, too. They had built it along the lines of a ballet studio, complete with barre and mirrors, and a gleaming wood floor. The closet was her favorite part: enormous, and full of wedge cushions and the collection of toys Anne-Marie had always dreamed she might one day have at her disposal.
“Good morning, girls,” she said as she moved through them to the front of the room.
“Good morning, miss,” they chorused.
She turned to face them. “I trust your aerobics and deportment classes were edifying. Welcome to Feminine Pleasure. Abigail, you may follow the lead of the other girls as we begin. We’ll start on the cushions. You may rise and fetch them.”
Anne-Marie watched Abigail closely as she rose, hesitantly, along with her new friends and followed them to the closet. The expression on her face was apprehensive. The other girls had been instructed not to talk about the courses of study more specifically than to tell Abigail their titles and to give her the broadest possible idea of their content. Brian had been right, of course; Abigail was already scared enough of the very concept of feminine pleasure. Even without the threat of a toy she would have her boundaries pressed very firmly in a few moments. A toy might push her response negative, as Brian called it when Abigail’s arousal went down when it wasn’t meant to.
Watching Zoe, especially, very closely, Abigail got a big cushion and a little cushion, and brought them out into the room. Anne-Marie saw Abigail register that the other girls were putting their cushions in a little circle and, at Zoe’s invitation, placed her cushions next to Zoe’s. Following Zoe’s lead, Abigail sat upon the comfortable seat made by the combination of the wedges.
Then Anne-Marie saw that Abigail had understood what sort of position she had just put herself in, as the other girls began to spread their knees and raise their nightgowns. Abigail froze, and Anne-Marie saw the teachable moment.
“You may begin, girls. Abigail, you are to expose yourself and bring yourself to climax.”
“Oh, no.” Abigail’s voice was very small, and very hesitant. The other girls obeyed Anne-Marie instantly, most of them closing their eyes, though Victoria, with her hem of her nightgown in her left hand and her right beginning to run its fingers up and down her sex, was looking around her for inspiration at the others, and also, Anne-Marie thought, at Abigail’s resistance, almost enviously. The little sighs and moans were already building: in one week, Anne-Marie had been able to bring almost all of them to the point where they could reach orgasm in five minutes or less.
But Abigail had put her hands over her crotch, smoothing down the fabric of her nightgown, and she was shaking her head. “I’m sorry, miss… I’m so sorry, but I… I just can’t. Not in front of everyone like that.”
Anne-Marie spoke kindly at first. “I know how hard it will be for you, Abigail, but let me make sure you know that your owner will make you pleasure yourself in front of others very frequently. You must learn how to perform so as to give him, and his guests, the sort of show they will enjoy watching.”
“No! He c-can’t! I… Oh, God…” She started to cry.
“Abigail, what do you think your owner would like us to do with you now, in light of your failure to obey his wishes?”
“No… please… Please don’t spank me, miss. I can’t bear it.”
“Then show me what you have under your nightgown and between your thighs, and start to play with it for me and your fellow concubines, this instant.”
The spectacle of Abigail’s resistance seemed to spur most of the other girls on. Victoria, who had been slipping wet fingers in and out of her pussy more and more quickly as she watched the scene, came first, with a gasping cry. Anne-Marie watched Abigail’s eyes dart in that direction and widen.
“Get up, Abigail,” Anne-Marie said, “go around the other side of your cushion, and lay yourself down there for a caning.”
“The cane? Oh, miss, no. Please.”
“Do as I say this instant, or I shall have to summon attendants.”
“Oh, God… I’ll… I’ll do it… b-but I don’t think…”
“That is not sufficient now, my dear. Prepare for your caning, or I shall summon the attendants to prepare you. I am disappointed, Abigail. You are a willful, bad girl who does not know how to please her owner, and your bottom will feel the consequences.”
Abigail sobbed and shakily got to her feet. Her body trembled, but she did not hesitate. Beatrice and Zoe came almost at the same moment, watching Abigail position herself over her cushions, her bottom up and her elbows resting where her thighs had been a few moments before. Jean had advised emphasizing Abigail’s badness as the next step forward for her, and the effect seemed to be everything he had predicted: she had trapped Abigail between two feelings of wickedness, and now the pain and shame of the caning would release her to a new ability to enjoy her submission. Abigail would always feel shame when Hans told her to masturbate in front of him and those to whom he wanted to display her obedience—not to mention her lovely bare charms. But as her course in feminine pleasure continued, she would learn to use the shame to arouse herself.
“Zoe, please fetch my cane.”
“Yes, miss.”
Abigail, in position, wailed, “I’m sorry, miss… I’ll be good… it’s just so… so hard.”
“I know, Abigail,” replied Anne-Marie sternly. “But that is not an excuse here at the Institute, where you have been lucky enough to be brought.”
Zoe tripped back across the classroom, carrying the cane that hung from a little hook next to the closet. Anne-Marie took it from her and swished it through the air, once, then twice. She took her stand next to Abigail’s backside.
“Beatrice, please raise Abigail’s nightgown and tuck it up.”
“Yes, miss.” Lovely Beatrice wore a tender expression on her face as she obeyed, seeming to try to bare her new friend’s bottom as gently as she could.
“Part your knees, Abigail, so that I may see your pussy and your anus.”
“Oh… I… I can’t, miss.”
“Nonsense. Do it now, or I shall summon the attendants to hold them apart.”
With a little whine of frustration, Abigail obeyed. As Anne-Marie suspected, her sex glistened with her arousal.
Anne-Marie looked at the cushions, where Penny was still playing with herself languidly, her fingers shining as they ran between her little brown anus and the brownish pink of her sex. “Penny, please arrange your cushion in front of Abigail, and go on with your exercise. But you are not to come until I give you permission.”
“Yes, miss,” said Penny, and obeyed.
“Prepare yourself, Abigail. Zoe, please watch Abigail’s face. If she closes her eyes, or seems to be trying to look away from Penny’s pussy, you are to tell me.”
“Oh, no…” whispered Abigail, and Anne-Marie struck her with the cane. Abigail yelped and began to breathe hard.
“Reach your right hand between your own legs,” ordered Anne-Marie softly.
“N-no…”
Anne-Marie whipped the cane full across her bottom, raising a second red stripe almost instantly.
“Ah! Oh, God… p-please… please don’t make me.”
Anne-Marie brought the cane down again on Abigail’s upper thighs.
“Do as I say, you bad girl.”
“But…”
Anne-Marie felt a little light-headed: the scene, with Penny playing with her own pussy just inches away from Abigail’s tearful face, and the lovely red welts rising angrily across Abigail’s pert bottom cheeks, seemed out of a dream.
“Zoe, is Abigail watching Penny?”
“Yes, miss.”
“Reach your right hand between your legs, Abigail, and touch that wet pussy of yours.”
With a loud sob, Abigail obeyed, and Anne-Marie watched with satisfaction as the girl’s pussy clenched helplessly, while at the same moment Abigail cried out in submissive pleasure at the feeling. Anne-Marie had the sudden wish that she were in the control room seeing the data coming off the screens. She couldn’t wait to hear what the assessors made of Abigail’s arousal.
“I am going to cane you until you come,” Anne-Marie said. Penny gave a little moan at that. She had her left hand under her nightgown, toying with one of her tiny nipples, and she was looking straight into Abigail’s face. Abigail’s fingers moved frantically now, rubbing all the way up and down her sex.
Anne-Marie brought the cane down once more, and Abigail came, with a scream. Anne-Marie nodded to Penny, and she came too, her back arching against the cushion.
Anne-Marie handed the cane back to Zoe, who hung it on its hook.
“Alright, girls,” Anne-Marie said when everyone had caught her breath. “Get the mats, and sit in a circle.”
The cushions went back into the closet, and the foam-rubber mats came out. When her girls sat primly in a circle as if nothing wanton or wicked had happened, Anne-Marie, seated on a chair and looking down at them benevolently, said, “Zoe, would you please recite for Abigail our most important lesson?”
Zoe responded instantly, “My pleasure is necessary to my owner’s pleasure.”
“Abigail, do you think you can repeat that?”
Abigail’s face exhibited a strange expression: a light seemed to be struggling to break through the clouds.
“My pleasure is…”
“Necessary,” prompted Anne-Marie.
“My pleasure is necessary to my owner’s pleasure.”
“What do you think that means, Abigail?”
The girl’s brow furrowed, but she spoke almost immediately. “He can’t enjoy himself… unless he’s sure I… like it?”
“That’s a wonderful start, Abigail. Well done.” Abigail beamed for a moment, but then seemed to realize that she was betraying the idea of her modesty she had clung to so strongly.
“Beatrice,” said Anne-Marie, “what responsibility does that give us, as submissive concubines?”
“To know our bodies, and our pleasures,” she responded. It was a series of questions Anne-Marie went through in every class.
“Exactly. Today we will explore fantasies of restraint.” Anne-Marie went to the closet to fetch the box of leather collars and cuffs.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
That afternoon, as promised, Abigail had her first session with Master J. It was only two o’clock, but Abigail felt she had already experienced enough for more than one day. And her conference with Miss Anne-Marie was still to come, that night after dinner.
On the door of Master J’s room, which was across the hall from the girls’ rooms on the second floor, was a slot for the day’s schedule.
 
Julie 1:00 p.m.
Abigail 2:00 p.m.
Beatrice 3:00 p.m.
 
Exactly at 2:00 p.m., according to the clock in the hallway, Abigail knocked on the closed door. She had changed into her pink nightgown right after Miss Anne-Marie’s class. As she waited for something to happen, she realized that she could hear cries from the other side of the door. They were cries of a kind she had never heard before, but she knew instantly what they must be, and she blushed as she couldn’t help imagining what was happening to Julie on the other side of the door.
Then she heard, “Come in, Abigail,” spoken in Master J’s deep voice, though the cries didn’t cease, and with dread and shame and fascination mingled so thoroughly that Abigail felt she might faint, she opened the door and stepped inside the training room.
In the middle of the room was a piece of furniture unlike anything Abigail had ever seen. But Abigail couldn’t really take in the thing itself, because Julie had been strapped down to it, facing the door, her nightgown bunched up under her armpits, and Master J, in his black robe, was behind her, firmly grasping her hips and vigorously thrusting into her as Julie cried out, her eyes firmly shut and her face bright red.
Though she wore the pink nightgown, Abigail instinctively put her right hand down to her loins, as if to ward off Master J’s enormous cock from her own pussy, but also, she realized immediately, because the sight moved her so terribly that the need to touch herself came upon her with irresistible force.
“Hello, Abigail,” said Master J, not varying his rhythm inside the other girl.
Abigail had been fucked in front of other people now, but there was something about the reverse—watching Julie as Master J used her, and really, Abigail had no other way to describe the arrogance of Master J’s attitude—that took her breath away.
Suddenly Master J pulled out, and Abigail couldn’t help gasping at the sight of his huge cock, glistening with Julie’s wetness. He stepped backward, to leave space between himself and Julie’s backside, positioned over the strange bench.
“Knees, Abigail,” he said.
Oh, God… no… Abigail took one jerky step, then stopped. When she got there, what would he tell her to do? It was so big, and it was covered with Julie.
“Knees, Abigail,” he repeated calmly.
He would whip her. If she didn’t do what he said, no matter how wicked what he told her to do, he would whip her and call her a bad girl, the way Miss Anne-Marie had.
She took another step, but then, without apparent impatience, and with an air that seemed intended only to help her learn how to avoid punishment, Master J walked toward her, looming in front of her, and, just as Master Ian had back in the room that seemed so long ago now, reached out and took Abigail by her hair. Master J couldn’t have been more than three or four inches bigger than Master Ian, but his physical presence was so much greater, and the sight of his glistening hard cock so overwhelming, that Abigail’s knees simply seemed to give out under her, and she let Master J lower her to the floor.
“You’ll have the paddle over my knee soon for your failure to obey quickly,” he said, bending down so that he could say it very quietly. Abigail emitted a little sob at the terrible news. “But it will be much, much worse for your backside if you disobey me now, Abigail. Mouth.”
Her mouth opened automatically. Her tongue emerged, automatically, and curved down over her lower lip as Master Ian had taught her, automatically. Abigail didn’t even have time to contemplate what it meant that her body had somehow obeyed without her mind’s involving itself, because Master J said, “Good girl,” and filled her mouth with a cock that tasted of another girl’s pussy.
“Good girl,” he said again as he began to move gently and shallowly in and out. “Julie, do you think Abigail likes the way you taste?”
“Yes, master,” Julie said, from somewhere beyond the view of Master J’s loins that made all of Abigail’s world at that moment.
And Abigail did like the way Julie tasted, because tasting Julie obediently on Master J’s cock made her a good girl. Abruptly, though, he pulled out of her mouth, leaving her to fall to the carpet, and went to the strange apparatus. He began to unbuckle the straps that held Julie to it.
“Alright, Julie, you may go,” he said, giving her what looked to Abigail like an affectionate slap on the rump.
“Thank you, master,” she said, as she climbed off. “Good-bye, Abigail.”
“Good-bye, Julie,” Abigail replied, startled at the other girl’s affectionate tone.
After Julie had gone, Master J went to sit in a throne-like chair that stood in one corner of the well-lit room. Next to it, Abigail could see that a rack hung on the wall, and from the rack hung an array of disciplinary implements that made her eyes go wide.
“Come here, girl,” he said when he had settled himself there, his cock now semi-erect but still terribly menacing where it lay along his thigh. “Come get what you earned just now.” He reached his right hand to the rack and selected a leather paddle.
Abigail didn’t even consider standing up. She crawled, slowly, her heart beating wildly. She tried desperately to turn her eyes away from his cock, but she found she simply couldn’t, as if he had given her some wordless command that she must look only at it, the place from which his authority over her flowed. She stopped two feet away from Master J’s knees.
“Look at me,” he said, with authority but no anger. Abigail turned her eyes up to his, struck hard yet again by his incredible handsomeness. “Have you ever been over a man’s knee before?”
“No,” she whispered. Her father had always whipped her over the arm of the sofa.
“A lovely girl like you should spend as much time over her master’s knee as he can possibly spare.”
Abigail swallowed and felt she was staring at him like a wild animal frozen by a bright light.
“How does it make you feel to hear me say that, Abigail?” he asked gently. “It would be better not to lie.”
Over and over they asked this of her; over and over they made her say it, made her confess her wickedness.
“Scared, master,” she said.
“Scared of what?”
She shook her head slowly back and forth, without even meaning to. She wouldn’t tell him she was wet. She couldn’t tell him that.
“The paddle, master.”
“I think you’re scared of something else, Abigail, but I won’t make you say it, since you’re already about to be punished. Now stand up and come over here. Lay yourself over my lap, with your head to your right. Unless you know the master or mistress spanking you is left-handed, you must always go to their right side, and lay yourself down to their left. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master,” Abigail said, glad the interrogation had ended for now. Suddenly she hoped he would paddle her hard, because that might drive her arousal out of her. She rose, went quickly to his right side, and lay herself down. The feeling was awkward, but also, to Abigail’s dismay, very arousing in and of itself, because of the way it put her in Master J’s power. His huge hands, moving her and adjusting her position, made her whimper as she felt her pussy contract. To her horror, she suddenly pictured Master J strapping her to the apparatus in the center of the room and taking her as he had taken Julie, and her pussy contracted again at the flash of the fantasy.
Master J finished positioning her rear, leaving it raised far higher than the rest of her body. The shame that coursed through Abigail as she felt herself arranged that way made the seductive arousal even greater. His left arm lay over her waist to hold her still. Abigail felt his right hand pull up her nightgown to bare her bottom. Then he laid the paddle there, where it would soon come down with enough force to punish her. It covered her whole backside. Abigail wanted to beg him to do it quickly, but she found that she could do nothing but bite her lower lip as she waited.
Then Master J began to spank her, hard and fast, saying nothing. Over the cane welts from Miss Anne-Marie, the paddle instantly burned like fire, and the arousal did vanish. In its place, though, where Abigail had expected she would feel some kind of relief from the complicity in her training for her owner that seemed to threaten her sanity, Abigail found that she felt grateful to Master J, in a way she had always known she was supposed to feel grateful to her father for beating her, but never had. She whimpered, her eyes watered, and she somehow knew Master J was making her a better girl by spanking her. She tried to squirm, because she knew he wouldn’t let her get away, and she wanted to feel him holding her down. The paddling went on and on, until whimpers became screams, and then, abruptly it stopped. Abigail heard a rustle, as of a paddle being hung back on its hook, and then she felt Master J’s big hand rubbing her punished bottom.
“Oh, my God,” she said, for it was the most heavenly feeling in the whole world, and the arousal was back, all at once, in a rush. “Oh, my God.”
“I think you may like being over your master’s lap,” she heard Master J say. His hand began to push her thighs apart, and she could not have resisted if her life depended upon it. His strong fingers were there on her pussy, rubbing her clitoris firmly, gently invading her depths and then returning to rub up and down the lips. Abigail moaned uncontrollably.
His left hand attended to her bottom now, and he had a fingertip up against the little hole there, and Abigail felt herself blushing furiously at the feeling even as she knew it was what she had always wanted, and a vision of her owner, taking her there, using her there, came before her eyes and made her cry out.
“Come for me, girl,” Master J said, and Abigail did, crying out even louder, arching her back, and clenching her fists into tight balls. She thought she might writhe off Master J’s lap, but he held her fast, until the shudders had left her body and she lay limp over his lap.
“There you go, good girl,” he said. “There you go.” He let her lie there for a while, stroking her back. As she felt his hands on her body, treating her like a little girl, or a pet, Abigail realized that she had been caressed now by three men: Master Ian, her owner, and Master J. She’d had three cocks inside her body, in one way or another. And she realized, too, with only a lingering bit of dismay, that she was proud that these men had found her body pleasurable; that dominant men like them wanted to have her and to punish her. It was another thing she thought the remaining shreds of her modesty would never let her admit to anyone, but if felt obscurely comforting that she could find satisfaction that way.
“Abigail,” Master J said after a few minutes. “You will get up and go to the bench now, and stand by it.”
“Yes, master,” Abigail said.
When she stood there, Master J came and adjusted the height of the knee rests for Abigail’s taller stature. Then he said, “You will get on it now.” He watched as Abigail obeyed, then he strapped her down at her waist, at her knees, and at her wrists, raising her nightgown until it was wreathed above her breasts.
Then he said, “You will remain this way until I feel it is time for your next lesson. You will consider why it is that I like—as your owner also likes—to have a girl bound like this, even when I am not enjoying her.” He left the room.
To the extent that there was a question in what Master J had told her to think about, Abigail knew the answer immediately: he wanted her bound so that he could come and have her, when he wanted, how he wanted. He liked to know, while he did whatever he would now go and do, that when he returned, ready to… to fuck Abigail, that she had no choice at all but to be there, ready for fucking.
But the way that answer made her feel was something that required much more pondering. So much more that even the many minutes later when he returned, and drove into her aching pussy with his enormous cock, and gave her the fucking he had positioned her for, she still had no idea why it was so arousing to her to be made to wait for her fucking like that.
Master J had her like that, in a slow rhythm, for a long, long time—until someone knocked at the door, and he said, “Come in, Beatrice,” and angelic Beatrice came in, not surprised at all to see what Master J was doing with Abigail. She fell to her knees. Master J withdrew from Abigail and came toward Beatrice, as Abigail watched. “Mouth,” he said, and Beatrice tasted Abigail just as Abigail had tasted Julie.
Then he unbound Abigail, patted her bottom, and sent her away, while Beatrice remained quietly kneeling, awaiting his return.
 
* * *
 
Abigail’s conference with Miss Anne-Marie took place at eight that night. She knocked on the door of the office that adjoined Miss Anne-Marie’s classroom and heard, “Come in, Abigail.”
As soon as she entered, she remembered to kneel in front of the desk. Anne-Marie smiled and said, “You may get up and sit on the chair—though I suppose ‘perch’ might be a better description at this point, no? With your bottom in its present state?”
“Yes, miss.”
“What did you think of my class this morning?”
“Um…” Abigail searched her thoughts. Part of her wanted to say that Miss Anne-Marie had made everything make sense in a way it had not made sense until then—not just being a captive concubine at the Institute but everything: Abigail’s whole life. But how could she admit that? “I learned a great deal, miss,” she said simply.
Miss Anne-Marie smiled. “That is very good to hear. I wonder if you have begun to believe yet that our highest aim here at the Institute actually revolves around your happiness.”
“I am trying to, miss, but… I feel like no one has really explained it.” Abigail knew that there was something in what she said that wasn’t true: she knew that she did believe it, but she still felt unable to put the idea into words.
“I am not going to explain. It is a belief you will eventually express, but which does not fully make sense to you now.” Abigail stared at the beautiful Frenchwoman, and something inside her seemed to shift. She knew then, in a kind of muted, veiled epiphany, that she already could express it to herself, that belief, even though somehow she could not gain access to the words—that they were somehow locked inside her. “So you are here in this conference for me to say that thing, that it is about your happiness, which I have now said, and for me to lay out your course of study for you, and discuss your progress toward the objectives we have for your training. Alright?”
“Yes, miss.” Somehow when Miss Anne-Marie said “Alright?” it always sounded to Abigail like alors? though Miss Anne-Marie’s English was absolutely impeccable; only the very slightest hint of a fragile music, pervading everything she said, betrayed her origins across the Atlantic.
“May we agree that when we discuss your progress, we will speak as if you were what we call a volunteer, here? That is, that we will pretend that you wish to serve your owner obediently despite your having come here against your own wishes?”
The question took Abigail aback, though, when she considered, it seemed a perfectly reasonable thing for Miss Anne-Marie to say. All it meant was that Abigail wouldn’t keep protesting that she didn’t want to make progress toward being an obedient concubine who could please her wealthy, powerful owner. But that was the problem: in putting it that way, Miss Anne-Marie, whether or not she meant to, forced Abigail to confront the strength of her desire to do exactly that—to make progress, to become a pleasing concubine who knew how to make her owner call her a good girl when he bent her over the sofa arm and took her forcefully from behind, his hard cock claiming her as his own girl over and over.
Abigail realized that she was taking much too long to answer the question, and that under the influence of the punishment she had received that day, and the way Master J had denied her an orgasm while having her on his bench, her pussy had once again begun to moisten under her nightgown, and her nipples were stiff. She swallowed and whispered, “Yes, miss.”
“Thank you, Abigail.” Miss Anne-Marie smiled, and Abigail knew that the Frenchwoman could see exactly what had happened to Abigail’s mind and body: she had probably chosen her words precisely so as to bring about the result Abigail had experienced.
“The course of study is not complicated,” Anne-Marie said. “Aerobics first thing in the morning all four weeks, and Deportment right after you shower following your workout. Then Feminine Pleasure this week, Masculine Pleasure next week, followed by lunch. The afternoons for individual and group training as necessary, and your evenings free to enjoy your new friends’ company. Visits in the night from time to time to test your skills and ensure your continuing understanding of your availability. All understood?”
“Yes, miss.”
“Your owner will come here at some point, probably in the third week, to sample you.” A chill of terrified arousal traveled through Abigail’s body like an electric current. “By that time you will be ready to show him what you have learned especially in the pleasure courses. He will return when we, in consultation with him, decide that you are ready to depart with him. Your final night will be special. It is called your nuit à derrière, and it will unfold entirely according to your owner’s wishes.”
Abigail’s face went hotter than she thought it had ever gone before. Nuit à derrière: ‘night for the rear’—bottom night. Ass night.
“Understood?”
Abigail chewed on the inside of her cheek. Miss Anne-Marie smiled again. “I know, my dear, how difficult it is to contemplate what those words imply. I assure you that you will be ready.”



Chapter Twenty
 
 
Three nights later, Mark watched the feed from Abigail’s room as Anne-Marie opened the door and slipped inside. It was eleven o’clock, and Abigail had just begun to succumb to sleep. “Who’s there?” she called, seeming to try to keep the fear out of her voice. It was the first time she had been visited.
“Miss Anne-Marie,” Anne-Marie said, and slipped into Abigail’s bed with her. The low-light filter on the camera did a marvelous job of at least showing Mark the outlines of bodies, and even the expressions on faces, though of course there wouldn’t be the explicit detail that characterized the video feed from Abigail’s classes and training sessions—not least of course because Abigail and Anne-Marie were covered cozily by the patchwork quilt.
“Oh,” said Abigail, seeming to fight an urge to move away, even to get out of bed and try to escape.
“I am afraid I must be rather peremptory, Abigail,” Anne-Marie said. “I am going to remove your nightgown, and I would rather not have to summon attendants to assist in such an intimate encounter.” Mark saw Anne-Marie’s arm moving underneath the comforter, reaching for the hem of the nightgown. Abigail’s eyes widened, and her little body seemed to quiver a bit.
“Miss, please, no…”
“Hush, my dear. You know how lovely it will be to be naked with me. I know you do.”
Now the hem of the blue nightgown appeared above the comforter, and passed over Abigail’s face for a moment as Anne-Marie drew it up. “Lift your arms, my dear,” she murmured, and Abigail obeyed. The nightgown was slipped up and over, and Anne-Marie dropped it on the floor.
“My nightgown will remain on, my dear, but you will pull it up now, and kiss my breasts.”
“What?”
Mark found that it no longer surprised him when Anne-Marie, or Master J, or Master Ian in Deportment class found a new boundary for Abigail. That seemed to be what her training revolved around—encountering those boundaries and taking her through them without destroying the modesty that made her so charming, and so valuable to Hans. As Abigail passed through the boundaries, the things that she would never have done without the Institute to make her do them became available to her as sources of submissive pleasure. Abigail had already been made to perform cunnilingus on her fellow concubines many times, but the command to raise Anne-Marie’s nightgown and kiss her breasts nevertheless shocked her.
“Context,” Brian had explained to him at one of the conferences Mark had with him, or with Anne-Marie, or with Jean, every morning. “To give an obvious, almost crude, example, if you tell Abigail to take off her panties in her room now, she’ll blush a little at the command, but you won’t have to spank her. If you told her to take them off in the car, though, you would almost certainly have to enforce your will. Telling her to do it in a public place would probably at this point cause a serious regression, though of course our aim is that Hans will be able to do that, too.”
Mark thought he followed, but Brian’s words raised another question. “Because that was in her profile?”
“Exactly. Even without the hypnotism, she might well be shocked to read the transcript of her interviews with Jean—and even more shocked to see what we could get out of them with respect to her deepest erotic desires by reading between the lines. Being ordered to take off her panties in public ranks very high on her hot list, as we’ve started calling it.”
“So let’s say Hans really wanted to have a girl he could order to take off her panties in church, but Abigail didn’t have that on her hot list—what would you and Jean do?”
“Well, we probably wouldn’t have sold Abigail to him in that case, right? But let’s say we did: we would tell him—actually, with something this big we would probably put it right in his contract—that he couldn’t go there, and probably suggest other, lighter ways to play in public. Again, it’s a question of context: not just what kinds of things arouse them, but in what situations. That requires careful management.”
As Anne-Marie was managing it right now, in bed with Abigail. “Abigail,” she said softly. “I will be lenient, because this is your first visit, but you must do as I say.”
“But…”
“You have felt my cane, my dear. Must you feel it again tonight?” Anne-Marie reached out and began to stroke Abigail’s hair tenderly. “Would you not rather enjoy my softer side?”
Abigail’s brow knitted.
“I will admit that I can be, as I said a moment ago, peremptory. But I promise I will be tender with you also. Will you not do as I have asked, and lift my nightgown? My breasts are longing for your pretty little mouth.”
At Anne-Marie’s last words, Abigail gave a little gasp of arousal. Anne-Marie moved her hand from Abigail’s hair down to her little left breast, very slowly, as if to suggest to Abigail the anticipation Anne-Marie’s own breasts felt. At the touch of Anne-Marie’s fingers on her nipple, a little whine came from Abigail’s throat, and Mark saw her right hand move down under the covers, to where the hem of Anne-Marie’s nightgown lay waiting.
“Yes, my dear. There you go.” Now Anne-Marie helped Abigail, wriggling so as to let the thin cotton be drawn up the curve of her hips, and above her full breasts, still very firm for a woman of forty. Anne-Marie put her hand on the back of Abigail’s head then, and tugged her face gently down, and Mark saw that Abigail had stopped resisting; eagerly she kissed first the skin of Anne-Marie’s breasts, then the nipples, as Anne-Marie sighed.
The sight of Anne-Marie, whom Mark had dominated on several memorable occasions, awakening Abigail’s submissiveness this way made Mark hard as a rock in no time. The breast play, with Anne-Marie whispering soft words of instruction to her pupil, and from time to time rewarding Abigail with a caress to the girl’s own breasts, went on for long minutes. At last, though, Anne-Marie said, “Abigail, you will kiss me between my legs now.”
“Oh,” said Abigail, in a rather forlorn sort of voice. Then, “Yes, miss.”
Anne-Marie threw the quilt and top sheet off Abigail’s bed. “Lie on your back, my dear,” she said. “I am going to ride your face.”
Mark thought he could see the image come into Abigail’s mind. She seemed to shrink away from Anne-Marie a little, but then Anne-Marie put her hand down to touch Abigail’s pussy, and Abigail reacted as if she had received an electric shock: she froze still, and Anne-Marie, as the video feed could now show since the quilt and top sheet were gone, expertly roused her, whispering into her ear too softly for the microphone to pick up.
It was not long before Abigail was on her back, and Anne-Marie, facing the foot of the bed, was swinging her knee over and settling her bare pussy slowly and gently onto her pupil’s face, a sigh of contentment escaping from her chest as she felt Abigail’s lips and tongue begin their service.
“Lift your knees, Abigail,” Anne-Marie said softly. “As high as you can. Your feet off the bed. I want to see all of you open to me.”
Imprisoned between her teacher’s thighs, Abigail obeyed. The camera showed a view that made Mark have to unbuckle his belt and lower his pants and boxers to his thighs, so that he could enjoy himself fully: luscious, trim thighs and between them the smoothest, pinkest, wettest pussy Mark thought he could ever imagine. Below it the tiny, cute aperture in the sight of which Mark reveled despite the pang that came with remembering that it would be Hans who deflowered it, only a few weeks hence, set between the two shapeliest bottom-cheeks Mark had ever seen. He remembered the night in the summerhouse, and the sight of that bottom, and his forbearance. The knowledge that he had begun the chain of events that led to this moment, then and there at the Institute, seemed adequate compensation for the loss of his rights over Abigail’s backside to Hans Goterborg for a year.
Anne-Marie bent down, pushing her clitoris against Abigail’s face and at the same time giving herself the opportunity to run her hands all over Abigail’s backside. Anne-Marie murmured, “So lovely. So tender. I think we must begin to prepare you for your owner, back here.” And, in close-up on Mark’s monitor, she wet her right middle finger in her mouth, and without haste but also without hesitation, pushed it deep into Abigail’s bottom.
Abigail screamed under her, into Anne-Marie’s pussy. Anne-Marie said “Shh, my dear. Hush,” and began to tongue Abigail’s own clitoris, as she moved the finger in her bottom-hole in and out in a slow, easy rhythm. The muffled screams kept coming from between the Frenchwoman’s thighs, as Abigail started to come. Anne-Marie did not come herself, but neither did she release Abigail until her pupil had come three times.
It was 2:00 a.m. when Anne-Marie left Abigail’s room. Abigail’s face was bathed in her teacher’s wetness, and the sheet beneath her bottom was soaked with her own. Anne-Marie kissed her pupil tenderly, seeming to relish the taste of her own sex on Abigail’s lips. Though Abigail turned away at first, after the first of these farewell kisses she seemed to participate eagerly.
When Anne-Marie finally said, “I must go, my dear,” Abigail said, “Good-bye, miss. Thank you. Thank you so much.”
 
* * *
 
The days at the Institute melted into one another. Mark had brought enough work that he was always busy with it when he wasn’t busy observing Abigail’s training, but despite the wonder of this place that Anne-Marie and Jean and he had created, he began to grow restless. Abigail had settled into a pattern of obedience: all the limits that had been designated for growth in her profile had been pushed by the end of the second week, but even before they pushed the final one, with Master J and Master Ian sharing Abigail, one in her mouth and the other in her pussy, she had begun to obey without hesitation, and she knew all the protocols Master Ian had taught her in Deportment, as well as the erogenous zones of the male body and the optimal techniques for stimulating each of them.
At the end of the third week, though, Hans came for his visit. Mark watched Anne-Marie lead Abigail into the living room of the suite where Hans had arrived only an hour before, across the hall from Mark’s own suite in the guest wing. The knowledge that Abigail was only fifty feet away from him did not burn in his mind the way Mark had feared it would, but whether because of her proximity or because of the change in a routine that had now been established for more than two weeks, the sight of Abigail in the lingerie Hans had chosen for his visit rather than in her nightgown, kneeling in a guest suite that mirrored his own, sharpened Mark’s attention to the scene very greatly.
This visit from Hans would bring Mark’s first real duty as Abigail’s safer. During her breaking, he had known that Anne-Marie, Jean, and Brian would put into effect the plan they had shared with him, and that their interests in Hans’ treatment of her were exactly in line with Mark’s, and with Mark’s understanding of Abigail’s. There was nothing that would have set off an alarm bell for Mark that wouldn’t already have been caught by the Institute’s team.
During the training so far, Mark’s duties had been even simpler: the program was followed, as agreed upon beforehand. As in the earliest stages, it was strange and sometimes difficult to watch others enjoying Abigail and teaching her about her submissive nature, but that had become progressively easier. More important, it had unfolded in entirely expected ways, since the training regimen had been laid out precisely with a view toward helping Abigail.
Now, though, things would become much less predictable. Hans and Abigail would begin to negotiate her limits, going forward, and their interactions would be less and less controllable. This visit in the guest suite presented opportunities for Abigail’s service to take a turn that might make Mark consider intervening. Even short of intervention, there would certainly be things that came up that would have to be discussed: Hans had paid for a girl whom he could treat as his captive concubine, and that made for the distinct possibility that he would force Abigail into unforeseen situations where her benefit and the consent she had given before having her memories suppressed could come into serious question.
Even the lovely black basque she wore, with stockings but without panties, had presented Mark with his first new challenge in a long while, as he watched Anne-Marie spank Abigail for her hesitation to don it. Something about the look on Abigail’s face as Anne-Marie said, “You will wear the basque for him, to begin,” made Mark think that the visit from Hans could overwhelm her, and send her into what Jean called detachment.
He mentally went over his conference that morning with Jean, in which they had reviewed the agreement made in New York about safer intervention—which they intended would be the basis of every future agreement made when the Institute accepted a girl for pick-up.
“The only reason for intervention,” Jean said, “is the possibility of harm. There is always a very slight chance of physical harm, and an even slighter chance of physical harm that somehow eludes the eyes of the assessor team. For that reason alone, having a safer to monitor the training and the service makes a great deal of sense, above and beyond the psychological impact of Abigail knowing that you will be watching, before she agrees to have her memory suppressed. The more difficult area is the possibility of psychological harm, and there we must rely on your instincts.”
Mark nodded. “Because I’ve known her for so long.”
“Indeed. We can profile Abigail for months, and yet there could be something you see in her eyes that evades our detection—some indication that she is retreating from herself, becoming detached from her submission rather than experiencing it as a richer kind of living.”
Mark had watched Abigail look at the basque, hanging in the closet. It had hung there from the beginning, but Abigail had never yet to Mark’s knowledge examined the garments in that part of her closet—even just to see what they were.
“Come, my dear. Do as I’ve said,” said Anne-Marie, standing in the center of Abigail’s room, watching her consider the contents of the closet. Abigail shot a look over her shoulder at Anne-Marie.
“I do not like that look, Abigail,” the Frenchwoman said. “Bend over the back of your reading chair for a spanking, please.”
“Oh, miss… no… please… I’ll put it on.”
“Yes, you will, and you will put it on gratefully, thanking your owner for buying you such lovely things to help you please him. Do as I have said, or it will be the cane.”
What had the look been, though? Mark wondered. He had seen it too. It had seemed a look of willfulness, entirely unexpected given the way Abigail had behaved for the past two weeks. Indeed, even while Ian and Hans had broken her in the first 48 hours, no such look had occupied her face. Now, Mark thought as he watched Anne-Marie paddle Abigail’s lovely bottom, upended over the back of the chair, he had to decide whether it indicated some kind of detachment.



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
Hans had worried that the sight of Abigail again after the intervening weeks might not be able to live up to his fevered anticipation of having his lovely young concubine back on her knees before him, ready to serve his lusts—and in particular his rigid cock, which had not seemed to remain flaccid for more than a few minutes since the moment he had left her. When Anne-Marie led Abigail in, though, wearing the basque he had picked out, looking apprehensive and lovely, that worry vanished entirely.
“You should know,” said Anne-Marie as Abigail came to kneel in front of him, her owner, “that Abigail had to be spanked before she would put on this beautiful lingerie. You may wish to punish her yourself for that disobedience, as well.”
“Oh, miss…” Abigail said. “I’ve said I was sorry!”
“Would you like her over the stool so that you can see the effects of the spanking yourself, sir?” Anne-Marie asked as if she had not heard Abigail.
Hans swallowed. His cock, which he had thought was hard before, now seemed like an iron bar.
“You could of course enjoy her over the stool, after the inspection, since you were so perspicacious in ensuring that Abigail would have no panties to impede your use of her.”
Hans wondered if anyone could be as good as Anne-Marie at erotic humiliation. He heard a little whimper from Abigail. He looked at her, and saw an expression of passionate transport on her face. “I think that a very fine idea, Anne-Marie. Abigail, please get the stool from the corner. Put it in the center of the living room and then get over it with your bottom well presented for me.”
“Yes, master.” Abigail rose slowly and moved to obey, the look of submission still on her face. Anne-Marie took the opportunity to finish the formal presentation.
“Sir, Abigail is yours in this suite for as long as you like, subject to the surcharges we discussed. We recommend that this visit not go on longer than 24 hours, so that we may complete Abigail’s training expeditiously and begin to prepare her for her nuit à derrière, after which she will begin her full service to you. The sooner you return her to us, that is, the sooner we can deliver her to you fully trained as the concubine you have purchased.”
“Understood,” Hans said distractedly, as he watched his Abigail begin bending over the stool, padded on top and covered with the ubiquitous washable imitation leather, in green. Her pert young bottom-cheeks were very red, in contrast to the lovely black lace of the basque, and the suspenders coming down from it across Abigail’s flanks; the spanking must have happened only a few minutes before.
“Spread those knees, Abigail,” said Anne-Marie. “Your master wants to see all of your charms, I think.” Hans watched his concubine obey, a little sluggishly, showing him her smooth, pretty cunt, positioned perfectly for him to enter whenever he chose.
“You will find all the implements you need in the chest of drawers over there,” Anne-Marie continued, pointing, “or in the closet. In particular at the moment, there is a wooden paddle in the top drawer that you may wish to try out.”
“Oh, please,” said Abigail. “Please, master… I’m wearing it… can’t you just… have me… with your b-beautiful cock?”
“Silence, Abigail!” said Anne-Marie. “Sir, I apologize for your girl’s impertinence in speaking out of turn. Would you like me to spank her for you?”
Hans could not have been more enchanted with the scene. “No, thank you, Anne-Marie. I shall do it myself, with the paddle as you suggested.”
A wordless wail came from Abigail, upended in her lovely lingerie over the stool.
“You should have thought of the consequences when you decided to flash me that look, my dear,” said Anne-Marie. “But never fear. We will spank the defiance out of you before long.” She turned from Abigail’s bottom back to Hans. “There are specially designed cushions in the closets; Abigail knows how to position them for your enjoyment of her, and you should feel free to tell her to do so. The drawers are well-stocked with toys and lubricant, as well as with restraints and spreader bars. Abigail has been plugged frequently, as you requested, so you should feel no compunction about making her take even the largest one in there. I doubt very much that you will find her so resistant as to require assistance to keep her obedient, but as before you may summon the attendants simply by saying ‘Attendants, please.’ Finally, though it should go without saying, our concierge is ready to assist you with anything you need at any hour of the day or night. When you are ready to send Abigail back to the training facility, just let him know, and one of the staff will come to take her away. Is there anything else I can help you with, sir?”
Hans’ mouth seemed a little dry. “No, thank you, Anne-Marie.”
“Very well. Please enjoy your stay, and your concubine.” She vanished through the front door of the suite.
“Master?” he heard Abigail say, very tentatively.
“Are you speaking out of turn again, Abigail?” Hans asked severely, walking straight to the chest of drawers Anne-Marie had indicated.
“Yes, master. B-but…”
“What is it, Abigail?” Hans turned halfway around so that he could see her beautiful face where she lifted it as much as she could while positioned submissively, with bottom raised, over the stool.
“Please don’t spank me more. I… I don’t think I can bear it.”
There was a note in her voice that seemed different from the way she had defied him—in the reluctance she had shown from time to time—when he had come to deflower her. Abigail sounded as if the idea of Hans disciplining her no longer felt like the in-breaking of a nightmare. She sounded as if she had accepted that she would be spanked when Hans wanted to spank her: the tone of her plea not to be spanked now acknowledged that she would have to be spanked later.
Though he found himself moved, unfortunately for Abigail’s backside Hans was moved not to pity but to severity by the thought of taking his girl beyond what she thought she could bear. “I will decide how much you are to be spanked, Abigail,” he said, “but I can certainly tie you to the stool if you are concerned that you might try to escape and earn further punishment that way.”
He returned, carrying the heavy wooden paddle, whose face was about the size of a paperback book. He brought it down on her bottom without hesitation, right on her sit-spot, just over the place where her cute little pussy peeped out a bit between her thighs. Abigail gasped in pain. He spanked her again, in the same place, and watched her bright red bottom clench as she wailed, “Master… oh, please…”
Then he couldn’t resist any longer, but opened his robe and brought his rock-hard cock up against her cunt, just parting the little lips with the tip of his manhood. Abigail gave a sobbing moan, and as his cock opened her he saw that she was soaking there. The stool was the perfect height. His concubine’s sweet cunt, framed by the lace, the suspenders, and the stockings, opened for him like a velvet glove and as he entered her he heard her whisper, “Thank you, master.”
Then he gripped the beautiful black lace that imprisoned Abigail’s waist, and began to fuck. Even deflowering her had not felt so perfectly pleasurable: she wasn’t quite as tight now, he supposed, but the pleasure he forced from her over the stool was less ambiguous, and he found that he had such tenderness for this lovely creature he had bought that it made his dominant joy all the more to know that he could make her moan as she did now, upended shamefully for his fucking. Again, as he had thought back at the pick-up facility, he acknowledged that as much money as Abigail had cost him, she would have been cheap at twice the price.
He began to murmur to her then about what he had in store for her, and with each sentence Abigail seemed to move under him more wildly.
“I am going to do things to you, little girl, that I have always wanted to do to a beautiful young woman.”
“Oh, master…” she moaned. “What… wh-what are you…?” Hans moved in and out of her cunt, looking down in rapture at the way her smooth, bare little lips seemed to cling to him.
“I have vowed to myself not to spoil your nuit à derrière, little one.”
“Oh, God… master… may I…” Hans began to worry that the weaving of her hips might be enough to overturn even the sturdy stool the Institute had provided—no doubt with exactly this kind of activity in mind.
“No, little one. I shall give you one orgasm, just before I send you back to your training. But you shall have none until then.” He held her hips absolutely still then, and pounded her backside with his own hips, knowing that would take some of the pleasure away.
“Oh… master…” she sobbed.
“I have vowed it, but you shall nevertheless demonstrate to me, at great length, exactly how well you are being trained to take my cock here.” And he touched her there, she cried out, and he thought she might come. Evidently her training in feminine pleasure served her well, though, and she seemed to tighten her muscles against the pleasure.
At the same time, certainly using a technique she had learned in her masculine pleasure course, she tightened something inside her cunt, and the feeling was so powerful, the pleasure so great, that it sent Hans spinning out over the edge of his own orgasm, breaking his self-control. He shouted, and his whole body shook.
“Thank you, master,” sobbed Abigail as his cock pulsed inside her.
“You are a very good girl, little one,” Hans said softly, stroking her back through the gorgeous lace. “So very good for your master.”
“Thank you, master,” she whispered again.
He withdrew from her slowly and rubbed her bottom, first her right cheek and then her left, as she whimpered. Then, very deliberately, he began to caress her cunt, teasing her for long minutes, while the whimpers grew to moans of frustration.
“Please… oh, God, please, master…”
“I have said what I have said, little one,” he replied, feeling that no sound could ever be so delicious to his ears as the sound of his concubine’s pleasure. “You may rise, and put the cushions on the bed so that I can play with your bottom when you are over them. Please make them comfortable for yourself, because you will be there for a very long while. Then arrange yourself on the cushions. I will be in to play with you in a few minutes.”
He stood back and watched Abigail rise a little stiffly from the stool, her eyes downcast. As she moved toward the bedroom, the sight of his own seed, mingled with her wantonness, dripping down her thighs began to make him hard again. Who controls whom? he wondered. Then he smiled. It doesn’t matter at all, does it? That is the Institute’s raison d’être.



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
When Abigail moved to obey her owner and put the cushions on the bed, so that she might lie over them and have her bottom played with at length and without regard for her feelings in the matter, she still had no idea what to do with what she had figured out the previous evening, as she left her conference with Miss Anne-Marie and walked back to her room.
Miss Anne-Marie had been encouraging her to talk about Mark LeMarchand, after Abigail had brought up what had happened at her eighteenth birthday party, when she had looked at him and found him looking back when someone had thoughtlessly mentioned a birthday spanking. But Miss Anne-Marie had seemed to steer the conversation in a way that Abigail hadn’t expected.
More than once, as Abigail talked about the thoughts and fantasies that look from Mr. LeMarchand had excited and played into, Miss Anne-Marie had said, as if casually, but in the same words each time, “And this was all about the father of your friend.”
It was the dissonance of those words with the way she thought about Mr. LeMarchand that started the train of thought that led to the realization of which Abigail was becoming more and more sure. There were memories about Mark LeMarchand that Abigail didn’t have access to. It was a very strange feeling, like trying to remember the name of a minor author she had read in high school, but with an entire part of her life. The more she tried to remember the last time she had seen Mr. LeMarchand, the more confused she got. I had a dream about him, she thought to herself. I must have had a dream about him, and how he came to the summerhouse when I was playing with myself. It had to have been a dream.
But in that dream, had she also been at a café with him, somehow? And had he said, “You won’t remember”?
Then that strange dream had merged with the constant intellectual drumbeat that had begun as soon as Master Ian had entered the strange room and told her that they knew all about her, that she had been chosen because she would make the perfect concubine for her owner. The beat had grown louder the more she learned about the Institute, and above all the more she got to know Miss Anne-Marie.
The drumbeat was “How could it be legal?”
How could it be legal? The question would not leave her alone, because these were not people who were stupid enough, or crass enough, to try to do something like this, involving what had to be vast sums of money and vast pools of political influence, if they wouldn’t be able to defend themselves in court.
How could it be legal? The answer came to her like a downpour from a clear blue sky: she must have consented. Abigail herself, somehow, must have consented, and they must have the proof of it, and they must have made her memories seem like they weren’t real, like they were dreams. She must have consented to some legalized version of prostitution—the sex itself probably wasn’t in the contract, but she had probably agreed to some other sort of employment with the Institute, and there must be compensation involved.
Why would she ever have consented? Oh, God: she knew exactly why. She remembered feeling like she was going crazy—they hadn’t been able to take her memory of that feeling of incipient madness away. Or maybe they hadn’t wanted to, because when Abigail was being trained, deflowered, used, there was always now the feeling deep down that she had gained her sanity that way, even if she had lost her freedom.
She still didn’t have the memories, and she realized now, as she waited over the cushions for her owner, that she wasn’t sure she wanted them. Her handsome Viking owner would take her to Scandinavia—maybe to a castle, maybe to a fjord, maybe on a Viking ship (she smiled at her silliness, but it simply didn’t matter). In possession of all the facts, as she must have been when she gave them the rock-solid evidence of her consent to everything the Institute wanted to do with her—no, for her—Abigail had said yes, and now here she was.
And there was probably a lot of money involved, right? Maybe even more than the volunteers were getting? Abigail wasn’t a venal person, but she had dreams that her family money probably wouldn’t fund, given her parents’ disapproval of their daughter even thinking about majoring in computer science. She must have given her consent because she had assurances the Institute would keep her safe, and because there would be money to make her dreams come true.
And Mr. LeMarchand. He must have been involved. Those ‘dreams’ about him—they must be all that was left of her memories of how this all had happened. Her heart swelled with love for him, without even knowing exactly what he had done for her.
She heard her owner’s footsteps behind her. “Lovely,” he said. “I fear it will be very difficult to keep my vow tonight.” She heard the sound of a chair being drawn up to the foot of the bed, and she blushed. Then, with a shock that faded and left a strange satisfaction behind, she realized something. Abigail was blushing even more now that she had figured it all out than she would have if she hadn’t. Knowing that she herself had admitted somehow, somewhere, that what Abigail Podret really needed was a powerful man, with an enormous butt-plug in his hand, pulling up a chair behind her to spend the next few hours giving her wicked bottom everything he wanted to give it—knowing that she had been naughty enough to give her consent made her blush even hotter.
She felt the now-familiar sensation of lubed fingers, preparing her, and she gave a little whine that made her master say, “Shh, little one.”
She loved it when he called her ‘little one.’ She could admit that now. She didn’t want the memories: she just wanted her master.
Abigail cried out at the feeling of the enormous plug, pushing, testing, making her demonstrate how Master J and Miss Anne-Marie had patiently taught her to open. “Thank you, master,” she sobbed. “Thank you.”
 
* * *
 
After he had sent her back, the last days of her training went by in a blur. Abigail worried at first that she would show some sign that she knew she had consented, but she soon realized she need not have feared. Just as when her owner had come to play with her bottom, the shame that seemed the mainspring of her erotic self only seemed to grow at the thought that she had brought it all on herself. Now that she knew, in her soul, the rightness of her will to submit, it seemed to her that she could enjoy her modesty’s resistance even more than she had enjoyed it in the early days.
Now she found that though the volunteers had been the ones, before, to look at Abigail with pity, she herself began to look at them that way. She remembered when Victoria had said that she envied Abigail, and Abigail had been at an utter loss to comprehend. Now it all seemed clear: Abigail’s need to be forced made her responses even more intense, and those responses made her the kind of concubine that dominant men seemed to enjoy above all things.
Zoe’s nuit à derrière was scheduled for two days before Abigail’s own. Her owner had come to sample her. Zoe said at dinner the night she had returned from the guest quarters that he was very handsome, and (she whispered) very famous, though she couldn’t tell them who he was.
“He said he wants to take me away to this exclusive resort in Fiji for a whole month and just fuck me senseless, morning, noon, and night.”
Beatrice giggled. “What did you say?”
“I said, ‘Thank you, master,’ of course.” Zoe giggled too. Abigail blushed, thinking about how much she would love to have her owner say that to her. Not that he hadn’t said very similar things, of course!
“I think,” he had said softly as Abigail moaned at the feeling of him moving the big plug a little in her anus, “I want to tie you in this position in my bed at home, and leave you there for a week. The servants will feed you and wash you, but you will be there, ready for me, just a beautiful bottom waiting for your master’s cock.”
 
* * *
 
Abigail watched Miss Anne-Marie strap Zoe to the special bench in the Great Hall, thinking that it would be her turn in two days’ time. She hadn’t absolutely decided what she was going to do, but she had nearly settled on continuing to pretend she didn’t know that her memory had been suppressed. She could save that for the future, in the event that they weren’t eventually going to tell her anyway: she felt sure that she would never have signed a contract for the permanent alteration of her memory.
Zoe’s owner entered, wearing a master’s robe, and began to advance across the enormous expanse of Persian carpet toward his concubine’s waiting backside. He had decreed that Zoe should wear red: a red corset and red stockings that went beautifully with her red hair, and looked particularly striking against her pale skin. Miss Anne-Marie stood to the side of Zoe, in her white nightgown, facing the advance of Zoe’s owner. She held a bottle of lube.
He was a movie star. They all recognized him immediately, and gasped. He was an honest to God movie star—one who everyone thought must be a closeted gay, because his name was never linked with anyone. He was tall and dark-haired, and about as gorgeous as a man could ever be. His cock, Abigail saw, wasn’t as big as Abigail’s own master’s, but she was sure that his physical presence and his personal power would more than make up for that, for Zoe.
His cock stood out from his loins, and he held it in his hand and stroked it arrogantly as he made his way through the circle of kneeling girls toward the bottom of his own concubine. He put his hand on that bottom possessively, and Abigail saw Zoe shudder at his touch.
“Hello, sweetheart,” he said, the same way he spoke his romantic lines in his multi-million-dollar films.
“Hello, master,” Zoe replied.
“I’m going to get you ready now,” the movie star said, in a matter-of-fact way that Abigail found nearly made her swoon at the thought that her own master would get her ready that way, very soon. The movie star took the bottle of lube from Anne-Marie, and began to apply it, gently but insistently, while Zoe made little kitten noises at the feeling of having his hands there. The whole thing was so unbearably arousing that Abigail found her right hand drifting, rubbing against her nightgown, and she had to pull it away guiltily.
“It’s time, Zoe,” the movie star said.
“Yes, master,” she replied. Abigail longed to be able to see the beautiful cockhead pushing up against the little hole that she had herself been made to kiss now a great many times, but she could certainly imagine it, and she did. She saw it vividly above all when Zoe cried out in discomfort at the invasion, and then at the vigorous fucking in which the movie star began to engage. Abigail felt her eyes widen as he grunted with the extremity of his pleasure, and began to seem almost bestial in the way he impaled his new concubine, whom Abigail now considered one of her best friends in the world.
“Oh,” Beatrice said softly, next to her, but they had been forbidden to speak, and she said no more.
The movie star took hold of Zoe’s corset and pounded her cute little bottom. “That’s it, Zoe,” he said. “That’s it, sweetheart. Take it. Take it.”
Zoe screamed in response, and her pain seemed to bring him to the summit of his pleasure. “Fuck!” he roared, and then he was still, holding her hips and pressing his loins against her bottom. They watched the strong muscles of his back ripple, and his head suddenly hang as if he had given his essence entirely to Zoe.
They heard her say, “Thank you, master.” Abigail wished she could get up and run and kiss and comfort Zoe, but at least they had been promised that they could hug her one last time before the movie star took her away. He pulled out now, and belted his robe. He moved to Zoe’s head and squatted down so that he could look into her eyes. Abigail could see that they were watering, but that Zoe’s expression was radiant.
“Thank you, sweetheart,” he said and kissed her tenderly, though awkwardly because of the position. “I’ll see you in the car, okay?”
“Okay, master,” she said, smiling.
Abigail found she was brushing away tears.
After they had seen Zoe off, in a little ceremony that really reminded Abigail of nothing as much as the departure of the bride and groom from their wedding, Abigail lay in bed in her room, thinking again about whether she should tell Anne-Marie that she had figured it out.



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
Anne-Marie stood with Abigail in the little library off the great hall where Anne-Marie had decided girls would have their final preparation for their nuits à derrière. Abigail was dressed in the black lace panties Hans Goterborg had chosen. As of the last time Anne-Marie had talked to him, he was unsure as to what he would do to the delicate mesh that so scantily and enticingly covered Abigail’s charms, so as to gain access to the virgin bottom-hole he would ravish. He had told Anne-Marie, though, that he knew beyond doubt that those panties, curving high up in the rear over Abigail’s firm young cheeks, were the garment he wanted to see her bottom dressed in when he approached to open her there.
Abigail trembled a little. She looked absolutely perfect, in the dim light from the green-shaded lamp on the reading table, Anne-Marie thought: the anal bride Anne-Marie had always longed to be. Her porcelain skin, her pert breasts, uncovered, her slim hips and shapely bottom adorned with the black lace, her raven hair down her back in a ponytail that Hans could take hold of if he chose: all seemed to harmonize. She held her hands clasped at her midriff, as Anne-Marie had instructed, and looked at the carpet under her tiny bare feet.
“Ready, my dear?” Anne-Marie asked. Abigail seemed to hesitate, as what girl would not? Anne-Marie gave her a moment to compose herself.
Then, however, “I’m pretty sure I’ve figured it out,” Abigail said to Anne-Marie softly. “I consented, but you suppressed the memories, right?”
Time stood still for a moment. Speechless, Anne-Marie nodded.
“Mr. LeMarchand was involved?”
Anne-Marie nodded again. She said, “Is involved. He’s watching—he’s watched the whole thing. To keep you safe.”
“Constant video monitoring?”
Anne-Marie was reduced once again to nodding.
“Did I… did he and I… did he have me? I mean, that’s one of the memories that got suppressed, isn’t it? And I was definitely a virgin, so maybe we almost did? Or…”
“Yes,” Anne-Marie whispered. “You almost did.”
“But I freaked, I imagine.” Abigail laughed ruefully. “So he put me here. I love him. I mean, how could I not?” Her voice was beginning to sound a little manic.
Anne-Marie thought for a long, long moment. Then she said, “He didn’t just put you here, Abigail. The Institute… he… and I, and Jean, whom you don’t remember meeting: we created it for you.”
Now wonder seemed to break over Abigail’s face. “And Zoe… and Victoria… and the others—they’re all here because of me?”
“Yes.”
“And you all will make millions—no, billions—of dollars.” It was not a question.
“Yes.”
“Because of me.” Abigail had a sort of dreamy smile on her face that clearly did not require an answer. Then she said, “You’re going to deal me in.”
Anne-Marie felt her jaw open and hang there.
“I wasn’t going to say anything,” Abigail said, “but then I thought, if I don’t say anything, maybe I won’t get to be part of it. I think you want me to be part of it. Is Mark here?”
“Yes,” Anne-Marie said. “But we have an owner to satisfy right now.”
Abigail looked into Anne-Marie’s eyes. “Miss Anne-Marie,” she said gravely, “may I please talk to Mr. LeMarchand for just a few moments before I go ahead with this, and then leave with my new master for I have no idea how long, since I can’t remember the contract I’m sure I signed?”
 
* * *
 
Anne-Marie invented a new part of the nuit à derrière, where the owner chooses another girl to prepare him. Hans chose Victoria. Before she set that going, though, she picked up the phone and told the control room to get Mark down to the library.
Abigail stood before Mark, wearing only lace panties and a wry smile. “Hello, sir,” she said softly.
“Hi, Abigail,” Mark replied, “I’m very happy you wanted to see me, but I’m not sure I understand. The memories haven’t come back, Anne-Marie said?”
“No, but…” She looked at Anne-Marie. “Bringing them back is part of the plan, right?”
“After a year,” Mark replied, and Abigail turned back to him.
“Please don’t give me any more information than I ask for, okay?”
“Okay,” Mark said.
“Because I don’t want to spoil this. I want to trust in you, and in my own judgment in signing whatever I signed.”
Mark smiled then. “I love you, Abigail,” he said, and opened his arms. Abigail came into them, and Mark hugged her close. Anne-Marie felt tears well up in her eyes.
Abigail said into his shoulder, “Yes or no answers to these, sir, please. Okay?”
“Okay,” Mark said softly to her hair.
“Will I be released?”
“Yes.”
“Will I have to leave my owner?”
“No.”
“But I’ll be able to leave my owner?”
“Yes.”
“May I come work here?”
Mark looked at Anne-Marie. She nodded firmly.
“Yes.”
“Will you wait for me?”
“Yes. Oh, yes.” Mark held her even closer for a moment, and then he let her go. Abigail stepped back a pace and looked up at him.
“I wish it were you,” she said.
Mark looked at Anne-Marie. “He wouldn’t know,” he said. Anne-Marie felt her brow crease as she pondered, and then she gave a very brief nod. Mark turned to Abigail and said, “Take off those panties, Abigail. I don’t want to ruin them for your owner.”
“Oh, God…” Abigail said. “I didn’t really…”
“Too late,” Mark said. “Am I going to have to gag you?”
In Abigail’s eyes, Anne-Marie could see the reawakening of shame and reluctance, but also the blazing hunger that she could enjoy feeling now that she had learned to own her life as a concubine. She need never admit that she wanted to be fucked in her bottom first by the man she thought of as her true master, then by the owner who would take her away to a life of luxury for a year, but she could have her wicked desires fulfilled nonetheless.
“Take the panties off right now, girl, and get over the arm of that chair, or I am going to spank your bottom so red that your owner will know you’ve been naughty, and he’ll whip you too. You don’t want to start your service to him that way, do you?”
“Oh, please…”
Anne-Marie knew she really meant, “Please do spank me,” but Abigail seemed to grasp there wasn’t much time, so she pulled the panties down to her feet, and turned and went the three steps to the big easy chair Mark had pointed out. She bent over it, shaking with arousal, as Mark lowered his pants and boxers. He came up behind her, and Anne-Marie watched him bring his hard cock against Abigail’s little bottom.
“Were you getting ready for me all this time, Abigail? Is your bottom ready to take my cock now? First I’m going to feel that little pussy I’ve been watching all these weeks.” He took her hips in his hands, and she whimpered. Then, with a groan of pleasure, he entered his girl at last.
“Oh, God… Mr. LeMarchand… sir… you feel so good.”
“Be quick,” Anne-Marie said. “If you’re going to have her bottom, you need to do it now.”
“Please, sir…”
“Lube?” Mark asked, still moving gently in and out of Abigail. Anne-Marie fetched the little bottle of lube she’d had ready for the pleasure of Hans and poured some onto Mark’s outstretched fingers. Abigail gasped as he prepared her.
“I’m not going to come, Abigail,” he said. “I’m going to claim you there, and then I’m going to hand you over to him. Do you understand?” Anne-Marie watched, panting herself at the terrible scene, as Mark pulled out of Abigail’s pussy and put the glistening head of his cock at the tiny pink bottom-hole that now glistened itself with the lube he had applied.
“Yes, sir.”
“When you are done serving him, you will return to me.” He began to push, and Abigail cried out softly at the feeling. She had so much practice with plugs now that Anne-Marie knew she could open immediately if she wanted, but she clearly would rather feel that Mark was forcing her—just as Anne-Marie would have wanted to feel that way, if she were the girl over the chair arm. “You will return to me, and I will give you the gift of my semen in your backside.” He pushed harder, and she gave a little whimper and yielded, and Anne-Marie watched Mark’s cock claim her, surging into her bottom, filling her there where she needed filling most.
Abigail bit her lips, trying to remain silent, and little whining sounds came from her throat and were almost lost in the chair cushion. Mark breathed heavily as he began to move in and out of her tiny anus, looking down all the while at the lovely sight of his manhood enclosed deliciously between her perfectly rounded bottom-cheeks. His hips came up against those cheeks, he gave a little grunt of satisfaction, and said, “Remember, Abigail, that whatever happens, this bottom belongs to me.”
“Yes, sir,” Abigail whispered.
Anne-Marie saw Mark master himself: the effort to withdraw, instead of riding to a triumphant orgasm inside the backside he had wanted to fuck for so long, cost him dearly, but that self-mastery had led to all this—to the Institute itself, and to the possibility of a great future that included Abigail.
He pulled out. “Put on your panties,” he said. Shaking like a leaf, Abigail rose from the arm of the chair, got her panties, and pulled them on quickly. She turned to him. His eyes were stern with the need to keep from ruining everything, but when he saw the pleading look on Abigail’s face, his face softened, and he took her into his arms again. “I love you,” he said.
“I love you, too,” Abigail whispered back.
“Now go with Anne-Marie. You’re going to have an incredible year.”
“Yes,” she said. “I am.”
Anne-Marie took Abigail’s hand and led her to the door that opened onto the brightly lit great hall. She opened the door and stepped through, leading Abigail toward the bench, for all the world like an innocent victim whose final maidenhead had not just been stolen by the man who had delivered her into the Institute’s hands.



Epilogue
 
 
As Abigail advanced toward the bench, still feeling the itchy burning in her bottom from Mr. LeMarchand’s cock and blushing at the thought that he had just had her there, deflowered her there, she found that she was making plans.
She belonged to him: she thought she would always belong to him. But she would also belong to her Viking lord, as she suddenly smiled to think of him, and she would open to his cock, and go with him wherever he took her.
And she would belong here. Data—so much data, and all of it needing gathering, and analysis, if other girls like Abigail were going to live their fantasies. When Mark was here, she would serve him, and she grew wet at the thought of pleasing him the way she now knew how, thanks to him and to Miss Anne-Marie. Her mouth watered at the thought of sucking his cock. Her bottom tingled at the thought of him spanking her.
But a new world had begun to open that could, she thought, claim her attention just as strongly as her new understanding of her submissive nature could. What lay uppermost in her mind, truthfully, wasn’t the thought of having sir’s—her true sir’s—cock in her mouth: it was the thought of meeting the geniuses who had access to the Institute’s data. Abigail couldn’t think of them otherwise than as geniuses, because of how they had changed her life, but she also knew with absolute certainty that her own skills and talents would perfectly complement theirs. So much code to write: algorithms to detect arousal, to predict the potency of fantasies, to tell the training masters exactly how long to deny an orgasm to produce the most submissive response.
Abigail had never needed anything as much as she needed to be part of that—of this place, through which she now walked with her head hung low, to have her bottom fucked by her magnificent Viking owner.
She would belong to him, and to Mark LeMarchand. But above all Abigail would belong to the Institute.
 
 
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?
 
An Extreme Marriage
When Frank catches Jenny, his prim and proper wife, masturbating while reading about the Institute—a place where husbands learn to spank their naughty wives and thoroughly ravish them in the bedroom—he realizes that something needs to change. The Institute’s training costs a fortune, but he is willing to bet it will be more than worth the price.
Jenny and Frank enter “Extreme Marriage” training at the Institute, but although Jenny craves Frank’s dominance on a very deep level, her bashful ways reveal a sexual guilt taught to her long ago which will require great patience and care to overcome. It takes all of Frank’s willpower to restrain his raging desires as he follows the Institute’s plan and takes control of their marriage.
Frank’s newfound dominance brings Jenny pleasure beyond anything she has ever known, and as the terrible guilt that has been a part of her life for so long slips away, she and Frank find more joy in their marriage than they ever thought possible. But when they leave the Institute and return home, can they keep the passion they ignited there burning hot?
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