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Prologue
 
 
The first time Kristin saw the man, she saw him through a window. She hadn’t meant to look, but something about the way the shapes of the two people inside the room moved, just as she glimpsed them in the cracks between the blinds, had made her body respond before her mind could register why, and she stepped forward without thinking about it.
Kristin approached the window knowing from those moving shapes, and from the dark fantasies that never left her, in a way that went deeper than words, that there was a girl getting a spanking over a man’s knee. One of the shapes looked tall, and the other looked shorter; the taller one had moved as if he were sitting down, and the shorter one had moved much more rapidly, in an angled, downward direction, as if the man had pulled her over his lap.
Kristin didn’t know whether she really wanted there to be some way to see what was going on in the living room of the little house in suburban Richmond or not, but there was a tiny opening between the left side of the blind and the frame of the window. Not caring—not even thinking to care—whether there was anyone on the quiet street who might call the police when they saw twenty-three-year-old Kristin Harper, 5′6″, brown hair, brown eyes, playing peeping Tom, she leaned forward. An instant later, her face burning with shame, Kristin walked away and didn’t look back.
Inside, seen through the reflection of her own eye, the man, naked, sat on a wooden chair. He was muscled like an action hero; he had brown hair and a chiseled face. A girl with blond hair, who had clearly been crying because of the flaming red bottom the man must have given her just a moment before, knelt in front of him, confronted by his cock. Her hands were bound behind her in leather cuffs.
The man had clearly commanded the girl to take him in her mouth, because on her face there was the same look Kristin had imagined so many times her own might wear: frightened arousal—the look of a girl whom a man had to tell what to do when it came to his cock, but who craved his cock, and his force, more than anything else in the world.
And the man’s cock… it was bigger than any other cock Kristin had ever seen, even in the porn videos she sometimes couldn’t stop herself from surfing to, when the night got long and even her own darkest fantasies began to seem boring.
What had happened? Had the girl earned the spanking, somehow? Did she… say she wouldn’t suck his big cock? Did she not get him a beer when he told her to? Somehow the man didn’t look boorish like that… maybe… maybe she wanted him to help her get on an exercise program, and she got spanked if she didn’t go running?
But the look on the girl’s face hadn’t been like that. It had been like she hadn’t wanted to be spanked, and she didn’t want to have to take that enormous cock in her mouth, but—just as it would have been for Kristin—she knew she had to, and that knowledge freed her body to want it, and to take dark pleasure in the punishment and the domination by a man who knew how to dominate a girl.
 
* * *
 
The second time Kristin saw the man, months later, he was on a different street, stepping out of a cable-company van. Even in his cable-company uniform, she knew in an instant that he was the same man she had seen naked—she thought she might have known it simply from his walk. As Kristin jogged by as slowly as she could, she watched him take a quick look at the wires atop a telephone pole, and then go to knock at the door of the house in front of which he had parked.
Kristin altered her route and jogged around the block, quicker this time, her heart pounding much faster than the running warranted. The cable guy who comes and spanks you and makes you suck his cock, she thought. She couldn’t believe that her brain really had allowed that train of thought, but she found herself thinking that she needed to have her cable service upgraded. He was gone, inside the house, but as she jogged by again, she looked for some kind of number on the van that she might remember, so that (she knew it was crazy, but it seemed she had lost her mind already anyway) she could request that he do her cable upgrade.
DF 87615. She memorized it. Her jogging route should have taken her three more miles, but instead she ran straight home.
“We don’t have a van with that designation,” said the puzzled operator over the bad connection that probably reached halfway around the world.
Shit, thought Kristin, I thought I remembered it right. “Alright,” she said. “I’ll, um, call back.”
A minute later, her phone rang. A different operator, a woman with a pleasant, mellifluous voice, over a much better connection, said, “Ms. Harper? I apologize for the mistake—we’ve located the service tech you were interested in having do your upgrade. Is tomorrow morning alright?”
“Y-yes,” Kristin said, blown away both by the apparent quality of the customer service and by the frightened arousal that coursed through her system. Tomorrow? She would be spanked by the cable guy tomorrow, for the first time? How would he do it? How could she ask, because she had to ask, right?
If she put her hairbrush out? Kristin shook her head. How had the girl asked for it? Or… did a man like that know, somehow?



Chapter One
 
Leo looked down at the text message Abigail Podret had just sent him.
 
Leo, we have a problem. Call me on the emergency line as soon as you can, and definitely no later than midnight GMT.
 
When he was out on a case, Leo Hastert checked his voicemail every two hours without fail, but in the seven years he had worked for the Institute, this was the very first time he had ever gotten a message. He left his regular work phone at home, of course, when he worked pick-ups, and it was always full of messages when he got back to his apartment, from various contractors hired to keep up the front of the psychology practice in the downtown skyscraper as well as from the assessors at the Institute itself with queries about cases he was working on or details about policy. These days, though, he mostly got email from the Institute, usually marked urgent but never requiring that he be contacted while he was conducting a pick-up.
Leo had no family. His parents had died in a car crash when he was in college, and his sister had died of an overdose a year after that. He drank very occasionally with college friends, but his line of work made even that quite difficult. His real social life, such as it was, happened when he visited the Institute, the three or four times a year when he delivered a pick-up, and when one of the assessors or directors came to debrief him here in his own city, and to conduct an audit of the office, once a year. The rest of the time Leo lived for his job.
It was a job that required that kind of dedication—or perhaps ‘isolation’ would be the more accurate word. When he went out on a pick-up like this one of Daria Cenci, to think of anything but how best to evoke her submission to the benefit of the man who had purchased her would invite disaster; Leo’s focus had to be total. Daria had signed the papers two weeks before, and had her memory of consent suppressed by the Institute’s psychologist while Leo watched, taking notes. Now he had to have everything he knew about her case instantly at his mental fingertips, as he began her training. It required every ounce of concentration he could muster. He had set his phone to flash if a message came in from the Institute, but without the mental alarm-clock that told him to check it every two hours he would never have noticed.
He had just finished fucking Daria for the first time, having tied her down over her piano bench and forced her to the first orgasm of her life, when he spared a moment to glance at the phone and found the message. He checked to be sure Daria’s breathing was clear through her nose and around the dishtowel he had seated firmly in her mouth, then he said, “Thank you, sweetie, that felt lovely,” and patted her bottom dismissively. Daria’s erotic repression focused on a feeling of powerlessness to please others, especially men. Leo’s most important task during her pick-up involved getting her mind to accept as a fundamental dynamic that her masters would take their pleasure from her casually and at their own whim; when she stopped worrying about whether she could please a man, she would be free to feel pleasure herself.
Leo dressed swiftly and went out the door wearing the cable-guy swagger like a familiar piece of clothing. He unlocked the back of the van, stepped in, and closed the door behind him. Then he called Abigail’s emergency number. She picked up almost immediately.
“Leo.”
“What’s up?”
“Girl saw your van, got the number, requested you from the cable company.”
“Requested me?” Leo laughed. “Huh.”
“I know,” Abigail said, laughing as well. “Not something that’s ever happened before. We tap the cable company to deal with complaints about van parking or in case of accident, but I’m very glad we do, now.”
“So what do you think? Someone on the street who wants to spare the company the inconvenience? Looking for quick service or something?”
“I think she may be a volunteer. When I spoke to her on the phone she sounded nervous, and the voice analyzer, though as you know isn’t a fine-grained tool, read submissive.”
“Because I’m just that dominant? She can tell from my van?” Leo laughed again.
“You never know, but what I’m concerned about is that she saw part of a pick-up.”
“Ah. So we need to investigate.”
“Yes. What do you think about me dispatching Paul? I set up a cable appointment for her tomorrow, and if I’m right she’ll be expecting to see you. Paul can go and place devices and get some video and then we can talk when you bring Daria in Saturday night.”
 
* * *
 
“She’s definitely worth a spot, based on her looks at least,” Abigail said, after they had watched the video from the tiny camera Paul had worn. “We could place her in an hour.”
The video, three minutes compiled from an hour’s service call, showed Kristin Harper, long brown hair in a ponytail, brown eyes sparkling in her elegant, fine-featured face, opening the door of her duplex apartment and instantly registering dismay at the appearance of Paul Reese, Leo’s second-in-command, who was not an unattractive or undersized man. It was immediately apparent that she had been expecting someone else—there didn’t seem any reason to think that someone else could be anyone other than Leo.
“Oh,” Kristin said. “I… it’s your van?”
“Yup,” Paul’s voice said (Abigail and Leo couldn’t see his face on the video, since he wore the camera). “Sometimes one of my techs drives it, though.”
“Oh, the one… I…”
Paul pretended, as Leo would have, not to understand. “You wanted an upgrade, ma’am?”
“Oh,” Kristin said again, distractedly. “Yes. Um, come in.”
“She’s twenty-three,” Abigail said, giving the rundown. “Marketing exec at a downtown company. Lives alone.”
Paul did a nice job of surveying Kristin’s little house, focusing instantly on the coffee table, where Kristin had put a hairbrush. Leo laughed. “Seriously?”
“Hush, Leo,” Abigail said. “You’re thinking of her like a pick-up. Kristin here is desperate, and I’ve got a mansion full of subs who might well have been a lot less subtle if they wanted to invite the cable guy to play.”
In the bedroom, on the bed, lay a copy of Schoolgirl Tales. “Right on the bed,” Leo said. “Like your average hunky cable guy is going to get that signal.”
“This is her fantasy,” Abigail said. “She has no idea about the reading habits of cable guys. The fact that you would have known immediately what was up is just a coincidence. This girl has spent a large part of her life trying to figure out how to get a spanking, and now she thinks she may have a chance and she’s doing everything she can think of that doesn’t risk utter humiliation.”
“Of a kind different from what she’s looking for.”
“Exactly. If Paul were to say, ‘Looks like you’re a very naughty girl, Kristin,’ she would kneel at his feet. Classic volunteer.”
Paul installed the special modified cable boxes the Institute used when it was getting ready to pick girls up. “Gray area?” Leo asked. When they monitored pick-ups’ houses, they had signed assurances that the girl had asked for the monitoring.
“Well,” replied Abigail, “no. Not really. We could get into trouble, I suppose, just like we could with the cable vans. But remember that we can burn out the transmitters remotely if we have to. And you’re going to go in there and switch them out this week.”
“Ah,” said Leo. “So you’ve got a plan.”
“Leo, you know I always have a plan.”
 
* * *
 
Leo knocked on the door. Kristin must have been standing right behind it—many girls did. The door opened to reveal her looking adorable in a blue sundress. Leo smiled. So many girls had sundress spanking fantasies—something about how easily a man could bare their bottoms, maybe?
“It’s you,” she said, her eyes wide. “When the company called… I thought it would be… Paul, his name was?”
“Nope,” said Leo. “I’m driving the van today. Paul said that maybe you’d noticed me on another job?”
Kristin instantly turned bright red. “Yeah, I … think I must have. Well, um, come on in. The company said you needed to fix one of the boxes he installed?”
“First,” Leo said, once the door to her house had closed behind him. “I need to tell you that I don’t really work for the cable company.”
It was almost like a pick-up, for a moment, then. Kristin spun around, her eyes wide. Leo could see the panic taking hold, and with it the beginnings of her arousal—because of what she had seen, Leo imagined.
He followed that up. “I think when you saw me before, Kristin, you probably saw me doing my real job.”
“What? How could… I mean, you…” Standing there in the little front hall of her apartment, facing down a large man who had just told her that he had entered her home under false pretenses, Kristin seemed to Leo an adorable mix of defiance and submission. She had set her pretty mouth into a thin line, but she held her hands in front of her, clasped tightly, as if begging him to be gentle with her. Whatever she had seen had made a very deep impression on her, Leo realized—she had clearly built him up in her fantasies as the answer to her craving for domination.
“Can we have a seat, and talk about it?” Leo asked. “I need to tell you some pretty complicated things, and I also have a kind of offer for you.”
“An offer?”
“Let’s sit,” Leo said firmly, nodding his head decisively. As he had suspected it would, the dominant note in his voice got Kristin moving backwards, and then turning around to walk into her little living room. She paused at the edge of the sitting area, where there were a couch and two chairs. Again Leo took over, enjoying as he always did the opportunity to tell a pretty girl what to do, when that pretty girl needed the guidance. “Why don’t you sit on the couch, Kristin, and I’ll sit in one of the chairs.”
Without a word, Kristin obeyed. Leo thought back to the first moments of his visit to Daria Cenci the week before: the terror in her eyes when Leo issued the command to kneel in front of him, the necessity of taking hold of her safely when she had tried to run away. Pick-ups were special—indeed, they were unlike any other experience either a dominant or a submissive could ever have—but they really took it out of you. In a certain sense, it was much nicer to be here with Kristin, knowing that even if she didn’t have a lot of skill yet, she knew her submissive mind, and would want to please Leo.
The thought made him hard as he took his seat. That surprised him slightly; something about Kristin appealed to him more than a girl, pick-up or volunteer, had in quite a while. He stole a glance at her face, and realized that along with her willingness to please, a strong, individual intelligence seemed to sit upon her brow, as a 19th-century novelist might put it.
She looked back at him, and that brow furrowed, which itself endeared her to Leo. Kristin, he could tell, didn’t just want to submit—she wanted to understand.
“Let me make this a little easier for you, Kristin. I need to know what you saw, but given what we’ve seen of your reactions to the cable-company cover, I’m pretty sure I already know the kind of thing you saw, and I’ll say a little bit about that, so that you’ll feel more comfortable telling me.”
“Okay,” Kristin replied uncertainly.
“I think you saw me with a woman, maybe in her house.”
Kristin nodded.
“I think you saw me doing something sexual with her.”
Another nod.
“And I think the kind of sexual thing we were doing probably involved me dominating her in some way.”
“You spanked her,” Kristin whispered. “Or… well, I didn’t see the spanking, but her bottom was red, and she was kneeling… in front of you while you sat in a chair and…”
Leo waited patiently. Kristin’s face was bright red, and she had begun to breathe more quickly. Her arousal would come on faster if he forced her to describe what she’d seen at greater length.
“And what?” he asked, softly but also authoritatively, after a while.
Kristin gulped. “You were naked, and I saw…” Now she hid her face in her hands. “I can’t say it… please don’t make me…”
“I think you mean ‘Please do make me,’ Kristin.”
She lifted her face instantly to look into his eyes with a startled, guilty expression.
“What?”
“Did I even suggest that I might make you?”
She turned her face slowly to the side as if to begin a shake of her head. Her face turned troubled as Leo watched her replay the conversation in her mind. “N-no,” she finally said.
Leo dropped the hammer of his dominance, with all his skill. “Tell me what you saw, naughty girl. Did you see my cock?”
Kristin gasped and recoiled.
“Answer me, Kristin.”
Now she did shake her head, wildly.
“Stand up,” Leo said. Kristin stood, as if Leo controlled her body like a puppeteer. “Come over here and stand between my knees.”
Kristin bit her upper lip, and her head kept shaking, now very slowly, but again she obeyed. She shuffled over, her eyes getting wider by the second, as if she couldn’t believe the strength of her own arousal. Her whole body trembled as she took her place a few inches from his face and from his hard cock, covered in denim. He closed his thighs gently around hers, and felt his own eyes widen for an instant. He could have sworn that even through the denim of his jeans and the cotton of her sundress some metaphysical current began to flow. The urge to take her, to possess her, and to teach her everything he wanted to teach her so that she could please him, rose very high inside Leo. His cock felt as hard as an iron bar at the idea of forcing her to her knees and ordering her to take out his cock and pleasure him for the next hour while he began instructing her in the ways of the concubine and her lord.
The part of Leo’s mind that always flew above his play scenes at 30,000 metaphorical feet or so noticed that he was having more fun improvising this scene than he’d had in quite a while. The more he got to know Kristin Harper, through her responses to this start of his domination of her, the better he liked her, and the 30,000-foot voice now issued a danger warning—the first such warning it had issued in years: This girl is special. Careful, or you’re going to end up entangled.
Leo lived his life above all to avoid entanglements. The last time the voice had given him that warning, six years before, he had ended up falling in love with a concubine in the process of breaking her. That feeling, kept to himself though it had been, had cost him his sleep for months. Only the strength of his intellect, telling him over and over that it would pass, kept him from quitting his job so that he would never feel such agony again as he felt just knowing that the girl he loved belonged—almost literally belonged, because of the Institute—to another man, whom she had ended up marrying at the end of her year of service.
But it had passed, indeed, and here he was, not entangled.
Kristin Harper, however, could well present an even greater danger; the metaphysical current that seemed to flow through his thighs and make his cock ache with desire wasn’t something he could remember ever having felt, even with the pick-up with whom he had fallen in love those years ago. Part of it was the way she looked at him, he realized. Every glance of her eye seemed to say “Please take me. I know what you are and what you do, and I want you to do that to me, even if it’s only for an hour, or a minute.”



Chapter Two
 
 
Kristin’s knees felt so weak she thought she might fall down, right into him. The very thought of that kind of fall, of the way she would come up against his powerful chest, made her knees feel even weaker. At the same time she had to fight the urge just to let it happen, just to fall and let him take her into his arms and… what? Kiss her, or punish her? Make her do terrible things? She didn’t even know his name.
“P-please…” she whispered. “What’s your name?”
The man smiled, and the patronizing element of the smile made Kristin draw a deep breath at how insanely handsome he was.
“You may call me Master Leo, Kristin,” he said.
At those words, Kristin couldn’t suppress a little noise in her throat, the kind of noise she made when she played with herself, when she got so aroused she couldn’t even control her vocal cords.
Master Leo’s smile grew broader. “How does it make you feel to have a master, Kristin?”
Suddenly she saw his strong right arm move, and before she could have objected, even if she’d had the willpower, she felt his big palm on her bottom.
“Oh!” she said. “Oh… um… p-please…”
“Are you saying you don’t need a master’s hand on your bottom, Kristin? Because I’m pretty sure you do.”
“I… What are you doing?” Kristin heard the panic in her voice, though she felt strangely dissociated from it. He was lifting her dress, gathering it, so that her bottom, in her best black lace thong, would be exposed, and now his hand had returned and he was holding her there.
Kristin began to struggle a little, but Master Leo held her firmly and gathered her wrists into his left hand as his right rubbed her bottom gently, until, overcome, she had to give a little whimper of arousal.
“There we go,” Leo said. “You’re a good girl, Kristin.”
She made another little sound at that.
“Because you’re being a good girl, I’m going to tell you about what I really do, and then, if you keep being good for me, I’m going to show you, too. First, though, you’re going to tell me what you saw.”
Now Kristin didn’t hesitate. “I peeked through a window… I don’t even know why—I think it was because I thought there was a spanking going on, and… I just have a… a thing about… that.”
Master Leo turned her, and bent her over his left thigh. Oh, God… it’s not actually happening. Oh, God… Kristin’s mind raced as the world reoriented itself with the bending of her body by the firm hand of the man whom she had to call ‘master.’
Then he gave her a hard spank, on her bare bottom, because the thong provided no protection at all. The first spank of her life. On her bare bottom. She felt the moisture gushing from her pussy into her panties and knew she had blushed bright red, at the feeling of his strong arms controlling her, punishing her, mastering her.
“You were a naughty girl to peek into that window, weren’t you, Kristin?”
“Yes, master.”
He spanked her again, even harder.
“Ah!”
“When I punish a girl, Kristin, I make sure she understands that she is being punished.”
Then he really started to spank her, over and over, in the middle, on the right, on the left, on her thighs.
“Oh, God… p-please… ow! Master, please! I… I’m sorry!” The arousal stopped, because the pain was too great. Did she still want this? She definitely wanted the spanking to stop, but… she wanted to stay over his lap, somehow, once he stopped hurting her. She didn’t want to stop having a master, ever.
“When a girl gets her first spanking from me,” Master Leo began, continuing to spank her with his huge, strong right hand, so that she felt her bottom squirming and clenching entirely of its own accord in a way that sent thrills of shame coursing through her body. She sobbed in pain and humiliation, but something about the tears felt cleansing. “It’s important to me that she have a lesson she’ll never forget in what a dominant man like me—a master—can do with his bare hand on a naughty bottom.”
He gave one final tremendous spank, which made Kristin shriek in agony. Her bottom felt like it had the worst sunburn of her life. Now Master Leo began to rub, and suddenly, though the rubbing itself was painful, that pain had transformed, and the heat was in her pussy, and instead of sobbing Kristin began to moan.
“There you go, naughty girl,” Master Leo said. “Tell me again what you saw through the window.”
“You were naked,” Kristin whispered. “There was a… oh, God… a blond girl… and she was on her knees, and her bottom was red…”
“Like yours is now, sweetheart.”
“Oh, God… yes, and her hands… she had cuffs on her wrists, and she was going to… it looked like she had to… with her mouth… Oh, no… p-please… no… master…”
Master Leo’s fingers had urged her thighs apart, and now he had pulled her thong out of the valley between her bottom-cheeks, and he touched her there. There, on her pussy, on her clit.
“Mmm,” he murmured. “You wax, don’t you, you good girl? A nice smooth pussy is my favorite thing in the world, and it feels like maybe you even waxed for me. Did you?”
“Oh, God… I didn’t know…”
“But you thought it might be me.”
“Y-yes!” The word became a strangled cry of pleasure, as Master Leo rubbed Kristin’s clit very firmly. The rug beneath her face seemed to swim in her vision, with the extremity of the pleasure.
“Was that all you saw, sweetheart?”
“Yes! Oh, God… I… I ran away. And then, I was running last week, and I saw you go into a house, and I memorized the number on the van.” Master Leo put two fingers inside her soaking pussy, and moved them gently in and out. Mastered: Kristin was completely mastered. When one of her boyfriends had done that, had finger-fucked her like that, she hadn’t liked it—but knowing that Master Leo wanted to command her pussy that way seemed to make the whole region burn and melt at the same time.
“Master…” she moaned. “I’m on the pill…”
Master Leo laughed, and took his hand away from her pussy. “You’ve got a lot to learn, Kristin. If I want to fuck you, I will tell you so. Good girls don’t volunteer that kind of information to their masters.”
Kristin felt her blush return. How could he have that kind of power over her? To reject her, and make her so incredibly hot and needy at the same time, with his condescending tone?
He stood her up between his thighs once again. He released her wrists, and her hands fluttered out in front of her tummy, purposeless.
She looked at those hands; she couldn’t look at his face—she was so ashamed that he had denied her his cock, and even his possessive, invading hand that way—but he said, “Look at me, Kristin.” Then she couldn’t do anything but raise her eyes to his. Master Leo’s expression strangely seemed sympathetic, rather than the harsh dominant look she had expected.
“Lift your dress and show me how you play with yourself, sweetheart,” he said.
“What? Oh, n-no…”
“Are you going to be a good girl for me? I’m not going to tell you, or show you, anything else unless you can obey me, Kristin.”
“Oh, God…” she sobbed, so aroused that she thought she might faint with the shame of it. She looked again at her hands, and watched them moving downward toward the lap of the pretty blue dress.
“That’s it,” her new master said encouragingly. “Time to show me that sweet little cunt.”
“Oh… no… I…” Cunt. Kristin had always been naughty, or at least for as long as she could remember. She loved to say words like ‘cunt’ for the shock value of it, when she was out with girlfriends, or even among men. She liked being known for having a potty-mouth when she chose.
But the way Master Leo said ‘cunt’ seemed to give all the power of naughtiness back to the word that it had lost for her over the years. When Master Leo spoke of Kristin’s ‘sweet little cunt,’ Kristin might as well have been an eighteen-year-old virgin in a white wedding gown, told by her new husband that he wanted to see the cunt that now belonged to him.
She held the fabric in her hand now. She raised it, slowly at first and then, to get it over with and to feel that she had obeyed, quickly. She held the dress up.
“Yum,” said Master Leo.
“Oh, God…” Kristin said, yet again.
“Right hand in your panties now, sweetheart. Go in through the leg—I like it that way. And open your eyes.” Kristin had closed them without even realizing it; it seemed like the scene existed in her mind as much as it did here in her house, in the real world.
Master Leo’s eyes looked back at her. He wore a smile that seemed to say that he would take care of her, but the price of his taking care of her would be that he would wring from her body every drop of pleasure he could take. Kristin shivered, and suddenly she had begun to touch herself, obediently putting her fingers on her sopping pussy from the side, the leg opening, under the cotton gusset of the skimpy black panties. She moaned. Leo’s smile didn’t waver, but it seemed to grow even hungrier.
“Now pull the panties up and bunch them, so that they go inside your cunt-lips, Kristin.”
She whimpered. It was something she sometimes did when she played with herself, but to do it in front of him… Kristin realized that Master Leo had started to give her a kind of lesson in shame. She didn’t want to obey, but she also couldn’t disobey, so loudly did her body’s arousal cry out for his mastery. She bunched the cotton, which was already lewdly damp, into her fingers and started to pull. She cried out at the wicked feeling in her pussy as the cotton entered her and she drew it up tight against her clit.
“Alright,” Master Leo said. “Stay like that, good girl. I’m going to tell you about what I do. Then, if you hold your position and keeping showing me that pretty cunt so nicely, I’m going to let you see my cock, and please me with your mouth, like you saw the other girl do.”
“Oh, God…”
“Have you sucked cock, Kristin? I bet a dirty girl like you has sucked a bunch.”
Kristin gasped. “I…”
“Answer me, sweetheart,” Master Leo said. He put out his right hand and ran his thumb along her lips, making her whimper. “How many cocks?”
“Two—” she whispered. At the same moment when she opened her mouth to speak, he put his thumb inside it.
“Show me,” he said. Kristin felt her breath turn to quick pants as she tried to please his thumb as if it were a cock—one of her boyfriends’ cocks, which she had, truthfully, sucked very often, though always without feeling like she had much skill, or was getting better.
As she suckled softly at his thumb, he said, “I train girls like you.”
The blood seemed to rush loud in her ears. Train? What did that mean?
“The girls I train are purchased by very wealthy men, as concubines. If they stay with their owner for a year or more, they earn a great deal of money for their service. Most of my girls are like you: submissives aware of their erotic needs and able to live out their fantasies in play. Some, like the girl you saw me with, have deep-seated issues around those needs. They have to be forced to live them, in order to be happy.”
He fell silent for a few moments, just letting her please his thumb, as he looked into her eyes in a way that made her feel like he was evaluating her skill, and deciding whether to let her suck his cock. Kristin’s brain whirled with the different impressions his words had conveyed. How could they force girls to live their submissive fantasies? How could that be legal, as wonderful as it sounded to her? She kept suckling, kept trying to make her mouth soft for his thumb, as she tried to piece it together. The feeling of her panties inside her pussy-lips had become almost as painful as it was pleasurable, but her wetness seemed to keep flowing, unabated.
Suddenly Master Leo pulled his thumb out, put both his hands on her shoulders, and pushed, firmly but not forcefully.
“On your knees, sweetheart,” he said. “You may let go of your panties and your dress, so you can steady yourself.”
Without hesitation, Kristin sank to her knees between his thighs. Then Master Leo pushed himself back from her, so that he could stand up. He unbuckled his belt and unfastened his jeans. Despite the way she had longed for this moment, in a certain sense, for months, Kristin felt faint and panicky. This big, strong man, at his own whim, was going to take out his cock and make her suck it here in her living room.
Master Leo pulled his pants down and let them fall around his ankles. His cock, his massive cock, loomed right in Kristin’s face. What was she supposed to do? But he would tell her, wouldn’t he? That idea seemed so reassuring to her that she thought she understood at least what he had meant about girls like her, who could play and live out their fantasies, even though Kristin had never had anyone to play with before.
He sat down again. “Come suck my cock, sweetheart,” he said. “It’s time to start your training.”



Chapter Three
 
 
Leo couldn’t resist doing one of his favorite things to do with a new girl. He reached out with both hands and seized Kristin around the back of her neck, with his fingers in her hair, and pulled her firmly toward his waiting cock. He wanted her to feel that Leo would choose the pleasures he took from her, and that her function as a new concubine was to obey, and to yield those pleasures up to her master.
Even as he watched her pretty face come closer and closer to his erection, though, just as so many pretty girls’ faces had over the seven years he had worked for the Institute, Leo realized that her responses to him had a power over him he hadn’t felt in a very long time. Usually, Leo didn’t really care whether the girl opened her mouth obediently or needed a spanking first, but when Kristin bent her head forward and hesitantly kissed the head of Leo’s cock, the pleasure he felt in the gesture, and the rush of affection that unexpectedly seemed to fill his chest, told him that an entanglement definitely waited there for him.
“Open up and take it inside your mouth, Kristin,” he said. “Show me what a good girl you can be for me.”
She glanced up at him, but he murmured, “Eyes down, sweetheart. On my cock. If I want to see your eyes, I’ll tell you so.” Kristin blushed and turned her eyes downward. She opened her mouth and tentatively took the tip of Leo’s manhood inside. He gave a little satisfied grunt of pleasure and said, “There you go. Don’t worry about taking me deep yet. Just get used to having a really big cock in your mouth. I’ll tell you how to please me.”
He moved his right hand to stroke her cheek, keeping his left lightly on the back of her neck to remind her of his control. “So, Kristin, I want to invite you to come down to my office tomorrow and interview for a spot in our volunteer program. Lick my balls now, sweetie.” He took his cock lightly in the fingers of his right hand and gently pulled it free from Kristin’s mouth, then held it up so that she could bend her mouth to the lascivious task he had set her. Leo waited until she had begun to comply, drawing a contented sigh from him, at both the sensation and the beautiful sight of her pretty face serving him so shamefully, pressed up against his hairy scrotum.
“If our assessors think you’re a good fit, which seems pretty clear, we will offer you to prospective buyers, and when one of them purchases you, we will come get you and transport you to the Institute for a month of training according to your new owner’s specifications.”
Leo let go of his cock, so that it fell gently against Kristin’s lovely brow. He smiled; just to see such dominant juxtapositions of his hardness against the pretty features of a submissive young woman like Kristin made the dominant blood seem to sing in his veins. He put his hand down and turned her chin up as she obediently kept her eyes on his cock. “Look at me,” he said.
She did, with a little fear in her eyes at the unexpected order.
“That’s all I’ll tell you about the program. After I’ve used you thoroughly today, I’ll go, once you sign a preliminary agreement that lets me leave monitors here so that we can begin to analyze your erotic makeup. You’ll hear more about that at your interview, tomorrow. That is, if you would like to go forward.”
“I… wh-what will you do to me… today—when y-you… use me?” Kristin asked.
Leo smiled. Really, she should be asking what would happen to her at the Institute, but he loved the way her entire being seemed to respond to him in this moment, so that she couldn’t even consider what would come of their play session here and now.
“I’m going to give you a little sample of what your training will be like if you’re accepted at the Institute, and I’m going to get your interview process started. I’m going to put you in position, and fuck you in that sweet little cunt. I’m going to make you tell me all about how naughty you are. If it turns out that someone has been lucky enough to have had that sweet ass before, I’m going to fuck you there, too.”
He paused and looked deeply into her eyes, which had grown wider and wider.
“Has someone been lucky enough to have had that sweet ass?”
Her mouth opened, but at first no sound came out. Then she whispered, “Once.”
Leo grinned. “That means you’ll have a lot of training there, starting now. When a girl is a virgin back there, we save her ass for her owner—a lot of owners like that. But if she’s not—like you—there are special things we can do with her that make her just as valuable as an anal virgin.”
Kristin stared back at him, as if unable to believe that the things Leo said named her fantasies so precisely, but still with the frightened expression of a girl who had never admitted to anyone just how deep her submissive side went.
“Will you—”
Leo slapped her across the face. Tears sprang into her eyes. She put her left hand up where he had slapped her. After seven years, Leo’s control over the amount of force he applied with his hands, he sometimes thought, approached a gourmet chef’s control of his knives, or a samurai’s of his katana. When he slapped a girl on the face or on the pussy, the two less-than-conventional locales to which he applied open-handed blows during training, Leo did so to create a sting. Leo could inflict that kind of sting with a great deal less force than he used when he punished a girl on her bare bottom.
“It’s time to learn not to speak until you’re spoken to, sweetheart. I promise I’ll ask you if you have any questions, sometime very soon. But until then, you speak only when I ask you for a response, or I’ll gag you, and then cane you to make sure the lesson sticks. Do you understand?”
“Yes!” Kristin gasped in a voice so full of arousal that Leo felt his cock leap.
Leo slapped her other cheek and looked at her sternly.
“Yes, master.”
“Good girl,” he said. “Let’s get you over that ottoman.” Just as he always did with a pick-up, Leo had decided before he even left his apartment that morning exactly what pieces of furniture in Kristin’s house he would use for which activities. He had a mental map not only of her duplex apartment but of every stick of furniture and appliance, courtesy of the heavily modified cable boxes Paul had installed.
“That…” Kristin’s voice trailed off. She had reached the stage where words stopped meaning quite what they had an hour before. When a girl got there, Leo could accomplish a great deal with her—as well as take the most extreme pleasure in her submission.
“There’s only one ottoman in your apartment, Kristin. Get over it now, or I’m going to have to spank you again.”
She looked wildly around her. Her mind, Leo knew, wasn’t telling her where the ottoman was—maybe not even what an ottoman was. Her mind simply screamed “More!” and in fact, for a volunteer like Kristin, that ‘more’ could include a spanking, or a caning, or any of the brutal things her fantasies told her an alpha male might do to a disobedient girl, and her mind would still be content to have her craving for domination satisfied that way.
Leo waited until Kristin had at last identified the ottoman, only three feet away behind her, and turned to face it.
“Crawl there,” Leo said. “When you reach it, hike your little sundress up to your armpits and lie over it. Then reach back and pull your panties to the side so I can get into that pretty cunt of yours.”
His words ratcheted Kristin’s arousal up even higher; she panted like she had just run a four-minute mile and began to crawl toward the ottoman. Leo watched, stroking his cock because he couldn’t help it; Kristin’s responsiveness to him just kept turning him on more and more. Kristin trembled as she knelt up in front of the red plush-covered ottoman that came up right to her midriff, kneeling as she was. She put her hands down to take the sundress in them, and then hesitated for a moment so long that Leo was on the verge of springing up from his chair and delivering some stern discipline, but just as he tensed his legs to stand, Kristin began to pull up her dress.
The slow revelation of her bottom and back made Leo have to control his breathing so as not to reveal to her how aroused he was. It couldn’t simply be the pert shapeliness of that lovely backside, or the very slight violin curve of her waist, or the tiny hint of her perky breasts that affected him; not only had he seen hundreds of similar sights, but he knew intellectually that arousal didn’t work like that, as a simple button-pushing by the female form on the male cock. No, it was that she had seen him and requested him, and then there was the tasteful furnishing of her apartment, and her apparent intelligence—hell, even the copies of The Canterbury Tales and The Divine Comedy on the bookshelf and the opera in her online music library—all of that made having her hike her sundress up to her armpits and bend over, nearly ready for fucking, a sort of experience that Leo had to admit he had never had, despite having been on this highly unusual job for seven years.
The 30,000-foot voice had changed to a constant alarm bell now, like a warning heard from the cockpit that an engine is about to fall off and plunge everyone on the plane to their deaths.
Kristin reached her right hand back. The hand trembled, but she worked her fingers under the thong and tugged, and Leo watched the cute little bottom wiggle a little as she pulled the fabric over to rest across her right bottom-cheek.
“Kristin?”
“Yes, master?” The tremor of her hand came into her voice, as well.
“I have with me a certification from a doctor of being free of STDs. I am on the male version of the pill, myself. If we had begun this process in the usual way, I would know that you, too, have a clean bill of health.”
“I…” she began, but stopped herself.
“Good girl,” Leo said. “You remembered not to speak. Thank you. I am willing to take your word for your being clean. Do you give it?”
“Yes, master,” she panted. In fact, the Institute had accessed her medical records, and she was indeed clean as of her last OB-GYN appointment six months before. The assurances, though, in the case of volunteers, were very important.
“Very well. When you come to my office tomorrow, you will have an examination so that your records are up to date, and your owner knows what he is getting.”
Kristin gave a little cry of protest at that, and Leo’s alarm bell rang again at how happy he was to hear her protest what was the inevitable end of this chain of events: Kristin being delivered to a wealthy man to serve him.
“You may speak, sweetheart. It’s important that we think clearly about these matters, as much as I want to be inside your sweet pussy this instant.”
“I… but I want… I want you, master… if I do this… training… can’t I do it with you?”
“You don’t want me, Kristin,” Leo said, as he had to, though the matter had much more complexity than those words could reflect. “You want training. More important, our program is financed through the purchase of our girls for huge sums of money. We can’t train you unless we sell you, and your real training won’t begin until a buyer has made a down payment for a year of your service.”



Chapter Four
 
 
So the selling thing… it was real. But Kristin had seen Master Leo through that window, and her fantasies since that day had been all about Master Leo.
But Master Leo would train her—and maybe others would train her, at this Institute—and then they would pass her on to… a wealthy man.
Kristin did feel arousal at the thought of being owned by a wealthy man. She had too much intelligence to deny that, and a sizable portion of the memory of her e-reader was taken up by stories about wealthy, dominant men. Usually the title started with the words ‘The Billionaire’s’: The Billionaire’s Girl, The Billionaire’s Sex Club, The Billionaire’s Belt—that kind of thing. Now this man whom she had just met, truly an hour before, had told her that a billionaire would buy her.
But when she put the e-reader down and lay back, with her hand in her panties, late at night as she tried to fall asleep, the billionaire who gave her the belt whipping for the last six months had been this man, Master Leo. It was stupid to feel this strange sense of rejection, because of course the man in the fantasies hadn’t really been Master Leo—he had been her fairy-tale version of him. But still… now that it turned out that he really did train girls to be submissive concubines, how could she bear to be passed on by him to other men, and finally to an owner?
He had stood up; Master Leo was too big a man for anyone to be unaware of his motions in their vicinity, though he moved with a gracefulness that belied his hulking frame. Kristin felt the floor move and heard the boards creak slightly as he came toward her. She pictured that enormous, beautiful cock, and had to stop herself from crying out, “Please… now… right now.”
His hands then, on her hips, holding her where her bottom lay poised across the ottoman. She felt her whole body shiver with anticipation.
“Let’s get this ass nice and high,” her master’s voice rumbled.
Oh, God. All the times she’d imagined a man treating her this way. And here he was.
Kristin liked sex. She had liked it from the beginning, when at eighteen she had given her virginity to her second serious boyfriend, in her childhood bed after prom. It had felt wicked, of course, but it had felt so very right to have him above her, moving inside her inexpertly but firmly: the simple drama of cock and pussy, in which the one must invade and the other must be invaded provided all the dominance she needed to come that very first time, with his cock inside her, fantasizing that she hadn’t yielded to him at all, but that he had taken what he wanted, what he deserved after taking her to her prom, that he had told her that she had to put out because he was a boy and she was a girl.
Of course it wasn’t like that at all, and quickly enough it became clear that Kristin’s interest in sex had a specificity that made it difficult to find satisfaction with either of the boyfriends with whom she had slept. They would never, ever have said “Let’s get this ass nice and high.” They would never even have suspected that Kristin wanted them to, no matter how many times she had tried to articulate to them that she’d love it if they would take control in bed a little more. Having tried to talk about it with each of them several times, Kristin knew that neither of them was the kind of man who said “Let’s get this ass nice and high,” and that’s all there was to it.
And, to be fair, until Master Leo said that, and until Kristin felt a strong, handsome, dominant man pulling her bottom into position so that he could enter her pussy with his enormous cock exactly as he liked, she wouldn’t have been able to tell anyone that she wanted a man to say that and do that. When he did it, though, her body cried out, “Yes!” and when she felt the head of his cock pushing up against her pussy, the pussy she had bared for him at his command by pulling her thong panties shamefully aside and showing him what she had for a strong man’s pleasure, her whole being seemed to shout its approval and its need for her master to train her.
He held her around her waist, and he fucked her with a rhythm that felt arrogant to her in its leisurely quality. Master Leo, he seemed to tell her in the easy pace he adopted, liked to fuck girls as a kind of general practice.
And the girls, Kristin could well imagine, must all cry out under that arrogance of cock and hips, as she herself cried out with each thrust of that massive erection, filling her pussy as it had never been filled, pressing up so deep and high into her that she thought she wouldn’t be able to breathe.
“Oh, God…” she whimpered.
After a few minutes, he began to talk, slowing his rhythm as if savoring the feeling of her pussy on his cock. “Has anyone ever fucked you like this, sweetheart? I’m sure you’ve gotten it doggy-style a lot, right? A dirty girl like you?”
“Oh, God… yes… but…”
“But not as much as you would have liked, I bet. Is that right?”
Her face flushed hot with shame. “Yes.”
“What I really mean, though, Kristin, is has anyone ever fucked you like he knew what he was doing?”
Why conceal the truth that shot into her mind? “N-no… no…” God, it just felt so good to say “No” while Master Leo kept fucking her, even when she didn’t mean that he should stop or anything like that. Why was that? Being forced—that was what it was all about.
His hands gripped her waist tighter, and he began to thrust faster and harder.
“Oh, no…” Now Kristin seemed to want to refuse the way his hardness inside her, stretching her, forced upon her a kind of submissive pleasure she had never felt before. She felt her muscles start to tighten as a monstrous orgasm neared. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, and she couldn’t keep her backside still under the pounding of Master Leo’s strong hips.
“That’s all right, sweetheart,” she heard him murmur, behind her and above her. “That’s all right, little Kristin. You may come. Come for me now, little Kristin. Be a good girl for your master, and come on his big cock.”
The words—the words did it: so naughty and yet so sweet and even tender. Kristin screamed, and came, and came, and came, as her new master held her backside still with his powerful hands, and pounded his hips against her bottom so that his huge cock filled her over and over.
Nor did he let up as the shuddering climax left her body, but he just kept fucking her, until Kristin once again began to whimper and moan with the arousal that had built once again, as quickly as it had the first time. To be so tightly held, to have her body so tightly controlled, and used by a man with an enormous cock and the skill to use it, seemed to have taken her to a realm she had never even imagined in her fantasies.
But then, abruptly, he held himself deeply into her pussy and said, still gripping her hips firmly as he spoke, “Now we’re going to talk about your ass, Kristin. A concubine’s bottom is a very important thing.” He moved his right hand from her waist to run it along her flank. “I know it’s a very nice bottom already,” Master Leo continued, “because I spanked it, and I can’t say I’ve spanked many girls’ bottoms that I enjoyed applying my firm hand to quite so much. But I need to know how you feel about your bottom, and I need to know about that one time you were mastered there, before. Are you listening?”
“Yes,” Kristin sobbed. ‘Mastered there’—was that what it was? It hadn’t felt like that with Phil, but she knew that when Master Leo put his cock there, being mastered was precisely what it would feel like.
Suddenly he pulled out of her pussy, and she gave a little cry at the empty feeling. She heard him unzipping something—the bag he had brought in—oh, God, what did that bag really have in it instead of a cable guy’s wrenches and screwdrivers?
Then she heard a kind of squirting sound that could only be lube. Kristin blushed.
“I’m going to get your anus nice and ready while we talk, sweetheart. I’m going to use my fingers to get you used to opening up wide for your master. Your first time taking a cock as big as mine in your bottom will probably feel a lot different from when you did it before. Are you listening, sweetheart?”
“Y-yes.” Kristin realized as she whispered her reply that Master Leo, far from reassuring her, had actually made her more anxious about being… mastered—about having her bottom mastered by his enormous cock.
“Reach back and open your bottom, now,” Master Leo said. “Show me that pretty butthole.”
Kristin gave a little sob of humiliation at the coarse word, but she put her hands back there as if opening her rear to a man was what she craved and needed most in the world. As she did, she realized that it was true: she didn’t think she’d ever wanted anything as much as she wanted to obey Master Leo and do every dirty thing he told her to do. The tiniest bit of sting remained from her spanking, as she took her firm cheeks in her fingers and tugged, whimpering at the sensation of the wanton air against her most private, secret place.
“Oh, you’re lovely, little Kristin. You have a sweet little anus. My cock is going to feel very big there, but if you’re a good girl for me, and hold that bottom still for me to fuck, I promise I won’t last long, ‘cause you’re going to be so nice and tight.”
“Oh my God…” His finger was there, pushing. She felt herself tighten against it. Why? She had meant to try to open, to try to be a good girl, but… somehow she couldn’t. Somehow the shame of it, of the way he was talking about… using her body, had brought out a strange unexpected resistance. She gave a little cry of frustration, then his slippery finger forced itself inside despite the resistance, and she gasped and then made a little squeal, unlike any sound she thought she had ever made—like a stuck pig, frankly, she thought.
“I’m pushing your limits, sweetheart,” Master Leo murmured. “Don’t worry. I’m finding your resistance, and it makes me happy when I find it. Doesn’t mean I won’t punish you when you disobey, of course, but I need to know where your triggers are. Now, tell me how it happened that you had anal once, but not again. You may speak.”
Kristin felt herself breathing hard, and she tried to collect her thoughts. Master Leo’s finger was deep inside her bottom now, making her feel wicked and naughty, but also strangely satisfied at the way he had forced her bottom to obey him.
“He… he was my second boyfriend, and I really wanted to try it… but… he didn’t like it so I never dared to ask again.”
“Ah, thank you, Kristin.”
“Oh, n-no…” A second finger joined the first, and her little ring began to burn.
“Shh. It’s okay. You’re doing great. These fingers are almost as thick as my cock. Did he ride you hard?”
“N-n-no,” Kristin gasped. “He was really… tentative. It only lasted a minute or two, and then he pulled out. He didn’t even come. Ah!” Without warning, a third slippery finger. “Oh, no… oh, no…”
“Yes, sweetheart. Just open to me.” The fingers were gone, and that, too, made her cry out, and then something else—oh, God, it was his cock… it was her master’s huge cock. “Open up, Kristin,” he said softly but with such authority that she knew she belonged to him, and she felt that with this one lewd act, the one she had waited for all her life, he was claiming her forever.
She did open, to her astonishment, and then she moaned very loud as she felt her little bottom filled with Master Leo’s rigid manhood.
“I’m going to come in your bottom, Kristin,” he murmured. “You’ve been a good girl, and you’ve earned the gift of my seed back here.”
Kristin emitted a kind of continuous whine as she felt him begin to ride in and out. To say that it hurt could never do the feeling justice. It was uncomfortable to have a cock there. It was shameful to look at the plush red covering of the ottoman and know that a man had made her raise her sundress, pull her panties aside, and open her bottom, and now he was taking his pleasure in her anus. It burned, even with the lube, to be held open so wide around such hardness. But it didn’t hurt, really. Really, it felt wonderfully, absolutely right, to have a master who wanted to use her ass that way, who rode faster and faster because Kristin Harper’s ass gave him so much pleasure.
His hands took hers away from her bottom, bent them firmly behind her back, and held them there, using her wrists for traction to thrust into her backside. She moaned loud at that feeling of utter submission, and that moan seemed to precipitate her master’s orgasm. He grunted drove his hips hard against her bottom-cheeks, and said, “There you go.” For just a moment, his whole body seemed to tremble, and then Kristin felt that huge cock pulsing inside her, shooting his essence into her poor riven bottom.
Master Leo released her wrists and began to stroke her long brown hair. “Thank you, good girl,” he said softly.
“Thank you, master,” Kristin sobbed in reply, knowing it was exactly what she should say.
Carefully and slowly, Master Leo pulled himself out of her bottom, and she felt his semen trickling out of her anus. She had a strange feeling of pride; she hoped he saw that proof of her submission to him.
Then he put his hand right on her bottom hole, and she squealed with delight as he caressed her gently, up and down the valley where his essence now bedewed her skin. “So beautiful,” he said.
“Thank you, master.”
“You may get up, and come sit on my lap on the couch.”
A thrill of joy ran through her to hear him order her around that way. Yes, it was crazy, from an objective standpoint, she supposed, but having this dominant man here to tell her what to do seemed to send Kristin’s deviant soul flying far above the clouds.
When she had risen, she saw that Master Leo had already sat on the couch. He had put his jeans back on, which made her pout a little, but she went, still in her sundress and panties, to be enfolded in his waiting arms.
“When you come to the office tomorrow,” he said, his deep voice seeming to rumble through her own chest where it rested against his, “you need to be ready for me to be very businesslike.”
Kristin felt her brow furrow in confusion.
“You may speak, Kristin,” he said, “and in a moment you may start asking questions. Before that, though, let me explain a little bit more. You’re in a unique position because of what you saw, and because of what came of it—that is, my session with you today. Most volunteers apply and get evaluated in a regional office like the one you’ll come to tomorrow. They have a little training—very little, as a kind of audition—with a master during the course of the interview process, but nothing like the session we just had.”
Kristin felt her chest swell a little with pride at that, and she snuggled into her master’s chest. How could she only have known him for real for, what? Two hours now, if that? His embrace was already on her list of top five favorite things in the world, right behind ice cream and in front of baroque opera.
“Careful, sweetheart,” he said, perhaps in response to her snuggling. “Listen to what I’m going to say now. This feels really wonderful, I know. It feels wonderful for me, too. But you need more. As ingrained as monogamy is, culturally, it’s not truly natural. Do you know what I mean?”
“You mean, like biologically?”
“Yes. Humans have constructed monogamous institutions, like marriage, but people cheat, because monogamy isn’t really natural. That doesn’t mean monogamy is a bad thing, but especially for dominants and submissives like you and me, and even more for dominants and submissives who are lucky enough to become part of the Institute…”
For the first time, Master Leo seemed to be searching for words. It had an endearing quality about it, but it confused Kristin: why was he telling her this? Had she said anything about monogamy? All she had done was to snuggle into his chest. Yes, she felt right then like she didn’t want another master, but it was almost as if he had read her mind, and how could he have done that unless he felt the same way, at least a little bit?
A strange kind of hope seemed to bloom inside Kristin, but she refused to look straight at it, even in momentary fantasy. Master Leo had stopped speaking, and she decided to use her permission to ask a very different kind of question.
“Is it all expenses paid?” she asked.
Leo laughed at that. “Yes, sweetheart, for you it’s all expenses paid. For your owner, not so much.” Then he seemed to decide that he wanted to finish the thought he had begun, and he continued, “Just remember that even though the process began for you in this unusual way, where you saw me, and then I came to begin your training, I’m just one of your masters, and you will have others at the Institute, and none of us will be your owner. You won’t meet your owner until the final week of the program.” His voice had in it all of the firmness it had seemed to lose, briefly, a few moments before.
Kristin nodded firmly. “I understand,” she said.
“How does that make you feel?” Master Leo asked.
Kristin pushed the seed of hope that he felt bound to her, as she did to him, deep under the soil. “Not great, I guess,” she said. “But… I want to play. Playing with you just makes me want more of it.” She paused, thought, and shook her head. “Such a strange word for it, really, but so right. It doesn’t seem like playing to get spanked and tied up and… taken, hard.”
“Everyone plays differently,” said Master Leo. “Some play cards and some play darker games.”



Chapter Five
 
 
Leo met Kristin at the elevator in the Institute’s downtown office the next morning at 10 a.m. He had told her, the previous day when she sat in his lap and the delicious feeling of her snuggling into his chest had nearly overwhelmed him, that he would be businesslike as much for his own sake as for hers. Perhaps it had actually been more for his sake than hers, to remind himself that he would have to be businesslike, so that he couldn’t go off script here, now, today in the office.
But the look of delight in her eyes when she saw him broke his defenses down instantly, and he took her into his arms the way he knew she wanted, just for a moment, at the elevator. He wanted it too; if he were going to come out the other side of this case with a shred of composure, he had to stare his feelings about Kristin Harper in the face.
She hadn’t, he had to keep telling himself, had any way to know how deep his feelings about Cosi Fan Tutte ran. When she turned on the music and the overture came on, the music that above any other Leo associated with joy, just because of the wonderful rhythmic vitality of the eighth notes, and Kristin smiled when she recognized the piece, his urge to kiss that smile came from him and from the music, and not from her. She had no intention to entangle him.
But that almost made it worse, and made the danger of entanglement even greater. If that danger actually came from deep inside Leo himself, he was going to have a hell of a time uprooting it.
Kristin looked up into his face inquiringly, and Leo realized he had made it worse by hugging her. She remained obediently silent, and he mastered himself without removing his kindly expression, stepped back, and began to do his job.
“Miss Harper,” he said, “please follow me. You may speak.”
“Yes, master,” she said. The way her voice sounded grateful to call him ‘master’ thrilled him, but now that he had begun the formal process, he shunted the feeling easily to the side.
Leo led her to the reception desk, where Gladys, his office’s only other permanent employee besides himself and Paul, sat. Gladys got to spend a lot of time doing crossword puzzles and reading thick books, because her main function was simply to look like a bored receptionist.
“Oh, you’re reading The Faerie Queene!” Kristin said, delighted to see the thick, serious-looking book on Gladys’ desk.
“Master Leo gave it to me,” Gladys said with a smile. “I can’t say I really understand much. I mostly skim this kind of stuff, but it’s fun to know about the past and everything. Master Leo likes to tell me about things like… oh, what the heck is that word again?” She looked at him with a smile, and he winked. Gladys knew very well what the word was—she had a Master’s degree in psychology, but one of her favorite parts of her job here was pretending not to be as educated as she was.
“Allegory,” Leo said. “Would you please check to see if the assessors are ready?”
Leo wondered if they had missed something in the sweep of Kristin’s apartment and her college transcript, if she had an interest in Spenser. Canterbury Tales was one thing, but The Faerie Queene was well off the beaten path. Usually he would have been annoyed if such an oversight had happened with a volunteer, but again everything seemed different with Kristin Harper, and to his surprise he realized he wanted to know more—to ask her whether she had read The Faerie Queene.
The formality saved him, though. He shunted that impulse, too, as Gladys picked up her phone, pressed a button, and said, “All set?” Then, “Thanks.” She nodded to Leo and put the phone down.
“Please come with me, Miss Harper,” Leo said, and opened the big glass door that looked like it led to the fully functional office suite of a ritzy psychology practice called ‘Ney Psychological Associates.’
In the conference room down the hall, currently flooded with sunlight that poured through the open blinds, Claire and Heidi, the assessors, sat on either side of the head of a long table made of dark oak. Paul sat in a chair by the wall. The table had, to Leo’s knowledge, never been used as intended—that was, to host a large meeting of important people. Abigail had chosen it to suggest that the Institute was the kind of organization where such meetings had a role, but it was always used this way, with two assessors framing the seat where the prospective concubine, whether volunteer or pick-up, sat for the majority of the interview process.
Leo looked closely at Kristin’s face, and saw the surprise he expected to see when she took in the femininity of the assessors, and the way Paul sat to the side.
Claire and Heidi rose. They were lovely women both of about fifty now; Claire’s long blond hair, piled in a bun, turning gradually grey, and Heidi’s very short hair already there, though her coloring told one that it had once been flaming red. They had both been with the Institute since its founding twenty years before, and Leo didn’t think he could respect anyone more than he respected them—except perhaps Abigail.
“Kristin, I’d like to introduce you to Claire and Heidi. They’ll be your interviewers. Paul here, whom you know—” Paul gave Kristin a little wave “—will be in the room to represent the trainers’ side of things.” Really, Paul was there to make it clear to prospective concubines on a subconscious level that masculine trainers would be in control of her, but that those trainers received support and counsel from women. Paul was called the cock, and everyone pretended that the reference meant that he was like a rooster. When the time arrived in a few hours for the interview to become practical, the cock, having been present the whole time, would need no preparation. Having him sit silent during those hours, while something of a drain on human resources since the cock collected a very large salary, always had a salutary effect on a girl’s state of mind.
The Institute’s assessors were about 75% women, not as a rule but simply because in practice an assessor had to have an instinctive feel for female submissive sexuality that turned out to be rare in men, even men who themselves identified as submissives. Some of the best assessors were in fact men, but, again to give the subconscious impression that the Institute hoped to convey, at least one of the interviewing assessors was always female. Usually, as today, they both were.
Kristin shook Claire’s and Heidi’s hands. Claire said, “Please have a seat, Kristin. You’ll want to say goodbye to Master Leo—you won’t be seeing him again.”
Kristin gave a start, and Leo felt a pang that he couldn’t deny. The parting here had been part of the plan from the beginning. Abigail had of course seen the possibility of an attachment developing, and had decided that putting the break here at the start of the interview made the most sense. Leo had asked Abigail, “What if it derails her training?” At the time, the question had been academic—the metaphysical current had not flowed yet.
Abigail had replied, “It’s the kind of decision we can revisit if necessary.” Now Leo had to keep the knowledge of that possibility out of his face as he gave Kristin a quick hug.
“Good luck, sweetheart,” he said, in his most paternal tone. She smiled up at him nervously. He released the embrace, turned, and left the conference room, closing the door behind him.
Then he walked next door to his own office and turned on the video feed. When he wasn’t the cock himself, he always monitored the interview while taking notes with time marks when something happened that the full assessor team at the Institute might want to run through special analysis. All the computing power resided there, and those machines weren’t allowed to be connected to the ‘net since the Institute’s analytical algorithms were its most important asset. From the very beginning, the founding dean, Anne-Marie Ney, had been adamant about that, even at the dawn of cyberspace. When Abigail had become dean, she had vastly broadened the scope of the datasets the Institute maintained, but she had hewn closely to Anne-Marie’s ideas about security.
In the conference room, Claire was saying, “…but despite that unusual beginning, we’re going to treat you from this moment on as a true volunteer.”
Heidi continued, “That means we’re going to introduce you to the program from the beginning, as if you knew nothing about it, okay?”
“Okay,” said Kristin. Her voice sounded untroubled and her expression seemed relaxed; Claire and Heidi had a way of putting girls at their ease, when they wanted to—and they nearly always did want to, at the beginning of the interview. Paul might as well not have been in the room, at that point; the cock’s presence grew and receded as necessary.
“The volunteer concubine program at the Institute,” Claire began, “is a remarkable career and life opportunity for girls who have come to terms with their need to live a submissive lifestyle in order to feel fulfilled.”
“Obviously,” said Heidi, “it’s not right for everyone, but the reason you’re here is that we think it might be right for you. Are you interested in hearing more?”
Kristin nodded firmly. “Yes. Definitely.”
Heidi pushed a document across the table. “This is the first of several documents you’ll sign today, if we go forward at each of the several junctures we call decision gates, where if you want to withdraw your application, you may do so. It’s a simple non-disclosure agreement, but you need to realize that it means that if you tell anyone about anything you know about the Institute, we’ll do our best to ruin your life.” Heidi laughed to make it seem a little less intimidating, but girls’ lives had on several occasions nearly needed to be ruined before they had recanted the stories they had told media outlets.
“Okay,” said Kristin. She scanned the document, took the pen that lay in front of her, and signed.
“Thanks,” said Claire. “If you do sign an application, and the Institute accepts you into the program, your file will be circulated among the dominants—mostly men, though the group does include a few women—who have expressed an interest in purchasing a volunteer concubine. These men and women have been through their own application process, which includes a medical screening and a psychological evaluation.”
“And I’m going to just interject, even though it’s a little out of strict chronological order,” Heidi put in, “that the Institute monitors owners and their girls 24/7 for the first year of service. So, statistically speaking…”
“And statistics are what we do,” Claire said.
“One thing you don’t have to worry about is harm, either physical or psychological.”
“What you do have to think about,” Claire picked back up, “is whether this is how you want to spend at least the next year of your life. None of the money or the career opportunities comes your way, as a volunteer, until day 365 of your service.”
Kristin’s face, Leo could see, now reflected a little consternation. That was natural, and Heidi saw it and reacted. “We know that’s not how you’ve been thinking about the program, but we need you to consider it carefully, despite how foregone you think your conclusion is.”
“Any questions so far?” Claire asked.
“Um,” said Kristin. “What happens after my… file goes around?”
“We’re just getting to that,” Claire said, smiling. “One of the prospective clients will almost certainly make an offer for you. You won’t be told the numbers involved, and your honorarium, at the end of your first year of service. will be a flat fee of $500,000, after any taxes that may apply. Plus, when we accept you, we pay off any current debt you may have, up to $100,000.”
Kristin drew a breath at that. It was more than five times her salary at Jones Control Solutions, where she had been toiling in marketing for a year, while still paying off her MBA.
“Because our organization includes several international bankers, the forgiveness of your debt would be a complicated matter, but it would amount to you being debt-free when you start your training. At any rate, once we have the offer and the down payment, you would be notified, and a date for your processing and transfer to the Institute set. That would be within two weeks of your notification, but no sooner than one week, so that you can put your affairs in order.”
“Then,” Heidi said, “we would come pick you up—it would be Paul here, probably. You would take a powerful sedative, and fall asleep in your own bed. You would wake up at the Institute, which is in a sub-tropical place of which you will not know the location now or, if you are accepted into the program, later. Now comes the trickier part. Please pay close attention, and…” Heidi slid another piece of paper across the table to Kristin, “…notice that each of the most important points is here on this sheet. Because there are some requirements here that may take you by surprise, after I’m done with this part of the presentation we’re going to let you think for a bit. Then, if you want to go through this decision gate, you’ll initial this sheet of paper, and we’ll proceed. Okay?”
“Okay,” Kristin said, clearly impatient to hear what came next.
“Note,” Claire said, “that these requirements apply both to your time at the Institute and to your service to your owner. By agreeing to them, you are saying that you acknowledge that your training and service will involve these things.”
Kristin nodded. Heidi continued, “Alright, first, and most important, during your interview sessions today, the standard safewords ‘yellow’ and ‘red’ are in force. Do you understand what that means?”
“I think so.”
“After you sign your final application this afternoon, however, you will not have a safeword. Our expertise ensures your safety.”
Kristin’s eyes widened, but she said, “Okay.”
“You may, however, in consultation with Institute personnel, at some point come to the mutual understanding that the program is not right for you. If that happens, you will be dismissed, and returned home as soon as possible. You will receive no payment, though any debt forgiveness will remain in effect. Your non-disclosure agreement will still apply, of course, but you will be free to carry on with your life as it was before. Understood?”
Kristin nodded.
“Barring dismissal as a result of consultation and mutual understanding, the personnel of the Institute, your owner, and anyone else your owner designates will penetrate you and administer corporal punishment to you at their discretion and without reference to your wishes, at any time and in any manner they choose. Let me be completely clear, by means of an example: if it should happen that you are being whipped, and you begin to scream that you want dismissal to make the whipping stop, the whipping will not stop, as long as the Institute thinks you need further punishment.”
Leo watched Kristin’s face go from impassive receptivity to Heidi’s words to startled arousal in a split second. The expression seemed to him both so endearing and so incredibly hot that he had to suppress an impulse to turn the feed off so that he wouldn’t have to feel the pang of loss that afflicted him. Instead, he took a note, marking that expression for further analysis by the image-mining algorithms. Knowing exactly what happened to the muscles in Kristin’s face when something surprised her into erotic passion constituted part of the bedrock of the dataset they would build in order to train her effectively to respond to her owner as she should.



Chapter Six
 
 
At the Institute, Abigail watched the same video feed Leo was watching in Richmond. There seemed little doubt that Kristin would be applying; at this stage Abigail liked to begin teasing the market, as she thought of it. Knowing how much interest a girl would generate let the Institute make plans around acquiring her debt and planning visits from owners.
Abigail thought for a moment and typed on her laptop.
 
Twenty-three, athletic, brown hair and eyes. Very naughty: viewing habits include capture videos with lots of anal punishment.
 
On the video feed, which came to a monitor on Abigail’s desk, she watched Kristin sign the release that along with the more rigorous requirements also included permission to use photos of her in marketing materials, along with other information gleaned from the Institute’s profiling of her, like the catalogue Heidi had already made of Kristin’s porn-watching habits. Abigail attached to the advertisement the picture Leo had taken the day before of Kristin opening her bottom for him, and the snapshot of her pretty face taken automatically by a hidden camera at the reception desk that morning.
Abigail deliberated with herself for a few moments, and then sent the ad directly to Alex Maldini, with a further note.
 
Just up: sending this only to you—preview surcharge would be $500K. Need a response within the hour.
 
Two minutes later she got back, from his mobile, a single word.
 
Sold.
 
Abigail smiled, thinking about the elegance of the Institute’s schedule of fees:
 
Captured, memory-suppressed concubine (pick-up): $5m ($1m goes to girl)
Volunteer concubine: $1m ($500K goes to girl)
Additional fees may apply for special services.
 
Additional fees. Abigail supposed there were several sorts of business where one could make $500,000—over the $1,000,000 flat rate, of course—in two minutes, with ease, but she didn’t think any of them would also make her damp in her panties. She turned back to the video feed in a very good mood. Even if something went wrong, and Kristin didn’t end up applying, she had whetted Alex’s appetite, and losing Kristin would only make him more ready to pay.
“Alright,” Claire said. “Things get a bit more practical from here. We’re going to take a little bio break, and then go to a medical exam room next door. Heidi and I are both physicians by training, and we’re going to give you a full exam. Paul will observe. This is its own little decision gate: you’ll remember that the document you just signed permits us to give you this exam as we see fit, but you should also know that an exam for the Institute includes some erotic elements that will seem unexpected, and that, frankly, you will find humiliating. That’s by design.”
Kristin looked from Claire to Heidi. She glanced at Paul, her face reddening.
Heidi said, “During the medical exam, we will also begin to take your sexual history down in detail, and we will begin to draw up what we call your psycho-erotic profile. Those questions will all concern your actual sexual history and habits. Being able to observe your responses closely, as we discuss some of the things you will experience at the Institute and in the service of your owner, aids us greatly in that.”
“After that,” Claire said, “you’ll get dressed and we’ll break for lunch. Lunch is another decision gate, because after it, if you’re still interested in moving forward, we’ll come back here and go into the other part of your profile—your fantasies. We’ll talk through them, and we’ll play some scenarios—it’s a kind of free-association exercise, but with a practical dimension. Paul will be in charge of the practical aspect: he’ll be dominating you, and you can expect punishment and sex right here in this room.”
Kristin’s eyes grew wide as saucers, but her arousal only grew; her mouth hung open slightly, as her chest rose and fell.
“That’s the last step,” Heidi said. “After that, you’ll sign your application, if you wish, and we’ll let you know within a day or two whether we want to move ahead with your transfer to the Institute. Okay?”
Kristin nodded quickly, her mouth making a tight line. “Okay,” she said.
 
* * *
 
In the exam room, Kristin undressed as Heidi had told her to do. Abigail watched the pretty girl look about for a hospital gown as she stripped off her jeans and then her shirt, but saw none. The realization came over her face that there had been no mistake: Kristin’s modesty did not concern the assessors or the trainer.
The knock came at the door, it opened, and Heidi came in, followed by Claire and then Paul.
“I thought I said everything off, Kristin,” Heidi said sternly. “Get that bra and those panties off this instant.”
Kristin gasped at the utterly new tone she now heard from the older woman. Abigail could tell that Heidi was enjoying herself; the assessors only ever really got to play with the girls of the Institute at volunteer interviews, and they tended to make the most of it. All the assessors had sought their positions because they themselves were dominance-and-submission-oriented, and Abigail often thought that it was a cruel trick of fate that these ultimate experts on the subject spent most of their time watching video feeds and crunching numbers, rather than playing in what Abigail considered the ultimate D/s playground, and the greatest such institution ever created.
Abigail herself had been a pick-up, so her time at the Institute had been full of fear and uncertainty at the beginning, but she nevertheless looked back at her training as the most wonderful experience of her life. Several of the younger assessors now were alumnae of the concubine program; one of them, Zoe, had been in Abigail’s training group. Zoe and Abigail often lamented together that they would never get to go through the training again. They could of course have the training masters for sessions almost any time they wanted—and they did, sometimes together like in the old days—but they agreed that it couldn’t ever really be the same.
Kristin stood staring for a moment. Then she reached back, biting her upper lip, unhooked her modest white bra, and took it off to reveal a pair of perfect little breasts with quarter-sized brown nipples.
“Now the panties, girl,” Claire said. “Quickly.”
Abigail wished she could load the new facial analysis algorithm onto the computer through which the video feed came. She had been working with Brian, the elder statesman of the assessor team, for the past six months on improving the tool’s performance, and Kristin’s expression of shameful arousal at Claire’s peremptory words cried out for image mining that would tell Abigail what exactly in Claire’s words had led to the flaring of the nostrils and the drawing of breath that told clearly of a very high degree of arousal.
Of course, Abigail mused, in the best of all possible worlds we’d have some kind of combination moisture-sensor and thermometer between the girl’s thighs, but unless it could be sneaked in there, it would be the kind of thing that rendered the dataset invalid…
Still holding her bra in her right hand and looking adorably awkward, Kristin pulled down her blue cotton panties to the floor. She bent to pick them up, then stood, holding her underwear out and looking uncertainly around for a place to put it.
“You can give me those,” said Claire. She opened a drawer in the table and put the underwear inside.
“Get up on the table now, Kristin,” Heidi said. “Sit right at the end, then lie down, just like you do for your doctor.”
Kristin complied, and Heidi got the stirrups from the drawer and fixed them into position. Abigail watched Kristin’s face closely: girls’ reactions to the trappings of a gynecological exam fascinated her. They varied greatly in their mixture, but among submissives there always seemed to be some measure of dread and some measure of helpless arousal, at least when they were examined in the context of the Institute’s procedures. If Abigail had to guess, Kristin tilted rather strongly toward arousal.
Claire picked up on it. “Do you get aroused when you’re being examined normally, Kristin? I can see you’re very wet. Have you embarrassed yourself that way?”
“N-no,” Kristin tried. Even Abigail could tell she was lying; the set of her mouth, the way her jaw moved, was a classic tell.
Claire looked theatrically at Heidi. Heidi nodded and said, “Kristin you need to understand that we can tell when you’re lying. You’ll be punished for that lie later, but right now it would all go much better if you decided to tell the truth.” Without ceremony, Claire took Kristin’s feet and hoisted them into the stirrups, spreading the girl wide, of course, in the process.
Kristin gave a yelp of alarm.
“Do you think you can tell us the truth, Kristin?” Heidi asked.
“Yes! Oh, p-please… I’m sorry! It’s just… so embarrassing!” She flushed red, and her eyes went straight to Paul, who was standing, as he had from the very beginning, against the wall, just watching impassively.
Claire turned sympathetic. “It does take some getting used to. We understand. But you need to know that your owner will enjoy your embarrassment very greatly; for that reason your trainers will cultivate it, with our help. Paul, come look at this pretty pussy.”
“Oh, God…” Kristin wailed. “Please, no!”
Paul stepped forward and laid his hand on the pussy, which was indeed extraordinarily pretty.
“N-no… please… oh, God…”
“What do you think, Paul?” Heidi asked.
“Very wet,” Paul said simply. Paul Reese was 6′2″ and built like a swimmer, lean and handsome, with light brown hair and blue eyes. Kristin looked up into those eyes, which Paul had fixed on hers, and panted in forced arousal, her whole upper body tense as she tried to figure out what Paul would do next.
He stepped back and stood, once again, by the wall.
“Kristin,” Claire said, “when you got aroused at your gynecological exam, what did your doctor say?”
“He-he said that it… it was normal.”
“How did that make you feel?”
“A little better, but…”
“But what?” asked Heidi.
“Wh-when I got home, I…” Her eyes went to Paul once again, and her blush returned redder than ever.
“It will be easier,” Claire said, “if you just make up your mind to tell us everything.”
“When I got home I played with myself, and… I imagined that he—my doctor—I imagined that he had spanked me.”
“There we go,” Heidi said. “Thank you, Kristin.”
Claire washed her hands and got out a plastic speculum, which she placed, together with a tube of lubricant, on the counter so that Kristin could see them.
“Let’s take a look at these breasts,” Claire said, and put her hands on them without further warning. Kristin yelped.
“Firm?” Heidi asked.
“Definitely,” Claire responded. “Could you hand me the clamps?”
Kristin’s eyes went wide as she saw what Heidi handed to Claire.
“Ever worn nipple clips?” Claire asked. Kristin shook her head rapidly. “They’re a very good test of your breasts’ sensitivity.” She fastened one on, loosely, and then the other. Kristin made a little sound in her throat, but seemed surprised that they didn’t hurt more.
Then Claire tightened the clamps, and Kristin began to make mewling sounds, which got louder and louder.
Over Kristin’s noises, Claire said to Heidi, “Seems like a four?”
“Four, definitely,” said Heidi, and made a note.
Claire removed the clamps, at which Kristin gave a sigh of relief. Claire moved to the end of table and sat to examine Kristin’s pussy.
“We’ll begin,” said Heidi, still standing by Kristin’s head, “with some basic responsiveness tests.”
“I’m going to inspect your clitoris now,” Claire said and, using her thumbs, opened the little hood to expose the bud. Kristin drew a breath sharply, and again made her little noise of arousal.
“One, for size, I think,” Heidi said.
“Could I have the wand, please?” Claire asked. Heidi got the vibrator from a drawer and handed it to Claire. Claire turned it on, and its buzzing filled the room. Kristin whimpered in anticipation. “Ready?” Claire asked Heidi, who had also gotten the stopwatch.
“Go,” said Heidi, and pressed the button.
Claire applied the wand to Kristin’s clitoris, and Kristin’s hips bucked as she emitted a sobbing, wailing cry of pleasure.
“Don’t worry, Kristin,” Claire said. “We know you can’t control your response.”
“Oh, God… oh, God…”
“Thirty seconds,” Heidi said approvingly, as Kristin screamed out her orgasm. Claire turned the setting on the wand up higher.
“Oh, no… please…” Kristin wailed. Her bottom writhed over the table, but Claire kept the wand on her clitoris.
“Time to second orgasm, one minute twenty-five,” Heidi finally said, as Claire turned the vibrator off a little while later. “Good girl, Kristin.”
Then Claire began the pelvic exam. Kristin gasped at the feeling a little, but otherwise lay still and obedient. Claire started with her fingers inside the girl’s pussy. “Six for tightness,” she said, and Heidi noted it. “Do some Kegels for me, Kristin, please. Masters value a firm grip.”
Kristin, with a humiliated whimper, moved her thighs and bottom-cheeks rhythmically. “Hmm. Rate her at one for that,” Claire said. “You’ll need some practice there, my dear.”
Then it was time for the speculum. When she had ascertained Kristin’s basic health, Claire said. “We’re going to have you turn over so that we can inspect your anus now.”
“Oh… I…” Kristin swallowed. “Okay.”
Claire moved her feet out of the stirrups and said as she helped her turn over, “Your bottom nice and high for me, please.”
Kristin gave a little whimper as she complied, arching her back. Claire relubricated the speculum and inserted it.
“Oh!” Kristen wiggled a little, her breathing becoming labored.
“Eight for her tightness here,” Claire said, opening the speculum with a practiced hand and feeling the resistance.
While Claire finished up the anal exam, Heidi continued taking the history. The video feed focused tightly on Kristin’s face, so that her expressions could be analyzed later by computer, but Abigail saw with her naked eye that Kristin tracked closely with standard submissive norms: she went from shame and consternation at one moment to lewd giggling the next over the wickedness of some of her fantasies.
“How often did you have sex with Mike?” Heidi asked. It had been established that Kristin had been fucked by two men, her two serious boyfriends Mike and Phil.
“Um, like three times a week in the beginning, and I guess through my sophomore year, but then I just couldn’t get him to… you know… dominate me, so I tried not letting him have sex with me? But that just made him bitchy.”
“What positions did you try with him?”
“Oh, God… I… well, it was always, you know, missionary, except when I begged him to take me from behind, twice or maybe three times. And then I guess we did spoons, once or twice.”
“Did you come during sex with him?”
“No.”
“Or with Phil?”
“No.”
There were a great many questions like that. It amounted to a standard history of a submissive knowing that her erotic needs weren’t being met, but unsure of whether those needs were normal and, if they were, of how she might ever get them met. She’d had two vanilla boyfriends, and had enjoyed sex with them, but the most important part of her erotic life had been masturbatory.
The traditional last questions of the physical exam were the most embarrassing. “How often do you play with yourself, Kristin?” Heidi asked.
Her blush had almost faded during the technical questions about her history, but now it returned in full force.
“Every day,” she whispered.
“More than once a day?”
“Sometimes.”
“How often do you play with yourself for longer than half an hour, the way you did last night?”
“What?”
“Remember that you signed the release yesterday for the monitoring of your home. Our technology is very advanced. By our reckoning, you played with yourself for forty-seven minutes, and had three orgasms.”
“Jesus… I, well…”
“How often, Kristin?”
“Every day,” she whispered again.
“How often do you use your anal probe?”
“Oh, God…”
“Answer, please, Kristin.”
“Every day, dammit.”
“How often do you watch porn videos?”
Kristin closed her eyes. Abigail knew Kristin had never been so embarrassed in her life, but Abigail also knew how aroused the shame was making the poor, lucky new concubine.
“I don’t know. Nowhere near as often.”
“Nowhere near as often as you read your spanking books, you mean.”
“Yes, dammit.”
“Which you read every day.”
“Yes!”
“Alright, we’re done,” said Heidi dismissively. “Lunch is waiting for you in the conference room, and you’ll eat it alone and think about whether you want to proceed.” Swiftly, she, Claire, and Paul departed from the room, leaving Kristin in the submissive position she had held for the anal exam.
Abigail watched Kristin look around, biting her lip, beginning to process what had just happened. The chances she would back out were close to zero, but her reactions over the next hour, before she went through the fantasy session, would reveal a great deal about what kind of concubine she might make, and how her trainers could best develop her submission.
The vast majority of applicants got dressed at this point, in a kind of dazed way, went and got lunch and sat down. Interesting variations didn’t usually begin until they were back in the conference room. A small minority (Abigail liked this minority greatly, she had to confess) played with themselves.
What Kristin did, however, had not, Abigail thought, ever happened before. She rose to her knees, slowly, on the examination table, and looked around in a way that suggested she was looking for something specific. At first, Abigail had no idea what Kristin sought with her darting glance, but then, seeming to give up on finding what she wanted, she climbed off the table.
But Kristin didn’t reach for the drawer in which her underwear lay, at first. She stood, naked, in the middle of the floor, and fixed her eyes downward. Then she spoke, still gazing at the floor.
“Thank you, Master Leo,” she said. Then she got her underwear from the drawer.
Abigail sat back in her desk chair. A moment of worry flashed through her mind at what this development might hold, but nearly twenty years of experience in which she had always found a way to make both dominants and submissives happy, to everyone’s satisfaction and the Institute’s profit, took hold. Abigail smiled. The assessor team, at least, always enjoyed a challenge.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Leo thought Alex Maldini looked remarkably composed for a man who had just spent 1.5 million dollars. Abigail had bcc’d Leo on the mail she’d sent, with the link to the live stream of Kristin’s interview.
What you’re watching is the final stage of your future concubine’s interview.
Still in his office, still watching and taking notes on his laptop, Leo had turned the second of his two monitors to the feed they had from Alex’s office in Seattle, where the software multi-billionaire had just opened the feed from the conference room. Leo smiled, as he always did, at the strange and sometimes dizzying shifts involved in watching the watchers, as Institute personnel often had to: above all, with owners who had just acquired concubines, it was necessary to confirm that their fit with the program was a good one.
In the conference room, Claire had just asked, “What’s the first submissive fantasy you remember having?”
A little further down the big table from where Kristin sat with the assessors, just as she had that morning, Paul had set up special cushions atop a non-slip mat on the polished oak. Kristin had looked at them curiously, but she clearly didn’t have any experience with erotic furnishings. She would learn quickly, Leo knew, however, to recognize those cushions.
The disciplinary implements lay on the other side of the cushions, hidden from Kristin’s sight but visible on the video feed: paddle, cane, flogger.
“I guess I was eighteen, in high school, and it was about one of my teachers—that he would take me into a special room at the school where male teachers took girls to spank them. And then when he pulled down my panties and spanked me, he wouldn’t be able to stop himself, and he would… have sex with me and make me do… well, everything. Like anal, especially.”
“Let’s start there,” Heidi said. “Master Paul?”
Leo watched Paul get up and step forward, looming over Kristin’s chair. “Miss Harper,” he said, “your work is unsatisfactory. You’ll be paddled, now, in my special spanking room.”
“Oh, God…” Kristin said.
“Get up, Miss Harper,” Paul said. He reached his hand down, grabbed her around her upper arm, and pulled her to a standing position. “In this school, we obey our teachers.” He began to pull her toward the cushions at the other end of the table.
Leo watched the arousal build in Kristin, along with the fear. She responded very differently to Paul from the way she had responded to Leo the day before. Leo thought of the way Kristin had thanked him, standing there in the exam room. The pang of loss had shot through his heart at that, and now he wondered exactly where her clearly aversive response to Paul—she was pulling back as he brought her up the room—came from.
He checked the feed of Alex Maldini’s response. Alex had a little smile on his face, and had begun to stroke his crotch a bit.
Leo fired a message to Abigail.
 
Are you noting differences from y-day?
 
She quickly shot back an answer.
 
Yes.
 
Then, a moment later, when Paul had positioned Kristin over a cushion with her face to the table, still struggling, Abigail sent him another text.
 
She may need breaking.
 
Why did that make Leo mad? Breaking a volunteer was a standard thing. He suppressed his strange reaction and wrote back.
 
Easy enough, no?
 
Abigail’s reply came moments later.
 
Of course. Just a little strange given your session with her y-day.
 
That was the thing, wasn’t it? Kristin presented a unique challenge. Usually Leo was just as up for a challenge as Abigail was, but Kristin Harper had seen Leo Hastert through that window, and a dynamic that challenged Institute procedures had resulted. Leo tried to tell himself that it didn’t have anything to do with the metaphysical current that had seemed to bind them together, when Kristin had come to stand between Leo’s thighs for the first time. Should he tell Abigail about that?
In the conference room, Paul had begun to spank Kristin over her jeans, while he held her wrists behind her and kept her face-down over the cushion on the table. The arousal on her face showed that the aversive reaction was part of her erotic constellation.
“Miss Harper,” Paul said, “you had better take down your pants as I’ve asked, or I will simply keep spanking you this way until you do, and then paddle your bare bottom until I am satisfied you have learned your lesson.”
“Ow! Please, sir! It hurts!”
“Of course it hurts, Miss Harper.”
“Ow! Alright! I’ll… I’ll pull them down.”
Paul released her and stepped back, and Kristin reached under her waist and unbuttoned her jeans. Slowly, she pulled them down until they rested just under her pink-pantied bottom. Paul took them and pulled them all the way down to her knees. Kristin gasped. Paul hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties.
“No! Please!”
“Girls at this school are punished with their panties down, Kristin Harper. You know that.” He pulled the panties down to rest atop the jeans. He picked up the paddle and took his stand next to Kristin’s left hip.
Leo looked at the feed from Maldini’s office. He had his cock out now, and was stroking it as his eyes did not move from the feed. Dammit, that should make Leo happy. Why did it make him mad, instead?
He returned his attention to Kristin Harper’s beautiful bottom, remembering when he’d had the pleasure of spanking it for the very first time, the day before. He would always have that. The prim cheeks were just slightly red from Paul’s hand administered over her pants.
Paul raised the leather paddle high and brought it down hard across both Kristin’s cheeks. The slap rang out like a gunshot, and Kristin’s bottom squirmed delightfully as she emitted a sharp cry of pain.
“What is your schoolmaster punishing you for, Kristin?” Heidi asked.
Paul spanked her again, just as hard.
“Ah!” Kristin shrieked. “Oh, please!” She put her hands back and covered her glowing backside, rubbing frantically.
“Hands!” said Paul sternly. “That’s five more, Kristin.”
“Oh, God… oh, no…” She pulled her hands away.
“What is he punishing you for?” Heidi repeated.
The paddle flashed down, and Kristin screamed in agony. Her hands formed tight balls in front of her on the table. Now she couldn’t resist kicking her legs, but Paul, smiling, simply brought his left hand down to keep her waist steady, and kept paddling the bottom that moved so lasciviously, showing him little glimpses of Kristin’s pretty pussy, attractively framed by her shirt above and her panties and jeans below. The jeans confined Kristin’s knees, but that didn’t stop her from her disobedient, desperate motions, as she kicked her feet like a petulant little girl.
“I… I got a bad grade,” Kristin sobbed.
“No,” Claire said. “He caught you playing with yourself.”
“Oh, God…” Kristin said.
Paul gave her another hard spank.
“Yes… okay… I was… touching myself in class.”
“Do you know what happens to girls who touch themselves?” Paul said with authority.
“No… sir,” Kristin said.
“After I spank them, I teach them what their pussies are for.”
“Oh, no…” Kristin squirmed even more fiercely to get away from Paul’s hand atop her waist. Paul took off his belt with his right hand and bound Kristin’s hands behind her back with it.
“So that you don’t get any silly ideas about resisting,” he said.
Kristin responded with a gasp of arousal so loud that Leo made a special note. It could be a very important moment—her first time in something approaching real bondage.
Leo looked at the feed of Maldini. His jaw was open, and he was pumping his cock hard in his right hand.
Paul dropped his jeans and his briefs. Kristin lay still now, over the cushion on the table. Paul’s cock stood out nine inches from his loins, and as he brought it to bear on Kristin’s sopping pussy, holding it in his left hand, he took hold of his belt around her wrists with his right. When he had lodged the tip of his manhood shallowly inside her, he moved his left hand to the belt as well.
Kristin moaned helplessly. Paul waited.
“Kristin,” Heidi said, “do you have cowboy fantasies?” The assessors still sat in their chairs, coolly observant.
“Yes!” Kristin gasped. Her right cheek was pressed against the polished oak of the table, her troubled eyes fixed on Heidi and Claire, six feet away and apparently controlling every shocking, lewd thing that now befell the concubine-recruit.
“Master Paul is a bandit who took you off a stagecoach to have his way with you in his hideout. You are a proper society miss who was on her way East to be married.”
“Oh, God…”
“What are you going to say to this outlaw who has stripped every shred of your dignity away, to ravish you as if you were some dollar whore?”
Leo realized that Heidi and Claire were tracking precisely the same aversive reaction he and Abigail had seen. With this cowboy fantasy, they wanted to see what they could get out of Kristin by using it.
Kristin went for it entirely. “No!” she screamed. “Get off me, you worthless bandit!”
Maldini’s eyes went wide, as Kristin began to struggle under Paul in a way that took even Leo by surprise. Leo watched Maldini type something on his laptop. The expression on his face seemed aroused, but also a bit worried.
Paul said, “So high and mighty, aren’t you? How does it feel to have a bandit cock teaching your sweet little pussy the kind of lesson only an outlaw can teach?” He gripped the belt around her wrists, and started to fuck Kristin hard.
She screamed. Overcome by the sight of muscular, dominant Paul fucking the concubine designated for him with such force that the table groaned under them with every thrust, Maldini came, splashing semen onto his keyboard. Looking unhappy, he got a tissue and wiped it up.
A message came in from Abigail:
 
Ha. Maldini got a little freaked out there. Asked if he was going to have to drag her around like that. He’s a lamb.
 
A ‘lamb’ was what the Institute called a dominant who didn’t like to play roughly, or to encounter resistance from his sub.
 
You sent her file to him because she was an angel yesterday?
 
Conversely, an ‘angel’ was what they called a girl who never resisted; who knew her craving for domination so well that her master had her at his pleasure at all times and in all circumstances.
 
Yup. Wondering if we need to withdraw her.
 
Leo felt his forehead crease in consternation as he considered this. Kristin really had been an angel for him the day before, but it wasn’t completely clear that she had turned into a brat today, he thought (a ‘brat’ was the opposite of an angel, as a ‘lion’ was the opposite of a lamb).
 
My vote would be to wait for analysis.
 
Her reply came quickly.
 
Silly Leo, you don’t get a vote. But I concur. My guess is that once she’s broken, she’ll be all angel.
 
Leo frowned, and again surprised himself at a negative reaction to what should have been a positive development. No Institute concubine was all angel or all brat, of course, but training each girl to what the assessors called her ‘optimal submission’ was an important job. Abigail was saying that she thought Kristin’s true submission had come out with Leo, and that she would be that way for Maldini, when trained. Why did Leo not want to believe that?
What was at stake, Leo knew, was Maldini’s preview premium, a cool $500,000 for the Institute. Abigail played her cards close to the vest, but if Leo guessed correctly, that premium had been something Abigail had been planning to snare for weeks or even months. When Kristin came on the market, Abigail had thought she had the hook for Maldini, because Kristin had seemed such an angel.
If Kristin turned out not to work out for Maldini, that premium would evaporate, even if Maldini did decide to purchase another girl. The Institute tried to remain entirely altruistic, but not to recognize that they were in the business of satisfying the dominant tastes of wealthy men would prove disastrous in the long run, and Leo knew that Abigail had no intention of letting that happen. The Institute’s market was, to her, another dataset: one that needed just as much analysis as high-resolution super-slow-motion video of concubines’ pussies in various situations and states of arousal—of which she now held an extensive library.
If the brattiness continued to surface, every attempt would have to be made to break Kristin so as to bring out her angel.
On the video feed, however, Kristin continued to play at resisting Paul even as he rode her in good outlaw fashion, as if aboard a bucking bronco. She cried out with every thrust, writhing over the cushion. He held her wrists with one hand, and stroked her back with the other. “What a wild filly you are, girl,” he grunted.
Heidi said, “You’re a society miss, but you know some bad words.”
Kristin yelled, “You fucking bastard! Get off me! My fiancé is going to see you hang for this!” She gave a wild buck with her hips, and Paul’s eyes widened with appreciation as he had to hold on tight to keep his cock seated.
A strange look appeared on Kristin’s face—something between alarm and delight—and she let out a wordless scream; she was coming, spurred to climax by the rough ride Paul gave her. Her back arched, and she seemed to push against Paul’s powerful frame as hard as she could, until at last she fell limp and gasping. The orgasm, Leo thought, had left the ones he had given her the day before in the dust.
Claire said, “Alright, let’s move things forward a bit. Kristin, Paul will help you up, you’ll come over here and kneel in front of me, and tell me one of your fantasies about other girls.”
In his office, Maldini appeared to have turned off the feed from Kristin’s session. That was probably just as well, Leo thought. Abigail could run the analysis and give him an edited version.



Chapter Eight
 
 
Kristin felt Master Paul loosening his belt from around her wrists.
“Take the jeans and panties all the way off, please,” Heidi said. Kristin felt her mouth open, as if to protest, but Master Paul simply complied with Heidi’s request, stripping her pants away from her and leaving her naked from the waist down.
Then he lifted her to a standing position, but immediately after that, he put his hands on her shoulders from behind her, pushed gently downward, and said, “On your knees, girl.”
The disobedience began again, arising out of nowhere just as it had fifteen minutes before, when Master Paul had to haul her across the room and push her down over the cushion for her paddling.
“No,” Kristin said. She heard Master Paul give a little snort that might have represented surprise, and his hands left her shoulders. Something on the table moved—he was picking something up.
Then everything happened very quickly: a strong arm around her waist, a strong thigh in front of both her own thighs, and she was being forced over his knee in a half-standing position. And the whip—the flogger—the scary thing with the braided tails—was slashing down across her bottom, over and over.
The feeling differed enormously from the paddle, or Master Leo’s hand. It didn’t hurt as much, at first, but it seemed to seek out every drop of sensation that might be found in the area between waist and knees that Kristin could never help thinking of as the place where her submission lived. After he had whipped her bottom and her thighs for a minute, Master Paul used the leather-covered handle of it to force her legs apart, as she gave a startled cry. Then he started to whip her pussy.
Kristin screamed. What had gotten into her?
Heidi and Claire regarded her calmly from their seats at the end of the table. Kristin suddenly remembered that at least until she signed the application, she had a safeword. Then she realized she didn’t want to use it. She wondered suddenly if she were losing her grip on reality: a huge man was whipping her pussy, and it hurt, and they had told her to fall to her knees and crawl over to sit in front of a woman who probably planned to make Kristin perform oral sex on her—the very first time she would ever have sex with another woman. And Kristin wanted it to stop, and knew how to make it stop, and yet she didn’t want to stop it.
Because it felt too good.
She remembered what it had been like the day before with Master Leo. She remembered thanking him, in that little useless gesture in the medical exam room. They were watching—there was no doubt about that—but was Master Leo, as she so desperately wanted him to be? Ever since the moment she had seen him through the window, sitting in the high-backed chair like a lord, confronting with his massive cock the girl he had spanked, like a man who could master a girl better than any king or potentate, Kristin had wanted to yield herself to him. Shouldn’t that extend to Master Paul? Hadn’t she promised Master Leo that it would?
So she wanted to submit to him, but not to others. But that wasn’t right, either. If that were right, she would be screaming ‘red,’ wouldn’t she?
No, she wanted to submit to Master Paul, and to her… owner, but… not the way she submitted to Master Leo. She wanted to be Master Leo’s special girl.
At that thought, the thought of being Master Leo’s special girl, the feeling in her pussy seemed to overwhelm her, pleasure and pain together flooding her senses. So great was the sensation that all the tension and resistance in her body went out of her, and she became limp in Master Paul’s grasp.
He sensed it instantly, she could tell, for he lowered her to her hands and knees.
“Do I need to whip you over there, Kristin?” he asked, softly and menacingly.
The thought of enduring one more blow seemed just too much. “No,” she whispered. “No, master.”
She began to crawl toward Claire, who was wearing a short blue wool skirt, which she now hiked up, revealing a pair of lacy black panties, framed by a garter belt and suspenders that held up lovely black stockings. She moved forward in the office chair in which she sat. “Come kiss my panties, Kristin,” she said. “Then we’ll talk about your fantasies with regard to other girls.”
Yes, it happened in the books, and in the videos. Yes, she supposed she had known it would be part of the training, because it was clear that men liked to watch it, though Kristin had always thought it rather strange that something would get them hot that didn’t have anything to do with them. But she had never imagined that she might actually put her face between another woman’s thighs, as many times as she had wondered what it would be like.
Did she have fantasies with regard to other girls? As she crawled, she blushed, remembering the one fantasy she absolutely did have with regard to other girls: the one about the girl she had seen with Leo, the one with the red bottom.
So she knew what she would say to Claire, after… after… she stopped crawling, about three feet away from Claire’s spread knees. She had been looking at the carpet, but now she looked up at Claire’s face. Claire met her eyes and smiled. There was a hint of sadness in the smile, as if she didn’t want to have to do what she now had to do.
Claire looked past Kristin and nodded. Kristin twisted her head wildly, only to see that Master Paul had the cane and was approaching with it.
“Oh, no… n-no… I’ll…” Kristin crawled hurriedly forward, craning her neck, hoping she could kiss the black lacy panties and have it done with, and escape the cane.
Instead she heard a swishing sound, then heard a thwack, and felt a searing line of fire across her backside. Kristin reared up and put her hands behind her, covering and rubbing her poor bottom-cheeks.
“Give me those hands right now,” Claire said.
Stunned, Kristin obeyed, and Claire seized them with a surprisingly strong grip.
Kristin heard the swish again and yelled, “No!” but the second stroke had already found her bottom. She pulled against Claire’s hands, but the older woman refused to release her.
“Kiss my panties, Kristin. This instant.”
“Ah!” Kristin screamed, as the third blow of the cane fell. She had never imagined they would hurt her this much. Her poor bottom; they were teaching her a lesson, a hard, stern lesson, right on her naughty bottom, just the way a disobedient brat deserved. At that thought, a wave of arousal swept over her, and she bent her face over her hands.
Claire felt her acquiescence, for she spread her hands, taking Kristin’s with them and allowing her face to go lower and lower, until Kristin’s vision filled completely with the black lace that covered Claire’s pussy, just visible through the mesh. The naughty smell intoxicated her; Claire must be terribly wet, and that wetness must be because she had watched a naughty girl get spanked and fucked. Now she demanded her own pleasure from that naughty girl.
Kristin pressed her face awkwardly against the lace, and tried to kiss like she thought a good girl would, little pecks just where she thought Claire’s clit must be hidden. Claire gave a silvery laugh, and then a little sigh. “Thank you, Kristin,” she said. She put Kristin’s hands atop her own knees and stroked Kristin’s hair. “Alright, that’s enough for now. You may sit on your heels, girl.”
Kristin pushed back, obediently, feeling the sting of the cane welts—her very first cane welts!—sharply as her heels touched her naked bottom. She drew a little breath at the soreness. At the same moment, her eyes met Claire’s, and something about the older woman’s expression of kindly authority made Kristin feel a new sort of submissive passion: her mouth watered, to her shame, and she blushed at the realization that she longed to kiss Claire’s panties again, to show her new mistress that Kristin could be a good girl for her.
Claire’s smile widened, as if she could read on Kristin’s face the lascivious thoughts inside her mind. “You may begin,” she said.
The words came out of Kristin in little rushes, with hesitations, as she continued to look up into Claire’s face. “After I saw Master Leo through the window… I mean, saw him with the girl who had… he’d definitely spanked her, really hard, and she was crying… I couldn’t stop thinking about if he put her on his cock and he made me watch, and then he told me to kiss her… and then he… then he told me to kiss her between her legs while his cock was in her.”
Finally, fully aroused again, Kristin couldn’t bear to meet Claire’s gaze anymore, and looked down at her hands, folded atop her naked thighs. Sitting this way, with her top still on, it was almost possible to think she was wearing shorts, or a bathing suit—something more innocent at least than having had her jeans and panties ripped down and off by a huge man with an enormous cock, who had fucked her senseless over a boardroom table.
“Lovely,” murmured Claire. “Go lie on the table, on your back. Master Paul will help you up.”
And so Kristin was made to lie there, and Heidi, wearing only a purple garter belt and stockings, herself accepted Master Paul’s aid in getting on top of the table. Once there, she swung her knee over Kristin’s face, facing her legs, so that her pussy loomed over Kristin’s eyes, nose, and mouth.
Kristin felt the brattiness returning as she realized that Heidi was going to use Kristin’s face to please her own pussy, but it all happened much too fast to do anything but writhe a little under the fit thighs of the older woman, who murmured, “Very nice. You may just lick a little bit, Kristin. Good girl.”
“Keep still, Kristin,” Claire said, in a tone of admonishment, from somewhere outside the world constituted by Heidi’s thighs and the dark secrets between them, pressed tightly against Kristin’s nose and mouth and undulating slowly and wickedly as Heidi pleased herself by means of the new recruit’s enforced attentions, riding Kristin gently but also relentlessly.
Kristin felt fingers on her bottom then, and she screamed into Heidi’s pussy, but someone—it must be Claire, for the fingers had felt slender—pushed a probe into her anus anyway.
“Isn’t that pretty, Master Paul?” Claire’s voice said.
“Definitely,” Master Paul replied.
“Almost done, Heidi?”
“Oh, yes. Though of course it’s hard to stop.”
“Kristin,” Claire said, “This last little scene here is meant to instruct you, as much as it completes our evaluation of you and provides us with crucial data we’ll use to plan your training and advise your new owner on how best to enjoy you.”
Heidi continued to ride, but now she accompanied her languorous motions over Kristin’s tongue with kisses to Kristin’s clit that made her gasp and moan.
“We want to be sure that you understand that the girls of the Institute are for the pleasure of the Institute—in this room, that means Master Paul, Heidi, and me.”
Kristin felt Heidi’s legs start to tense, and the pussy, with its neatly trimmed, crinkly hair, became more urgent in its motions.
“Our pleasure is something we know very intimately. In turn, that means that your pleasure is ours to command. Heidi’s going to make you come, now.”
“What?” Kristin wanted to say. No one could just… but they had, with that vibrator, in the medical room, of course.
Then her body exploded with pleasure, as Heidi manipulated the probe, tongued Kristin’s clit, and put fingers deep inside her wanton pussy to push against the little place that Kristin, try as she might, had never been able to find.
She cried out helplessly into Heidi’s pussy, but it was just too much all at once for a climax. Did they not really know…
Then Heidi began to murmur things into Kristin’s pussy, the sensation receded, and Kristin knew that there was no way she could stop herself from coming.
“Such a pretty pussy… such a lovely little toy… just like Kristin Harper is a toy, now. Kristin’s been a very bad girl, and she got spanked, and paddled, and flogged, and caned, and fucked. And look, she’s got a little probe in her bottom, that bad girl.”
Kristin came, as she listened and felt. The orgasm to which Leo had forced her the day before had felt submissive, but she realized as she came for Heidi that there was something between her and Leo that made that climax seem different. She came for Heidi now, because she had been acquired by the Institute, for their pleasure and the pleasure of the man to whom they sold her.
They let her go to the bathroom and clean herself up a little before she returned. The full, final application lay on the table. She paged through it quickly and saw exactly the terms they had already explained to her. Paul had gone: only Claire and Heidi, fully dressed once again, were there to watch her sign.



Chapter Nine
 
 
Abigail called Kristin the next day to tell her she had been accepted and acquired.
“Who?” Kristin said. Then, “Oh, wait… sorry, I know I can’t ask that.” Her voice sounded very guilty, and a little fearful, and Abigail knew why.
“Don’t worry,” Abigail replied. “That’s natural. You can rest assured you’ll never be punished for anything to do with your contract.”
“Oh.” Now Kristin sounded a tiny bit disappointed. She was a perfect acquisition, but again Abigail felt a certain amount of anxiety about whether she had made the right decision in offering her to Alex Maldini. Wanting to be punished for asking about the identity of your owner showed classic oppositionality—or, to put it another way, it was a sign of brattiness. Maldini definitely didn’t want a brat.
Abigail had worked late into the night, going over the tape, and the notes of the trainers and the assessors, from Kristin’s interview the day before. As she marked up the raw data for processing, identifying which seconds of video would receive priority for which algorithms, since video analysis took so much computing power that even the Institute’s supercomputers had job queues that kept them going twenty-four hours, Abigail was struck most of all by the moments when Kristin seemed to transition from angel to brat, and, as with other aspects of the case, she couldn’t think of a parallel example despite having now complete data for the 532 concubines the Institute had trained to service, and less complete though still valuable data for the approximately 700 they had rejected.
The challenge of it appealed to her greatly, but the Maldini factor, as she began to think of it, worried her, she had to admit. Dammit. Kristin had just seemed to fit Maldini’s specs so well, and Maldini had challenged Abigail flat-out, at a directors’ meeting of one of those tiny companies that control 90% of the world’s most important data, to find him a girl in thirty days. And she had said she could do it in fifteen. Stupid.
Still on the phone with Kristin, making the arrangements to buy her debt and giving her advice on how to wind up her affairs ahead of her transfer, Abigail glanced up from the checklist on her laptop and rubbed her forehead. She was sitting at her desk at the Institute, staring a freeze-frame of Kristin in the eye even as she talked to the girl on the phone.
The freeze-frame showed the new recruit in the medical exam room, looking at the floor and getting ready to thank Leo.
Abigail knew her pride was absolutely her worst personality trait. “Occupational hazard,” her best friend and sometimes master, Mark, called it. Rarely, though, did it get her into trouble—never, as Abigail looked ahead with the clearest eyes she could, had it got her into trouble as serious as Alex Maldini could cause.
The money wasn’t the problem, though even for the Institute $500K made a difference when bonuses were calculated. The problem was that Abigail had confidently promised to find Alex Maldini a concubine because everyone knew that Alex Maldini set the fashion for his generation of tech billionaires. To have him as a satisfied client would mean that a great many of those billions flowed to the Institute.
But even the loss of that huge money wasn’t the real trouble that Abigail foresaw, because though Maldini was known for endorsing products and services and causing them to grow overnight thereby, he was still better known for destroying companies and institutions—including the public library system of a small town that had failed to find the record he wanted and found itself replaced by a single state-of-the-art computer given as a gift by Maldini at the untold expense of digitizing everything in the town. The gift had come with the single stipulation that the librarian who had been unable to find the record should not be allowed to touch the computer.
Vindictiveness with a touch of fun and a limitless wallet was Maldini’s specialty, and Abigail shuddered to think what he could do to the Institute if he decided Abigail needed taking down a peg.
Abigail looked at Kristin’s face on the screen. Angel, right? Kristin Harper was an angel.
For Leo.
Abigail said goodbye to Kristin and hung up the phone. She looked again into Kristin’s eyes on the monitor, searching for some clue to how to make this girl of Leo’s into an angel for Maldini. She sighed and forced herself to move on and continued marking up the video. The data was almost ready to go into the queue. In the meantime, there were the arrangements for buying Kristin’s debt to be made, and there were other cases to see to, at least one in each of the Institute’s five regional offices. Business was very good. All Abigail wanted right now was for it to stay that way.
 
* * *
 
Ten days later, standing in the receiving room just off the foyer, Abigail watched Kristin in the flesh for the first time, stirring alongside the other arrival of the week, Jane from Chicago, on her cot. The output from the algorithms wasn’t as conclusive as she had hoped it would be, but at least she had an idea of how to handle Kristin’s case—more than one idea, actually, which was yet another facet of the problem.
Initiation, though, had to be the same for everyone, and Kristin’s reaction to it could give an indication of which path to take.
In the meantime, though, the Maldini factor had ratcheted up a little—but threateningly. After watching the entirety of Kristin’s interview, he had, as Abigail had been afraid he might, told Abigail that if Kristin wouldn’t obey him he had no interest in her, but that he looked forward greatly to watching Abigail cure the girl of her disobedience. The implication that if Abigail couldn’t work that cure, Maldini would do everything in his power to ruin her, came through strongly, if charmingly.
Abigail had almost thrown herself on his mercy and said that it appeared there was a difficulty with regard to Kristin, and could she find another girl for Maldini, but her pride, and her belief that Kristin really wasn’t a brat and that she, Abigail, knew her business, prevented it. So she had gritted her teeth, doubled down, and told him that he would find Kristin perfectly obedient when the time came.
That had earned her a punishment paddling from Mark, but only because when she told him about the conversation with Maldini Mark could tell, after almost twenty years (and more, since Mark had known Abigail all her life), that she needed one. As she sobbed in his arms afterward, he said, “You’re going to find a way out of this, sweetheart. There’s not a single doubt in my mind.” Then he had carried her to her enormous bed, put her on her hands and knees, and taken her past thought into the pure, cleansing carnality of his dominating her pussy with his cock.
Maldini liked protocol, so Kristin had been assigned to David’s hall. Mary, his current hall girl, knelt by Kristin’s cot, rubbing her shoulder gently to wake her up. Jane was an anal slut, and Yolanda from Arthur’s hall had begun to wake her, on the other cot. Even the assignment to David, which should have been so easy, had made Abigail second-guess herself; the right concubines for protocol were angels—if Kristin really did show herself as a brat, having her on David’s hall could be a disaster waiting to happen.
Jane began to stir.
“Girls,” Abigail said. “I’ll take my place now. Let’s make sure we leave Kristin and Jane in no doubt about what it means to belong to the Institute.” It was the same thing Abigail had been saying since she first took over as dean from Anne-Marie Ney twelve years before, and nearly the same thing she had heard Anne-Marie say countless times before that. This morning, though, it sounded tired to her. What was this thing with Leo’s girl doing to her? Abigail never thought about the approaching need to retire, but here she was, wondering whether Charlotte Elkins Nakama or Hannah Morton, two of her favorites of all the concubines she had trained, might be interested in the dean’s job, and which would be better for the organization.
“Yes, miss,” Mary and Yolanda chorused back, and Abigail dismissed the strange thoughts and turned to go into the grand foyer, where she could stand just beyond the doorway and listen to the naughty things the hall girls said. The mats with the girls’ names were in place in front of the stairway. Abigail couldn’t see what was happening in the receiving room, but of course she knew.
Kristin and Jane would be surprised to find that they were naked and bound to their cots with straps. They would be surprised to see Mary and Yolanda, in their little white nightgowns, loosing those straps.
“Sweet Jane,” she heard Yolanda say, “you’re so pretty. Master A is going to have a good time in that bottom.”
“It’s alright, Kristin,” Mary said soothingly, “you’ll have a cock in that little mouth soon enough. Master D gives the new girl a little snack every night before bed.”
Abigail strode across the floor and into the little room that had once been the porter’s lodge. Kristin and Jane, sitting up now on their cots and looking as lovely as a naughty Victorian etching, started backwards at her dramatic entrance.
Abigail clapped her hands three times and said, “Welcome, girls. Mary…”—Mary nodded to show Kristin and Jane that it was her name that had been spoken—“…and Yolanda”—Yolanda nodded—“are merely being naughty, as is our custom with new arrivals. Now, however, it is time for your initiation. Please get up and follow me into the foyer. Mary and Yolanda will help steady you if you feel a little woozy at first. Once you are in the foyer, find the mat with your name on it, by the staircase, and kneel upon it, facing me. That mat will be your responsibility from this moment on. When we are done initiating you, will roll it up and take it with you. Yolanda, what happens to girls who forget their mats?”
“They’re caned, miss,” Yolanda said. Kristin’s and Jane’s faces showed alarm.
“I am Miss Abigail, girls,” Abigail continued, “but you are to call me simply ‘miss.’ I am going to ask you a question in a moment, and you are going to answer simply, ‘Yes, miss.’ I hope that’s sufficiently clear, or you may earn your first punishment before you even enter the door. Are you prepared to follow my orders?”
“Yes, miss,” said Jane.
Kristin said nothing.
“Kristin,” said Abigail, “are you prepared to follow my orders?”
“Where’s Master Leo?” Kristin asked softly.
The worst part, Abigail thought as she clapped her hands in the special rhythm that meant ‘Discipline in the receiving room’ was that it would have been fun if only there were no Maldini factor. One in about twenty girls balked in the receiving room, and it always made for a memorable initiation, but knowing that like every client Maldini would want to see the video of his concubine’s arrival, and knowing that he would see Kristin behaving badly and having to be disciplined for it, made the whole thing very stressful.
David emerged from the door under the staircase and advanced rapidly across the foyer toward the receiving room, dressed in the open red master’s robe that displayed his enormous cock to remarkable effect.
Kristin said, “What’s…” clearly intending to finish “going to happen,” but David entered so quickly and moved so decisively toward her that her fear quite evidently and literally took her breath away.
This might do it, Abigail thought, watching David grab Kristin and throw her over the end of the cot, as she gasped and gave a startled little cry. Certainly it always served to keep the more conventional brats in line for the first few hours of their formal training. With Kristin, perhaps it would flip her back over, as Abigail had begun to phrase to herself the strange transition between angel and brat that characterized Kristin’s unusual case. If she could be made to understand at the physical, erotic level that it was discipline she craved, rather than Leo, this exemplary beating might solve the problem.
Mary of course had knelt as soon as David had entered, since she was from his hall. Now, once he had strapped Kristin into position, bottom high over the edge of the cot and waist secured by a broad strap of sturdy webbing that clipped securely to the sides of the cot, with wrists confined under the same strap, knees made fast with the special straps attached to the underframe for precisely this purpose, David turned to Mary and said, “Cane.”
Mary went to the cabinet in the corner to fetch the cane. As she did, David said to Kristin, softly and menacingly, “Kristin, my dear, you are going to be very sorry indeed that you couldn’t find it in yourself to obey Miss Abigail.”
“Oh, God,” Kristin whispered. Abigail could tell that the girl was genuinely frightened now, and sympathetic butterflies fluttered in Abigail’s own stomach.
“My name is Master D, and you have been assigned to my hall. I am known for training girls in what’s called protocol, and you were assigned to me because your owner is interested in a girl who can meet my exacting standards. Those standards begin with complete obedience, however, and so you are going to learn very quickly that a punishment from me is a price you never want to pay.”
Kristin had begun to cry out of fear. “Oh, please… p-please, master. Miss… please! I’ll obey. I’m so sorry.”
Jane’s face was full of confusion and alarm. “Yolanda,” Abigail said, “you may take Jane into the foyer and have her find her mat. We will be in with Kristin shortly.”
“Yes, miss,” said Yolanda, and took Jane’s hand.
“What kind of lesson would that teach you, Kristin?” said David once Yolanda and Jane had left the receiving room, a note of disappointment coloring his tone, at Kristin’s apparent inability to grasp the basic principles of being a concubine.
Kristin did not answer, but wept silently. Mary returned with the half-inch rattan that David favored and knelt to offer it to him. Abigail could see compassionate suffering on Mary’s face; the protocol angels tended to feel a great deal of sympathy for punished girls—which did not of course prevent them from the arousal they felt at seeing discipline administered. In particular, Mary knew what would happen now, since Kristin had not answered her master.
The cane flashed down. Kristin screamed. Abigail felt the familiar tingle begin, and instead of worrying about Maldini, she gave herself over to the pure pleasure of watching David’s flawless technique. He struck again and again. The three pairs of red lines began to form, and David paused as Kristin screamed on, beginning to strain against the sturdy webbing straps that bound her to the cot and to the floor.
“I asked you a question, my dear,” David said with icy calmness. Then he gave her three more strokes.
“Oh… oh, God… I… I can’t… oh, n-no!”
David struck her three more times, holding her down now as she tried to roll away despite the strap securing her waist, and ignoring the frantic agonized clenching and unclenching of her bottom-cheeks. “The question was what kind of lesson it would teach you if I failed to punish you.”
Three more. Kristin heaved huge sobs into the cot. “Please… please… it… it would… it would t-teach m-me a… a bad lesson, master.” Mary’s tears ran down her face in sympathy.
“That’s correct, Kristin,” David said, and gave her the final three of the canonical twelve, as she seemed to relax and take her punishment.
“Lube,” David said to Mary.
“What?!” Kristin cried out.
“I’m going to plug you now, Kristin, and you’re going to wear your plug for the next few hours, as a reminder that Master D’s girls obey, or suffer the consequences.”
Kristin sobbed into the cot’s thin mattress as the bright red plug, only four inches long but rather broad at its widest point, with a flared base that bore a set of three gaily colored ribbons to hang down below a girl’s nightgown, was firmly seated in her chastised backside.
“The ribbons,” said David, “will gently stroke your thighs as you walk, to remind you to be good.” He turned to Mary. “You may loosen her and help her up.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
On the monitor in the case agents’ office that he shared with the other agents who traveled to the Institute with new girls, Leo watched Mary lead Kristin into the foyer. Kristin trembled and stooped slightly as she walked, completely unused to having twelve painful welts across her bottom, let alone a plug in her backside that trailed ribbons down her legs.
Leo couldn’t believe how aroused he was by the sight, but his arousal didn’t exhaust his feelings on the matter, nor did it even represent his psyche’s uppermost response to the moving spectacle of the beginning of Kristin Harper’s training by the Institute. His uppermost response (Leo found that thinking in clinical terms like ‘uppermost’ helped him come to grips with what went on in his often nearly hyperactive mind) was tenderness. His most urgent desire was to hold her, rub lotion on her welts, and caress her bottom soothingly.
He didn’t fool himself into thinking that his dominant libido lay at any distance from this tender impulse; he had no desire to ease the suffering of her bottom, really. Above all he wanted to play with the plug, and make his girl (uh-oh, said the 30,000-foot voice, she’s not your girl, Leo) whimper and squeal while he murmured to her about how hard he would fuck her the next time he had his cock where the plug was now.
Dammit. The pain at the thought that there didn’t seem to be any way he would have his cock there, in her ass, ever again, lanced through his brain and seemed to cloud his vision. Alpha-rage, yes, but… The Faerie Queene, and the metaphysical current.
Something needs to be done. I’m too old to go through this again.
Leo got up and walked out of the office. He trod briskly down the hall and into the vast control room. In one corner was the assessor team who was monitoring the initiation. When he got there, Heidi, who was at the lead’s table, got up and gave him a quick kiss before she returned to her place overseeing the two assessors, John and Maeve, who sat at the monitors’ table watching the video feed.
“How’s she doing?” Leo asked.
“Just fine,” Heidi said. “The thing about you was unexpected, sure, but her physical responses don’t lie, and she’s loving it. I understand there’s a little concern about the match with the owner, but you know that we don’t worry about that stuff—we just make sure Kristin is living her submission. You saw David caning her?”
Leo nodded.
“Her responses were right on target, and the plugging got her to A9.” A9 meant a very high degree of arousal in response to specifically anal stimulation. “She’ll be a wonderful concubine.”
On the monitor, Mary had helped Kristin kneel on her white mat, with her name in red, oriented to be read by the person standing in front of her. Abigail was explaining that feature.
“Mary, why do the names face the other way?”
“Because our names are for our masters, miss.”
What genius Abigail had, to think of those mats. Solving the problem of hard floors and providing a continual reminder of the Institute’s central purpose at one and the same time. And then, the final stroke of creativity: to hang the girls’ mats in the refectory when they went into service, and inscribe on them afterward any special achievements, like becoming an assessor or even, in Abigail’s case—though she had not had a mat of her own, and one had to be awarded to her in a special ceremony when she was promoted from assessor—a dean. Whenever girls entered the refectory, they had something literally to look up to.
Abigail clapped her hands and Arthur entered to join David, who had been waiting at the doorway that led to the receiving room. The masters seized Jane and Kristin and bent them over until the girls’ cheeks came up against their names on the far edge of their mats.
“Jane’s at 10,” John said, studying the close-up of Jane’s face.
“Kristin’s at 10,” Maeve said, doing the same for Kristin. Leo did his best to be happy that this initiation aroused Kristin so much.
Then the initiatory fucking began: Jane got it in the ass, of course, being on Arthur’s hall, and Kristin might as well have, since between the plug and David’s huge cock she was so thoroughly mastered that she seemed to utter one continual scream as she was fucked.
“Yolanda,” said Abigail calmly, “why is Master A in Jane’s bottom?”
“Miss, in Master A’s hall we are in special training to give our bottoms to our owners.”
Jane gave a little yelp of startled humiliation, among her submissive moans at the bottom-fucking she was getting. The girls, even the volunteers, knew nothing about the way the Institute grouped them, of course, when they arrived. Volunteers who got assigned to Arthur, all of whom secretly thought of themselves as anal girls, were anal submissives because they loved that shameful feeling, and they loved it because it was so shameful. That meant that the announcement that her ass would receive special training humiliated Jane even as it thrilled her.
On a signal from David, both masters rose and departed swiftly, leaving Abigail to declare the girls initiated, and to turn them over to Mary and Yolanda, the hall girls who were now in charge of them and would answer for any infraction. Mary’s eyes looked a little troubled, knowing that she would be punished alongside Kristin for Kristin’s failures of obedience, but after her initiation the strange defiance seemed gone from Kristin.
As Leo watched them go up the grand stairway toward the residential halls, his mind turned to Kristin saying, “Where’s Master Leo?” instead of “Yes, miss.” What struck him about the moment—and now he put on headphones and used the console at his seat next to Heidi at the lead’s table to reverse the video until he found it, and confirmed his impression as he watched the moment again—was that Kristin didn’t seem to be asking a question, but rather making a statement, though Leo couldn’t decide even what that meant. How could “Where’s Master Leo?” be a statement? What was it a statement of?
Determination. Obviously. The look on her face when she had thanked him in the medical exam room was the same as the one she had on her face in the receiving room: quiet and even serene. Kristin was determined that she would be Leo’s girl—she didn’t know how, and she definitely didn’t know how big a problem it could cause, but it flashed into Leo’s mind in a split second.
Heidi tapped him on the shoulder and he took off the headphones. She pointed at the screen where Kristin’s face, as she asked where Leo was, appeared in freeze-frame. “Don’t worry,” Heidi said, “I’m telling you that her attachment to you isn’t going to get in the way. Yes, she’ll probably have to be broken—maybe even by you—but she’s doing fine, and she’s going to do fine.” She kissed Leo on the cheek.
He smiled his thanks, rose, and left the control room.
What should, or could, Leo do? It didn’t seem like there was anything at all he could possibly do. Kristin would have to be broken, if the terrible thrashing and plugging she had received hadn’t already done it. She would go into service with Alex Maldini, and that was that. You never knew what would happen after a year’s service.
 
* * *
 
That night he met with Abigail for the usual debrief, the main purpose of which was to see if Leo had any thoughts on reading the assessor’s initial version of the full profile. An hour before the meeting, that profile came into the Institute email account that he could only access via his computer terminal at the Institute, to keep the system completely closed.
 
Preliminary image-analysis (20%) indicates…
 
That meant that 20% of the video of Kristin’s interview process (including Leo’s session with her at her house) had been run through the algorithms. That number was high, especially for a girl of whom they had so much video (roughly twice as much as the Institute had at this stage for most volunteers). It meant that the assessors were as puzzled as Leo and Abigail by Kristin’s bratting.
 
that the unique nature of Kristin’s entry into the program presents a challenge, but by no means an insurmountable, or even an especially difficult, one. That challenge can be summarized in one name: Leo. A quick look at the composite arousal chart indicates that her highest arousal points focus on moments when it is highly likely that she is thinking about the relation of the erotic activity she is currently engaged in to her singular relationship with Leo. Facial, vulvar, and secondary body images all seem to confirm.
Summary recommendation: We recommend that Leo be assigned as a special breaking master, and that he remove Kristin the next time disobedient behavior surfaces (we suggest that this behavior be evoked as soon as possible by David), in some dramatic fashion. Leo should take her to the room of discipline and dominate her for several hours using only the physical approach—i.e., silently. We believe that Kristin’s ability to obey other masters gratefully will surface once she associates Leo with the rest of the Institute, as we believe she will during this session. The session should end with use of Kristin over the ass-bench by all available trainers—but not by Leo—as a demonstration of her breaking to her, to the trainers, and to her owner.
 
“How do you feel about the assessors’ recommendation, Leo?” Abigail asked.
“I’m not sure I understand it, frankly. How could having me dominate her cause her to associate me with the rest of the Institute? I’m not even sure I know what ‘the rest of the Institute’ means.”
“Well, it’s the opinion of the team, which I share, that although Kristin knows in her head that you’re an employee of the Institute, in her heart she thinks of you as her owner. The team thinks that if you were to break her, thoroughly, here at the Institute and clearly under orders from the Institute—orders given implicitly for the pleasure and benefit of the owner to whom the Institute has sold her, in complete silence, the silence would force her to understand her need to be owned collectively and entirely by the Institute, rather than individually by you.”
Leo sighed. Abigail was one of the very few people in the world in front of whom Leo would ever sigh. It felt good to know that she knew him so well, but the feeling also held an undeniable element of discomfort. Leo could sigh in front of Abigail, and he knew that however many sighs he emitted, she would never question his status as an alpha, but he knew that he probably would never be able to get a lie past her, either.
“What I need to say first,” he replied slowly, “is probably that if you decide to go ahead with it, it’s going to be very hard for me. I think I can do it, but I’m not sure I’ve ever stared a duty in the face and thought that I might not actually be able to perform it.”
“Thank you,” Abigail said with a smile. “I can’t say I’m surprised, but I think we need to explore this dynamic as thoroughly as we can. Why exactly do you think it will be hard for you? Let me say at the outset that as far as I’m concerned, we’re going to proceed. There’s a lot at stake, but I continue to think that Kristin is the right girl for Maldini. And I have the utmost confidence in you.”
She said it so warmly that Leo couldn’t help smiling back. “Alright,” he said, “cards on the table. Whatever attachment—or infatuation, frankly—is there for Kristin is also there for me. This is going to sound absurd, but there was this thing that happened, or seemed to happen, at her house. Don’t laugh: I call it a metaphysical current.”
Abigail did laugh, but that was okay, because he had expected her to laugh, really.
He pushed onward, trying to explain, though he knew Abigail would never accuse him with the apparent naiveté in what he had just said. “I’m just telling you that because I want you to understand the magnitude of the problem. I could say that I’m in love with her, but we both know that doesn’t really tell us anything, and looking back…”
“Louise Sadler, you mean.” Abigail named the girl Leo had fallen in love with early in his career at the Institute.
Leo shook his head in surprise. “You knew? How? I never told anyone.”
“I didn’t know, really, and you got over it. But I strongly suspected you were in love with her from the difference between your performance with her when you broke her and your performance on your next few cases. You were brilliant with Louise, and then you were frankly mediocre for months.”
Leo laughed ruefully. “Yeah, I guess that’s right. At the time, I thought I was doing okay, because I could get the job done if I thought about Louise, but that must have meant that I wasn’t really responding to the girl I was breaking.”
“Exactly. So now, is it the same with Kristin?”
“Yes and no. It certainly isn’t going to affect my performance the same way, but if—when—I have to break her the way the assessors say I should, I’m worried that even if I remain completely silent, that metaphysical current is still going to be there.”
Now Abigail’s face took on an expression of utmost seriousness and sympathy. “Metaphysical currents are nice, Leo. But they’re not real. I know you understand that. More important, those feelings can be shaped, for Kristin, by your actions. You don’t have to keep anything hidden; you just have to teach her a lesson in obedience. Your dominance isn’t going to let you do anything else, since you know it’s for her good, and for the good of the Institute. Yes, it will be hard, but you’ll do it beautifully.”
Leo closed his eyes for a moment and pictured himself forcing Kristin to her knees in front of him, taking her face in his hands, opening her mouth with his fingers, thrusting his rigid cock inside. He grew instantly hard at the tiny scrap of fantasy. He opened his eyes and nodded. “I suppose that’s what I’m afraid of,” he said.
“Don’t be. Who knows what will happen to that metaphysical current? Maybe it will get even stronger and—if you don’t mind me getting all poetic—pull the two of you together as you sail on. You know I of all people believe in that kind of thing, despite it not being real.” She smiled, and Leo realized she must be talking about herself and Mark LeMarchand—how they had gotten together, almost twenty years before, after Abigail’s year of service as the Institute’s first pick-up.
He laughed. “You always do have a plan, don’t you?”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Master Leo came for her at breakfast, the third morning—after Master D had spanked her over his knee the night before for being slow to kneel. Master Leo had two of the burly attendants in hospital scrubs with him, and Master D walked in front of the three of them. Mary hissed to the rest of the girls on Master D’s hall, “Master’s here!” in a shocked, scared tone, and the six of them scrambled off the bench and onto their mats, kneeling as he approached.
At first, Kristin didn’t see who was approaching behind Master D, because she was looking at the floor, as she should. She saw his sandals, which, along with the feet they enclosed, she already knew so well even after a mere two days at the Institute, approach. She watched them stop right in front of her. What was happening?
The she heard Master D’s voice. “Kristin, your obedience is not coming along quickly enough. You will be broken.” There were gasps from the girls who sat within earshot. What did it mean?
“This master will take you to the room of discipline and break you there. I advise you to be a good girl for him. It will make the process easier. I will see you when you return.”
Then he stepped aside, and Kristin, in confusion, looked up and saw Master Leo, standing there in the refectory, dressed like a training master in a black robe that exposed his huge, beautiful cock. “Master!” she said, in the special tone that she suddenly knew she had reserved for Leo and Leo alone, without even intending it.
“Silence!” said Master D, his tone full of fury. “Position One, now! Mary, get a cane, please.”
Position One. She had learned it the night before: face down, bottom up, like when she’d had the anal exam. Oh, God. Kristin looked up into Leo’s face. It was set and hard. What was happening? “Master Leo! Please, I…”
Master Leo stepped forward, put his hand on her head, and forced her face down to her mat. Then, keeping his hand firmly on her head, he stepped around her, put his hand on her bottom, up under the nightgown, and lifted it up so that she assumed Position One.
What was he doing? Why was he here? Mary’s footsteps returned. The cane swished through the air. The touch of Master Leo’s hand on her bottom awakened her as nothing here at the Institute yet had—the way he had awakened her when they had played for the first time, at her house. But that hand left her, and she had to hold her own bottom up, presented for the terrible punishment she knew she would now receive.
“Six for speaking, and six for failing to assume position,” said Master D coldly. “You will request them.”
Another twelve? He couldn’t… Leo will stop him, won’t he?
Kristin could see only her mat, but she knew all the other girls in the refectory were watching the spectacle of a new girl with her bottom up in the broad aisle between the two long tables of the Institute refectory. She knew some few of them must be watching her enviously, but also that most of them were glad it wasn’t them humiliated on the floor and about to be caned.
“M-master…” she managed to say, remembering the beginnings of her training in deportment class, “may I have my f-first stroke?” Her body trembled so violently she thought she would fall over.
The sound—the terrible, decisive sound, and then the crack and the pain that made her move her bottom in that terrible, embarrassing way, as she instinctively tried to soothe it. She felt her bottom clench and weave. She knew practically everyone in the refectory, including Master Leo, was watching her display her pussy that way, between her thighs, and she blushed like a furnace at the mental image.
“See?” said Master D in a disgusted voice. “She can’t keep that disobedient rump still. Count, Kristin.”
“One, master,” Kristin said with a sob. The second stroke came and she cried out. How could she bear twelve?
Master D simply kept caning her, though, as she struggled to count the blows. He beat her steadily, as if to get it over with, and by twelve her screams echoed off the walls of the big room. She collapsed in relief, though she knew that this too, constituted disobedience. It went unremarked on, though, as Master D simply said, “Take her.”
An attendant took hold of her nightgown and stripped it off her, so that Kristin was completely naked. She felt hands around her neck, buckling a collar there. Then something was clipped to the collar. Oh, God—it was a leash. There was a tug at the leash, and she looked up and saw that Master Leo, still with the same hard expression, was looking down at her, holding the end of the chain leash. He grasped it a foot or so away from Kristin’s neck and pulled.
Kristin realized that he had said absolutely nothing since he came into the room. It seemed like the worst part of the thing that he wouldn’t even let her hear the sound of his voice. Surely, when they got to the… what had Master D said? The room of discipline? Surely he would speak. She tried to take comfort in that.
But he was pulling now—not to hurt her, but to tell her that she must follow, on hands and knees.
“Mary will take care of your mat,” Master D said.
Master Leo tugged the leash again. Kristin felt like a disobedient pet, and blushed with shame as tears of frustration joined the tears of pain from her caning. She began to crawl in the direction Master Leo tugged her.
Once she started moving, Master Leo turned and led her out. Kristin imagined all the girls in the refectory watching the naked, disobedient girl, with twelve angry cane welts across her bottom and thighs, leave the refectory, led on a leash and bound for breaking. To her dismay, she realized that the mental picture had made her wet, and that her thighs had grown slick with her pussy’s heat.
Master Leo led her to a little door that lay very close to the entrance of the refectory, a door so small and insignificant that Kristin had not noticed it before. The attendants followed behind her, just as silent as Leo himself. From her hands and knees, Kristin watched Leo take a key from the pocket and unlock the door.
Beyond the door lay a stone stairway, leading downward. Suddenly Master Leo was pulling on her leash, and one of the attendants helped Kristin—though the help was rough—to her feet. Without delay, Leo began to descend the stairs, pulling Kristin behind him without apparent regard for her comfort or safety.
Unlike all the parts of the Institute Kristin had seen until then, this stairway seemed medieval, rather than baroque: the walls were of plain dressed stone, rather than the painted blues, greens, and reds of the rest of the manor house, and there were none of the lovely fixtures or carpets that were all over the Institute. Light came from a single bare bulb at the bottom of the stairs, whose electricity came from bare wires that disappeared into a small hole in an upper corner. There was another door there, of rough wood, bound with iron, almost like a barn door. Master Leo pushed it open, stepped through, and led Kristin inside. Behind her, the door was pulled shut and the light extinguished, before she could even see what the room she had entered looked like. Everything was pitch black, and, because she had been mid-stride when the sound of the door and the removal of the light startled her, she fell to the floor, which she realized was covered with a sort of mat, like the kind used for gymnastics or wrestling.
Then hands that had to be Master Leo’s were on her body. With great precision, as if he could see what he was doing—although Kristin could see nothing at all in the total darkness—he pulled her, crawling, a few feet further into the room. He seized her around the waist, picked her up, and placed her over a padded bench of some kind. Then she felt him take hold of her hips, and suddenly, the head of his cock was at her pussy, pushing in hard.
Kristin gave a happy cry, but when Master Leo began to fuck her she quickly realized that his intention had nothing in it that had to do with gratifying the girl he fucked. It was nothing like the way he had taken her at her house, two weeks ago and apparently a whole universe apart. He had been dominant then, and that was what had made it so wonderful. Now, though, he fucked her not just dominantly but brutally.
In the dark, like a wild animal, Master Leo fucked Kristin so hard that the sturdy bench under her shook with every thrust, and the cane welts on her bottom sent pain coursing through her whole backside as his hips slammed into her. That made for pleasure—shameful pleasure—and wetness. Kristin began to moan as the fucking went on.
She had thought, before, that she had at last learned what it meant to be dominated by a man, but she had never foreseen that it could feel the way Leo’s fucking felt. Not just dominated, but annihilated, she thought. He’s annihilating me, and… How did she feel about it? When he had humiliated her before—when others, like Claire and Heidi, and Master D, had humiliated her before—there had been the sexy, playful kind of feeling.
This was play—it was still play—but something more lay there, too.
Suddenly, Master Leo, who had fucked her for several minutes like a jackhammer, pulled out, and in the darkness, with the soft floor of this dungeon-chamber room of discipline as noiseless as a tomb, she couldn’t tell where he had gone.
Kristin couldn’t help it. Her pussy burned from the brutal penetration by Master Leo’s enormous cock, and she didn’t know how to feel about it, or about him. She called out, “Master? Master Leo?”
She felt a slight movement of air, and then his hands were on her head, and he was forcing her mouth open. His cock entered there, gagging her instantly, but he simply went on fucking her face, at the same brutal pace he had fucked her pussy. Master D had used her mouth several times already, as Leo had that first day, so Kristin had a little experience, and was able to keep breathing, though her eyes watered and she felt very faint.
The huge cock went in and out, seeking the back of her throat. Master Leo breathed heavily, but he was silent otherwise, utterly silent. He did not even grunt with pleasure. He simply fucked Kristin’s face, as he held her head in his hands for long minutes.
Then that stopped, too, and Master Leo was gone again. A few moments later, there was the sound of something scraping, as if he were picking something up, then a little click, and then a brief liquid sound, like squirting.
Then he lubed Kristin’s anus and fucked her in her bottom. She kept telling herself that he had taken her there before, and that it was a sign that he loved her the way she loved him. But before he had said things like “It’s nice and tight” and “Good girl.” Now, it might not even be Master Leo who was filling her most private place over and over, as he held her leash in his hand and kept the tension on it to make her arch her back.
And he made it hurt, in a way he hadn’t that first time, at her house. Whoever was fucking her bottom wanted it to hurt, and she had to presume it was Master Leo. Kristin screamed, sobbed, and finally, unable to bear it any longer, cried out, “Master Leo… please… please…” even though she had no idea what she meant, because she knew that she didn’t mean “Please, stop.”
Then that part ended, too. Why didn’t he come? Kristin wondered. He didn’t even seem to build toward an orgasm, when he fucked her in all the places a master fucks.
More sounds in the darkness: objects being moved around, others being put down, perhaps. Kristin cried quietly in her place over the bench, feeling like Master Leo, whoever he was, or whoever had taken Master Leo’s place in the darkness, had broken her, just as Master D said he would.
She had thought she had known him, somehow. Now she wondered at how foolish she had been to think she could know him, a man who did what he did, who fucked the way this man had fucked. For even if some other master had come to replace him in the darkness, Master Leo couldn’t be another kind of man; Master Leo fucked girls exactly the same way this man had just fucked Kristin.
The light came on, but for a long moment Kristin couldn’t comprehend what she saw. She was looking at Master Leo, but she was also somehow looking at her backside with the angry welts of the cane, the sopping pussy, and the anus shining with lube, and Master Leo was standing next to that backside, holding a raised wooden paddle, and, even as she began to understand, bringing it down.
Mirrors: two of them, one in front of her and one behind her, so that she could watch Master Leo punish her.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Alex Maldini could not deny the hardness of his cock as he watched the skilled trainer—Leo? Was that the name Abigail had said?—break the lovely girl, the concubine Alex had purchased. Alex had his doubts before: the first few videos had seemed to show a girl who might not be exactly to his taste. After that caning in the refectory, though, the way she had crawled out had been perfect—Alex liked leashes—and the infrared images of the brutal fucking in the dark had been even better.
No, he didn’t like to have to punish the girls he played with; the whole point of buying a concubine, as far as he was concerned, was not to have to worry about punishing her, because she would obey you.
And to see whether the outlandish claims Abigail Podret made were true, of course.
If you wanted to spank a girl, in Alex’s book, you didn’t need a reason; you just needed a girl who knew that she had to let you spank her. Being rich definitely had its privileges: the range of girls who would obey a command to take down their panties and get over his knee, or over the arm of a sofa in a hotel suite, or over the bed in the enormous master bedroom suite of Alex’s mansion, was now quite large. Still, owning a girl dedicated to that kind of service seemed to Alex rather like having a private plane, or a yacht. Once you reached a certain status, you called one of the purveyors, you got your concubine, and ate caviar off her smooth cunt and spanked her afterward, or let your friends do so.
The claims made by Abigail and her Institute were intriguing in their own right, though, and when he had decided it was time to drop a million dollars or two on a concubine, he had known that he wanted to talk to Abigail Podret first. None of the other purveyors claimed to be able to fine-tune their concubines’ training to meet a buyer’s desires. Alex personally didn’t care whether he would end up praising the Institute to the skies among the set of billionaires who had an interest in submissive concubines, or destroying it with a few well-placed words in a highly placed ear or two. What thrilled him, of course, was the power, either way.
When Abigail had risen to his challenge, he had known the process would be even more fun than he had thought it might. He had spent a great deal of time on the questionnaire, and had tried to be extremely clear as to his specifications, to give the Institute as fair a chance as he could to deliver the goods.
The care he had taken at that stage produced a corresponding extremity of annoyance when it had appeared at the girl’s interview that, despite her striking looks and delightful body, she wouldn’t be suitable at all. Alex must have spent five hours filling out the questionnaire, not to mention the time involved in producing all the documentation of his personal finances, a task that couldn’t be delegated to his accountant, for obvious reasons. And then to have the very most basic requirement—that his concubine obey every command instantly, whether the command should be to insert a butt-plug, or to suck Alex’s cock, or to pleasure herself in front of Alex and his friends on poker night—so patently dishonored seemed like grounds for one of his hatchet jobs.
True, watching Paul drag Kristin down the length of the boardroom and beat her for disobeying, and then fuck her forcefully there while they played the cowboy fantasy, had aroused Alex greatly. He liked to watch that kind of thing as much as the next dominant. But that wasn’t what Alex wanted in a concubine, and he had been very clear about that in his questionnaire.
Now, though, as he watched the breaking in the room of discipline, he found that his doubts began to vanish, and the hatchet job in his mind had turned once again to full-throated praise. He imagined himself saying to Keith Nakama at one of their early-morning meetings, “I see what you mean about not being able to keep your hands off your Charlotte—I rode my Kristin hard all last night even though I knew I had to be up early for this meeting.” Keith was Alex’s rival for several lucrative defense contracts, and Alex had known he needed a concubine the moment he had met Charlotte.
Or maybe it had been the moment Keith lifted Charlotte’s dress to show Alex her lingerie, as she stood there, obedient but blushing, chewing on her upper lip. Or when Keith had begun to stroke Charlotte’s bare cunt through the lace, still holding the silk of the beautiful black dress high. Alex remembered with extraordinary vividness of that spectacle: Keith’s masterly fingers at play, with a soft whispering noise of lace, a noise that seemed to become wetter somehow as Charlotte began to make little submissive whimpers—the whole thing framed beautifully by the girl’s garter belt, suspenders, and stocking tops, all lacy and all black.
Or when Keith said, as he lowered her dress at last, “You need to congratulate me, Alex. Charlotte and I are getting married.”
Alex had never felt as envious in his life as he did at that moment.
On the monitor in his home office now, he watched the scene in the room of discipline below the Institute. He wore a bathrobe, and he had given up trying to keep his hand off his cock. The girl on the screen belonged to him, after all; this Leo served Alex’s pleasure in fucking her and punishing her, so that she could learn to be a good girl for Alex Maldini when the time came for Alex himself to fuck her and to punish her.
He had to admit that the setup revealed by Leo turning on the light had a certain genius about it. Two mirrors, so Kristin could watch herself get paddled; it brought a smile to his face, and he made a note in the file he had been adding to, incrementally, for the last month, of things he wanted to do with his concubine: two mirrors—girl has to watch her own ass get spanked, he typed.
Then he typed, or video camera behind with monitor up front. Alex stroked his cock firmly at that delicious thought. He loved to watch porn with a sub and whisper in her ear about how he would do the things they were watching to her before the night was over, all the while commanding her wet cunt with his skillful fingers.
The crack of the paddle on Kristin’s rear end, and the sound of her scream, brought his attention back to the monitor. On top of those cane welts, he thought. Wow. They don’t mess around.
“I’m so sorry, master!” Kristin sobbed. The camera angle switched to show her tear-stained face, making Alex’s cock give a little leap. The leash hung down from her slender collar, adding that certain something that leashes always did. How many cameras did they have in there? Including the infrared, Alex counted at least three angles.
Still Leo maintained his absolute silence. His handsome face wore a mask of stone. He paddled her again, very hard, and she screamed louder. “Oh, God, master… Master Leo… I can’t bear it. Please!”
The camera angle changed again to show Kristin’s flaming red bottom. Leo would have to stop soon, right? Leo struck again. Alex winced, but pumped his cock as he saw Kristin’s bottom clenching desperately. He realized that her arms weren’t tied, but she wasn’t putting her hands back.
Kristin’s woeful face again. Her eyes were fixed on the mirror, moving, Alex thought, between Leo, her own bottom, and the paddle in Leo’s hand.
Leo put down the paddle, from the sound of it, then Kristin’s eyes widened, and she whispered, “Oh, please, no.”
Then the camera panned over to show what Kristin saw in the mirror: Leo had picked up an enormous, four-segmented, black rubber butt-plug.
“Oh, please. M-Master… I’ll be good… I p-promise.” Her breathing came harsh and quick.
An instant message came in from Abigail.
 
She’s going to try to get away. Don’t freak out. This is where the real breaking happens. You’re going to notice a big change after that.
 
Leo brandished the plug in the mirror for a few seconds, and then he took a step forward.
And Kristin did indeed, with wild fear in her eyes, get up off the bench and run for freedom, with the chain leash clinking as it trailed divertingly down her back. The room of discipline was vast and high-ceilinged, with four slender columns supporting vaulted stone arches; it looked like nothing as much as the crypt beneath a cathedral. While Leo stood and watched with the same hard look on his face, Kristin turned her head back and forth, trying to figure out which way to run. The room, furnished with athletic mats here and there over a floor of dressed stone, had four heavy, ancient-looking oak doors, one in each of the center arches of each wall. Kristin of course had no idea which one they had brought her through.
Alex watched in fascination as Kristin seemed to realize that no matter which door she chose, there was no way she would escape having the huge black rubber phallus impale her bottom. Even if she did manage to make it through one of the doors, she would still be at the Institute. With a wild, sobbing cry, she broke for the door that was farthest away from Leo.
Around each of the four columns that divided the room into nine squares stood a little wooden table containing, it appeared, four small drawers. Alex felt sure the drawers contained sex toys and other erotic paraphernalia. Kristin stumbled against one of the tables in her flight, and fell to her hands and knees on a mat. Leo remained motionless as she gave a frustrated whimper and got up again, and ran the remaining few steps to the door. As she fumbled with the knob, Leo began to advance slowly and steadily toward her. The door opened, and Kristin gave a startled cry at what she saw on the other side.
The camera angle changed, to a shot that came from the inside of the room to which Kristin had just opened the door. The room was quite small, and held only one piece of furniture. Alex had never seen a piece of furniture quite like it, but he had not the slightest doubt as to what it was. It was a spanking bench. It had a central support for the hips, and supports on which to put elbows and knees, and it had sturdy leather straps to be buckled around a girl’s body.
Kristin turned around to see Leo advancing. She fell to her knees.
“Why won’t you say something?” she cried.
With a kind of understated drama, Leo pointed to the spanking bench.
“Oh, no, please… Please…” Kristin whispered. “I’ve already been punished so much.”
Leo pointed again, and the look on his face left no doubt that he was telling Kristin that it was her last chance to obey.
“Oh, God,” she whimpered. “I will be good… I want to be good. But… just… please say something, Master Leo.”
Leo stepped forward and took hold of her by the shoulder with his left hand, and the leash with his right. He hauled her to her feet. He dragged her to the spanking bench. Kristin didn’t resist him, but instead seem to go completely limp. With consummate skill, Leo hoisted her into the air and put her down on the bench with all of her limbs in the proper positions. He removed the leash and hung it on a hook on the wall.
See, Alex thought to himself, that’s why I don’t want to have to make my concubine obey me. It just wouldn’t be fun to have to learn to arrange her that way. Still, it was impossible not to admire Leo’s skill. He strapped her down to the bench at wrists, knees, ankles, and waist.
From the pocket of his robe came a little tube of lubricant. Deliberately, he applied it to the black rubber anal punisher he still brandished in his hand. At the same slow steady pace, he brought the black rubber tip to bear on Kristin’s lovely, exposed, pink rear aperture. Alex had to take his hand off his cock in order not to come just at the delicious sight.
“No… no…” Kristin moaned. But, without urgency, yet with authority, Leo pushed in the first bulb of the plug.
Kristin sobbed. Then Leo began to push again, and she screamed as her trainer lodged the second bulb within her already full backside.
“I understand,” she whimpered.
That took Alex by surprise. What did she mean? What did she understand?
Leo squeezed more lube onto the third bulb then. Kristin’s bottom surged and clenched, as Leo pushed and turned and pushed again. He pressed it in until she opened and took what Leo made her take, as she screamed again. “Yes,” she shouted. “Yes! It doesn’t matter… I don’t care…”
The camera showed a close-up of the huge plug in her bottom. There was one more bulb left—the biggest one, of course. Kristin sobbed like her heart would break.
Alex had one of those lightheaded moments he sometimes got when watching extreme porn. They tended to come on when he was watching some sex act that he had never seen before—some kink that seemed go beyond the normal in a new way. He won’t really make her take the whole thing in that little ass of hers, will he? Then Leo pushed, and Alex felt his cock jump with a surge of arousal so great he felt that if he didn’t get to fuck that bottom for himself he would die an unhappy man.
“Oh, God!” Kristin shrieked. “I said I understand! You’re just the guy I saw through the window. I’m not your special girl!”
Leo drove the last part of the huge black plug into Kristin’s bottom mercilessly, as it surged and struggled to escape, and Kristin moaned and cried. Then he turned off the lights. The infrared camera switched on. Alex watched as the red and yellow shape of Leo’s body heat went to fetch something from the other room; he clearly had donned his special night-vision goggles. Whatever it was, Leo brought it back and put it under Kristin’s hips, below the place where her thighs were spread wide. A bedpan? Leo left the little room with a spanking bench. He closed the door and locked it.
Alex sat back, almost stunned. The infrared camera showed Kristin’s shoulders heaving a little bit, and over audio he heard that she was crying.
In the larger room of discipline, Leo turned on the light, and got out a book from one of the tables around the columns. He sat in the chair against the wall next to the door leading to the room with the spanking bench, and began to read.
An instant message came in from Abigail.
 
Let her process. You’ll see the change when he gets her off the bench.



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Leo had read three chapters of The Brothers Karamazov before he heard, both on his earpiece and through the heavy door he sat next to, the sound of Kristin giving in to the pressure of her bladder, with renewed sobs. The silvery noise of her pee splashing into the basin was his signal to finish his paragraph and put the book away.
He stood next to the column, looking at the door and picturing Kristin inside, peeing submissively on the spanking bench in the dark. He opened the door and turned on the light well before she had finished, and, as Kristin gave a cry of startled shame, he looked at the delectable sight of the yellow stream splashing into the white ceramic basin.
Leo’s professionalism consisted in large part of acknowledging the dark desires that got him hard. The sight of a beautiful girl, bound to an instrument of discipline, her lovely rump deeply impaled by a black rubber punisher, having to pee in front of a man like him, got him hard, and Leo didn’t think there could be any use in denying it. Nor, Leo thought, could it make sense to forbid oneself the pleasure of watching a shameful thing like that, when one knew that the girl had asked for Leo’s domination; even the rest of the time, outside of Kristin Harper who had literally asked, Leo considered all the Institute’s girls to have asked for it.
And Leo certainly knew how to give them what they had coming. He gazed intently at Kristin’s lovely, punished bottom as the last few golden drops fell into the basin. Her cane welts had begun to fade, and there were only a few little pink blotches from the paddle. He could certainly flog her or give her the crop. And unless something had gone wrong, there wouldn’t be a need for the cane again.
“I understand,” she had cried out. Unexpected as her putting it that way had been, it indicated that nothing had gone wrong—Leo had broken her.
The trouble was that he was now certain that he had fallen in love with her, and although the sight of her pee gushing from her and the sound of her humiliated whimpers made him very hard, what Leo really wanted to do was take her off the spanking bench and hold her in his arms.
He settled for getting some toilet paper from one of the drawers in the main room. He brought it to the bench and silently wiped Kristin’s pussy. She sobbed quietly in humiliation, but she also began to moisten with arousal, and so when he dropped the toilet paper into the basin and began to finger-fuck her, she began to moan instantly, and to say “Oh, God… oh, no…” over and over.
With the two middle fingers of his right hand dancing over her clit, and all five on his left inside her tight little cunt, he forced her to her first orgasm within two minutes, as she whimpered, “Thank you, master… master… master,” but he didn’t let up for a moment, and, though now she begged him, “Please… I c-can’t…” he made her come twice more before he withdrew his hand, slick with her wantonness.
Then he began to spank her pussy with his right hand. He didn’t slap her cute, slightly swollen lips very hard, but he made them sting, and Kristin rewarded him with sharp, wordless cries of erotic agony, writhing in her straps as if she had forgotten there was no way she could get away.
Leo pussy-spanked her slowly and steadily until he had counted twenty spanks, and her arousal was gushing into his hand so that every time he pulled it back, a sticky band of it stretched for an instant between his fingers and his girl’s cunt.
He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to kiss her. He wanted to hug her.
Why? Had they had some wonderful conversation about The Faerie Queene or The Brothers Karamazov? No. Had they gone to the opera? Seen a romantic comedy? Had dinner at a fancy restaurant? No.
How could Leo possibly feel this way about Kristin Harper?
She understood. She had thanked him in the exam room. She had asked where he was, as she stood naked in the receiving room, and had been savagely caned for his sake. She had seen him through the window.
Metaphysical current. It was still there, as illusory as it had to be.
Leo grasped the flared end of the anal punisher and began to tug, gently. Kristin moaned as each bulb came out, and made adorable little grunts as she pushed to help. It took almost a minute, but at last it was out of her bottom, and she gave a little sigh of relief to be rid of it.
He picked up the basin and carried it and the plug out into the main room, and over to the door to the elaborate bathroom, which was of course itself fitted up with all sorts of disciplinary apparatus. He emptied the basin into a large sink, washed it and the plug, and put them on a shelf. He got a large plastic glass and filled it with water, then carried it into the main room and set it on the table that surrounded the column Kristin would see first when she exited the spanking-bench room.
Then he went back into that room, where Kristin’s shoulders still heaved with the overwhelming sensations he had forced upon her. Knowing what it would cost him, he began to unbuckle the straps.
It wouldn’t cost him anything professionally, to be sure, Leo thought ruefully. No, loosing her from the bench was exactly what should happen in the process of breaking Kristin. But the touch of her skin on his as he did something kind for her, for the first time since back in Richmond, made the effort of keeping his face stony almost unbearable.
“Wh-what?” Kristin said, turning her head back and forth to try to look at him. “What are you…” Then she realized she had spoken without being addressed, and Leo saw her compress her lips into a thin line and give a little nod. She turned her eyes down to the carpet underneath the bench and did not speak again.
When the straps were undone, Leo lifted her onto her feet, feeling his cock leap as the lovely nakedness of her came against it, briefly. Along with the tender yearning to embrace her came also his basest urges: to throw her to the floor and thrust into her until he had filled her with his seed. Even to do that, though, could ruin the breaking process, as dominant as it seemed. Total control—institutional control—was what Leo had to embody, and he would, despite his love.
Kristin needed that, and so he needed to give it to her, because it was his job, and because he loved her. The girl who had seen him through the window and hadn’t been able to stop fantasizing about a man she had never met and knew nothing about, who then called the cable company hoping that the same man might come to spank her and make her suck his cock—that girl needed what only the Institute could provide, if only for a year.
She needed to belong to a man like Alex Maldini. If only for a year. After that, who knew?
Leo let Kristin go, and pointed to the main room. There was incomprehension in her eyes, but she would figure it out quickly. He left the little room, quickly crossed the main room, and went through the door opposite the spanking-bench room, which led to the masters’ lounge. He closed the door behind him and went to the monitoring station where the screen showed Kristin emerging uncertainly into the main room. The sight of her in the collar, looking around and taking in the features of the room of discipline really for the first time, made Leo’s heart ache.
He watched her discover the water, pick it up, and gingerly take a sip, as if wondering whether she might be instantly punished for doing so. As she drank, becoming slightly more confident the longer she went without a master to chastise her, she took in the place in the very center of the room where the bench and the mirrors were set up.
Unconsciously, Leo thought, Kristin put her left hand down to rub her bottom, and he wanted to hug her and kiss her and have his cock in that lovely backside all at once.
Her eyes traveled all over the huge room then, and he watched her notice the kneeling circle in the far corner. From where she stood, Leo knew she couldn’t make out the black writing that surrounded the circle, painted in red on the light-colored stone of the floor. She walked over there, carrying the glass of water, looked intently at the circular mat that sat inside the circle and, Leo could see, read the writing in its flowing cursive: ‘The girl kneels here when unattended.’
He knew Kristin had read the writing, because her face turned pink, and she instantly knelt on the mat then, on her knees, turned herself uncertainly so that she faced the center of the room with the bench and the mirrors.
She kept drinking the water, looking around self-consciously as she did. No other apparatus currently occupied the room, so there was little to look at, and Leo knew that the question of what would happen to her next must occupy her mind so entirely that her whole mental universe consisted of pictures of what could happen to a naked girl in a room like that one.
He glanced at the monitor, and saw the feed of comments from the assessor team there.
“Well done,” from Heidi.
“10s and A10s all around,” from John.
“Perfect,” from Abigail.
When Kristin had finished the glass of water, Leo looked at the clock: 1:07 p.m. On schedule. He sent the instant message to the training masters: Kristin’s bottom in ROD. RSVP. From Neil, Arthur, Paul, Quentin, and David he got back ‘Y,’ meaning they were on their way. Leo opened the door and went back into the main room. He moved quickly to the kneeling circle. Kristin looked at him with wide eyes.
He reached down and put his hand out for the glass. Kristin gave it to him, and he brought it to the bathroom, rinsed it, and put it on the shelf. He returned to the main room, walking by the kneeling circle without looking at Kristin, and went to the hidden door in the far corner, which led to the closet that held the apparatus he needed.
The ass-bench was heavy and unwieldy, but Leo’s strength made it easy to pick it up and bring it out into the main room, and position it near Kristin. Her eyes lost none of their roundness, and she began to chew her lower lip in alarm at the sight of it.
The ass-bench was based on a gymnastics vaulting horse. Its top, at the height of the middle of the thighs of a six-foot-tall man, slanted downward, however, and to one side of the horse—the side where a girl’s face would be positioned, an extension had been affixed, to support her midsection to the breastbone. A further extension—just a beam about two feet long, really—had a set of cuffs for her wrists. Another set of cuffs would receive her knees, fastened firmly to the wood struts of the rear of the horse, two feet apart.
Leo went to Kristin. As he walked slowly to her, she gasped. She had seen the handles, and figured out what they were for, Leo guessed. Set into the top of the bench, of a shape almost like the handlebars of a bicycle, they would frame Kristin’s hips and give her masters lovely traction for their thrusts into her upturned backside.
The moment of truth—or one of them, at least. The door to the masters’ lounge opened (there was an elevator there for the trainers; girls were brought down the stairs for the drama of it), and the five masters filed in, their robes open and their cocks swaying arrogantly before them, already semi-erect at the thought of the fucking they would give Kristin’s still-inexperienced bottom. Leo stood next to Kristin as they came and stood in a row between two columns.
“Hello, Kristin,” said David.
“H-hello, master,” Kristin replied, her voice quivering.
“Have you learned obedience, do you think?”
“Yes, m-master.”
“Then get yourself over the ass-bench, please, so we can enjoy ourselves.”
Without hesitation, Kristin got up, though her whole body shook, and she went to the ass-bench. She gave it one appraising look, swallowed, and then laid herself over it so that her knees were just against their cuffs, and her outstretched wrists were against theirs, and the handles rose perfectly around her waist. The slant of the top of the bench forced her bottom up, and her spread knees opened it, so that the sight that confronted the masters’ eyes was Kristin Harper’s cute pink anus, perfectly offered to their cocks.
As Leo buckled the cuffs to secure her for the long ordeal to come, he thought about taking her to dinner someday, and talking about renaissance English literature. There were so few people who loved Spenser—when you found one, didn’t you have to marry her?
That was when the strangest thing yet happened. Leo had Kristin’s wrists in his hands, putting them inside the encircling leather. Something in him realized that his mouth had come up next to her ear, and that he would have to fight the urge to kiss her there. But as he strove against that urge another thing seemed to slip out, and he found that he was turning his face, his nose was in her beautiful, fragrant hair, and he was whispering in her ear, “I’ll be waiting, a year from now.”



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Abigail had designed the ass-bench herself. She wished it got more use (Abigail had designed it for ass-nights, or, as they had been called under her predecessor Anne-Marie, nuits à derrière), but Anne-Marie had maintained that the apparatus had too much shock value to be used anywhere but in the room of discipline.
On the other hand, Mark brought Abigail down to the room of discipline at least once a month to put her over her ass-bench, so she supposed she couldn’t complain.
She watched Leo buckle Kristin in with satisfaction and a little envy. She watched him bend down to fasten the wrist-cuffs. She saw him turn his face very slightly toward her ear. Had he whispered something?
No, of course not. Leo Hastert would never do that.
Leo stepped back and David approached, claiming his right as Kristin’s own training master. Abigail kept half an eye on the pounding David, and then the other trainers, gave poor Kristin’s rear end, but most of her attention was focused on the report she had begun writing up for the assessor team.
 
The breaking of Kristin Harper, as recommended by the assessor team, appears to have succeeded completely. Leo, as expected, conducted himself with utmost professionalism…
 
Abigail thought again about the possibility that Leo had whispered something in Kristin’s ear. She looked at the monitor; David was finishing up, glancing behind himself and saying something to Neil that Abigail couldn’t hear because she had turned the sound off in order to concentrate on drafting the report. Undoubtedly David had said something humiliating, though, about Kristin, for the trainers all wore smiles. Abigail felt the little dirty-girl thrill she always felt, watching so much beefcake, attached to so many huge, hard cocks, interact in what she thought of as its natural environment—the presence of a naked girl in need of fucking.
Leo stood behind David with his arms folded. His smile was small and somehow professional. Had he whispered something?
She turned back to her laptop and continued typing.
 
and gave Kristin exactly the blank institutional face she needed to move her out of her initial attachment to him. Subsequent to her attempted flight, as expected, she has proven entirely obedient. Most notably, she obeyed David’s command to lie over the ass-bench without hesitation.
 
Abigail looked back at the monitor. Quentin, the special trainer for deportment, was inside Kristin’s bottom now. Abigail turned up the sound.
Unlike Leo, the other masters were entirely free to speak, and Quentin availed himself of the privilege. “Not so disobedient, are we now, little Kristin?” he said as he used the handles on the ass-bench to ride the little pink bottom hard.
“No, master,” Kristin sobbed.
“Are we going to disobey our trainers again, girl?”
“No, master!”
Quentin withdrew and turned the ass over to Paul, who had been lubing himself. “Hello, young lady,” he said, as he put the head of his cock at her anus, and began immediately to push into it. “I am Master P.”
“Hello, master,” Kristin said, in a whimpering kind of voice, as she received him.
Abigail couldn’t help it; she put her hand underneath her own little white nightgown and started to play with herself. That was when Mark came into her office in their residence. Of course it was.
“Sweetheart,” he said, “where’s your hand?”
“Nowhere, sir,” Abigail said, trying to sound as sweet as she could.
Mark LeMarchand was nearly sixty now, but he was vigorous, and the streaks of grey in his hair only made him look more dominant as far as Abigail was concerned. In fact, being spanked by Mark at 59 seemed to get Abigail even wetter than she remembered being when he spanked her when he was 40 and she was 19.
“Over the stool, please,” he said.
If Abigail had to pick one reason she loved Mark, it would be because he knew she needed him not to let her get away with anything, ever. If he hadn’t come in, and she had played with herself and stolen an orgasm, it would have been pleasant, certainly. But how much more pleasant to have a spanking from her own master, and to let him give her pleasure, if he chose, or withhold it, if he decided it should be withheld?
That was when she realized that Leo must have said something in Kristin’s ear, and she knew more or less what he had said, and she understood that she had to do something about Kristin and Leo.
She looked at Mark in a particular way, and he, of course, knew what she meant.
“You look like you have something you need to tell me, sweetheart,” he said. “I’ll remind you after your spanking for playing with yourself.”
“Yes, sir,” Abigail said. “Thank you, sir.”
“You’re welcome, sweetheart. Now get that naughty bottom over the stool, please.”
The stool was Abigail’s standard place for discipline here at what she and Mark considered home, though they also had houses in the Virgin Islands and in Paris, as well as an apartment in New York. Each home had the same stool in the living room, though. Smiling, Abigail went to get it from its place in the corner.
Mark called from back in her office, “Maldini’s got to be satisfied now, right?” Abigail knew he must be looking at the video feed from the room of discipline.
“Yes, sir,” Abigail called back. “I think so.” She put the stool in the center of the lovely room, furnished in the French provincial style. She climbed on top and bent herself to present her bottom. Just like Kristin, she thought.
She looked down at the carpet, listening to Mark come in and open the drawer where he kept his leather paddle. Nineteen years of spankings from that paddle had not taken away its ability to make Abigail grateful to have a master who understood and loved her so much.
She felt him lifting the hem of her nightgown and laying it atop her back. He stroked her bottom, as he always did when he punished her for masturbating.
“Who has the right to touch your cunt, Abigail?” he asked softly.
“You do, sir.”
“What happens when you abridge my rights?”
“I get spanked, sir.”
He began to paddle her, not very hard but very, very quickly, and with great thoroughness, covering her cheeks and her thighs with stinging blows that he knew would transform themselves into aching erotic torment in her loins.
Abigail breathed harder and harder, and then the breaths turned into whimpers, and the whimpers into moans. When she knew that if he would only touch her clit for a second she would come, he stopped and said, “What was it you wanted to tell me, before?”
“Oh, God, sir…” Abigail gasped. “Oh, please…”
“I’m going to fuck you in a second, here, but I don’t want the pleasure to make you forget what you intended to say.”
“Please…”
“Do you want more spanking?”
“Oh, God, sir… no… I…” She giggled then. Goddammit, how could she giggle?
He spanked her three times, very hard.
“Ow! Sir! I’m sorry!”
“Is this a laughing matter, Miss Podret?”
“No, sir! I just was thinking that we’re probably out of the woods with Maldini, but I want Leo and Kristin to be together.”
“And they can be, after a year. Just like us.” Mark and Abigail had finally become a dominant-and-submissive couple after Abigail had served a Scandinavian billionaire for a year as the Institute’s first captured and sold concubine. That year had been wonderful, and Abigail wouldn’t have traded it for anything, even another year with Mark, but Leo and Kristin seemed to her a different matter.
“But…” Abigail craned her head around to the right to try to meet Mark’s eyes. “What if they have something special that might not work as well after a year? And what if something happened, like an accident?”
“Huh,” said Mark. “Where is this coming from, sweetheart?” He rested his hand idly on her beautifully glowing bottom. She whimpered.
“Can I tell you later, sir?” she asked quietly.
Mark didn’t need a further cue: his cock was inside her pussy within seconds, and she had her first orgasm before he thrust into her ten times.
Afterward, she sat in his lap on the couch, kissing his muscular chest and snuggling her face into his neck as tightly as she could, loving the feeling of his warm seed inside her, some of it trickling gently out of her.
“They’re like us, but they’re also not like us,” she said. Abigail and Mark didn’t use protocols like ‘a sub must never speak first’ except when they were playing.
“What do you mean?”
“Think about how they met. Don’t they deserve to explore that?”
“What a strange thing for you to say, sweetheart, with all due respect. Can’t they explore it a year from now, when Kristin has more experience? Wouldn’t it be better then, the way it was for you?”
Abigail sighed. It definitely had been better after her year with Hans. “Two things. Kristin is a volunteer. I was a pick-up. And you and I had known each other for so many years. They just met a few weeks ago.” Mark had been Abigail’s next-door neighbor from the day she was born.
“I could say that the first few weeks thing is completely illusory even for a vanilla couple,” Mark mused. “But I think I’d just be playing devil’s advocate, frankly. I know what you mean. It’s a feeling they’ll never have again, and Leo has given the Institute faithful service for a very long time.” He heaved his own sigh. “It’s going to mean there’s hell to pay with Maldini, but I agree, and I think the assessors will, too.”
“Leave Maldini to me,” Abigail said. “After that session in the room of discipline I’ll be astonished if he’s not desperate for his concubine.”
“For Kristin, yes. I don’t see how that’s helpful.”
“He thinks he’s desperate for Kristin, as you well know…” Abigail pulled her head back and looked up into her master’s eyes, loving him as much as, she thought, or maybe even more than she had loved him at eighteen.
Mark chuckled. “You have a plan.” She nodded. He kissed her.
 
* * *
 
The next day, she sat waiting for Kristin to knock on the door of what Abigail called her ‘state’ office, in the manor house—the office that looked like it befit the academic dean of the Institute. Abigail sat behind an enormous old desk made of mahogany; Persian carpets covered the wood floor; the chairs of solid oak looked like they had been shipped direct from the Ivy League. On first entering, a girl could be forgiven for not noticing the spanking stool in the corner. Most girls had got to know it very well by the time they left the Institute, however.
The knock came, and Abigail called, “Come in.” Wearing the blue nightgown that meant her pussy had been penetrated that day—whereas pink would mean she had been punished and white that neither had yet happened that day—Kristin entered, immediately rolled out her mat on the carpet just inside the door, and knelt upon it, her eyes downcast. Kneeling silently in the presence of any authority figure was something David taught his girls—not strictly a requirement, but a very good habit for protocol concubines to acquire.
Here was the angel they had been expecting.
“Good afternoon, Kristin,” Abigail said gently.
“Good afternoon, miss,” Kristin replied in a very soft voice, not raising her eyes from the carpet.
“You may come and sit.”
“Thank you, miss.” Kristin did not move.
Abigail laughed. “I’m not trying to trap you—truly, my dear,” she said.
“Miss?”
“I’ll certainly tell Master D that you’re coming along very nicely, though.”
“Thank you, miss.”
Abigail decided to see how deep David’s training had gone. Surely the girl couldn’t already be perfect in the five questions, could she?
“Where does a good girl belong?”
“On the floor, miss.”
“Why does a good girl belong on the floor?”
“To show that she knows her place, miss.”
That was two—prompt and precise.
“What does a good girl wear?”
“What her master gives her, miss.”
“When does a good girl feel pleasure?”
“When she pleases her master, miss.”
“When does a good girl give pleasure?”
“Whenever her master wants, miss.” Kristin’s face was still turned to the floor, but a little smile of triumph crept onto her face.
Abigail laughed again. “Perfect. Lovely, Kristin. Now come and sit, like a good girl. Please look me in the eyes.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
Kristin crawled over to the chair. She believed Miss Abigail about not trying to trap her, and she wondered briefly at how thorough the change in her just in the twenty-four hours since her breaking had been. Before her trip to the room of discipline, Kristin would never have failed to realize, as she had just a moment before, that when Miss Abigail said, “You may come and sit,” she meant that Kristin should come and sit.
But after the breaking, and after her bedtime tutorial with Master D last night, when she had picked up the answers to the five questions almost on hearing them for the first time, as he had used her mouth gently with his huge cock, pulling out to let her repeat the answers as he told her to them, a difference seemed to have opened between “You may come and sit” and “Come and sit.” A good girl’s place was on the floor. It didn’t matter if miss said you might sit; if you were a good girl, you knelt on your mat on the floor.
It felt very strange to sit in a chair; the girls sat to eat in the refectory, of course, but that was on benches. And there were couches in the media room, of course. But that was with the other girls, and usually the masters and Miss Abigail weren’t even present. If one did come in, you rolled out your mat and knelt for them.
Kristin’s mind seemed to have an order now, that it hadn’t had, really, since she saw Master Leo through the window. She thought about what he had whispered, and smiled just a tiny bit. She would be a good girl for the Institute now, and maybe she could be a good girl for him again, a year from now. In the present, she knew her place, and she loved knowing her place—the way the thrill had gone through her in the room of discipline, when she found the kneeling circle and read the words: ‘The girl kneels here when unattended.’ So simple—you knelt where your masters told you to kneel, and you gave them the pleasure they wanted from you, and they gave you the complicated pleasure of submission that made your body, your heart, and your mind, all sing the same joyful tune for as long as their hands were on you and their cocks were in you.
Why had she ever resisted? Why had she thought she needed to be Leo’s special girl? She already was his special girl, because he had enjoyed her that way, at her house. But to be broken over the ass-bench, by all those enormous cocks… it had been so scary at first. Kristin had wondered whether Leo’s cock would be one of the ones that took her bottom so forcefully. Then she had realized as Master David gripped the handles on either side of her hips and pounded his muscular loins into her tender bottom-cheeks that it didn’t matter at all. Kristin’s bottom was for her masters’ enjoyment. They would decide who took his pleasure there.
“I can see,” said Abigail, with a kind look in her eyes, “that you are coming along very nicely. Really I don’t think we need to take long here, which is rather a wonder given the way you started.”
Kristin gave what she hoped was a shy smile, but remained silent. She didn’t think she’d ever realized how great a gift silence could be. Knowing where to kneel, knowing when to speak—these were two of the Institute’s most marvelous benefits.
“Many girls who had a much better start than you did, my dear, already need correction by the time of their first conference with me, but though I must confess that spanking that lovely bottom of yours would be very pleasant, I would rather let you feel a sense of accomplishment for your rapid progress.”
“Thank you, miss.” Expressions of gratitude, and of assent, might be uttered at any time.
“I don’t see any reason why we can’t schedule your owner’s visit for the standard point in your training, two weeks from now.”
Kristin felt her smile become a pensive look. She swallowed, but looked back steadily. Hearing the other girls talk about owners’ visits made her tummy do backflips, but that was to be expected, wasn’t it? To serve a man you had never met, who had bought you?
But… now, since the breaking… she realized it also made her warm and wet, down below her tummy.
“That’s scary, I know,” Miss Abigail said sympathetically, “but I promise we’re very careful. You will get great pleasure from serving him, because he will get great pleasure from his ownership of you.”
“Yes, miss.”
“In the meanwhile, be a good girl for Master D, and do as you’re told. Work hard in your classes, and have fun with the other girls. I have a feeling you’ll look back on your training here as fondly as I do.”
“Yes, miss. Thank you, miss.”
“One final little test, I think, for both our benefits. Please stand, raise your nightgown, and pleasure yourself.”
Kristin gave a little gasp, and her brain whirled as she tried to muster her new obedience.
“Y-yes, miss,” she said slowly, trying to gain a little time, so that her knees would support her. Miss Abigail looked at her with a patient expression and gave a little nod, as if to tell her to begin anytime.
Shaking, Kristin stood. She knew if she wanted to stay on the path of obedience she needed to act without hesitation. She watched her left hand move toward the hem of the little blue nightgown. Her body, it seemed, could obey even when her mind kept trying to find traction over the idea of the shameful act, and what that act demanded of her. Kristin took some comfort in that.
She watched herself raise the blue cotton, as Miss Abigail had told her to do. She watched her bare little pussy come into view, and her breath caught at the sight, as familiar as it was, because Miss Abigail’s face, on a level with it, was only three feet away, and Miss Abigail’s eyes fixed themselves upon Kristin’s smooth pudenda.
“Lovely,” Miss Abigail murmured.
Kristin watched her right hand now. That wanton hand moved, too, and brought its fingertips closer and closer to the naughty place. The very thought of doing this wicked thing in the dean’s office made her pussy clench then, and she felt unsteady on her feet for a moment.
Then the fingertips, the two fingertips of her index and middle fingers, touched right at the place where Kristin had always started, back in the days when she didn’t have masters to tell her that she might not play with herself whenever she wanted. Kristin always started with a little light rub just where her clit lay hidden, and so she showed Miss Abigail how she used to do it: she rubbed there, and rubbed harder, and then she whimpered.
She pulled the nightgown higher with her left hand, suddenly no longer shy but terribly lewd. She raised the nightgown all the way to her breasts so that she could play with her right nipple. Of their own accord, it seemed, her feet spread themselves and turned outward, so that she could display her whole pussy—her whole cunt—to the mistress who had demanded this terrible sight.
Kristin thrust her hips forward toward Miss Abigail, so that she could rub her warm, aching pussy against her own wicked hand. Faster and faster she rubbed with the fingers, all the way down and back, to the little anus the masters had pounded so sternly the day before.
Oh, God, she was close. She hadn’t even considered that she might be able to make herself come in front of Miss Abigail, but now she wondered if she could stop. She already knew that if one of Master D’s girls had an orgasm without permission the penalty was terrible. Poor Georgia had gone over the edge during group session just an hour before Kristin’s conference with Miss Abigail, and got thirty-six with the cane while the rest of the girls had to watch the awful punishment.
Kristin looked at Miss Abigail, begging her with her eyes to tell Kristin she was allowed to come.
“You may get your mat and go,” said Miss Abigail. “Thank you for that lovely demonstration.”
“You’re welcome, miss,” Kristin sobbed, dropping her hands from her body as if they had received an electric shock. Her whole body shook with denied pleasure as she fell to her knees, grateful for the support of the floor beneath them.
“Goodbye, Kristin.”
“Goodbye, miss,” she said, and turned to crawl back toward the mat, trying to take refuge in the memories of orgasms past—orgasms to which Leo had forced her.
Mary was waiting for her in the corridor. “Everything go okay?” she asked with a smile.
“Mm-hmm,” said Kristin, still shaking a little bit and feeling lightheaded.
Mary seemed to notice, for her face took on a sympathetic look. “Did she make you play with yourself?”
“Mm-hmm.”
“She does that with most of Master D’s girls—and Master P’s, I think.”
“Why?” Talking to Mary always seemed to make things feel more normal, and now the reassuring sound of the black-haired girl’s lovely voice brought her back to reality—or as much reality as ever exists at the Institute, Kristin thought with an inward smile.
They began to walk toward the common area at the back of the manor house. “Swim?” asked Mary.
Kristin nodded happily.
“I think it’s because angels like us have to get used to it,” Mary speculated. “It’s definitely the thing that’s hardest for me. I’m always so worried that I’m going to come.”
“Oh, God, yes,” Kristin said. They were stripping off their nightgowns now, to get into the pool.
“Kristin!” Yolanda yelled from where she was splashing another girl. “How are you doing?”
“Great!” Kristin shouted back. She turned to Mary and kissed her impulsively on the cheek.
Mary giggled and tilted her head. Then Kristin found that they were kissing deeply, the way Master D had taught Kristin to kiss her fellow protocol concubines when commanded by a master. The kiss went on a long time, and the fire in Kristin’s loins began to rise again until she finally had to break their lips’ contact so that she wouldn’t forget herself and do something that might get her punished. The girls were allowed to kiss anytime, but other kinds of caress were forbidden unless a trainer commanded them.
“Oh, God,” she said. “When do you think the next time master will let me come is going to be?”
“He’s a fair master,” Mary replied. “If we’re good we usually get to come once a week.” She laughed.
“Seriously?”
Mary nodded. “Just wait until your owner’s visit. No owner is as strict as Master D, and they all like to watch us come—or at least mine does, thank God. I don’t think I’ve ever been as happy as when my owner bent me over the bed for the first time and told me he wanted me to come five times before he pulled out and finished in my mouth.”
“What did you say?” Kristin asked, a little shocked.
“I think I said, ‘Okay, master,’” Mary giggled.
Suddenly the prospect of her owner’s visit didn’t make Kristin quite as scared as it had before. She took Mary’s hand, and they jumped into the water.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
“Your owner’s visit begins tomorrow afternoon, Kristin,” Master D said. “Because of the importance of your owner’s business to the Institute, you’re going to have a special preparation session today. Georgia and Heather, please lay out the protocol mats.”
David watched with approval as Georgia, his hall girl since Mary had gone into service last week, and Heather, the girl next behind Georgia in seniority, went to the closet of his training room and got the special mats David used for advanced protocol training. There were three mats, each a different shape: circle, square, and triangle. All the mats were the same size, though—about two feet in every direction: big enough for a girl’s feet, her knees, or her bottom.
The other two girls currently in David’s training group, Carly and Maia, knelt respectfully alongside Kristin, with their backs to the long bench along the wall.
The protocol mats, made of thick foam rubber, always began in the same places, an evenly spaced triangle ten feet on a side in the center of the big training room.
“Georgia, Open on circle,” David said. “Heather, Position One on square. Carly, Position Two on triangle.”
“Yes, master,” the three girls who had received instructions chorused back.
“Go, girls,” David said. He looked at Kristin, whose eyes remained steadily fixed upon the floor.
Georgia went to the circle mat and knelt before it. With incredible grace, she arranged herself with her lovely bottom, bare—for Georgia lifted the nightgown elegantly as she moved—on the mat. Then, moving like a dancer, she slowly reclined, bringing her knees to her chest, as she did so. She put her little hands on the backs of her thighs and spread them wide into the Open position, with her pretty little pussy facing the center of the triangle formed by the three mats.
Only then did Heather, who had been kneeling in front of the square mat, gracefully move her knees onto the edge of the mat. She spread those knees until they were about a foot apart. Then, slowly and elegantly, she prostrated herself away from the center of the triangle, arching her back as she did so, in order to lift her backside and turn it upwards, though her white nightgown still covered it and hid the lovely secrets of the girl’s loins. Her arms stretched out in front of her and her right cheek lay against the padded rubber flooring of the training room, just off the mat.
Finally, Carly, with a very similar motion, placed herself on her hands and knees on the triangular mat. Position Two was the easiest of the positions, but Carly, who had been at the Institute three weeks, could do it with an elegance that took a man’s breath away. Something in the way she hangs her head, David thought.
“Kristin,” he said.
“Yes, master,” Kristin said.
“What is the purpose of protocol training?”
“Protocol training teaches us not postures and methods but attitudes, master.” The girl really was marvelous. Maldini was a lucky man. Kristin’s musical voice now seemed to carry submissiveness in its every tone.
“What is the difference between postures and methods, and attitudes, girl?”
“Postures and methods give my master pleasure with my body, but attitudes give my master pleasure with my heart, master.”
“Why do you learn postures and methods then, Kristin?”
“I learn postures and methods because the way I serve, with my posture and my method, tells both my master and me of my attitude.”
“Well done, Kristin.”
Maia, the only girl whose hands were free, clapped just as the girls always must when David said, “Well done.” Kristin smiled.
“Paddle Heather, please. The heavy maple paddle.”
“Yes, master.” Kristin rose to her feet and went to the rack of discipline implements in the corner by David’s spanking chair. She walked in the measured pace he taught his girls, and he could tell that she used that deliberateness of movement to run through in her mind, as David told his girls always to do, the protocol she would now enact. She reached the rack and knelt in front of it. With her left hand, she took the handle of the foot-long paddle, while with her right she took the face of it. She pulled it toward her, off the rack, and held it up in front of herself across both palms. She bent her head to kiss it.
No dominant David knew of in the real world—whether Alex Maldini or anyone else—really paid any attention to protocol at this level. People like Maldini concerned themselves much more with whether their girls were on the floor when the rich guests came over, and whether their girls, when told to take off the belt of one of their owner’s friends so that he could whip her with it, did so without hesitation.
The purpose of the level of protocol, in posture and method, that David taught, was to ensure that those small things, and the infinite number of other such things that a girl in service encountered every day, were done in such a way that an attitude of angelic submission came through. Maldini would most certainly notice that Kristin carried herself in a certain way, that her eyes were always downcast, that if he asked her to get a beer from the refrigerator in the suite, she would kiss it before she gave it to him, to show that anything that belonged to her master was precious to her.
Kristin rose and carried the paddle in the same position to David where he stood across the room from the wall with the long bench. She knelt in front of him and held the paddle up for inspection. David glanced down at it, then said, “You may proceed. Twelve strokes on her bare bottom, if you please.”
“Yes, master,” Kristin said. Again she rose, carrying the paddle now by the handle in her right hand, and walked into the center of the triangle formed by the mats. She turned around to face David and made an old-fashioned reverence, very prettily, a combined bow and curtsy that some dominants found precious, but David thought extraordinarily becoming in a protocol concubine. Then Kristin turned toward Heather’s waiting bottom.
“Maia,” David said.
“Yes, master,” came the voice of his newest girl, slightly hesitant.
As soon as David had spoken, Kristin had frozen, waiting.
“Rouse Georgia. Fingers and light kisses. Do you understand?”
“Yes, master.”
“Good. Carly.”
“Yes, master.”
“Reverse your position, please. Bottom out.”
“Yes, master.”
“Go, girls.” David watched Kristin step forward to Heather’s bottom. Any interrupted action came first.
Maia got up.
“Maia?”
“Yes, master.”
“Six for moving too soon. Get the cane.”
“Yes, master. I’m sorry, master.” Maia walked straight to the rack and knelt. She took the cane, kissed it, brought it to David, and knelt in front of him. Punishments took precedence over everything else, and happened immediately.
As he took the cane from Maia’s hands and watched her, in a slightly ungainly fashion, rise again and move toward the caning trestle that stood next to his master’s chair, David marveled—as he often did—at how lovely a game protocol dominance-and-submission was. Dance, theatre, and the only kind of eroticism David thought worth the name, all rolled into one cooperative structure. At moments like this, David sometimes wished that the Institute could develop an international competition for concubine teams. His girls would win dressage year after year.
Maia laid herself over the trestle. David said, “When another girl is executing an instruction that involves disciplining a second concubine, all action is suspended until the first blow of that punishment. Do you understand, Maia?”
“Yes, master,” the upended girl replied, a bit of fear in her voice. When David corrected a fault, he caned hard.
The cane flashed down six times in quick succession. By the sixth, Maia was in a full-throated scream.
“Will you move too soon again, Maia?”
“No, master!”
“Very good. Alright, girls, I hope you all remember your instructions and their order. Do you think you do?”
“Yes, master,” came from Kristin, then from Maia, then, after a slight hesitation, from Carly. People generally underestimated how much mental acuity protocol required. These girls were sharp—most of them were hyper-intelligent, in fact, though Kristin might well have been the smartest girl David had ever trained.
“Go, girls,” David said.
Kristin reached down, took the hem of Heather’s nightgown in her left hand, and lifted it above her waist. Then she put that hand exactly where it belonged, on the small of Heather’s back, and touched the paddle to her friend’s bottom. Then, with precision, she gave Heather a sharp blow with the heavy maple paddle. Heather gave a perfect little yelp. “Always cry out, girls,” David would say. “Not only does it gratify your master, which makes it good in and of itself, but it will help you bear the pain.”
As soon as the spank of the paddle had landed, Maia began to get off the caning trestle, the six welts on her fair skin looking very lovely. She walked to where Georgia still lay obediently open and knelt there, to Georgia’s right side, as she should, because a concubine pleasuring another concubine must arrange herself so as to display the pleasuring for the visual gratification of her master. Maia wet the fingers of her right hand in her mouth, and started to rub Georgia’s beautiful pink pussy.
Georgia moaned, so that Carly heard it. Carly gracefully turned around on the triangle mat, so that she was now facing the twin spectacles of Kristin slowly paddling Heather and Maia pleasuring Georgia.
David walked over at a leisurely pace to Carly’s backside. He pulled her nightgown up to the middle of her back. He took hold of her hips and pulled them upwards until the girl was on all fours, bent at the waist, and plunged his cock into her tight pussy.
For a while there was silence except for Georgia’s and Carly’s moans, Heather’s yelps, and the slap of the paddle. David fucked in long, easy strokes, making Carly gasp each time he stretched her little cunt to the utmost, and held her bottom against his own loins for a long moment.
On one of those in-thrusts, he said, “Kristin.”
“Yes, master,” she replied, stopping the paddling of Heather, whose lovely bottom was now bright red, and kneeling to face him as he held himself into Carly’s cunt.
“Put on a strap-on harness, and fit a nine-inch dildo.”
“Yes, master.”
“Georgia and Maia.”
“Yes, master,” both said at once.
“Reverse Georgia’s position.”
“Yes, master.”
“Go, girls.”
Georgia and Maia continued, or rather Maia continued with Georgia, until Kristin had put the paddle back on the rack and proceeded to the cabinet. He fucked Carly again, now at a slightly more urgent pace. He let the physical pleasure of her velvet cunt, and the mental pleasure of having her this way in utter dominance, wash through his cock and soak deep into the strong muscles of his back and legs. In the corner, Kristin knelt in front of the cabinet and opened it. She took out a harness and a dildo, and kissed each one. She fitted the dildo into the harness, stood up, and put it on. Then she walked back to the middle of the room and turned to David.
She looked magnificent, with downcast eyes and the enormous blue phallus sticking out from the harness and holding up her nightgown. When she had reached the middle of the room, Georgia and Maia began to turn themselves about, so that Georgia lay on the circle mat with her head towards Kristin and her bottom still held open by her own hands for Maia to torment with pleasure.
“Kristin.”
“Yes, master.”
“Fuck Georgia.”
“Yes, master.”
“Go, girl.”
Kristin made her little reverence, and David felt a shudder of pleasure go through him at the lovely combination of the sight of the girl with the strap-on reverencing him and the feeling of his cock pounding Carly’s cunt harder and harder, while she cried out with abandon under him.
Kristin made her way around to the other side of the circle mat where Maia kept rousing Georgia. The role of a girl in Maia’s position was automatic, and though David had only been over that protocol once, the new girl remembered; she put her right hand on Georgia’s cunt, opening her and guiding the huge dildo in.
David watched Kristin, who had never done this particular act before as far as David knew, using everything he had taught her in other circumstances to make fucking her friend as graceful and ritualistic as possible. On her knees between Georgia’s feet, which fluttered in the air, twisting with the shameful forced pleasure of being fucked by another girl, Kristin moved her hips in imitation of a man, taking Georgia around the waist to provide leverage.
Georgia moaned as the dildo stretched her. Maia put her arm around Kristin’s waist—the standard protocol again, and played with her nipples. The look on Kristin’s face was full of naughtiness.
“Kristin.”
“Yes, master.” She had frozen with the dildo fully engulfed in Georgia’s pussy, and Georgia whimpered at the feeling.
“Who is fucking Georgia?”
“You and her owner are fucking Georgia, master.”
“Why not you?”
“Concubines don’t fuck, master. Masters fuck concubines. The dildo belongs to you, and to Georgia’s owner.”
“Very nice,” David said, pulling out of Carly and letting her hips down gently to the triangle mat until she rested on hands and knees again. He stepped around her and came toward Kristin.
“Mouth,” he said.
Kristin opened her mouth and lay her tongue over her lower lip.
“Good girl,” David said with a little groan, as he sheathed himself inside, and began to enjoy her. Yes, Maldini was a lucky man.



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Kristin awoke thinking about what the whiteboard on her door said, in Miss Abigail’s beautiful handwriting:
 
Owner’s visit 3/24. My office at 1 p.m.
 
The long group session with Master D the previous afternoon had done wonders for Kristin’s confidence. She didn’t know whether he had set it up as he had for just that reason—to make her feel she could do it—but it had been very different from the previous days of having to learn new postures and methods by the dozen, every day.
Up until that lovely group session, Kristin’s strongest association with Master D’s training room had been confusion and fear. Fear of the crop he usually carried and with which he would land stinging blows on her rear end when she hesitated for an instant, or made a move that wasn’t quite graceful enough. Fear of the cane, which she had taken as Maia had taken it the day before, over and over for standing up too soon, or kneeling too late.
But suddenly, miraculously, Master D had transformed all that into supreme confidence that she knew exactly what she needed to know, and could do exactly what she needed to do to please even the most exacting owner—who, as Master D never ceased to remind his girls, would not be as exacting as he was, but who must always be treated as if he were. Then he would assure them that reports on his girls were given to him every week, and that he wouldn’t hesitate to fly halfway around the world to cane them as only he knew how, if he thought it necessary to curb some laxity.
Kristin remembered Mary’s special demonstration before her owner’s visit, and she understood, looking back, why Mary had seemed so perfect: the essence of Master D’s pedagogy was to challenge his girls ceaselessly to improve. Only by challenging them every day, relentlessly, pitilessly, could he get them to the point where, faced with that kind of special demonstration, everything simply flowed naturally, the way a black belt in some Eastern martial art defends herself without even thinking about what her hands and feet are doing.
Kristin rose with a smile on her face, put on her white nightgown, and went to breakfast. Breakfast always made her think of Master Leo now, of course. The first few days after the breaking, that had hurt just a tiny bit, but now it always gave her a little blush of pleasure as she remembered his hands on her, pushing her down and raising her backside, and then clipping the leash to her collar.
Kristin missed that collar, a little bit. Maybe her owner would give her one?
As she walked into the refectory, she looked at the mats hanging on the walls, imagining her own there. There were hundreds of them, with new mats added every week as girls had their ass-nights and departed for service. The ass-nights had taken a little getting used to, even after Kristin herself had been broken over the ass-bench; the thought of being taken that way in front of all the girls of the Institute gave her a fluttery feeling in her belly, but Kristin had begun to learn to enjoy that feeling a little bit.
“Are you ready?” asked Georgia, as Kristin sat down next to her with her yogurt parfait and her coffee. Georgia giggled—she must be thinking about the afternoon of the day before just as Kristin was.
Kristin laughed. “I am if my owner wants me to fuck him, I guess.”
All Master D’s girls, sitting together, giggled at that, except for Maia. “Kristin!” she said.
“You certainly fucked Georgia well enough,” Carly said.
“Carly!” said Maia.
“Oh, Maia,” Heather said. “You have a lot to learn.”
“But…” Maia said. “They’re watching and listening to everything, right?”
“Yes,” replied Heather, “but they like to hear us be naughty.”
“Except when they want to spank us,” Georgia added, rather unhelpfully.
Maia wasn’t a pick-up, but she acted like one sometimes. There were only three pick-ups currently at the Institute, and they were in Master N’s and Master P’s groups, as the vast majority of pick-ups were, Kristin had learned: Master N for the angels and Master P for the brats. As Kristin sipped her coffee, it occurred to her that in only two weeks she had already absorbed a tremendous amount about what could really only be called the culture of the Institute.
A silence had fallen over Master D’s group, which tended to keep to itself not because they really were as stuck-up as the other groups thought they were, but because none of the other girls seemed to understand what it meant to be a protocol concubine. The other groups seemed to fraternize—well, sororize, Kristin thought—much more freely with each other. “You know,” Kristin said to her four hall-mates. “I don’t think I ever felt like I belonged to anything bigger than, I don’t know, a Brownie troop, before. It’s kind of weird to think that now I belong to… um… the kinky Brownies.”
Heather and Carly collapsed in giggles. Georgia smiled. Maia’s eyes went very wide, and then she began to laugh even harder than Heather and Carly.
“Right?” Kristin said. “I mean… we’re together forever, no matter where our owners take us, right?”
They all nodded solemnly, even Maia.
“And the other halls, even if they don’t, you know… socialize that much with us? They have our backs and we have theirs, right?”
“Right,” Georgia said. The others nodded.
Kristin tried to think of something dramatic with which to finish, but she finally just twisted her mouth, shook her head, and said, “This place is pretty amazing. Did I ever tell you girls about how I got here?”
Georgia, Heather, and Carly groaned. Maia said, “No!”
“She saw a huge cock through a window,” Heather said. “That’s it.”
Now Kristin was the one helpless with laughter. “Maia,” she managed, “I’ll tell you some time. I promise.”
After breakfast they all had aerobics. More than on most days, Kristin found she couldn’t stop thinking about Master Leo, even as she threw squat-punch after squat-punch. What was he doing? Where was he? What did it mean, exactly, that he would be waiting for her in a year?
Master G told them to get their dildos, and Kristin walked over to her cubby in the sort of reverie that sometimes happened to her in the midst of exercise. She tried for the millionth time to imagine her owner, and failed as always. Rich—that was all any of the girls knew about their owners before the visit. Not handsome, necessarily, though… but responsible. Master J, who taught Male Pleasure, said during every class, in one way or another, that the men who were allowed to purchase girls from the Institute knew themselves well enough to know what they wanted from their concubines.
“Our clients, girls, aren’t uneducated medieval lords with torture chambers they need to fill—or their modern equivalents,” he had said once. “Men like that are impossible to please, really, because they can’t even please themselves. Don’t ever worry that there’s nothing you’ll be able to do to please your owner. These are intelligent men who want to be pleased as much as you want to please them.”
And rich. Kristin still hadn’t really come to terms with that part, and it seemed like her friends (when Mary left, Kristin had become closest to Georgia, though she also considered Heather and Carly and even Maia better friends than any she had outside the walls of the Institute) were the same: for a volunteer, being a submissive concubine lay so deep in the psyche that Kristin thought she would have served a man worth serving even if they lived in abject poverty, or on a desert island with nothing to eat but coconuts. Especially on a desert island. Especially if he were Master Leo.
She concentrated on the humiliating Kegel exercises with the fixed dildos for a while, but the insistent rhythm of the dildo in her pussy, as she crouched over the step and lowered herself onto it, did a Kegel for a two-count, then raised herself, as a slow movement from a Mozart piano concerto played, began to make her think about the breaking in the room of discipline.
There was still, somewhere in her mind, a conventional, vanilla part of her that kept saying, “How could you ever forgive him?”
Kristin found it hard to get rid of that part, she supposed, because the question made so little sense that she couldn’t seem to get mental traction over it. What was there to forgive? To be broken that way represented everything she had wanted since even before she had seen Master Leo through the window. And he had done it, and he had cured her of the mistaken impression that she could be his special girl.
What was it Master D had said, in Deportment class, a few days before? “Kristin, if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were a virgin. Well done.” And the whole class had clapped.
Kristin knew what he meant: every protocol concubine—and many of the other kinds of concubine, too—should strive to make her master think that he had in her sexuality a walled garden in which a single rose bloomed, always waiting to be plucked by the man who had the key. With her downcast eyes, with her slow, respectful movements, with the way she treated his possessions, his body, and above all his cock, she must show him how thoroughly she belongs to him.
Before the breaking, she hadn’t been able to do that. More, she hadn’t even been able to do it for Master Leo himself, she suddenly realized, as the Kegels finished and she went with the other girls to shower.
That was the point, she realized in the shower, as she stood facing the tiled wall, letting the warm water just flow over her while her hall-mates chattered behind her in the big communal shower. To think of herself as Master Leo’s special girl had meant that she hadn’t really been his girl at all; such a strange, Story of O kind of thought, which never would have made sense before but here on the morning of her owner’s visit became terribly clear. Imagining that she was special had prevented her from giving herself to him, or to any master, entirely; she had been holding back the part of her that said “I am special.”
After lunch, Kristin hugged Georgia and went to the bathroom (girls were instructed to drink as much water as they possibly could before they went to the guesthouse), and went and sat on the bench outside Miss Abigail’s office for the five minutes between 12:55 and 1:00.
Her heart beat fast, and she used a breathing technique she had learned in Miss Abigail’s Feminine Pleasure course to calm it down. The big clock in the great hall struck. Kristin stood up and knocked.
“Come in,” called Miss Abigail.
Kristin entered, rolled out her mat, and knelt. The action had assumed such a ritual, automatic quality that she didn’t know whether she could ever enter a room in a vanilla fashion again.
“Good afternoon, Kristin.”
“Good afternoon, miss.”
“Are you as ready as you’ll ever be?”
Kristin felt herself smile. “Yes, miss.”
“Alright, then. We’re going to go to the guesthouse elevator and ride up to the suites. I will knock on the door, and your owner will open it. I will enter and say, ‘Come in, Kristin.’ You will enter, unroll, and kneel. Then I’ll run over the procedures with your owner. The usual cushions for positioning are in the closets of the living room and the master bedroom. The toys and the lube are in the chest of drawers in the living room. Do you understand?”
“Yes, miss.”
“Any questions?
“Miss?”
“Yes, Kristin?”
“May I ask something philosophical?”
“Of course. Look at me, if it will help.”
Kristin looked up and met Miss Abigail’s wise, dark eyes.
“Am I right in thinking that I can only belong to one man if I truly belong to all men?” To put it that way felt troubling, but Kristin couldn’t think of another way. She felt her brow crease—it had seemed a happier sort of though in the shower; some extension of it lurked beyond her consciousness.
Miss Abigail smiled. “All men who know how to use you. Yes. But.”
Kristin smiled, too. Miss Abigail must know—Miss Abigail always knew. “But what, miss?”
“But when you know that you belong to all men and”—she lowered her voice to a whisper—“they all belong to you”—she put her finger to her lips theatrically, then lowered it and continued in her normal voice—“you can give your service to that one man freely and as a much greater gift.”
Kristin smiled, but then another thought followed, and she felt her brow go clouded. She chewed on her upper lip for a moment as Miss Abigail watched her patiently. Finally Kristin found the courage to ask, “And if he gives me away?” That was the problem—the real problem. That was what Leo had done, hadn’t he?
“Once you truly belong to him, he can’t give you away, my dear.”
It hit her like a bolt of lightning, and she felt joy break into her heart. So simple: to belong to a man didn’t mean him taking possession of you—so that he could give you away again. It meant you giving yourself to him, to treat you as a possession if he chose—even to play at giving you away by, say, putting you over an ass-bench and letting his colleagues enjoy your bottom. But really being a dominant man’s special girl—really belonging to him—required Kristin to acknowledge that her submissive nature could only be fulfilled by knowing that she had to make herself special—not by saying “I am special because I belong to this man,” but by saying “I become special by giving myself to every man who knows how to enjoy me.”
She wanted to tell Leo again that she understood, but she smiled when she realized that she already had—she just hadn’t understood exactly what she understood. That thought made her laugh. The fuller explanation could wait a year, Kristin guessed, if it had to.
“Ready?” Miss Abigail asked.
 
* * *
 
Miss Abigail said, “Come in, Kristin.”
Kristin swallowed hard and walked through the doorway into the suite, her eyes downcast. Miss Abigail pointed to a spot in the center of the living room, and Kristin unrolled her mat and knelt on it. Her owner’s shoes were in her field of vision, five feet in front of her: shiny black leather below pressed slacks of black wool. An elegant man, Kristin thought.
“I know you’re very eager to get started,” Miss Abigail said. There seemed to be a strange note in her voice—less formal than usual, almost as if she were trying to hide a smile. “Would you like me to run over the formalities about the concierge?”
What was going on?
“No, I think that’s alright,” said her owner.
But Kristin knew that voice. Oh, God. Oh, God. If only she could look up.
“You may look up, Kristin,” said Master Leo. Kristin looked up and saw him standing there, smiling down at her. She started to cry.
“We’ll discount her 20%,” Miss Abigail was saying. Now that Kristin could inspect him more closely, Master Leo looked almost as stunned as Kristin felt. Had he not known, either? At least he’d had the few seconds while Kristin was looking at the floor. Suddenly she desperately wanted to see what his face had looked like when she had followed Miss Abigail through the door; she wanted to see whether he loved her. But it didn’t matter. She knew.
“You’re going to have to pay back the whole first-look premium we lost, though.”
Kristin looked at Master Leo, as he looked at Abigail. She was suddenly, irrationally worried that he would say No, and send her away. But Master Leo—her master—was laughing. “Dock my pay,” he said. “What about Maldini? Aren’t you worried he’ll paste you?”
“Not really,” Miss Abigail said. Who was Maldini? He must be the man who had actually bought her! And Miss Abigail had taken Kristin away from him and given her to Leo? Her tears flowed silently. How could it be real? “A free trip to the Institute, a visit from Neil’s girls, and he won’t be able to contain his enthusiasm. And we’ll find him an angel. A month, tops.”
“Glad to hear it,” Leo said. “And, with all due respect, Abigail, get out of here, please.”



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
The door closed behind Abigail. Leo tried to marshal his thoughts. The 30,000-foot voice was saying, Well, it’s not like you can’t afford it—the girl, a year or even two off the job. And Abigail was probably joking about the $500,000 premium.
Leo’s heart was saying, Ask her about The Faerie Queene.
Leo’s cock was saying, She’s yours. You’re her owner—sample her charms, hard and long.
Leo said, “Look up, sweetheart, please.”
The beautiful brown eyes met his as she turned her lovely face to him. She had started to cry. Well, something had to be done about that, at any rate. He crossed the distance between them, took her up into his arms like a feather, and carried her to the couch. He sat down, still holding her tightly. She began to sob, her face turned into his chest, covered in a blue Oxford-cloth shirt.
Leo stroked her hair. “Shh,” he said. “Shh. I guess Abigail isn’t made of numbers, the way we all thought.”
Kristin giggled through her tears. “Do you seriously say that about Miss Abigail?”
“Mm-hmm. Even her master says that.”
“Miss Abigail has a master?”
Leo chuckled. “Very long story—but I think it probably has something to do with our own little story.”
“Will you tell me the story?” Kristin asked hopefully. “I mean, you know, after you, um, sample me?” She giggled again. The tears were almost gone.
Leo bent down and kissed her. Then he couldn’t stop kissing her, for a while. It was very strange: he had kissed hundreds and hundreds of women, dominantly and forcefully. Mostly he had kissed them against their will, and commanding their lips with his own, penetrating their mouths with his tongue just as he did with his cock, had always aroused him. Now, though, knowing that Kristin wanted to be kissed, feeling the way her body seemed to melt in his arms as he moved his lips against hers just as commandingly as ever, gave her as thorough a preview of his cock as ever—kissing had never got him as hard as it did now.
“Oh, God,” she groaned when he broke the kiss at last. “Oh, God… I… I love you, master.”
“I love you too, sweetheart.”
“You’ll tell me the story, though?” She had a mischievous grin on her face.
“Did you fool us all?” Leo asked, laughing. “Are you really a brat?”
“No!” she exclaimed. “I mean, No, master. I’m an angel. A highly trained protocol concubine, for your pleasure. It’s just that I like stories, master.”
“Well, I’ll tell you the story after I sample you, yes. But only if you tell me why you were so excited when you saw that Gladys was reading The Faerie Queene. And you’re going to do that right now, young lady.”
“Oh, God,” Kristin said again, a look of arousal crossing her face beautifully and unmistakably. Leo smiled, knowing that he could call her his young lady whenever he wanted, now.
Then he couldn’t stop himself, but worked his hand gently under her nightgown and between her creamy, tender thighs. Kristin emitted a little cooing sound, and parted them for him, like a good girl. Leo kissed her again, and at the same moment ran two fingers along her soft cunt-lips.
Kristin gave a wild moan into his mouth, as he pressed with those fingers, rubbed, and felt her wetness flow into his hand so much that it startled him.
“You’re very wet, young lady,” he said softly, breaking the kiss again.
“Yes, master,” Kristin replied, blushing.
“You’d better start telling me about The Faerie Queene, then, so that you can get yourself sampled before you spontaneously combust.”
Kristin giggled. “I didn’t think you even remembered that,” she said. “I mean, it’s really just that I love old poetry, but I guess there’s something special about Spenser for me—the whole Queen Elizabeth the virgin ruler…”
“What about it?” Leo asked.
“Well, it’s just kind of hot, right, master?”
“Wicked girl,” Leo said, smiling. “Such lewd thoughts. I think you may need a spanking.”
“Master!”
“Are you disagreeing? I don’t think that would be a good idea.”
“No, master.”
“Then get over my lap and tell me more about why The Faerie Queene is actually pornographic.”
She giggled, and the sound seemed to make Leo’s heart soar, because now he knew that the thing with The Faerie Queene was real.
Kristin scrambled to obey him, her elbows on the couch cushion and her pretty legs hanging down over his right thigh. The nightgown had slipped down to cover her bottom. He rubbed her there, through the fabric for a moment, just to have the delicious feeling of those pert cheeks under his hand, and to increase his pleasure with anticipation. His cock strained against his pants at the feeling, and then at the sight of the shapely bottom he finally uncovered.
He gave her a sharp spank, right across the middle. Kristin yelped bewitchingly. Intoxicated, he spanked her again in the same place, and she said, “Ow!”
“Go on,” Leo said, spanking her again, on the right cheek this time.
“Ow! Master! I guess… ow! … you know, Red-Crosse Knight, he’s got a big sword… ow!”
“Naughty!” Leo said, laughing. “And what about Queen Gloriana the virgin?”
“Well… ow! Please, master! I can’t think… ow! … I guess I always picture her there waiting for Red-Crosse to get back… ow!”
Now Leo rubbed the glowing bottom, and rubbed in between the firm thighs, letting his fingers whisper over the tender skin there.
“Would he do this?”
“Oh, God… yes, y-yes… he would, master.”
“Would he tell her to suck his cock?”
“Yes…”
“Suck my cock, Kristin,” Leo said. “Show me what you’ve learned.”
She slid to her knees between his thighs. Suddenly he wanted to see all of her, uncovered: the girl he owned. He bent and took the hem of the nightgown in his hands and ripped it off her in a single gesture, making her raise her arms with his strong hands so that he could get it over her head. Kristin gasped, and then panted with arousal. Leo put his hands out, took her perfect little breasts on his fingertips, and toyed with her nipples, watching her face, she had closed her eyes and caught her lower lip in her teeth, and her brow was furrowed with erotic abandon. She moaned.
He let go and sat back. Kristin opened her eyes and then cast them down, immediately.
Protocol, Leo realized. When a girl was interrupted in performing a command, she had to wait until instructed to continue. Leo had to admit that he had never really seen the point of protocol, but the sight of Kristin waiting upon his pleasure changed his mind in an instant. Kristin would spend a lot of time on her knees, with eyes downcast—and that was good, because after the breaking she had taken to Master D’s training like a fish to water, and it was clear to Leo that she loved it. Even now, waiting to be told to continue the prelude to sucking Leo’s cock, he could sense a quiet joy radiating from her, as if she were grateful to know exactly what she had to do, according to the protocol at which she had become so adept.
“Continue, Kristin,” Leo said quietly.
“Master, may I unbuckle your belt and remove your pants?”
“Yes, sweetheart.”
She reached out and skillfully unbuckled the belt. That was a skill practiced in Male Pleasure class. She stripped the pants down and waited respectfully while he shifted his feet so that she could take them. She folded them neatly—Leo had never thought that the sight of a girl folding a pair of pants could arouse him so much—and put them on the coffee table.
“Master, may I remove your underwear?”
“Yes, sweetheart.” Leo was wearing blue briefs, and he watched a flush creep across Kristin’s face as she put her fingers in their waistband and began to tug them down his hips, which he raised slightly to help. He hoped that little blush never went away.
She removed the briefs and folded them. Then she kissed them. Leo’s cock gave a leap. Yes, protocol could be very effective.
She put the briefs on top of the pants and turned back, her eyes now fixed on his hard cock. Her breathing sounded harsh and quick.
“Master, may I kiss your beautiful cock?”
“Yes, sweetheart, you may.” Leo watched her put her hands behind her back, so very gracefully. He watched her purse her lips and bring them slowly closer to his cock, which seemed to rise to meet her as Leo felt the blood sing in his veins. Softly, and with the utmost respect, she kissed the head of her master’s cock.
Kristin straightened up, her hands still behind her back, her eyes still on the cock. How did the protocol masters give the instructions, again? It didn’t really matter, though.
“Suck it now, girl,” Leo said. “Make master come down that sweet throat. I think that after that I’ll be able to keep my hands off you long enough to talk a little. I might even tell you a story or two.”
Kristin smiled and bent forward again, this time with her mouth open and her tongue curled over her lower lip. Leo watched her take his cock like a concubine—so differently from the way she had taken it when he had played with her for the first time, or when he had broken her in the room of discipline. Deeper and deeper she took him, breathing evenly through her nose.
“Oh, God,” Leo couldn’t help groaning. He’d had wonderful blowjobs, of course, but never from a girl he loved. The feeling, and the sight, of his cock dominating her face, pressing against the back of her throat, seemed like it might make him lose consciousness. He put his hands on either side of her head and began to move her up and down, the way the owner of this sort of girl was entitled to do. The soft, dirty sound of deep-throat oral sex arose from the mouth Leo now used as if it were a pussy, as he reached for his pleasure.
“Good girl,” he murmured. “Oh, wow… good girl…”
And then he came. Never in his career—never in his life—had he ever been suddenly overcome by an orgasm that way. Even when he had been a panting adolescent, circumstances or nerves had got in the way of that kind of path to pure pleasure, down which in an instant a man’s completion of his possession of a girl sends the seed spurting into her. In one respect, it felt like Leo was eighteen, jerking off to a Victorian spanking story, stunned that someone else, some writer more than a hundred years before, had shared that strange desire to punish girls, and overwhelmed by the images in his mind into nearly instant orgasm.
In a much more important respect, though, the way he climaxed in Kristin’s mouth had nothing to do with anything in Leo’s experience. Kristin’s love for him, as the starting point of her journey into submission, and his love for her, as the sub who had seen him through the window and burned with desire, made him come, in back-arching spasms that shot his seed down her throat. He watched her swallow it bravely, and he said, “Good girl,” panting with the surprise and the extreme pleasure she had given him.
Then Leo led Kristin to the big bed and pulled the covers back. He picked her up again, as she giggled, laid her down on her side, and got in facing her. He covered them up with the sheets and the comforter, and there they were, like vanilla lovers, starting a life together.
Leo looked deeply into Kristin’s eyes for a long moment. In them he saw love, submission, and trust. He knew that he must strive above all to deserve that trust. Many things needed a great deal of clarification, but most of them could wait.
One thing, though, couldn’t. “I’m going to retire as a case agent,” he said. “That means that I won’t be breaking pick-ups anymore, or doing what Master Paul did at your interview.”
She said nothing, though he could see a hint of trouble in her eyes. Protocol.
“Speak freely, please,” Leo said.
“You don’t have to do that, master!” Kristin said without hesitation. “As long as you… sometimes, I mean… whenever you want…” Her voice quavered, and trailed off. “Dammit,” she said. “I don’t know how to say what I mean! But don’t quit your job!”
Leo smiled at her earnestness. “I won’t be quitting. I’m only a year away from mandatory retirement as a case agent. It’s a young man’s thing. The Institute will hire me onto the staff here. But that’s not the point. The reason I brought it up is that I need to say that even though I’m going to retire as a case agent, and so I won’t have what you might call a professional responsibility to fuck other girls, our relationship can’t revolve around some vanilla idea of monogamy.”
Leo saw incomprehension in her eyes.
“The foundation of your submission to me, and our love for one another, isn’t going to be the idea that we’re duty bound not to have sex with other people.”
“An open relationship,” Kristin said. “Sure, yes.”
“You can call it that,” Leo said, “but really the idea isn’t that we’re going to let each other have sex with other people, but that our relationship is about something greater than whether we only have sex with one another.”
Leo watched Kristin think this through.
“I get it,” she finally said. “Since I’m allowed to speak freely, can I ask if you’re planning on having sex with me soon, master? Otherwise maybe I should ask if you can get Master D in here.”
Leo laughed uproariously. “So you’ll be a brat when you can speak freely?”
Her face assumed a hurt expression. “No!” she said. “I…”
But Leo had started to kiss her. “I know,” he said between kisses. “I understand.” He pulled back his head and smiled, looking into Kristin’s eyes. “When you said that… in the room of discipline… it tested me. At that moment I didn’t think I could ever be truly happy again, if you weren’t in my present and my future.”
“Really?” she said. “I said it because I thought there was no way to get you to relent, or say anything. I just had to take what my masters gave me.”
“That was the point, of course.” Leo kissed her, and put his hand out to take her bottom on his palm. His cock leapt at the feeling of possessing her, of knowing that the bottom belonged to him, and he knew he had to sample her again, right away.
Kristin sighed. “And… I mean, when I knew I had to let go of the idea that I could be your special girl, it felt awful.”
Her face crumpled for a moment. Leo kissed her, and watched her fine, lovely features brighten again.
“But at the same time, even then, when you were plugging me”—she gave a little shudder—“with that enormous thing… I knew that if I kept thinking of myself as belonging to you I wouldn’t be able to live it fully.”
Now Leo started very gently to press his fingers between her thighs, from the rear, commanding her moisture. Kristin closed her eyes and breathed in deeply through her nose, a beatific, angelic smile on her face.
“What’s ‘it’?” Leo murmured.
“Mmm… it’s what I saw in the window. It’s you with other girls… it’s me over the ass-bench with my bottom full of all the trainers’ cocks.”
“And now you do belong to me. I own you.” Her little cunt was so wet now that he couldn’t resist. He slid down the bed and turned Kristin onto her back, and used the physical approach, opening her up with authority, making her take the ‘Open’ position simply by bending her knees for her and putting her hands on the backs of them to keep herself shamefully spread for him.
He looked down at the pretty pussy, and he gave it a long, long lick, savoring the spicy flavor. Kristin moaned wildly.
“Shh,” Leo said. “Tell me more about ‘it,’ please.” He took her clitoris, just peeping out from its tender hood, gently between his thumb and middle finger, and rubbed it.
“Oh, God… master… oh, please… I can’t even think.”
“Yes, you can,” Leo said, lowering his face to give her a kiss right where he thought he couldn’t bear to wait much longer to put his cock. It was so strange, he thought—unexpectedly strange—to have a girl of his own, a girl he owned, after so many years of breaking girls for other men. It hadn’t even ever occurred to him that he might buy an Institute girl; even as he had become wealthier and wealthier as a case agent, his spending habits had become more and more frugal. The Institute’s clients were, almost to a one, people Leo thought of as ‘real’ billionaires—like Alex Maldini—living the billionaire lifestyle. Leo lived for the Institute.
“I… mmmm… I think I mean that… oh, please, master…”
“You’re going to come with my cock in you, in a minute or two,” Leo said, lifting his head and loving the feeling of her wetness on his clean-shaven cheeks. Then he returned to his task, slipping a finger deep into his girl’s pussy and flicking his tongue against her clitoris.
Trying to obey his commands, Kristin screamed, “I… I… I th-think…”
Leo relented, lifting his head and withdrawing his hand. Feeling like he couldn’t take the smile from his face for the rest of his life, he said, “Alright, give me one good guess about what ‘it’ is, and then I promise to fuck you until you lose count of your orgasms.”
“Oh, master,” Kristin said with such love in her voice that Leo could scarcely believe in the reality of the world around him, “thank you. I, um, think I mean that the kind of special girl I thought at first I wanted to be isn’t the kind of special girl I needed to be. You’re my master now, but if it had been somebody else—whoever it was who bought me at first—I would have served him, and been his special girl, and it would have been right for me—just maybe not quite as right as this is.”
Leo’s smile twisted a bit with mirth as he knelt there between her knees, taking in the sight of her holding herself so beautifully open for him, her pussy aching for his cock. He wanted to look at her laid out one last time before he undertook to fuck her and command all those orgasms, before he at last would come again. That orgasm, he knew would be titanic, as his second climaxes tended to be, and then he would sleep beside her, his arms around her from behind, feeling his contented cock snuggle against her perfect backside.
He put a little of his stern master tone into his voice, as he said, “Is this what you were asking for, young lady, when you played peeping Tom, and looked through a window so very naughtily?”
Kristin giggled. “Yes, master,” she said. “I just didn’t know that the man with the enormous cock would teach me so very much.”
 
 
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?
 
Breaking Abigail
As eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret pleasures herself in her family’s summer-house, she cries out the name of Mark LeMarchand, the man she secretly loves. She has no idea that he stands steps away, ready to do what she most desires: strip her naked, spank her hard, and take her even harder. But as a result of her stern upbringing, Abigail finds herself unable to give herself to Mark no matter how badly she longs for it.
Mark is determined to help Abigail, and with the assistance of wealthy friends he creates the Institute, a place where women agree to have their memory of consent suppressed by hypnosis in order to free them to enjoy their submission fully. When Mark tells Abigail about the Institute, she realizes it may be her only chance at real happiness.
After agreeing to the program, Abigail wakes up at the Institute and meets Master Ian, under whose firm hand she will be taught to please a man in any way he requires. Absolute obedience is expected of her and anything less will result in punishments as shameful as they are effective. But when Abigail inadvertently discovers the truth about The Institute, will she decide to finish her training or will she leave and rush into Mark’s waiting arms?
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