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Chapter One
 
 
“You need to spank that girl of yours, Neil,” Aunt Mary said. “She’s a pretty little thing, and you two make a very cute couple, but if you want to keep her around for a while—let alone build something that might become a solid marriage someday—you’re going to need to keep her in line. She was begging for a good, long trip over your knee last night. You must have noticed how she kept interrupting you during dinner!”
Neil tried to conceal his confusion. For starters, he couldn’t tell for the life of him whether Mary had decided to make fun of him in this strange way, or whether—even stranger, really—she meant what she said. When his dad’s oldest friend, not related to Neil’s family at all, but called ‘Aunt Mary’ for as long as Neil had been alive, had started in about Neil’s nineteen-year-old girlfriend Caitlin, Neil had been sure she must be joking.
Now, though, when Mary brought up the interrupting, Neil didn’t feel so certain. Caitlin did interrupt him a lot. Surely that didn’t mean she wanted to be spanked, though? Neil shifted uncomfortably in his seat in Aunt Mary’s living room. His cock had gotten a little hard at the thought of spanking Caitlin.
“I know you think I’m joking, Neil, but I’m telling you that unless you use a firm hand with her, you’ll lose her—and the time you have with her before she breaks up with you won’t be fun, either. She’s going to keep running over you, keeping you at her beck and call.”
Mary was only thirty-five to his twenty-two, but he had to admit that she seemed as wise as a real, older aunt. Just as with the interrupting, Neil saw the truth in what Mary said. Caitlin expected him to do everything for her—to pick her up at work though she could easily get a ride with a co-worker, to stop at the store for her favorite snacks even when neither he nor she really needed anything. He didn’t really mind, of course, but still…
“I do things for Caitlin because I love her,” Neil said defensively.
“And she takes massive advantage of that feeling, all the while hoping—even though she’ll never admit it—that you’ll put your foot down.”
“And spank her?” Neil laughed uncomfortably.
“She probably doesn’t expect to get spanked,” Mary admitted. “I doubt that’s part of her family background. But I know a girl who needs her butt whipped when I see one. And then…”
Mary had lowered her voice, and Neil felt his brow crease in puzzlement as he tried to figure out why.
“What?” he asked.
“You need to dominate her in bed.”
Neil felt the blood rush to his cheeks, and he turned his head and looked out the window at Mary’s garden, unable to meet her eyes. Aunt Mary had always been known for being blunt, but she’d never referred to anything as private as this before.
“You’re embarrassed.” Mary gave a silvery laugh. Neil turned his eyes back to her then and saw how attractive a woman his ‘aunt’ was in her maturity: chestnut hair and hazel eyes; very large breasts that swelled out her light cotton sweater and showed a hint of the bra beneath. Full hips and a full backside that Neil had to confess he’d stolen a couple of looks at the night before, at dinner at his parents’ house, when he’d seen Mary for the first time in several years. She had just moved back to town the week before, having left California and an apparently fairly glamorous life behind. No one knew exactly why Mary had returned to small-town Ohio, but Neil’s parents had certainly been glad to see her, and so had Neil, who remembered her only as a beautiful, sexy, impossibly out-of-reach creature during his whole adolescence.
“Wouldn’t you be?” Neil asked indignantly. Mary fixed him with what seemed to him an appraising look. He wondered suddenly whether she had ever thought of, well, having sex with him. Six foot two and often told how handsome he was with his dark brown hair and blue eyes, well-muscled from his job as a fitness instructor, he generally had no trouble hooking up. Mary, however, was special, somehow.
“No,” Mary replied. “But then I’m older and wiser than you are, and I’ve had some experiences that make it less embarrassing for me. I want you to have the benefit of my wisdom. Not only that—I want to teach you how to take Caitlin in hand.”
“In hand?” Neil asked incredulously.
Mary nodded. “I know you’re a dominant, and I know she’s a submissive. But I think the two of you are going to have a hard time understanding one another without my help, and I worry you won’t make it as a couple unless you let me teach you how to be the alpha male she needs.”
Neil swallowed nervously. Yes, he had fantasies like that. But when he hooked up with Caitlin, it wasn’t very much like those fantasies. He’d only had sex with her three times, since she lived with her parents and his roommates were always around his apartment—and they didn’t have enough money for hotel rooms. Each of those times had just been him on top and her below with knees spread and raised. She didn’t even seem to be that into it, frankly.
“Like… what would I do?” Neil asked in confusion. “I mean, give me an example of how I could… the thing you said—take her in hand.”
“I think you should start with a spanking. And then I think you should tell her to take all her clothes off and to get ready for fucking.”
“Jesus, Mary! Come on!” But Mary looked back at him intently, as if to say You know that you want to fuck your girlfriend, Neil. Don’t deny it. He went on, a little lamely, “We don’t even have a place where we can… you know, do that kind of thing!”
“You can do it here, if you want,” said Mary.
“And you’ll go out?”
“Maybe, maybe not. I may even watch on my closed-circuit video setup. But that won’t change anything. You’ll fuck Caitlin in my guestroom, and you’ll do it whenever you feel like it. I’m going to teach you to be a guy who tells his girlfriend when she’s going to have sex, and then makes good on the promise.”
Neil felt torn between the desire to tell Mary that she was crazy and the desire to ask her to tell him more. Closed-circuit video? To watch him have sex? The idea that she would provide her guestroom as a place where he could have sex with Caitlin as often as they wanted—not as he wanted, because that was stupid and sexist, wasn’t it?… Well. That idea definitely appealed to him. Even if Caitlin didn’t seem to like sex very much, Neil definitely did.
But this stuff about being a dominant, and spanking his girlfriend, taking her in hand, sounded wrong. Didn’t it?
“I think,” Mary said, “that you’re probably having a knee-jerk reaction to my advice. I think that knee-jerk reaction is coming from all the things you think you’re supposed to feel about your girlfriend.”
Neil felt his mouth twist to the side. He certainly couldn’t deny it.
“Let me show you something, then.” Mary got up from her chair. “Follow me,” she said.
Mystified, Neil stood and walked behind her, once again admiring her full backside in her gray woolen skirt. Now that she had gotten him thinking about spanking, he couldn’t stop wondering what it would be like to bare a girl’s bottom and bring his hand down hard upon it, in punishment. She led the way to the other end of her house, where the bedrooms opened off a softly carpeted hallway. Mary opened one of the doors, and Neil saw what must be the guestroom: the place where I’m supposed to take Caitlin, for fucking. The very act of watching the room come into view seemed to make him hard, because of the way Mary had spoken of how sex should be for Neil and Caitlin. Was that what Mary meant about showing him?
But the arousal that he felt on thinking about the room suddenly got much, much greater, because to his shock he saw that the room wasn’t empty. There was a naked girl inside, lying over a high-backed wooden chair, with her bottom to the door. Her backside seemed to be covered with a mess of curling red marks. On top of her back, neatly curled just above the place where her bottom-cheeks began, lay what seemed to be a broad leather belt.
“Say hello to Neil, Annie,” Mary said in a stern voice Neil had never heard her use before.
“Oh, Miss Mary,” said the girl, who turned her head, but apparently wasn’t allowed to rise from her position over the chair, so that Neil could only see a little bit of a tear-stained cheek and her wavy blond hair hanging in a curtain around it. “Please, don’t let him see.”
“Annie,” Mary said even more severely. “Do as I’ve said, or I’ll have to whip you again.”
Neil gulped. “That’s al—” He was going to say alright. Frankly, he felt so funny, seeing the naked Annie, whose pussy—whose shaved pussy, Neil noted, remembering how many times he had thought about asking Caitlin to shave down there—he could see peeping out between her slim, milky thighs.
But Mary cut him off. “No, Neil,” she said, “it’s not alright. Annie is a very naughty girl, and she needs clear directions and firm guidance in minding her manners. I’m going to have to whip her again, and put a big butt plug in that disrespectful bottom of hers, if she doesn’t obey me.”
“Hi, sir,” said Annie.
“Um, hi,” Neil said. Why had she called him sir? He felt a little off-balance with the strength of his arousal, and he felt he shouldn’t be there. Part of him felt that, at least, while his rock-hard cock seemed to sing a different song. He needed to think—maybe if he could get out of there and think about all this, it wouldn’t seem like he… like he wanted Caitlin to be over that chair, with her bottom covered in pretty red welts telling a tale of how she had learned a lesson about interrupting him. “I have to go—” he began.
“I don’t think you should go anywhere, Neil,” Mary said, “until you let me try to show you who I think you are, and what I think you need. I think maybe you should stay, and learn.”
“What?” Neil said, looking nervously at Annie’s pretty, bare bottom, and feeling his heart again beat faster when he noticed the bare cleft of her pussy, where he also saw now what he thought must be a little bit of Annie’s own arousal, glistening on the pout of her pink inner lips. What did that mean? he wondered. Did the girl like being whipped?
He turned his eyes back to Mary’s face.
“In my years away from here, Neil,” she said. “I learned a lot about myself. One of the things I learned was how to tell when a guy is a dominant, and when a girl is a submissive, even when they don’t have the slightest clue, consciously, that they are.”
“You keep saying that,” Neil protested, “but I don’t have any idea what you even mean.”
“I’m hoping you’ll let me try to change that. I want to suggest you do some reading tonight, but before I let you go I want to make it completely clear to you that I really think you need to take Caitlin in hand, for both your sakes. Annie here is a lot like Caitlin. She’s a brat, who sometimes interrupts me and other people. More important, she forgets to do her homework for her college courses. Today I’m punishing her because she did very poorly on a test.”
“Is she… your girlfriend?” Neil asked.
“No,” Mary said. “She’s just a naughty girl who needs someone to take her in hand. I met her in a café a couple of weeks ago. She’s heteroflexible, as we call it these days, but she thinks she’d like to meet a guy who could spank her the way I do. Don’t you, sweetheart?” Mary called over to Annie.
“Yes, Miss Mary,” Annie said politely.
“I’m afraid Neil is taken, at least for right now, sweetheart,” Mary continued, “but you’re going to suck his cock anyway.”
“What?!” Neil said.
Mary turned back to him. “This is where I’m hoping you’ll find out that you’re a dominant, Neil. Annie, take the belt off your back and bring it to me, on your knees of course.”
“Oh, miss, please don’t make me suck a cock,” Annie said. As she spoke, though, she reached her hand back to take the belt, and then she slid off the chair onto her knees and turned around to face Mary and Neil. The sight of the pretty, naked girl, about Neil’s own age he thought, her tiny breasts heaving a little bit as she breathed very quickly and her face wearing an expression of helpless arousal, made Neil again want to stop the whole strange scene so he could just think about what it meant that his cock was as hard as it had ever been. His eyes refused to stop taking in Annie’s shaved pussy and the way she held the belt in hands clasped in front of her midriff, imploring Mary’s mercy.
“Nonsense, Annie,” Mary said. “How are you going to become a good cocksucker unless you practice? Come here this instant and give me the belt, then ask Neil politely if you may unbutton his fly and uncover his cock.”
“Really,” Neil said, feeling his resistance growing very much weaker as he watched Annie begin to crawl toward him, her brow furrowed in a look of submission, as if she knew she would be whipped for not giving Neil a blowjob, “that’s—”
“I have a feeling you really do want your cock sucked by my pretty Annie,” Mary said. “I hope you’ll be honest with yourself, and with me.”
“But… Caitlin…”
“If you take my advice, Neil, Caitlin’s going to be the one sucking your cock soon enough.” Mary sounded so very sure. Caitlin had never offered, and Neil had never asked. He pictured her where Annie was, giving the belt with which Mary had punished her back to Mary, coming to kneel in front of him.
“I… have to go,” he said. “I just remembered… I have to be home.”
Annie looked up at Mary. Mary sighed. “I guess you’ll have to kiss my pussy instead, Annie.”
Neil couldn’t suppress a little gasp at that.
“Yes, miss,” Annie said.
“You don’t want to stay and watch, Neil?” Mary asked.
Oh, did he ever, but it was just all so… strange.
“No, thanks,” he said, trying to sound suave, as if he’d seen so much live girl-on-girl sex that he couldn’t be bothered.
“Do me a favor,” Mary said, “and read an article I’m going to email you a link to, once I finish Annie’s lesson.”
“Okay,” Neil said doubtfully. He couldn’t say he was a big reader, and he felt fairly thoroughly freaked out, now that he had managed to resist the strange temptations Mary had placed in front of him, but what could it hurt?



Chapter Two
 
 
Caitlin Reilly didn’t really want to break up with Neil, but she knew she had to. The thing with Neil just wasn’t going anywhere. Yes, he was incredibly hot, and she had thought when he asked her out that maybe having a hot boyfriend would make her feel better about sex stuff, but it just made her feel worse when they hooked up and she still didn’t really like it. The whole thing just seemed so awkward, and the more Neil tried to touch her gently and get her aroused, the more self-conscious she felt and the less she wanted to do it.
And Caitlin could tell that Neil’s family didn’t like her—especially that bitch Mary Lourcy. ‘Aunt’ Mary. She had given Caitlin dirty looks all through that dinner at Neil’s house, when all Caitlin had done was try to tell the story Neil was telling the right way. And Neil’s mom didn’t treat Caitlin any better, asking her when she planned on going back to college and whether she had thought about health insurance.
“We need to talk,” she said to Neil when they had finished their pepperoni slices at the Canton House of Pizza and were walking toward the ice cream parlor. They had been on the very same date six or seven times, now, but when you had no money and a car that couldn’t be depended on to go more than a mile without breaking down, you didn’t have much choice. She had been willing to cut Neil a great deal of slack, because of his hotness and how flattered she felt that he had asked her out, and because he really did seem nice, but as she marshaled her reasons for breaking up with him, she held the pizza/ice cream dates against him along with the sex problem.
Not that she would tell him about the sex problem, of course—so she needed the boring dates as an excuse.
“You’re breaking up with me,” Neil said.
“Yes,” Caitlin said, very relieved. “Can we skip the ice cream, maybe?”
Neil seemed very distracted for a moment, as if he were pondering some huge decision. He didn’t stop walking though, and Caitlin walked beside him, looking down at the cracks in the sidewalk, her arms folded across her white cotton top.
The silence became a little uncomfortable, and Caitlin almost said, So, can you take me home? but then Neil said abruptly, “I’m not going to let you break up with me like that.”
Caitlin’s heart seemed to flutter like she had a little bird trapped inside her chest. She had heard Neil use that tone of voice only once before, when she had overheard him arguing with his boss at the gym. It had been the day he had asked her out for the first time, which had happened about half an hour after the argument with his boss. Caitlin had been going to the gym for three weeks at that point, and she had noticed Neil, because how could you not notice a guy that hot, but something about the way he had stood his ground with his boss about a jerk of a client, calmly saying that he would apologize to the jerk but that the guy was definitely a jerk, had made Caitlin think, That guy has his shit together.
In the six months since then, he had never shown that side of him again, and until this moment Caitlin had not realized that the lack of that firm, quiet tone had meant that their relationship such as it was had drifted aimlessly along with pizza and ice cream and meeting each other’s families and sex when one of their parents’ houses was empty and they could get there. Caitlin liked the way Neil kissed—sometimes, at least—and she did like to be with him and feel his muscular arms around her, and she could endure the sex itself as long as the lights were out and she and Neil were under the covers.
But his family didn’t like her, and the relationship hadn’t gone anywhere in six months—whether going somewhere meant literally going away for a vacation together or it meant pooling their resources and trying to find an apartment together. Caitlin’s parents loved Neil, and her mom kept telling her to be patient, because he was a catch.
Sooner or later, though, he would figure out that she didn’t really like sex. Unless they had something else besides pizza, ice cream, and occasional hookups, the thing, at least as of ten minutes ago, hadn’t seemed worth trying to hold onto.
But then he had said, “I’m not going to let you break up with me like that.” He had said it decisively—even sternly, as if, if Caitlin did try to break up with him, did demand that he take her home, there would be consequences she wouldn’t enjoy. It sounded controlling, yes, but it also sounded… hot.
She stopped walking, and he did too, and turned to face her, his back to the ice cream shop, now fifteen feet away.
“What if I do?” Caitlin said, looking into his blue eyes. Why had she said that, rather than, “Take me home, please”? or, more decisively, “I’m the one breaking up with you, remember?”
“That question doesn’t make sense,” Neil said, “because you’re not going to break up with me this way at least. If you still feel like you want to break up with me tomorrow, we’ll break up.”
The severity of his tone had not gone away; in fact, it seemed to increase with every word he spoke. He didn’t sound angry, but he sounded like he might soon become angry, though even if he did, Caitlin sensed he wouldn’t raise his voice. But the words puzzled her even as the tone called forth an emotional, even a passionate, response that made her ready to say that she thought it made sense to stay together, and could they just go for ice cream now.
“I don’t understand,” she said. “What would change between now and tomorrow?”
“We’re not going to go for ice cream,” Neil said, and now he seemed to own that decisive tone. It wasn’t Is it okay if we don’t go for ice cream? He had made a decision that affected her evening, and he hadn’t consulted her, and that was… hot?
“Where are we going to go?” Caitlin asked, suddenly feeling like Neil had a much deeper purpose, and that she might not actually like the answer she got. At the same time, strangely, she felt that if she did hear something she didn’t like, and Neil told her that wherever it was they would go and whatever it was that would happen there, Caitlin would simply accept it, and that would for some reason make her happy.
“We’re going to my aunt Mary’s house,” Neil said.
“What?” Caitlin exclaimed. “Why? She hates me! I’m not going there!”
Now anger did flash in Neil’s eyes, and Caitlin felt her own widen in alarm. “We are going there. Even if I only meant to take you there to say hello to Mary, I would expect you, as a polite young woman, to do as I asked, whether we were breaking up tonight, or tomorrow, or not.”
Caitlin felt a deep crease come into her brow. Why had he said young woman that way, and why did it make her heart beat faster, in what felt like a good way? It was as if he were opening out the control he had started to exert, and speaking to her as if she were a… a child? a 50s wife? And her heart said, Yes. And it was… hot.
She considered what Neil had said then, though. Even if he only meant to take her there to say hello… So, going to Mary’s house wasn’t to say hello? “Why are we going there, then?” she asked suspiciously.
“I’ll tell you when we get there. For now, we’re going to go get in the car, and you’re going to do as you’re told.”
Caitlin’s mouth hung open. What the hell is going on? She looked at him for a moment, chewing on the inside of her cheek. He must be joking, right? But Neil looked steadily back at her. “Okay,” she finally said.
 
* * *
 
Neil called Mary from the car, and so when he led Caitlin to the door of the pretty little ranch-style house on a quiet street, the beautiful older woman opened the door to them before Neil could ring the doorbell.
“Hello, Caitlin,” Mary said. “Please come in.” Her tone seemed both kind and also, indefinably, wise—as if she understood exactly how Caitlin felt about Neil, about her, and about coming to her house.
She stood aside to let Caitlin into the front hall. Behind her, Caitlin heard Mary say to Neil just after she had closed and locked the door, “I guess you read the article.”
Neil said, “Caitlin was going to break up with me tonight. I decided it made sense to try.”
Caitlin spun around at that, a little shocked that Neil would share something so intimate with a woman he hadn’t seen, before the previous night, in ten years, and whom Caitlin had only met once, the night before.
“What is this about?” she demanded.
“Hush, child,” Mary said. “You’re here to learn a lesson. Neil is going to spank you now, for your rudeness last night.”
Caitlin’s jaw dropped open, but no sound came out.
“Why don’t you go into the living room,” Mary said, “and stand in the corner with your nose to the wall? Neil will come in in a moment to punish you. Don’t worry, I won’t watch. A first spanking should be a private thing.”
Caitlin found her voice at last. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” she said. “This is a joke, right?”
“Neil,” Mary said. “I think you should consider adding a few spanks for the language. Caitlin, I think you had better behave yourself from this point on, or I’ll ask Neil’s permission to take you over my knee, too, and let me warn you that I have a lot more experience teaching rude girls their much-needed lessons than Neil here does. Don’t make this worse than it already is—now get into the living room and get that nose into the corner before I suggest to Neil that you should have to pull your pants down for him.”
Caitlin looked at Neil. “What the fuck?” she said. “This is—”
But Neil cut her off. “Get those jeans down right now, Caitlin,” he said sharply. “I think Mary’s right that a little bit of humiliation is in order, and you can be sure that you’ll get more of those extra spanks for your language.”
Caitlin felt like the world was going insane around her, but at the same time Neil’s certainty, and Mary’s seemingly even greater certainty, that her boyfriend was now going to spank her, right here in this house, in that living room, seemed to infect her, so that she trembled not at the thought that he might do these things, but that he would do them.
She shook her head to try to clear it and said, “Alright, take me home. This is over.”
“No, it’s not, Caitlin,” Mary said. “If Neil takes my advice, it’s just starting. I think you should do as Neil said, and take your jeans down to just above your knees.”
“What? You’re going to hold me prisoner here or something?! I’m leaving!”
She turned to walk past Neil to the door, but Mary said, “Hold her, Neil, and I’ll take down her jeans.”
But Neil said, “Wait a sec…” in a very different kind of voice: the voice of a man who has begun to recover from a strong intention he had had just a moment before.
And Caitlin felt… disappointed.
“Neil,” said Mary, her own tone very calm and level now, like the voice of wisdom and experience, urging Neil toward learning, “this is a very important moment. Remember what the article said about using force when necessary?”
“I’m not going to assault anyone,” Neil said, “let alone my girlfriend.”
Now the decisive tone had come back. To her own utter amazement, Caitlin said, “Just don’t make me take down my jeans in front of her, okay?”



Chapter Three
 
 
Mary smiled. “See?” she said to Neil.
Neil shot her an ambiguous look, but Mary could tell that he had sensed, in Caitlin’s tone, exactly what Mary had wanted him to hear: the beginning of her submission to him.
“No,” Neil said, “take them down right now. That’s what you earned with your disrespect.”
“I think you’ll quickly learn, Caitlin,” Mary said, “that bad behavior has consequences. I could tell the moment I met you that you have a good heart and a truly sweet disposition. But you were raised very badly, and now I’m hoping Neil is going to train you up to be the kind of girlfriend he needs and deserves.”
Caitlin greeted this with an open mouth through which her breathing came very harshly. Her wild eyes showed that she had begun to take in just what Mary was telling her. Mary looked at her intently, and Caitlin’s eyes went from Mary’s to Neil’s as if she were a hunted animal.
“But what did I do?” she finally whispered.
Mary smiled. Caitlin’s question meant that she had grasped, and even begun to accept—though without realizing it—the logic of discipline within which she would now live her life with Neil. It was essential that Neil be the one to answer the question, though it seemed that he hesitated, clearly thinking that Mary should answer it. Caitlin’s eyes kept going from one of them to the other, but Mary looked now at Neil, and, as Mary thought he would, he came through.
“You were extremely disrespectful at dinner last night, Caitlin. I’m not going to stand for it anymore. Like I said, you can break up with me tomorrow if you want, but right now you need to get those jeans down, and then go put your nose in the corner.”
“But…” Someday maybe Neil would be ready to handle this sort of situation as soon as it arose, and it would all go better. Caitlin needed her butt smacked desperately, though, and Neil couldn’t really see it yet.
“No buts, young lady,” Mary said. “Neil, hold her, please.”
This time Neil did take hold of Caitlin’s shoulders, though not very firmly. That didn’t matter, though, because Mary knew that Caitlin wouldn’t actually struggle in any meaningful way. Mary reached out and took hold of the waistband of the girl’s jeans. Caitlin drew back, but thankfully Neil seemed to remember the part of the article Mary had sent about the use of force in loving discipline and dominant-submissive play, and the way to tell whether a submissive’s struggles were play-stopping or not, and held his girlfriend fast while Mary unbuttoned her fly and pulled down her pants to reveal a pair of cute purple bikini panties.
Mary had written that article on an assignment from the Institute, the place where she had spent some of her time after leaving Ohio, and she took a great deal of pride in it.
 
When Your Girlfriend Needs a Spanking: Getting Started with Loving Discipline
A publication of the Institute’s Extreme Marriage program
If you’re reading this article, you’ve probably been given it by someone who thinks your girlfriend needs a spanking. We here at the Institute have come to the conclusion, based on extensive, rigorous research, that there are a great many young women (and older women, too!) who could benefit from their boyfriends’ getting a clue where discipline is concerned, not to put too fine a point on it.
 
Mary’s assignment, from Hayden Gifford, the head of the Extreme Marriage program, had included the words, “Make it fun and snappy, but keep the high tone.” Mary always smiled when she thought of how pleased Hayden had been with her work.
 
For several years our research has suggested that most dominant men—the ones you’ll sometimes see referred to as alphas—don’t develop enough comfort with their dominance until well into their thirties for them to express their desires to the women they love and may eventually wish to marry. The same is true of women, with regard to submission and submissive fantasies, but because the power-exchange dynamic of a dominant/submissive relationship requires by its very nature that the dominant take on a more active role, any intervention, like this little article, we at the Institute might do should, we think, be directed at young, dominant men whose girlfriends may well need spanking. So we offer this article to you as a way of helping you to come along more quickly than you might otherwise to full enjoyment of your dominant eroticism and full realization of the leadership role in your relationship that suits your nature. In the process, we think you may also realize the fantasies that your girlfriend may not be able to admit she has, even to herself.
You’re probably rather mystified at this point, so let’s get to it. Consider the following questions:
Is your girlfriend sometimes rude for no reason you can see?
Does she seem to go from behaving like an old-fashioned girl to disrespecting you and questioning your decisions unreasonably?
To put it very simply, is your girlfriend sometimes a brat?
Our research suggests that if the answers to these questions are yes, your girlfriend quite possibly needs a spanking. Now you have to ask yourself whether you want to give her that spanking. If you are a dominant, you already know the answer.
But you also probably think that the way you feel about spanking her—or to put it more bluntly, how hard you get when you think about spanking her—should make you not try to fulfill that fantasy. Most dominant men in their twenties, we have found, have serious guilt with regard to their fantasies of power exchange.
If you do feel such guilt, the first thing we want you to know is that there’s nothing wrong with you. No one knows why some men’s erotic orientation depends on arousal through power exchange, but our research suggests that it is innate. More important, having the dominant fantasies you have, of spanking, whipping, and flogging, of dominant sex, of taboo sex, and even of nonconsensual sex, does not in any way mean that your nature will compel you to try to fulfill those fantasies in an unethical way. You are not an abuser or a rapist, because your fantasies do not rule your will.
The second thing we want to tell you is that there are many, many women who fantasize about submitting to a man like you, and making your fantasies come true. If the answer to the questions we asked was Yes, there’s a good chance that your girlfriend is one of these women. We want to urge you, for your sake and hers, to give her the spanking she needs.
Here’s how. Find a time and place where you and your girlfriend will be undisturbed for a while. Tell her that she’s going to have a spanking. Many women will confess at this point that they have been hoping you would spank them. These women tend to be older, and thus to have had more time both to grow comfortable with their submissive fantasies and to feel the longing to have those fantasies fulfilled, which grows greater and greater as dominants and submissives age.
Other women, and younger women in particular, may not even realize that they have submissive fantasies, because they have only experienced them as vague impressions and have not allowed themselves to explore them. Submissive fantasies can seem so shameful that younger girls repress them for many years. If this is true of your girlfriend, you will have to force the issue.
Proceed with great care, but do proceed. Our research has demonstrated that you, as a dominant, will be able easily to tell, as soon as you begin to use force, that your girlfriend unconsciously wishes you to discipline her. If your girlfriend is actually not a submissive, you will feel it in the way she struggles and you will see it in her eyes. But our research suggests that if you have advanced to this stage, there is a 99% chance that she will display, in the way her struggles and her eyes both reflect the desire to be conquered, her need for your firm hand.
Whether she accepts her punishment like a good girl, or she must be held down and spanked, you must follow through on your promise to discipline her with a good, hard spanking. We urge you to bare her bottom for at least part of the punishment. Together with the humiliation of a bare-bottom spanking, you must begin to learn to judge the correction you are administering from the color of her backside. And, of course, you naturally want to spank her naked rear end, as will now be your right and your duty.
Afterward, you will have sex with her. This will quite probably be the first dominant sex of your life. Do not try too hard to make the experience perfect, but be sure to let your natural dominance come out to play. Enforce your ideas of how you would like to have sex upon your girlfriend, and make it clear that she will receive another spanking should she try to deny you the pleasure you, as the man who has finally taken her in hand, deserve and will now require of her.
Either at this point or at some not much later one, explain to her that you will now be the one in charge of her sex life. Make your expectations very clear; our research suggests that telling her specifically that she must be prepared to pleasure you with her mouth at least once a day, that she must be ready to have her anus used regularly, and that she must groom her pubic area according to your specifications, produces helpful results. Above all, tell her that she is not to play with herself unless specifically told to do so by you, as a reward.
We suggest that you penetrate her from behind, after her spanking. In addition to the ‘doggie’ position being one that dominant men greatly enjoy because of the superiority it gives them, and the dominance it implies, over their submissive partners, your girlfriend will feel a natural continuity between her punishment and your coitus, as the touch of your hips and thighs reawakens the lingering pain of her spanking.
After the first spanking, subsequent disciplinary sessions will be easier, if you resolve to correct your girlfriend’s behavior with the firm hand you have already shown. Do not let too much time pass before you inform her—even if it’s only for a so-called ‘maintenance’ correctional session—that her bare bottom will soon feel your firm hand again. Introduce the use of your belt as soon as possible; we also recommend purchasing a wooden paddle and a cane, to handle greater offenses.
You will notice that her behavior improves, but you will also begin to perceive times, as she gets used to being held accountable, when she acts out to test your resolve. Do not hesitate, at such times, to ensure that she cannot sit down for a few days. The cane is a very appropriate implement upon these occasions because with it you may leave marks that she will see in the mirror every morning as she gets into the shower.
Remember above all that even if it takes a long time to settle into a disciplinary routine that works for both of you, that very process will build the sort of trust that will make you both happy for the long term.
 
Mary said, “Really, Neil should take these panties down, Caitlin, because you’ve been so disrespectful, and give you a taste of real shame, but it’s your first time being properly disciplined, so I think he should leave them up for now.”
Neil said, to Mary’s pleasant surprise, “Why don’t you go and put your nose in the corner now?”
Caitlin looked from Mary to Neil and then back again, as if seeking to learn if they really did intend to correct her behavior in this terrible, shameful, old-fashioned way. Then she turned her eyes to the floor and began to shuffle toward the living room.



Chapter Four
 
 
Neil’s mind whirled as he realized that Mary had been right: Caitlin definitely needed a spanking. The look on her face as she had passed, without another word, into the living room, and even more striking, the way her struggle as he had grasped her shoulders had been clearly halfhearted—if even that—seemed to go along very closely with the article Mary had sent him. Neil didn’t know how well he would do at giving the kind of spanking that would demonstrate to Caitlin the things the article said should be made clear to her, but he no longer had any doubt that he should try, and hope that between Mary and any more strange reading material she might have to help him, he and Caitlin would get it right eventually.
He still had a great many questions, of course: not only about—what was it? loving discipline, did the article call it?—but maybe, even more important, about Mary herself. The little scene with her friend Annie, which now seemed weeks ago though it had happened only that morning, seemed to haunt his imagination. On the one hand, it drove him onward to learn whether Caitlin might one day be the girl over the chair with her bottom covered with pretty red welts. On the other, the way Mary had spoken, and the casual fashion with which she had told Annie to suck Neil’s cock (could Neil tell Caitlin to suck his cock, tonight? could he tell her that she would have to have anal sex, because Neil wanted to put his cock in her ass?) seemed to him to raise some very large and fascinating questions.
He would have to raise those questions later, though, because right now he couldn’t think of anything but spanking Caitlin and then telling her that they would have sex. So caught up in those ideas was he that he didn’t even look at Mary as he began to follow Caitlin into the living room.
But Mary said, “Hold on, Neil. Let her wait with her nose in the corner for a little while, and we’ll talk a bit about what to focus on.”
Snapped out of his reverie, Neil shook his head a little to clear his thoughts and turned to Mary, who smiled sympathetically at him. Softly, she said, “I know how overwhelming this is—in a good way, but still, overwhelming. Thing number one is take it slow. Your first time, you’re going to want to get right to the good part. I want you to think about it as all being good, from the moment you see her standing in the corner with her jeans around her knees and those cute panties just crying out to come down so you can get a good look at that butt you’ve always wanted to have at your mercy. Savor it, and let her savor it, too.”
“But…” Neil said, feeling very confused. “I’m punishing her. How can she savor it?”
“That’s thing two. Don’t hurt her.” She held her hand up to stop Neil’s protest. “Start to learn the difference between discipline and harm. Thing three, though, is almost as important. Spank her hard, and trust yourself to learn to make punishing her something she can savor, even if it’s painful. You’re teaching her a lesson—you’re not getting revenge.”
Neil felt his brow crease and he shook his head. “I still don’t get it.”
“I know,” Mary replied. “But you will. I promise. I’m going to go watch TV, so you can basically have the living room and the guestroom to yourself. I’ll leave the guestroom door open, and turn on the light so that Caitlin can find it, if you want to tell her to go there and get ready for sex. After you spank her, try not to chicken out about the sex. That’s probably going to be hard, because she won’t want to acknowledge that she needs to be dominated. If you take my advice, you’ll tell her how it’s going to be, and you won’t hesitate to spank her some more if you have to, to get her to obey you.”
Neil swallowed hard, thinking again of the way Caitlin had yielded a few minutes before and trying to draw resolution from the memory. He nodded. Mary gave him a thumbs-up, with a smile that seemed to carry a very strange sort of naughty wisdom in it. Neil returned the thumbs-up, rather bemused, and Mary turned and walked off toward the den.
 
* * *
 
In the living room, Caitlin stood just where Mary had told her to stand, in the corner, and Neil’s eyes did, just as Mary had said they would, go straight to her cute little bottom, scantily covered by the purple panties. And he did indeed want to walk over there that instant and pull them down.
He took a deep breath. Take it slow. “Caitlin,” he said, “why are you about to be punished?”
Her hands had been hanging at her sides; now she lifted them up in an adorable little gesture that looked like she was praying to the wall.
“I… I was rude, last night.” Her voice sounded tiny, as if a little mouse were confessing to being disrespectful.
“And?”
“And? I… I don’t know what else, Neil. Please… just get it over with.”
“And you were disobedient and disrespectful just now in the hall, weren’t you?”
Part of Neil felt astonished that this sort of talk came so easily to him—that he could simply address Caitlin this way without even really considering the belittling words and the paternal tone before they emerged from his mouth. Another part, though, seemed to say What did you expect? You know that this is who you are and what you are.
Yes, Neil was a dominant. Until that moment, he supposed he had not known for certain. But the way his blood sang in his ears as he told his girlfriend that her disobedience would receive its just reward, delivered to her bare bottom, told him once and for all: if Caitlin needed loving discipline, Neil could definitely give it to her.
“But…” Caitlin said.
Take it slow. Yes, that was right: he felt it now. This part had a savor all its own.
“But what, young lady?” Neil said sternly.
At the words young lady, Caitlin gave a little whimper that provided all the confirmation Neil thought he could ever need that she needed this as much as he needed to give it to her. Neil was only three years older than Caitlin, but it felt entirely natural and entirely right to call her young lady—and Caitlin clearly felt exactly the same way.
“But you just…” Caitlin seemed to be breathing very hard, and Neil wondered if it were in fear or maybe even in arousal. “You just sprang it on me. You didn’t warn me, and then suddenly you’re saying that you’re going to… to…”
Neil was surprised by her unexpected tears. His instincts took over, and even as they did, something about the way Mary had prepared him allowed him to watch himself letting those instincts guide him and to see that the guidance would help both Caitlin and Neil himself. He walked quickly over to her, took her shoulders very gently, and turned her around. Caitlin hid her face in her hands, but she was heaving sobs, now, and Neil put his arms around her and held her very tightly.
“Shh,” he said. “It’s going to be okay.” The force of his love for her, seeming to well up in his heart more strongly than it ever had—more strongly than any emotion Neil had ever felt had come upon him, he thought—took him by surprise. What was happening? It was as if setting out upon this path of loving discipline was bringing them closer together, though it seemed—and this had represented Neil’s greatest fear—like it should push them apart.
“I’m sorry,” Caitlin whispered, taking her hands from her face and laying them upon his breast, her tears subsiding. She pushed back from him very slightly, to look up into his face. Her blue eyes were rimmed redder than the hair that hung down to her shoulders.
“You’re right that I sprang it on you, but it’s very important that you learn to respect and obey my decisions.”
Caitlin bit her lower lip. “But you never… I mean, is this real, Neil? It just seems so…” Her voice trailed off. She closed her eyes and shook her head, as if trying to organize her thoughts by jostling them into place. With her eyes still closed, she whispered, “Am I going crazy?” Her eyes opened and she looked deeply into Neil’s. “Can we just… I don’t know… try this?”
Again Neil’s instincts told him exactly what she needed to hear. “There’s no trying about it, Caitlin. You can break up with me tomorrow if you want, but I’m going to spank you now, and then we’re going to have sex. And if you don’t break up with me, that’s the way it’s going to be from now on, when you’re naughty.”
Caitlin gasped at the word. “Naughty? Neil, I’m nineteen years old. I don’t think nineteen-year-olds can be naughty. Rude, fine, but not… not… that. And if you think you’re just going to, I don’t know, ravish me or something, you’re crazy.”
“Well, Caitlin, as far as I’m concerned, you showed last night that nineteen-year-olds can most certainly naughty. You were rude, and you were naughty. And from now on, I’m going to be the one who decides when you’ve been naughty, so you’re going to have to accept that judgment, and the spanking that comes with it. The same goes for when we have sex, and how.” Neil felt his grasp of loving discipline growing firmer and firmer. He even had a feeling he knew what would happen next.
Her face seemed to change from pleading to defiance in an instant. “Well,” she said, “we can stay together at least for a few more days, I guess, but you’re not going to spank me.” She pushed back from him, and started to pull up her jeans.
The contrast between these words and the way she had confessed her rudeness just a moment before could not have been more striking, and Neil knew to his bones that she had started to push the boundaries because she felt confident those boundaries would indeed push back. He put his right arm around her back, taking firm hold of her and stopping her in the act of pulling the jeans up. “Not so fast, sweetheart,” he said firmly. “That’s not how this is going to work. I’m going to spank you—that’s not up for debate.”
He started to pull her toward the high-backed chair that he suddenly saw Mary had added to the living room furniture since he had come over that morning. Either it was the same chair as had been in the guestroom, over which Annie had lain naked, or Mary had more than one spanking chair.
Caitlin struggled, but, as in the hall, Neil could tell they were the struggles of a girl who hoped that her reluctance would be overcome by decisive masculine force.
“Please don’t spank me, Neil!” she wailed. “Please! I’ll… I’ll do what you say from now on! Just… just…”
But Neil had sat in the chair by then, and now he pulled her across his lap. The part of him that was watching the scene unfold as if from outside it reeled in amazement that he had done the thing, but not because the thing seemed outlandish—rather because it had seemed so impossible that he would ever dare to do it: to spank his girlfriend.
But there was her bottom, over his lap, in the purple panties, and though she squirmed deliciously atop his thighs, she also seemed resigned to her fate and to submitting to be punished.
“I’m going to take your panties down now, Caitlin,” Neil said, more gently now that he had the prospect of her cute little backside in his view, offered up for the discipline of his firm hand.
“Please don’t,” she whimpered. “Please, Neil. I’ll be a good girl. I promise.”
“Yes,” Neil said, “you will. Because I’m going to teach you the lesson you need.”



Chapter Five
 
 
Caitlin felt Neil’s fingers slide under the waistband of her panties. The tricks her mind had seemed to start playing on her the instant Neil told her the reason—the crazy reason—he had brought her to his aunt Mary’s—his apparently crazy aunt Mary’s—house seemed to take over her thoughts completely. Her boyfriend was pulling her panties down. Nothing terribly wrong with that, Caitlin supposed, though she hadn’t really ever felt comfortable with her own wish that Neil do more when it came to things like taking her panties down.
Indeed, Caitlin had always dismissed that wish as part of what she considered ‘the sex problem.’ She’d told herself that wanting Neil to do more actually didn’t mean what it seemed to mean; it just meant that sex was overrated. She wanted Neil to take care of this disappointing facet of their lives, with his powerful muscles and his indefinable air of leadership. If he could just do his business without Caitlin having to worry about whether he was feeling as little pleasure as she was, it might mean she could stop worrying.
But the sex problem involved endless communication that didn’t really represent the sharing of actual information. Caitlin had to take down her own panties, to demonstrate to Neil that, yes, it was okay to touch her between her legs, even though when Neil did touch her there, it didn’t feel right. Which was not to say that it felt bad, or that it hurt—but it made Caitlin feel like the promise of the weird fantasies that sometimes flashed into her mind, about big guys like Neil pushing her down onto their beds and telling her that she turned them on way too much to let her go, would never get fulfilled. Worse, those fantasies would make it impossible ever to enjoy Neil’s gentle touch between her thighs, or, when he ‘communicated’ and asked if it felt good, to say anything but a chirpy “Mm-hmm!”
Now, though, not only had Neil pulled her panties down, making her face go hotter than a three-alarm fire, but he had said that thing a minute ago that had sent a thrill of… something—fear? shame? excitement?—through her whole body. We’re going to have sex. Not, Do you want to do it? or Are your parents going to be home Friday night?
Everything had become so confused then, that Caitlin had decided she would just stop the whole thing right there. But then Neil had refused to let her stop it, and he had pulled her, bodily, over to the chair, though she struggled.
Had she really struggled? Yes, of course she had. She didn’t want to be over his lap, for God’s sake, with her panties down. She squirmed against the left arm that held her down over his thighs.
“Hold the legs of the chair,” he said. “I don’t want to see your hands back behind you, trying to shield your butt. It’s time to learn how to accept your punishment.”
Caitlin heard another of those whimpers come out of her throat—the kind she had emitted when Neil had called her young lady. What the hell was happening to her?
She took hold of the legs of the chair, knowing that by obeying him she had shown him that she would obey him, which… well, dammit, it felt good at the same time as it felt bad, and weird. Then, God help her, she found that she had pushed her bottom up a little, as if she were offering it to her boyfriend—for discipline and anything else he wanted to do, because he had taken charge of her, and Caitlin knew that his firm guidance was what she needed.
Neil’s right hand stroked her bottom, and Caitlin whimpered again. He had never done that before, even in bed, and it had an electric effect on her: his hand, there, said, Yes, this belongs to me, and I promise to treat it firmly but fairly, according to my judgment and my pleasure.
“I’m going to spank you now, Caitlin,” he said softly.
“Oh, God… p—please, Neil… please just… do it,” she whispered. How could she be so scared, and yet not have let go of the chair legs and tried to get away?
Because Neil would bring her back, and if necessary Mary would help, and then they would… they would make it worse for her, take all her clothes off, and use a belt, or something…
No. Because she had been rude, and it wasn’t the first time. She had interrupted him, the same way everyone in her family interrupted each other, all the time. When Neil’s mother Jane had asked her about her health insurance, she had answered bitchily, “I’m not sure that’s any of your business, Jane.”
She knew she should call the terribly sweet, caring Jane Dering ‘Mrs. Dering.’ She knew that, just as she knew she should be grateful that Neil’s mom thought of such things, which Caitlin’s parents would never have mentioned.
Caitlin wanted so much to be different from the girl her parents had raised. She had thought when Neil had asked her out that a huge change for the better had begun at last. Neil was so polite and so kind, and yet at the same time so very confident in his quiet way.
Caitlin started to cry again as Neil stroked her bottom gently. She had messed it up, she could see now. She could have watched Neil, behaved the way he did, and started to learn manners—but she just hadn’t. Instead, she’d interrupted him and sassed his mother.
Neil’s right hand left her bottom, she felt a tiny puff of air, and then she felt the sharp, forceful slap of his heavy palm and his long fingers upon the very middle of her bottom, where she sat. She heard herself yelp, and she felt her bottom squirm uncontrollably as the pain built and built—the agony she had earned through her bad behavior; the consequence.
Another spank landed in the same place even harder, and Caitlin cried out louder. Neil meant business, and she felt sure he had left two scarlet handprints on her backside already. He spanked her again and again, at a terribly slow pace that seemed designed to tell her that she must learn to accept a disciplinary session that lasted as long as Neil thought it should. Three heartbeats went by between the spanks, as he spent a minute on the middle of her cheeks, and then another minute on her right cheek.
By the time Neil began to spank Caitlin’s left cheek, she was sobbing, but she still held the chair legs very tightly, and she felt proud of herself for that. Her bottom, though, writhed across his lap despite the firm grip of his left arm.
“Hold. This. Still,” Neil said, as he delivered three spanks at the same slow pace that made Caitlin scream with the pain of the consequence of her rudeness.
“I’m sorry, Neil. I’m so sorry,” she babbled. “I’ll be a good girl. I want to be a good girl for you.” She had no idea that her bottom could hurt so much, or that she could bear it without trying, really, to get off Neil’s lap and run away, even though she couldn’t help trying to move her backside to avoid the spanks or make them land in a less painful place.
“That’s good,” Neil said, stopping the spanking at last. “I think you mean it, and that makes me very happy.” His right hand returned to rubbing her bottom, and Caitlin moaned at how lovely it felt to have his hand there, not punishing but comforting and soothing.
And… now? What would he say, and what would she do?
Oh, no. Her pussy. Her pussy had gotten so wet, all of a sudden, and it was clenching, atop his lap, where she thought she could feel that maybe Neil’s cock was hard. She would leave a little wet spot on his jeans. What would he say? Would he tell her he had to punish her for getting his jeans messy like that?
Caitlin closed her knees together as tightly as she could. How could she have gotten so excited by what had just happened? Her butt definitely hurt—a lot. But at the same time as the pain became duller and more widespread, it had become an arousal greater than she had ever felt with Neil, or with anyone.
And why did she suddenly want him to notice, and to punish her again, when her backside already felt like he had turned it scarlet, if not purple? She also, of course, desperately didn’t want him to notice. Or to say anything about what he had said before the spanking, about what would happen afterward, because the mere thought of We’re going to have sex seemed to make the heat of her blush and of her spanking go straight to Caitlin’s pussy.
Caitlin’s breathing came in little whimpering sobs that she hoped Neil couldn’t tell were now as much of arousal as they were of sorrow and the pain of the thorough lesson he had just taught. For long moments, he simply rubbed her bottom gently, until Caitlin thought she would have to beg him to stop because she thought the wetness between her thighs would soak through his jeans until he felt it on his skin. His skin. Oh, God. An image came to her then, of him making her kneel in front of him, pulling down his jeans to show his naked skin and his cock, and… and… telling Caitlin what she had to do. She had just had her first spanking, Neil said in the tiny fantasy, and now she would give her first blowjob.
What Neil did say, though, was much worse, at least as far as Caitlin’s level of embarrassment was concerned. “From now on,” his voice said from what sounded like high above, softly but with terrible decisiveness, “I’m going to fuck you here at Mary’s house.”
Caitlin tried to say, “What?!” in an angry, protesting tone, but her throat couldn’t seem to work, and the word came out not even as a word, but as a kind of gurgling moan, because at the same time Neil began opening her thighs.
Her body went to war with itself. She definitely did try to keep her knees closed, but she felt sure, deep in her heart, that she could have tried harder. Yes, Neil was strong, and if he wanted her knees open, they were going to be open, but Caitlin knew she could at least have tried to writhe away, and she didn’t. No, she allowed him to cup her pussy very tenderly in his fingers, and start to play with it, his fingertips stroking up and down and around her clit until Caitlin emitted a choking sob of submissive arousal. “Oh, God,” she finally whispered. “You… you can’t say that… you just can’t.”
“What?” Neil asked softly and a little mockingly.
“Fuck,” Caitlin whispered. “You can’t…” She heard her voice trail away into a long, low moan as Neil arrogantly entered her with his middle fingers and began to… to… Oh, God, to fuck her with them. “Ahhhh… you c—can’t say that you’re going to fuck me… It’s not right…”
“It’s right if I say it’s right, Caitlin,” Neil said sternly, but still without raising his voice. “And it’s going to happen right now, in the guestroom. The guestroom is at the end of the hall and the door is open. You’ll know it because Mary left the light on to show you the way. You’re going to get up now and go there, without pulling up your panties or your jeans.”
“Oh, no…” Caitlin whispered to the floor.
“Yes,” Neil said. “Then you’re going to take off all your clothes, take the covers off the bed, and kneel on it. Then you’ll put your face down to the sheet, to offer me your bottom and your pussy. You can hold a pillow, if you want. I’ll be there to fuck you in a few minutes.”
Caitlin saw it in her imagination, and she began to breathe so hard that she thought she might faint. “No,” she said even more softly.
“Yes,” Neil said, rubbing her clit so, so gently. “Now get up and do as I’ve said. I don’t want to have to spank you any more tonight, but I will if it’s necessary to get you to obey me.”



Chapter Six
 
 
Mary didn’t even wrestle with her conscience for a moment before she turned on the cameras and watched Neil and Caitlin. If this were the Institute, where she had trained first as a submissive and then as an assessor, she would have multiple camera angles from which to choose, as well as the duty to observe Caitlin’s training in order to ensure that it produced the proper advancement of her submission. The girls themselves had signed contracts allowing the assessors to observe their training.
Even here at the house she’d owned for only a few months, when she was training girls like Annie Viola, she told the girl about the cameras she’d installed in the living room and in the guestroom. Just that day, after Neil had left, Mary had gone over some video with Annie while she worked Annie’s cunt hard with a butterfly vibrator, as a way both of having some good clean D/s fun and of helping Annie embrace her submission, her shame, and her pleasure.
Mary still couldn’t quite decide whether Annie would make a good concubine, but she certainly didn’t object to the process of figuring it out. She couldn’t tell the girl about the Institute’s volunteer program until she knew for sure that she wanted to send Annie to the assessment team for the interview, but teaching a girl to acknowledge her need to submit, with Annie as with Caitlin, had its own pleasures.
If only Mary could be the one submitting, though! She sighed and put the thought away; she had no time now to dwell on the terrible hand the fates had dealt her, after so many good ones, courtesy of the Institute. Here she was in Ohio, and she had made the best of it: not only had she found Annie, but little Neil, who was far from little these days, and sweet little Caitlin definitely needed a kind of help only someone like Mary could provide.
So Mary turned on the cameras and dropped her mind into assessment mode, acknowledging to herself as she did so that her voyeuristic, porn-watching libido had come into play, and filing that knowledge away.
She watched the spanking with great satisfaction. Neil’s slow, steady style, with due attention to the bright red he turned Caitlin’s backside, and his firm grip upon her waist so as to keep that backside still, showed him to be the natural she had thought him. The contrast between the grasp Caitlin kept upon the chair legs and the way her bottom squirmed over Neil’s lap said the same thing about her. These two definitely would benefit from Mary’s help—in fact they already had, as the little conversation about fucking showed.
One session wouldn’t set them on a steady path to a long-term loving-discipline relationship of the kind that had attracted Mary to the practice when she met the Weavers in California, and then had learned much more about later at the Institute. Over many months and years, Mark and Sally Weaver had found their own way to loving discipline. The Institute knew how to teach husbands and wives who had experienced what they called leaderless marriage. Neil and Caitlin would have to stick with it, and the many conflicting urges and emotions that would arise needed time to work through them all.
But a good first session, followed by Mary’s continued counsel, seemed likely to put these two on the path to future happiness together. And what else should befall a tall, dark hunk like Neil and a pretty little redhead like Caitlin, when he was a dominant and she was a submissive?
On the screen, Mary watched Caitlin get up, putting her hands in front of her pussy, of whose red curls Mary had gotten a little glance. Those would have to go, but Mary had such an affection for red pussy hair that she thought she might advise Neil to let Caitlin keep a little of it.
She looked at Neil uncertainly.
Take command, Neil, Mary thought, feeling her fingertips itch to type a note on her old laptop—something like, Neil has to practice keeping Caitlin in the submissive moment.
“Get going,” Neil said, with almost as much hesitation as Caitlin showed on her face.
Dangerous, Mary thought. Reinforce.
Neil said with much more assurance then, as if he had seen something in Caitlin’s eyes that told him what she needed, “You heard me. Into the guestroom, with your butt to the door.”
Caitlin’s blue eyes went wide. She looked absolutely adorable in a blue top, with her jeans and panties around her knees. She turned and began to shuffle toward the hall. Neil bent his head and held his hand up a little, as if inspecting it to try to convince himself of what he had just done.
Mary switched the screen to the guestroom camera, wishing that she sat in the Institute’s control room with a bank of monitors in front of her and the running sensor feed at the top of her laptop screen. Something about doing it unplugged, though—Mary felt her mouth twist in a sardonic grin as she put it that way to herself—had a thrill. Also, Mary could intervene if necessary.
In the guestroom Caitlin stood looking at the bed. Mary’s angle, from the camera set in the crown molding on the other side of the bed, gave her a perfect view of the girl’s sweet, hesitant face. Mary zoomed in: the moment represented a huge turning point in Caitlin’s life, and Mary felt a little guilty eavesdropping this way upon it, but even without the facial biometrics that the Institute’s computers would run on the picture, Mary had a great deal of data to gather, if she were to help Neil take Caitlin in hand the way he deserved to do.
The redhead’s brow was furrowed, and she was chewing on the inside of her cheek. Suddenly a blush spread across her cheeks; she had certainly pictured what she would look like if she obeyed Neil’s command.
Mary zoomed out a little. Caitlin’s hands were still in front of her pussy, but now her fingers slowly clenched into fists and then unclenched again: indecision. Her completely natural hesitation warred with two aligned forces now, Mary knew: first, her erotic desires and the arousal Neil had brought her, which quite possibly exceeded any arousal she had ever felt before; second, her authentic, atavistic, but, in her modern world, socially unacceptable, desire to submit to a man and to belong to him.
Six months had gone by since the last time Mary sat in an assessor’s chair at the Institute. She still could estimate with confidence that the predictive readout that used to sit on the right side of her laptop screen would give a 60% chance that Caitlin would climb onto the bed, a 30% chance that she would just stand there and wait, a 5% chance that she would try to flee, and a 5% chance that she would do what she then actually did.
Mary zoomed in to watch Caitlin’s fingers gently push against her clit. Then the fingers began to rub, up and down, in a kind of imitation of what Neil had done there between his girlfriend’s thighs, in the living room.
“Oh, God,” Caitlin whispered.
Mary smiled. Scenes like this one had extraordinary complexity, and a promising sign here at the beginning of the bedroom episode didn’t necessarily mean that everything would now proceed flawlessly, but Caitlin playing with herself at this point demonstrated that the way Neil had begun to take her in hand found a very precise echo in her fantasy life. It meant in the short term that the sex they would now have would be good for both of them, in all probability, and in the medium term that Neil would have a relatively easy time keeping their desires aligned.
In the long term, it was of course more difficult to predict the meaning of what for Caitlin must have felt like a kind of perfect moment. But the now frantic motions of her fingertips inside her young cunt boded very well for her future submission to Neil and their happiness together.
On the other hand, Caitlin’s perfect moment of arousal meant that the next thing to happen would be of huge importance.
Don’t fuck this up, Mary thought. Just take it slow, Neil. The only truly disastrous thing that might occur now would be for Neil to lose his nerve in the face of Caitlin’s erotic need. But Mary knew that this sort of moment also presented an opportunity for Caitlin to feel disappointment in Neil’s ability to dominate her, which would make for difficulty over the next few weeks.
Neil’s legs came into view behind Caitlin’s loins. Mary pulled the camera angle back so that she could see both of them. Caitlin’s eyes were closed as she masturbated, and she had apparently not heard Neil come in.
Neil said, “Caitlin, what are you doing?”
Yes, oh, yes, Mary thought. Back at the Institute Neil’s stern tone would have generated a whoop of approval among the assessment team.
With a little sob, Caitlin jerked her hands away from her pussy. “Nothing. I mean… nothing, sir.” Sir! Mary didn’t think this could go any better.
But the ‘sir’ seemed to take Neil aback, and the next words he spoke sounded a little less stern than Mary would have liked them to sound. “Well,” Neil said slowly, as if improvising without much skill at it, “should you be doing nothing?”
Ah, well, Mary thought. It’ll play. She would have preferred to see Neil dwell on the masturbation and even spank Caitlin for it while making it clear that he wasn’t punishing the behavior, but the presumption she had shown in touching her pussy without permission. But, perhaps by accident, Neil had stumbled on a way to turn the situation to good advantage. The near future would hold plenty of times in which to make Caitlin think in lovely, shameful, arousing ways about the act of self-pleasure.
“No, sir,” Caitlin whispered.
“Should you be standing here, with your clothes on?” The confidence had returned to Neil’s tone, making Mary smile anew.
“No, sir,” Caitlin said. She bit her lip adorably. A lip bite at this point almost certainly meant very great arousal, along with that strange and wonderful feeling of penitence that Mary knew so very well and loved so very much. At the severity of Neil’s words, Caitlin had found again the joy of having a man’s firm hand to guide her. The spanking, Mary felt sure she had just begun to realize, represented only the beginning and the tip of the iceberg.
“What did I tell you to do?” Neil said. “Do you remember, sweetheart?”
Young lady would probably have been better at that point, Mary reflected, but the belittling of Neil’s tone neared perfection, and it had its effect.
In a tiny voice, Caitlin replied, “Take off my clothes and get on the bed.”
“That’s right, young lady,” Neil said. “And how did I ask you to get on the bed?”
In the same tiny voice, Caitlin said, “With my… with my bottom…” The voice became nearly inaudible, and Mary had to turn up the gain on the microphone to catch Caitlin saying, “Ready for you.”
“That’s right, young lady.” Neil took a step toward Caitlin and laid his hand on her backside. Caitlin shuddered, and Mary felt sure that the girl’s pussy had just contracted very strongly. “Do you think,” Neil said, “that you can get ready for me that way now?”
Caitlin nodded.
Neil said, “Answer me, young lady. Can you get this bottom…”
Although his hand was behind Caitlin so that Mary couldn’t see what he had done, Mary knew Neil must have given a squeeze to his girlfriend’s well-spanked backside, because Caitlin let out a loud cry. “…ready for me the way I’d like to see it?”
“Yes,” squeaked Caitlin. “Yes, sir.”
Neil stepped back. “Go ahead and do that now, then, sweetheart.”
On Caitlin’s face now, as she pulled off her blue top and dropped it to the floor, and then began to unhook her white bra to show her pretty little breasts with their strawberry nipples, was a look of downcast shame. Mary remembered the first time she had had to undress for a master who she knew would then fuck her, and she thought she could see in Caitlin’s blush the same wonder and confusion she had felt at the beginning of the discovery that she could want to obey and not want to obey at the same time.
Now Caitlin tugged her jeans and panties all the way off, still with her back to Neil. Mary saw Neil move a little, as if he wanted to help with the final removal of the jeans, but then stop himself. Good. This moment for Caitlin of having to undress while Neil watched should remain her own test of obedience.
For a very brief moment the redhead stood, naked, with her knees nearly touching the side of the bed, looking at the head with the pillows to her right and the foot to her left. Mary had taken the comforter and top sheet off, so Caitlin didn’t have to perform that part of Neil’s orders, but what she must do now represented the most difficult part of all. The lewd offering of a girl’s rear view to her master’s lustful sight had in Mary’s view—and, she knew, in the mind of many another practitioner of dominance and submission—an enormous significance. That significance, of course, derived from the way the posture occupied such a prominent role in the fantasies both of dominants and submissives. Images of herself—and probably of others, too—offered kneeling and prostrate with her bottom uplifted and her knees parted to show everything a man wanted to see, and was his to see by right, had almost certainly haunted Caitlin’s dreams. Now, here, in real life, she must assume that posture for her boyfriend, because he had spanked her and commanded her to offer him the bottom he had punished.
Caitlin climbed onto the bed in an adorable, awkward way that made Mary think of a little kitten. The camera angle only let Mary see her face, but Caitlin’s face was an even more moving sight than her pussy and anus would have been, for she had compressed her lips into a tight line and, blushing like the sun, closed her blue eyes under a brow knit with shame and arousal.
Behind her, Neil stepped forward. He puts his left hand gently but very possessively atop her waist. “Would you like a pillow to hold, young lady?” he asked.
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin said softly. Neil walked over to the head of the bed and took a down pillow in its snow-white pillowcase. He brought it around and gave it to Caitlin, who flashed the little pink nipples on her perfectly proportioned breasts to the camera as she knelt up a little and then hugged the pillow under her chest as she put her face down to the mattress again.
Neil returned to the other side of the bed, where Caitlin’s backside presented him with a prospect for which the expression on his face told Mary he had always hungered. Again he put his left hand on her waist, and now he began to stroke her there. Caitlin made a cute little purring sound in her throat.
Mary watched Neil’s right hand now, as he did indeed take it very slow, moving his hand closer and closer to Caitlin’s bottom until it was lost to Mary’s view. Then Caitlin gave a cry of passionate submission and Mary couldn’t help putting her own hand down to where her pussy lay covered in her own jeans, as she watched Caitlin’s hips move helplessly back, seeking the pleasure to be had from her boyfriend’s firm hand.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Neil watched in fascination and cock-stiffening arousal as Caitlin arched her back and pushed her pussy back against his hand. The feeling of her wet private lips against his fingers seemed to take his breath away: his demure girlfriend who didn’t like sex all that much seemed to want to yield her whole erotic being to his touch.
He caressed, and he looked. Nothing in his whole sex life to this point (which wasn’t really saying much, since he’d only slept with one girl before Caitlin) could compare with the feeling that he was looking at Caitlin’s sweet pussy, with its pretty red curls that felt ticklish on his fingers, and at the tiny pink anus that a good girl should never show a man. He looked at them because he had taken charge of her and of their fucking.
He had said it, the thing that Mary had said, and instead of sending Caitlin running out the door, it had seemed to make her protests sound thick with arousal. He had said, I’ll be fucking you there from now on, and here she had finally placed herself, with her bottom offered to him, so that he could touch her… her cunt, and even…
Neil had been rubbing gently up and down Caitlin’s cunt-lips, with a firm little pressure on her clit at the end of each rub that made her give a delightful little whimpering sigh every time. Now he took the hand away, and Caitlin emitted a questioning moan.
Could he? Neil said, “I’m going to put my finger in your bottom now, Caitlin.”
“Oh… please… no, Neil…”
But he put the tip of his forefinger there and pushed a little, feeling the tightness of the little ring, the resistance to the indignity of having her boyfriend arrogantly command her most secret place. Caitlin gave a little wail, but at the same time she seemed to arch her back even further, to push her bottom-hole against the invading finger.
“Oh, no…” she whispered again, but with a thrill of recognition and mastery, Neil realized that she simply didn’t mean it. He pushed a little harder, and the tiny pink anus engulfed the tip of his finger.
I am her master, he suddenly thought to himself, with mingled arousal, awe, and apprehension as he saw just how great a responsibility it would be to take his pretty girlfriend in hand. He looked again, now at the finger he had put in Caitlin’s sweet asshole, and he pictured the time when he would tell her that his cock would enter there, too.
Take it slow.
“Let me tell you how it’s going to be from now on, young lady, when we fuck,” he said softly, with his forefinger in her anus and his thumb on her clit, rubbing gently there again so that she made soft little questioning cries of arousal.
“You can’t say that,” she whispered, but now it sounded as if she meant that even less than she had meant the ‘no’ a moment before.
“I can call it whatever I want, Caitlin,” Neil said, “because I’m the one who gets to say. Do you understand?” He moved the finger inward a bit, and then outward. Caitlin rewarded him with a submissive moan that sent his cock leaping.
“Yes, sir,” she said very softly to the pillow she held close. He loved to see her that way, clutching the softness of the pillow and yielding to the hardness of him: his fingers, his words, his cock.
At the thought, Neil couldn’t resist, and in the blossoming of his dominance he felt suddenly that he shouldn’t resist. He pulled his hands away from Caitlin’s backside and ripped his t-shirt off. Then he unbuckled his belt.
“Wh—what are you doing?” Caitlin’s voice suddenly sounded less muffled, and he looked up to see that she had turned her head.
“Eyes forward, young lady,” Neil said instinctively and sternly. With a little sob, Caitlin turned her eyes back to the mattress.
Where did all this dominance come from? Neil shook his head in disbelief at the words he had just uttered. All he knew—really, all his cock knew—was that he should have complete command of the area between his girlfriend’s waist and her knees. He would do whatever he liked there, and she wouldn’t be allowed even to see, unless he told her to see something specific, something that would make her understand how thoroughly he had mastered her as she looked at his cock inside her, claiming her cunt, or at the marks he left upon the bottom he punished.
“I’m going to fuck you now,” he said then, with all the authority he could muster despite the thickness of his voice with an arousal so great he thought he might actually pass out. “Arch that back and push out that…” He almost said cunt, because now that he had started to explore these things in his mind, he knew that in his native tongue, there could be no more dominant word with respect to the girl you owned, in the way it changed the cute, furry little kitten between her thighs into a four-letter word, and a place that existed to make your cock feel good—just as she existed for that reason, when that cock grew hard. But the c-word… No. Not yet, at least. Take it slow. “…pussy,” he finished without more than a millisecond’s hesitation.
And Caitlin obeyed. She moaned at his words, and he watched her push harder against the mattress, hug the pillow tighter, and lift her beautiful backside to him, her pussy’s sweet, glistening inner lips even seeming to gape a little, as if begging for his hard manhood.
Neil got up onto the bed, on his right knee with his left leg up, to give some leverage. He held his cock in his right hand, so aroused that he couldn’t keep from pumping it, feeling guilty at first, but then strangely triumphant—why shouldn’t he jerk off if he wanted to? If he wanted not to fuck Caitlin, and just to rub one out, splashing his come on her ass and telling her he’d put his cock in her pussy next time, wasn’t that his right?
Neil pumped his cock in his hand then, for a few seconds, enjoying the simple, hot idea that he could do it if he wanted, and if he wanted to tell Caitlin to watch him, even, that too would fall within his rights. He looked at her pussy and the little winking anus, and then, taking it slow, he put the head of his cock at the place where he knew he could slide into his submissive girlfriend. The pleasure of her wet pussy-lips against just the head of his cock nearly drove him mad and he couldn’t help himself, but had to push in further to increase it. Caitlin gave a loud, low-pitched moan; then, as Neil thrust into her more firmly, she gasped, “Thank you, sir.”
Neil knew he would remember that tiny expression of gratitude for the rest of his life. It took away every last shred of doubt he had about whether Caitlin really did want to submit to him. He knew there would be many moments to come that would test both of them, and he could not help looking forward to those times that lay in the future when he would lay claim to his girlfriend in ever more dominant ways. Nor did he think that he had learned anywhere near as much as Mary had to teach him about disciplining Caitlin and mastering her. But that gasping Thank you, sir, he thought, might well stand forever as the end of the beginning of his taking Caitlin for his own.
The pleasure of being inside her so deeply and of watching his cock slide into her under her adorable—and still rather pink from the spanking—cheeks, spread so that she must show him also the taboo sight of the little hole there, made it impossible to take it slow just then, and he found himself gripping Caitlin’s hips and beginning to fuck harder than he had ever fucked in his life. Caitlin’s sighs changed to whimpers and cries of a deliciously ambiguous pleasure. For a moment Neil wondered whether he really should find this evidence that his fucking caused Caitlin some discomfort so very arousing. His erotic fever, though, refused to let him truly think about anything except having his way with Caitlin’s cunt, and now he reached out and put his right hand on the back of her neck. Loving the way that she lifted her head almost the way a pet would arch its neck for attention from its owner, he twined his fingers in her wavy red hair and pulled her head further back.
“Oh, God,” Caitlin cried. “I’m going to…”
Should he tell her not to come? He filed that away maybe as something for the future or maybe as something to ask Mary about. The thought of taking command of Caitlin’s pleasure made his cock leap, hard as it already was, and deep inside her cunt as it was. Right now, though, he couldn’t think of anything that would be more wonderful than to make his girlfriend submit to such wild pleasure as he pounded her cunt with his cock and her punished bottom-cheeks with his hips. “Are you going to come?” he growled.
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin gasped.
“Come for me, young lady,” Neil said. “Come on your master’s cock.”
The dominant words must have worked for Caitlin because she gave a long, piercing scream, and pushed her round little bottom back against his hips, while Neil continued to fuck, now in longer, slower strokes, holding her waist firmly in his left hand and her neck in his right, so that no matter how hard she tried to move, he held her still so that he could take his pleasure just as he liked inside her cunt.
Caitlin’s scream went on, and he felt her pussy contracting around his cock, and that feeling, along with the sight of her held so tightly, brought on his own climax. His thrusting became frantic once again and his hips flashed back and forth until with a huge shudder that ran through his whole body he came, his heart pounding in a rhythm much quicker than the little jerks his cock made inside Caitlin as it spurted out his seed.
Caitlin was on the pill, but for a moment Neil regretted it; to put a baby inside that pussy suddenly seemed like a wonderful act of mastery, and he wondered seriously for the first time whether he and Caitlin might go the distance. That morning, before Mary had said the strange thing about spanking his girlfriend, he could have sworn that his relationship with Caitlin just didn’t feel like a long-term thing. In the course of twelve hours or so, all that had changed.
Was it just a sex thing? he wondered. He knew that you weren’t supposed to pick a long-term partner—hell, a wife—just because the sex was good, but what had happened with Caitlin seemed like sex was part of it, and spanking was part of it—if you could really say that sex and spanking were different, which Neil certainly didn’t think he could say for sure after tonight. But the idea of caring for Caitlin in a way that involved disciplining her made the real beginning of something between them. Mary had said something like that, hadn’t she? Neil had dismissed it at the time; mostly, he thought, because he had not understood. He still didn’t feel certain that he really got it even now, but he definitely wanted to try to figure out what it all meant: he wanted to try to understand this thing with loving discipline more than he had ever wanted to understand anything in his life.
“Sir?” came Caitlin’s voice, still muffled in the pillow. “Did I please you?”
Neil smiled very broadly. “Yes, young lady,” he said. “You pleased me very much. Let’s lie down together for a little while now. We have some things to discuss.”
That was the next thing, right? In the article? He suddenly wanted to go find Mary and make sure he was doing it right. With the softening of his cock, of course, had come a kind of softening of his resolve and the things that had seemed so very certain just a moment before—the moment when Caitlin had said Thank you, sir—seemed less clear now, as he contemplated what, according to the article—and according to his deeply held fantasies, of course—he should now say to Caitlin, about being ready for his pleasure, about shaving her pussy, about anal.
“Okay,” Caitlin said. She slowly got herself out of the wonderful submissive position that Neil felt sure he would have her assume again very soon, and she lay down with her back to Neil, looking over her shoulder. “May I look, sir, now?” she asked timidly.
“Yes, young lady,” Neil said. “Do you like what you’re seeing?”
Caitlin giggled. “Very much,” she said. “Do you know what I’d like to do?”
Neil lay down behind her and kissed her hard on the mouth. He put his left hand around her belly and took gentle hold of her right breast. Caitlin sighed as he squeezed her nipple softly. “What would you like to do?”
Caitlin whispered, “I’d like to suck your cock.”
Despite everything that had happened so far, Neil had to conceal a little astonishment at this. “Why?” he said as suavely as he could.
She giggled again. “It’s just so big and so beautiful,” she said softly. “May I please suck it?”
“Yes, you may,” Neil said. “But not right now.”
Caitlin pouted until he kissed her again.
Suddenly, though, a look of panic came onto her face. “What time is it?” she asked. She looked around, and Neil’s eyes went with hers to a digital clock on the nightstand, which read 10:45.
“Shit,” Caitlin said. “I told my parents I’d be home by 10:30.”
“Call them,” Neil said. “They don’t care, right? You’re nineteen.”
But the thought of her parents seemed to have changed something in Caitlin’s mind drastically. Her face no longer wore the submissive look it had just a moment before when she had asked if she could suck his cock.
“No,” she said very decisively. “My mom will give me unending shit about being late. I need you to take me home.” She started to get out of bed. “I have to walk the dog, and I promised to look at my dad’s computer.” She pulled her panties on, and then her jeans.
Neil felt a very strong flash of anger. He had been about to lay down the rules for her, and here she was ending the whole night like Neil hadn’t laid claim to her and hadn’t told her that he would be in charge of her from now on. Yes, she lived with her parents, but now that she had submitted to him, shouldn’t she do as he said and call them to say that she would be late?
She had her bra and her top on now, and she climbed back onto the bed to kiss him. “Sorry,” she said. “You’ll bring me back here, right?” Then, without waiting for an answer, she said, “Thanks, that was… pretty fun. Can we go now?”



Chapter Eight
 
 
Caitlin knew that she had done the wrong thing, getting out of bed. Now, though, she didn’t know how to fix it. She felt she couldn’t fix it, at least on her own, and she definitely couldn’t be the one to start fixing it.
Had she ruined everything? She lay weeping in bed, not because her mom had been mean about her being late, because that was just the normal state of things in Caitlin’s life, but because she knew she had ruined everything by getting out of bed, no matter how freaked out she had gotten and no matter how important it had been to get out of there, and back home, at that moment.
But could she really be… that? Caitlin didn’t even know what to call it, unless it was something like slave-girl or wife from the olden days. Neil had definitely proved to her that a part of her craved that, but what did it mean, and what was she supposed to do about it?
Neil—and Mary. What was she supposed to think about Mary? Certainly she didn’t feel the uncomplicated hatred she had felt two days ago, after meeting her at dinner and feeling like Neil’s old babysitter had passed negative judgment upon her. But the idea that Neil’s aunt Mary would—if this new thing continued—somehow be in charge of her, as an advisor to her boyfriend, or something, and the provider of the place where Neil would fuck Caitlin… she had no notion of how she could begin to decide what to think about that.
One minute she had wanted nothing as much as she wanted to be allowed to suck Neil’s cock, that thing she had never done, and even to swallow, which she had always thought so gross whenever a friend told the tale of a blowjob. The next minute she had thought of the time, then of her parents, and then of the dog, and the yearning to suck her master’s cock had fled away. Instead, she had felt a sudden revulsion both for the act of oral sex and for her own craving to perform it.
Then that revulsion had extended itself, as she thought of what she had just done with Neil—or rather, she supposed, what Neil had just done to her: the way he had spanked her, made her get on the bed in that shameful way, and fucked her. The fact that a part of her had felt fulfilled by that suddenly didn’t seem to matter.
So she had ruined it, and now she didn’t know whether she should be crying because she ruined it, or she should be saying Thank God I put a stop to that and calling the police on Neil and Mary. That terrible confusion made the crying worse, because she started to feel like she was going crazy, and to distrust the way she felt—the way she felt about Neil, above all.
I love him, she thought. But then, I have Stockholm syndrome. I love him because it makes me feel better when I think about the way he abused me.
But he hadn’t abused her, dammit. She had been rude at dinner, last night.
Now, she couldn’t figure out even whether or not she had acted rudely because of how desperately, though unconsciously, she had wanted a spanking.
All night long Caitlin passed from weeping over having lost something so wonderful to grim satisfaction at having ended something so terrible, and back again. When she finally did sleep, near morning, she dreamt that she had dreamt the whole thing, and when she asked Neil to spank her again, he looked at her as if she had gone insane, and said, “Spank you? Are you a pervert, or something?”
Dream-Neil laughed derisively, shook his head, and walked away forever, though dream-Caitlin shouted, sobbing, after him, “It was a joke! Can’t you take a joke?”
 
* * *
 
Neil texted her in the morning.
I’ll pick you up after work. We’ll go to Mary’s. Tell your parents you’ll be out late.
She stared at her phone, sitting next to her bowl of microwave oatmeal on the kitchen table. After the terrible night, and the worse dream, she just didn’t want to think about it.
Sorry, I’m busy tonight.
Caitlin’s heart beat rapidly in her chest, and she felt her throat constrict into the beginnings of a sob.
I know you’re not busy, young lady. You’re coming to Mary’s.
Caitlin tried to take a spoonful of oatmeal from the bowl to her mouth, but her hand was shaking too much. No thinking. No thinking. By repeating it like a mantra, she managed to steady her finger enough to tap out:
No, I’m not. Please don’t text again until I text you. I don’t want to block your number, but I will.
Then she stared at the phone, not really noticing the tears that dropped into her oatmeal. No thinking. No hoping. No loving… him. Sir. No.
 
* * *
 
She had no idea, at 5:45 when her shift at the big-box electronics store ended, how she had made it through the day without crying. She knew it must have something to do with how from the moment she got into her mom’s car to be driven to work, she found something little and stupid on which to focus: the air-conditioning in the car—why is it blue, on the dial? What’s essential cold about blue? Snow is white, right? Why blue?
Then, at work: why do people buy movies that they know they’ll only watch once? What happens to all the movies people don’t watch anymore? Do they still exist? That one lasted her pretty much all day. If she cried when she went for her fast-food lunch, she didn’t let herself notice.
As 5:45 approached, she started to panic. She felt as if something might happen, but she didn’t even know what it would be. He wouldn’t, would he? He wouldn’t just come, and… and… grab her, hold her, and put her in his car take her to Mary’s to… to… spank her again, because she had lied about being busy. He wouldn’t.
“Caitlin,” came the voice behind her, as she turned to reach for her purse and head out the door where her mother had grudgingly consented to pick her up. Neil usually did give her a ride from work to wherever they were going to hang out that night. She whirled to see Mary Lourcy standing there in an elegant blue sweater-dress that made Caitlin instantly blush to think of what she looked like in her jeans and t-shirt.
But… why? Why should Caitlin feel embarrassed in front of this admittedly elegant and obviously successful woman? What did Mary have to do with Caitlin? The answer came barreling into her mind immediately: Neil respects her.
But Caitlin was done with Neil now, right? She was done with Neil precisely because of this woman.
“What do you want?” Caitlin said, hearing the same rudeness in her voice for which Neil had… dammit.
“Don’t make this worse by being even brattier, Caitlin,” Mary said. “Neil doesn’t have enough experience yet to understand what you’re doing, but someday soon you’re going to thank God that I do have a great deal of experience, and I do understand you.”
“I have no fucking idea what you’re talking about,” Caitlin said, trying to keep her voice dull and even.
“I have nowhere near as much to lose as Neil does, and as you do, so I’m going to suggest you don’t make me put you over my knee and spank you right here in your workplace.”
“You wouldn’t do that,” Caitlin said scornfully. She surveyed Mary’s elegant frame; the woman stood a little taller and a little broader than Caitlin, but not enough so that she could subdue the younger woman sufficiently to… to do that here. “You couldn’t.”
“I can assure you I can, Caitlin. I’m highly skilled at jiu-jitsu, and more important, I know that you wouldn’t really put up a fight.”
“What? Fuck you, Aunt Mary!” Nevertheless, Caitlin could feel that her eyes had gone very wide in alarm, and that her face had become bright pink.
Mary stepped forward, and before Caitlin knew it the woman had her in some kind of arm lock, with her wrist held against the small of her back and Mary’s other hand on Caitlin’s elbow. Oh, God. She’s not bluffing, and she does understand.
“Right now,” Mary said quietly in Caitlin’s ear. “I know you better than you know yourself. I know what a terrible day you’ve had, and I know what you thought was going to happen; how you and Neil were going to take a little break, and then start up again. It wouldn’t have happened that way, because neither of you would be getting what you now know you need. You would have broken up for good in a month or two, and you probably wouldn’t ever have found anyone else half as compatible with you. That’s not going to happen, though, because I’m here.”
Caitlin heard the sound of her own breathing come harsh and quick over the ambient noise of the evening store. The arm lock was not painful, just a tiny bit uncomfortable, and Mary had arranged herself and Caitlin so that it would look to people around them like the two women were having a conversation they didn’t want anyone else to hear, with Mary’s arm companionably around Caitlin’s back.
Caitlin could shout for help, right? Mary wouldn’t really… would she?
“Last chance,” Mary said. “If you don’t come to my car, and to my house, quietly, I’ll spank you here and put you in my car.”
“Will Neil be there?” Caitlin squeaked, not at all sure why she had said it.
“No,” Mary said. “Just us.”
“My mom’s waiting outside.”
“No, she’s not. I told her I would take you home.”
“And she believed you?!” Caitlin felt tears come into her eyes.
“Why shouldn’t she? I don’t think you understand with whom you’re dealing, Caitlin, but that’s just another one of those things you need to learn. Let me just say for now that I’ve had a lot of training at making people feel I’m in charge of a situation, and that it works best when they listen to me.”
“I… I don’t know what you mean.”
“I know,” Mary said. “But that’s not especially important right now.” She let go of Caitlin’s arm and stepped back. She smiled, a little sadly, Caitlin thought. Then her face grew very stern again. “Let’s get going.”
Caitlin felt her brow furrow, and she bit the inside of her cheek. “Are you going to spank me at your house?”
“Yes,” Mary said.
“Oh, God, I…”
Mary stepped forward again, and Caitlin shied back, putting her hands up. “Okay,” she whispered. “Just, please, not here.”
“There we go, sweetie,” Mary said, and turned to lead the way out of the store.
In Mary’s little black German roadster, which Caitlin could not help envying beyond any envy she had ever felt over a car, Mary asked about Caitlin’s family, and about her plans for the future. Caitlin was the youngest of three sisters, and the only one still at home, just as Neil was the younger of two brothers, his older brother having moved away to New York the previous year. Caitlin’s parents were older than Neil’s, and more old-fashioned. Also, they had less money, and there was no money for Caitlin to go to college even if she’d wanted to, which she didn’t.
“I’d like to manage the store,” she said, when Mary asked her what she really wanted to do. “The manager now didn’t go to college, and he’s so mean. I’d be much better at it—I’m good with people.”
“I can tell,” Mary said. “But you’re also really smart. You could be running that whole corporation, if you went to college.”
Caitlin laughed. “No way. I’m not that kind of person.”
“I’m not so sure of that,” Mary replied. “I’m going to try to convince you otherwise.”
Caitlin felt herself blushing; something about Mary’s tone had once again conveyed the threat of a spanking. Surely she didn’t think she could spank Caitlin into going to college?



Chapter Nine
 
 
Feeling needed for her skill as a D/s expert served Mary as her drug of choice, and Caitlin Reilly needed what Mary could give her very badly. More, Mary only grew in her conviction that Neil had found a very good match for himself, in Caitlin. When Neil had called her that morning in despair, trying so hard not to accuse Mary of ruining his relationship with the girl he now obviously and understandably—after the previous night—thought of as the one, Mary felt more alive than she had in months.
Annie hadn’t really needed Mary after all: any dominant man or woman could have helped Annie, who wore her submissiveness on her sleeve and felt no conflict at all when Mary ordered her over the chair for a whipping. Caitlin and Neil, on the other hand, would require a delicate touch, and this evening could be a critical turning point for Caitlin, if Mary handled her correctly.
The confusion in Caitlin’s eyes when Mary did not begin the discipline session the moment the door had closed behind them touched her greatly. The girl had so much to learn, and Mary’s job was to teach it so as to make the learning both exacting—painful, even—and helpful. Caitlin stood with her hands clenched in front of her in little fists, with a frightened look in her eyes, as if convinced that Mary would now say something like “Take off your clothes” and not sure whether she could keep herself from obeying.
“Let’s go sit in the living room,” Mary said, though. Caitlin greeted those words with a puzzled look, and a frown in which Mary could see a certain disappointment that Caitlin would never admit to anyone, Mary least of all, and might not even know she felt.
“Okay,” the redhead replied slowly. Mary led the way into the living room, and they sat in the same places Mary had sat with Neil the previous morning, thirty-six hours and, Mary knew, for Caitlin a lifetime ago.
Mary looked steadily at Caitlin, saying nothing, until Caitlin, her face growing more troubled by the second, said, “When are you going to do it?”
“Soon,” Mary replied. She watched the word have its alarming effect on Caitlin’s expression, and then, judging the time to be fully ripe, she said, “You don’t have to tell Neil how much you like it. And goodness knows you don’t have to tell me.”
“Oh,” Caitlin whispered. Mary watched the girl fully absorb her words. She could tell that Caitlin’s mind had begun to struggle mightily with the question of how to respond. Her little Oh meant not that she truly felt at a loss as to what to say, but that she had far too many conflicting things to say.
In a sense, Mary had just lied to Caitlin: she would certainly have to tell Neil sometime, perhaps very soon, that submitting to him made her feel more pleasure than she had ever thought she could. But that would happen because Neil would command her to say it, and that would leave Caitlin marvelously free within herself to experience her deeply held fantasies of reluctance overcome. In the larger, truer sense, Caitlin would indeed never have to admit how much she longed to submit.
“I’m going to tell you part of the story of my time away from Ohio now,” Mary said.
Now Caitlin looked completely confused. “Don’t worry,” Mary continued. “It will make sense in a moment. Also, don’t feel like you will have to respond, okay? You’re going to have a lot of different kinds of feelings, I’m pretty sure, about my story. I certainly won’t mind if you want to express them, but I don’t expect it. One of the things I want to teach you is to feel secure in your silences. I know that doesn’t make sense either right now, but just let me talk for a little while, okay?”
Caitlin nodded. Mary smiled at the girl’s start at understanding about silence.
“When I first got out to California,” Mary began. “I was hoping to be an actress, and like a lot of aspiring actresses, I was actually working as a waitress. I got a job at a really nice restaurant, and one night this really prominent political couple named the Weavers came in, and I couldn’t help overhearing them talking about something that seemed totally outlandish to me. Can you guess?”
Mary looked at Caitlin. Caitlin shook her head, though her blush seemed to indicate that perhaps she did guess.
“They were talking about spanking,” Mary said. “It became completely clear while I was serving them that the husband was going to spank his wife after dinner. Well, he must have seen me blushing, because with the check he left his card, with a note on the back, reading If you’d like to learn more about loving discipline, go to this URL. I had never admitted to myself before that moment that I had any fantasies about spanking. I have a feeling you know what I mean, but actually that’s not really all that important, because even if you have still never admitted your fantasies to yourself, I know you have them.”
Mary looked intently at Caitlin, who had blushed very prettily, as only a redheaded girl with blue eyes can blush.
“So, what I found at the URL Representative Weaver had given me was a questionnaire that was put up by a place that’s just called the Institute. It had the most embarrassing questions you can imagine, but also a lot of regular questions. And it said that if I was chosen for their training program, I could make a lot of money.” Mary looked around her very well-furnished living room. “As you can see,” she said, “that was true.”
“What kind of questions?” Caitlin whispered.
“About my fantasies,” Mary said simply. “I think the reason I filled it out wasn’t the money. I think it was because when I read through the questionnaire, I saw for the very first time that the things in my imagination that I always pushed away must also be in other girls’ imaginations too, or else they wouldn’t have asked me the questions they asked, about punishment, and sex.”
Caitlin, obviously fascinated despite herself, said, “Like what?”
Mary felt the left side of her mouth twist up in a crooked smile. “Like the very first one,” she said. “The one that made me keep reading. I’ll remember it forever. Imagine you’re a naughty girl. Who should spank you, and what should they spank you with?”
“Oh, my God,” Caitlin whispered. The temptation to push the advantage almost overcame Mary: she could very easily have taken Caitlin over her knee right then, and probably produced beneficial results. But she suspected that patience would pay even bigger dividends.
“So,” she said. “I filled it out, and I got a call that night from the Institute. I went in for a day of interviews, and they accepted me into the volunteer program. I became a concubine.”
“A what?” Caitlin’s expression showed that she knew it must be something dirty, which almost made Mary giggle.
“A concubine,” Mary repeated. “That’s a girl who serves a master sexually and receives punishments when she is naughty, and also when her master feels like punishing her. I spent about six months at the Institute, being trained, and then I had my contract bought by my master, whose name is Trevor.”
“Is?” Caitlin asked sharply.
Mary nodded. “I still consider him my master, even though we have to be apart. After I was in service to him for a year, I went back to the Institute, and received psychological training to be what’s called an assessor there.”
“What’s that?” Caitlin asked, showing her curiosity more and more.
“Someone who watches the girls at the Institute and also afterward with their masters, and figures out how best to train girls to fulfill their own and their masters’ fantasies. I did that for three years. Then I came back here.”
“Why?” Caitlin’s tone and expression indicated that she envied Mary’s time at the Institute—to an extent she almost certainly didn’t even realize.
“Something unfortunate happened with a business associate of Trevor’s,” Mary said. Then she cut off further discussion on that topic. “I can’t talk about it. What I am going to talk about, though, is how my training, especially in a division of the Institute called the Extreme Marriage program, makes me the perfect person to help you and Neil take your relationship in a good direction.”
There. The defensive, defiant look came back onto Caitlin’s face.
“You’re going to sign a kind of contract now,” Mary said steadily. “Neil and I drew it up earlier today. That contract will make you Neil’s submissive girlfriend for the next thirty days, with the possibility of extension.”
Caitlin frowned deeply, though Mary could see in the heaving of her chest how excited the thought had gotten her. “What is that supposed to mean?” she asked.
“I don’t like your tone, young lady,” Mary said, falling into the delicious role she had been waiting to assume for two days now.
Panicked confusion now reigned in Caitlin’s eyes.
“You just added to the spanking I’m going to give you in a few moments, and you can add even more by refusing to sign the contract, but you’ll be able to read in the contract what it means, so I’ll just go get it for you.”
Mary got up, after noting with satisfaction that Caitlin’s jaw had dropped, and walked to the kitchen table, where she had left the contract. She picked it up and brought it to the cute little redhead in the living room. Caitlin’s mouth still hung open, but she took the contract and started to read it by the light of the table lamp on the end table next to where she sat on Mary’s sofa; the sofa whose pillows, Mary thought with a little thrill of arousal, Caitlin would be plumping tomorrow, according to Schedule A: household duties.
 
I, the undersigned Caitlin Reilly, promise to submit to my boyfriend Neil Dering and to obey the rules he shall set for me, as well as to obey the rules set by my aunt Mary Lourcy and to fulfill the duties laid out in the schedules of this contract, for a period of at least thirty (30) days, after which I may terminate this contract, or, with the agreement of my boyfriend, extend it for a period of not less than a year.
Specifically, I promise:
● to accept my boyfriend’s judgment as to when I have been naughty and deserve punishment


● to submit to punishments on my bare bottom with my boyfriend’s or aunt’s hand, with his belt, with a paddle of wood or leather, with a rattan cane of a thickness of no more than a half-inch, with a wooden spoon, with a punishment strap no longer than eighteen (18) inches, with a switch (or birch) of twigs, or with a hairbrush


● to gratify my boyfriend sexually as specified by him


● to prepare myself to gratify my boyfriend, in dress and personal hygiene, as specified by my aunt


● to do the household chores set forth in Schedule A


● to maintain the personal deportment set forth in Schedule B


Schedule A: household duties
● Vacuum the floors


● Dust all surfaces


● Clean the toilets and showers


● Cook a healthy dinner for boyfriend and aunt


● Plump all pillows


● Change sheets on all beds once per week


● Do laundry


Schedule B: personal deportment
● hairless everywhere except on head, or between legs, as specified by boyfriend


● underwear clean, matching, and attractive, as specified by aunt


● no pants


● skirts no shorter than one inch above the knee


● demeanor respectful; boyfriend addressed as ‘sir’ and aunt as ‘ma’am’


● always grateful for punishment; says “Thank you, sir,” and “Thank you, ma’am” afterward


● always grateful for sexual attention; thanks boyfriend for the gift of his manhood and his seed inside her, when he enjoys his conjugal rights


● always grateful for erotic pleasure; when allowed to climax, expresses the depth of her thankfulness


 




Caitlin looked up. She had begun to tremble all over. “What about my job?” she asked.
“You’re going to quit your job,” Mary replied. “You’re going to live here, with me, and I’m going to support you. You will think of yourself as Neil’s old-fashioned wife, and me as the aunt who lives with you, with much more experience of the world, and of married life, than either you or Neil has. Sign the contract, Caitlin, and then I’ll spank you.”
She handed Caitlin a pen. Caitlin bit her lip and signed.



Chapter Ten
 
 
The text from Caitlin to Neil read:
 
I’m very sorry, sir, for the misunderstanding I caused and the rude way I treated you. Aunt Mary has spanked me thoroughly, and I am in corner time until you can get here.
 
Along with the message was a picture of Caitlin from the back, her nose in the corner and her bottom a flaming red.
Neil made it to Mary’s in five minutes, from where he was moping at his apartment: a trip that should have taken ten. He felt some amazement that he hadn’t run the car into a tree on the way, since the photo, and the idea of Mary taking it—asking for Caitlin’s phone and then taking a picture of her punished backside to send to her boyfriend—seemed to hover before his eyes the entire way even though he managed to avoid the temptation to sneak a peek at the one stoplight between his house and Mary’s.
How had his aunt Mary spanked his little Caitlin? Over her knee, or over the chair in the guestroom? With her hand, or something else? The uniformly bright pink shade of Caitlin’s tiny bottom, with the prim little cheeks that Neil remembered with cock-stiffening vividness had felt so delicious against his hips the night before, seemed to indicate a hand-spanking—though a much more through one than Neil had known how to give.
Caitlin had signed the contract. Neil shook his head to clear his remaining disbelief away. When Mary had shown it to him, he had gone along because, sure, if Caitlin did sign it, it would be the beginning of something amazing, especially with the promise of college for her. But he hadn’t even considered, really, that she might sign.
But, “Caitlin got her first taste of the hairbrush this evening,” Mary said matter-of-factly, when Neil had entered the living room. “As we discussed, she’ll be living here with me for a month, learning to be a good girl for you. I’ve told her that you decided that was the best way to make sure she learns her lesson thoroughly, and you don’t have to put up with any more nonsense.”
“What?” Neil said, not quite able to comprehend what Mary was saying, but finding it very strange, even with this evidence that Caitlin had consented, in light of the horrible text conversation he’d had with Caitlin that morning, where she threatened to block him and he’d been sure that he’d ruined everything. He looked, still disbelieving the reality of the sight, at Caitlin’s back, where she stood naked in the corner of Mary’s living room. The pinkness of her bottom-cheeks and upper thighs had faded a little, but was still definitely there. Her shoulders heaved, and Neil heard her give a little whimpering sob.
“You may speak, young lady,” Mary said. “Tell your boyfriend that you’ve agreed to his contract. And you may rub your bottom now, too.”
Neil felt his heart speed up even further as he watched Caitlin’s hands come around her backside and start to rub her pretty bottom. He didn’t think he’d ever seen anything as sexy as the way those well-disciplined cheeks clenched, and rose and fell, as his girl tried to make the lingering pain of her punishment feel a little better. He wanted to order her into the guestroom that instant and repeat the scene from the night before, but this time to put his cock inside that adorable butt, and rub the pink cheeks himself as he watched himself surging into her ass.
A little moan escaped Caitlin’s unseen lips, and then she said, “Thank you, ma’am. Sir, I want to learn to be a good girl for you. Just like your contract says, your aunt Mary is going to teach me. I’m going to stay here and learn to keep your house nicely.”
Neil felt the need to confirm this strange new set of circumstances. “And what about your job?”
“I’m going to quit my job, sir,” Caitlin said. “Sometime maybe I’ll go to college, and Mary is going to help with that, too.”
“First, though,” Mary said, “you’re going to learn manners and housekeeping, aren’t you, young lady?”
“Yes, ma’am,” Caitlin said.
“You may turn around, Caitlin,” Mary said. “Hands at your sides.”
“Oh, ma’am, please…” Neil heard the shame in her voice even as his cock rose at the thought of seeing her that way.
“Now, young lady,” Mary said. “Or you’ll feel my hairbrush again.”
Caitlin gave a whimpering little sob, but turned, her eyes downcast to the rug and her hands hanging in little fists at her hips. Neil swallowed hard at the sight of her sweet red pussy-curls, and at the way they didn’t quite conceal the cleft of her secret lips. He had seen them, exposed submissively, last night of course, but something about this little scene seemed even more exciting; Caitlin completely naked for her punishment by Aunt Mary, now made to display herself for Neil.
He didn’t understand exactly what was happening, he knew, but God had it made him hard, and eager to order Caitlin into the guestroom to enjoy what were now enshrined as his conjugal rights in this strange, old-fashioned scheme.
“Look at your boyfriend, Caitlin,” Mary said sternly, and Caitlin, her face very pink, raised her eyes to Neil’s. She chewed on her cheek adorably, and looked into his eyes with a little pout that seemed to beg him to be a caring, firm man for her, to understand her and to teach her how to please him.
Mary turned to Neil. “Neil, your little lady has something to say to you.”
Neil felt himself frowning as he turned to Caitlin, who took a deep breath and said, “Sir, I promise to love you, to honor you, and to obey you.”
Neil felt his jaw drop a little. Love, honor, and obey? Like we’re getting married? He looked at Mary. She said, in that same matter-of-fact tone in which she had told Neil he should spank Caitlin and then, tonight, that Caitlin had had her first taste of the hairbrush, “As a lesson in her needs, and a way to learn her place, Caitlin will be your submissive girlfriend for the next thirty days. Longer, if you decide together that it should be longer. Now it’s your turn to promise to love her, to honor her, and to discipline her.”
Caitlin gave a little whimper at those words and her brow furrowed deeply, but she didn’t protest.
Neil looked at naked, lovely, penitent little Caitlin. The rational part of him couldn’t believe this strange ceremony was truly happening, but he found himself saying, “Young lady, I promise to love and to honor you. And to discipline you, when… when you need it.” His voice had grown a little weaker as he tried to put his own spin on the discipline part of the strange promise. Vow? He noticed Caitlin’s expression of submission start to waver a bit at his lack of confidence and realized that he too probably had a lot to learn.
Mary nodded. “Very good. You just started a wonderful journey together. Neil, I think you know what to do now.”
He hesitated. Caitlin looked at him and the wavering of her submission into doubt seemed to begin again in her eyes. Then he said softly, “Into the bedroom, Caitlin. On your knees in front of the chair.”
“Yes, sir,” she said, giving him a little tight-lipped smile, and walked toward the hall.
“Good job,” Mary said. “The confidence will come, the more you understand how much she needs it.”
For a moment Neil stood looking at the space Caitlin had left, then he turned to Mary, letting the confusion show on his face and holding his hands in front of him, palms up, as if to say, What the hell is going on?
Mary smiled patiently. “The biggest problem men and women in your position have, as you’re beginning to understand what you want out of a relationship that could become a forever kind of thing, is that you don’t know how to communicate honestly. There’s too much shame in saying that you want your boyfriend to make you have anal, or that you want to make your girlfriend suck your cock. It’s even more shameful to admit that you feel like you need a man to keep you in line, or that when he does keep you in line, you want him to keep doing it. Sometimes you need a third party to do some of that communicating for you, to get things started.”
“So… is this… for real? She really signed the contract?” Neil couldn’t even tell what he meant by the question.
“If you mean, is Caitlin about to suck your cock, then the answer is yes.”
“Jesus,” Neil said. “You… you’re not really like other people, are you, Aunt Mary?” He gazed into her level, hazel stare. “Or should I call you ma’am?” When he had started to ask the question, he had meant it as a joke, but he realized after he finished it that he had really spoken more than half seriously.
“Do you want to call me ma’am, little Neil?”
Neil felt his eyes widen at the strange surge of anger that flashed through him at the belittling way she had spoken. He remembered when she had babysat for him all those years ago, and it seemed she tried to put him in his place, as if he were still a ten-year-old.
“No,” he said very firmly. Then, unsure of where the thought came from, he said, “And I’ll spank you if you use that tone with me again, Aunt Mary.” His confusion grew greater, though, despite the decision in his voice, because suddenly he did very much want to spank his old babysitter, his ‘aunt’ Mary.
Mary smiled. “Good,” she said. “You’re a dominant, and that’s what your girlfriend needs. I can’t say I’d mind an occasional spanking from you, but we’ll have to see how things play out.”
Neil’s jaw dropped, and Mary laughed. “Such a cute baby dom,” she said, but not in a really teasing way. “You’re right. I’m not like other people. Most other people, anyway. I got lucky, and had a lot of help in getting what I needed. More help than I can give you two, I’m afraid, but hopefully what I can give will be enough.”
Neil shook his head. “You talk in riddles, and…” With a little thrill, he realized that he could own a bit of his dominance that he couldn’t have dreamed of owning yesterday. “And I’m definitely going to spank you for it sometime.”
Mary giggled. “We’ll see about that, little Neil. Caitlin’s got the answer to some of the riddles, and you can ask her when you let her stop serving you with her mouth.”
Neil couldn’t help a little throat-clearing grunt of arousal at words serving you with her mouth. Yes, that was exactly what a firm-handed boyfriend deserved from his girlfriend who had started to learn how to make a nice home for him. He almost left the living room then, to go to the guestroom and start enjoying his new rights, but he realized that one burning question remained about the reality of this new life they seemed to be starting.
“Is the… housewife thing… real?” he asked. “I mean, what if she does go to college…”
“Oh, Caitlin will go to college,” Mary said in a very businesslike voice.
“But it’s so expensive,” Neil said. “How can we afford it?”
“In case you haven’t noticed, Neil, I came back here in style.” Her smile seemed very warm now.
“Wait, so you’re saying that you’ll help?”
“Not just help. I’ll put Caitlin through college on my own, and get her a job afterward.”
“If she… I mean…”
“All I’m asking from her is thirty days. I’m convinced, based on a great deal of experience, that it’s going to go on longer than that, but if she obeys you for thirty days, does her housekeeping diligently, accepts your discipline and mine if necessary, and then decides she wants to put it all behind her, I’ll still put her through college.”
Neil shook his head in disbelief. “That sounds crazy. I mean, no offense, but this is really pretty crazy, right?”
Mary shook her own head. “I know it looks that way to you, but with all due respect to you as the head of your household, I’m pretty sure you’ll see it differently in a month. Now go get that big cock of yours sucked, okay?”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Caitlin knelt, naked, in front of the high-backed wooden chair, the twin of the one Neil had sat on to take her over his knee yesterday and Mary had laid her over to spank her with the hairbrush.
God, did that hairbrush hurt! Caitlin’s bottom still ached from its thudding strokes. As she waited for Neil, she put her right hand back to rub her bottom, remembering how she had had to do it in the living room, in front of Neil; how much she had wanted to show him, how ashamed she had been of wanting that, and then of doing it.
How wet her pussy had gotten when she did it, as all the warmth in her punished backside had seemed to flow in a rush into the naughty secret place between her thighs.
And even before that, when Mary had told her to take off all her clothes and lay herself over the chair with her bottom high, the humiliation itself seemed to make her pussy tingle. Something about the contract seemed to have taken away some of the terrible anxiety she had felt only that morning, when she thought she simply had to end things with Neil and had written him that awful text. The contract meant that she had to do what Mary said and, more important, what Neil said when he came to… to claim her. To take possession of her and to teach her how to please him.
Somehow it didn’t matter, after she had signed, why she had put the pen to the paper and written her name. Mary had seen to that: as soon as Caitlin put the pen down had come the command to strip naked and get over the chair for her hairbrush spanking.
“Do you think you’re ready to please your boyfriend, young lady?” Mary had said after she had struck Caitlin five times with the horrible heavy thing, so hard that Caitlin had already emitted a shriek of pain and begun to cry copious tears.
“Yes,” she sobbed.
“Yes, what?” Mary spanked her again with the hairbrush, and Caitlin had to wriggle her bottom as her arms, holding onto the chair legs to push her backside up for her punishment, started to ache. “Keep. This. Bottom. Still!” Mary said, giving her a hard swat with every word. “Yes. What. Caitlin?”
“Oh, God! Yes, ma’am!” How could Mary make her feel so very… punished, Caitlin wondered. She truly felt like a rude, naughty girl who didn’t know her place, under the stinging attention of that hairbrush—but also like she had started to learn her lesson, and to be a better girlfriend for the man for whom she had promised to make a comfortable home.
“Now I know,” said Mary, “that Neil didn’t spank you very hard yesterday, young lady.”
“But he did!” Caitlin wailed. “He did, ma’am!”
Mary spanked her hard again. “Don’t talk back to me, young lady!” Another swat, to her upper thigh, and Caitlin screamed again. “Apologize!” A spank on Caitlin’s already very warm sit-spot.
“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Caitlin sobbed.
“Neil didn’t spank you hard. But that will change, especially when he learns to whip you with his belt, the way a husband whips a naughty wife.” Mary kept spanking her while she delivered this news, and now Caitlin couldn’t do anything but sob, and try to push her bottom up the way she knew Aunt Mary wanted to see it.
Then Mary said, “Thank me now, young lady.”
Caitlin, still gasping with her tears, took a long moment to have enough breath, and enough of a hold on the reality that had seemed to fly away from her the longer the spanking continued, to whisper, “Thank you, ma’am.”
“Corner time, now.” Mary helped her up, and conducted her to the corner. “No rubbing until Neil gets here. Tell me the passcode on your phone, so I can take a picture.”
“Oh, no…”
“No, what?!” Mary said, giving Caitlin a sharp little smack with her hand, in the middle of her bottom.
“No, ma’am. Please!”
“Do you need another spanking so soon, Caitlin? Tell me your passcode.”
So Caitlin had told Mary the code, and then heard the phone make the shutter-click sound.
Then Mary said, “Now write your man an apology, and send him the picture.”
Thus Caitlin had to send to her boyfriend a picture of her punished bottom, to tell him that Caitlin was ready to learn to please him, and to accept his discipline.
She heard footsteps in the hall, and turned to see Neil come into the little room that Caitlin supposed she should start to think of as her own room: the room where she would stay, here at her new Aunt Mary’s house. The room where Neil would come to fuck her—to use her pussy, her mouth, and her bottom, for his pleasure. She felt a shiver go through her body at the thought.
Conjugal rights. Was that the phrase in the contract? She would be thankful when Neil put his seed inside her, when he enjoyed his conjugal rights? In this room then, her man would take what belonged to him and possess it utterly.
Neil closed the door behind him and turned to look at her. Caitlin felt the contrast between his clothes—jeans and a red flannel shirt—and her nakedness.
“Are you ready to learn to suck my cock, young lady?” he asked.
Caitlin still didn’t understand why the sound of his voice, telling her how it would be with her—how she would have to serve him in ways that everything she had ever learned about being a good girl told her carried terrible shame and dirtiness—could make her feel so many things, arousal and love above all. It seemed paradoxical: his words didn’t seem to convey love at all, but they still made her feel how much he loved her, because Neil treasured the pleasure she gave him, and because he knew how much she wanted to please him.
He loves me so much that he lets me suck his cock. Such a strange thought. So much that he lets me be the mouth he’ll put his cock in. Even stranger.
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin whispered.
Neil didn’t say anything more. He walked to the chair and stood between its seat and Caitlin, so that her face was already closer to his cock than it had ever been, and she couldn’t help picturing it inside the denim: was it hard? Hard because Caitlin had had her lesson from Mary’s hairbrush, maybe, because her man had that special desire that her heart always fluttered over when she considered it: the desire to punish girls, and the desire most of all to punish his girl.
When he started to unbuckle his belt, her reverie, daydreaming of his hard cock when it lay only inches from the mouth into which she would have to receive him so reverently, had grown so deep that she gasped at the idea that he would let her see it now. The belt was unbuckled now, and Neil started to unbutton his fly. Caitlin started to breathe very heavily as his blue briefs came into view.
Neil put his hand down to stroke her cheek, and Caitlin looked up at him for the first time since he had come over to the chair. “Are you scared?” he asked gently, but also with a sort of teasing quality that thrilled her even as it made her face grow terribly hot with shame.
“A little,” Caitlin admitted.
“Don’t worry,” Neil said, smiling down upon her. “I know it’s your first time. I won’t spank you if you’re not good at it yet.”
She gave a little sob of arousal at the degradation of that thought: would he spank her for that, some day? “Oh, God,” she whispered.
“Just do your best, sweetheart, and I’ll teach you how to please me.”
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin whispered.
Then she turned her eyes downward again, because Neil had begun to pull down his briefs. His cock sprang free, the most shameful, beautiful sight Caitlin had ever seen, long and thick and hard. Somehow Caitlin knew that she must not touch it with her hands. “Sir?” she said. “May I kiss it?”
Neil took his cock in his hand and stroked it. Seeing him give himself that little bit of pleasure made Caitlin feel lightheaded with jealousy. She never played with herself, really. Maybe once a month, and when she did she always felt she like she had stolen something from… someone. She hadn’t done it at all during the time she and Neil were dating—the one time she had started, thinking about what it would be like if Neil told her to do this, to suck his cock, she had stopped in self-conscious guilt, wondering if he might—hoping really that he would—tell her that she shouldn’t, because he should be the one to pleasure her.
Now, watching him pump his cock instead of answering her question and giving her permission to kiss it, the asymmetry of it made her pussy clench in helpless arousal. She must not play with her pussy, but he could do what he liked with his cock. He owned her, and she supposed that he belonged to her in certain way—but that way seemed so different, and different in a way that made her feel faint.
“Yes, young lady,” he said, “come kiss my cock.”
Caitlin leaned forward. The wrinkled skin at the top of his penis seemed to emit a wonderful odor of manly sex. She supposed the lovely, dirty smell must come from somewhere else, but the little bead of glistening moisture that came out of the slit at the end of Neil’s cock seemed so sacred that she thought the sacred aroma must come from there as well.
She puckered her lips, thinking that to kiss her man there, where he differed from her in such a proud, masterful way, was like kissing a sign of how he had taken charge of her. As she did the embarrassing thing and felt the head of her boyfriend’s cock against the sensitive skin of her lips, she closed her eyes as if she could not bear to see his power over her. The skin of Neil’s penis had a pebbled quality, somehow; rough and smooth at the same time, and it made her whole body feel hot with shame, even as her pussy clenched to know what she had done. The sticky fluid, as Caitlin’s lips came away, made her feel that he had anointed her and left evidence upon her that she had been his good girl. His good dirty girl, Caitlin thought then, with another thrill of shame and excitement.
“Open your eyes,” Neil said with a little sternness in his tone, and Caitlin opened them. “Now your mouth, Caitlin. Then stick out your tongue, so I can put my cock on it.”
Her whole world, the part of the world she could see, was her masterful boyfriend’s waist, thighs, cock, and balls, covered in the curly brown hair that seemed so different from her own private fleece, because out of it rose something so beautiful and powerful. She parted her lips and stuck her tongue out just a little bit, not really because she had any reluctance left, but because the experience overwhelmed her so thoroughly
“Wider, girl,” Neil said, “and your tongue out further.” Oh, his voice—her master’s voice. How did he know how to do this? Caitlin remembered the way Mary had spoken as if some people just were like that. Would Caitlin ever have found another man to master her, if she had been foolish enough to break up with Neil?
Breathing so quickly now that she thought she might pass out, Caitlin tried to obey, opening her mouth wide, and curling her tongue down over her teeth and her lower lip.
“Good girl,” Neil said, and Caitlin’s heart seemed to soar out of her body at his praise.
And then he put his cock there, the way he had said he would: her masterful boyfriend laid his penis on her tongue and just kept it there for a long moment, as he spoke words of thrilling dominance. “You look nice with my cock there, young lady. We’ll do this often, from now on.”



Chapter Twelve
 
 
The email from Trevor came just as Mary was watching Neil put his hands around the back of Caitlin’s head and sheathe himself gently halfway inside her mouth.
 
Dearest treasure,
I have troubling news. Jacob may have found you.
 
Mary’s blood ran cold. All the pleasure she had felt in Neil’s flawless performance and Caitlin’s trembling submission drained out of her.
 
I don’t think it’s probable, but I felt I needed to let you know, and I needed to put it so baldly so that you will take it seriously—not that you would ever fail to assess a risk properly, my love.
Here’s what we know, and it’s all we know. This morning, Jacob’s personal secretary priced flights to Columbus. Jacob has not, to our knowledge, booked a flight, and of course I will let you know if he should do so. As you are well aware, treasure, the difficulty here is that we don’t know how much he’s managed to learn about our surveillance of him. I can’t believe, however, that he would suspect us of being able to see what destinations his secretary is looking at. That in turn suggests that we will be able to monitor his activity in this regard.
Finally, remember that if Jacob does make a move toward you, my intervention will be swift and decisive. I still cherish the hope that we can remove his ability to threaten you forever, and that you and I will someday have the life we deserve.
With all my love,
Your affectionate master
 
Mary glanced at the screen, where Neil had sat in the chair and was letting Caitlin use her hands to please him, as well as her mouth. Caitlin’s eyes showed that wonderful mixture of eagerness and anxiety that characterized the submissive cocksucker beginning to understand the challenges and delights of giving her master what he deserves, where her lips and tongue—and teeth and palate—were concerned. Unable to stop the memories from flowing in, she remembered her first time sucking Trevor’s cock, when he had come to sample her at the Institute.
She had given head for the first time at the interview for the Institute’s volunteer program. Master Joe’s huge cock had filled her mouth much too full, but as he held her ponytail and began to teach her how to relax her neck so that he could move her head back and forth on his manhood to give himself the sort of pleasure a master deserved, his degrading words had reassured her.
“That’s okay, Mary,” he said, over and over as she gagged. “You’ll learn.”
She had learned indeed, so that when at last Trevor imposed his much more manageable penis there, standing with Mary before him on her knees, and fucked with abandon, murmuring, “Yes, Mary, yes, treasure, good girl,” she had thought I think I’m falling in love. Trevor liked to hold her head still and pump his hips, and he never, ever failed to tell her how very good a girl she was to keep her mouth open and her palate soft for his cock to find its delight.
Neil’s fists were clenched in Caitlin’s pretty red hair, and his face wore a grimace of pleasure as Caitlin licked up and down his shaft, and kissed his balls. “In your mouth, now,” he said. “I’m going to come.” With a frightened look, Caitlin obeyed.
As if unable to help himself, Neil moved her head up and down, while his hips came up off the chair, once, twice. He gave a grunt, and Mary smiled at the lovely sight of Caitlin struggling bravely to swallow her boyfriend’s semen for the first time. She remembered what she had thought, that very first time, with Master Joe: It doesn’t taste good, but it’s not supposed to. I receive it because I must, and that makes me a good girl.
Then, by the time Trevor—always simply master then, of course—had used her mouth, Mary had persuaded herself that it did taste good: that the salty, bitter taste of her owner’s passion tasted like nothing else on earth ever could. From that moment forward, she had always thought that nothing could fascinate her the way the psychology of eroticism did. How could the thing that had tasted so bad when Master Joe had grunted and come down her virgin throat, suddenly taste good?
But weren’t oysters like that? And caviar? They were slimy, too, but when Mary was lucky enough, even before she had had them with Trevor, with some regularity to try them, their preciousness seemed to make her senses transform the strangeness, and the initial revulsion, into the impression of something divine.
How much more divine had Trevor’s come tasted, then? But why? How? Surely a girl could study that? Surely that must be precisely what they studied at the Institute, behind the walls where assessors like the women who had interviewed Mary must work. The girls in training at the Institute knew nothing about how it worked, and they were severely punished if they were overheard speculating on that subject.
In Mary’s second year with Trevor White, when the thing with Jacob Connor happened, he had called Miss Charlotte, the Institute’s new academic dean, and Mary had a very different sort of interview with Miss Charlotte herself, whom Mary remembered caning her, and also pleasuring her, time after time during her training, and with Miss Abigail, the emerita dean. Also there was a person Mary had never met, the head of the assessment team.
They sent Mary to college, and then graduate school in psychology, under an assumed name—a different assumed name from the one she had used as Trevor’s concubine. She couldn’t live with her master anymore, because of Jacob, but Trevor came to visit her in secret, and her life was as blissful as she thought it could be, seeing as she was parted from the master she loved and under a death threat from one of his former business associates.
Neil and Caitlin cuddled now on the bed, and Mary thought he must be about to begin to talk about the way their sex life would be from now on, but she turned the sound down and made a mental note to study the recording later. The email from Trevor had put her in the wrong frame of mind to watch Neil and Caitlin; she would only see in their closeness what she herself could not have.
A night with Sarah—the name by which Trevor introduced his mysterious new mistress to the inner circle of his partners and senior employees—represented the highest-level incentive Trevor’s hedge fund held out to its executives for superior performance.
“Yes, master,” Mary had said when Trevor had changed her name, and, “Yes, master,” she had said when he told her that she would serve Paul, a senior analyst who had recently made Trevor just under a billion dollars in a day. Loaning his concubine to another man was one of the privileges the owner of an Institute girl had granted him in the standard contract, and Mary had known from her training that she would most likely have to give her favors to a stranger chosen by the man who owned her.
But she had grown used to what the vanilla world sometimes called swinging in her time at the Institute, where every master had the right to use her with their fingers and cocks whenever they chose—and they chose very often. Paul had a smallish dominant streak, like many men (Mary now knew from her research, and had suspected even then), which Mary took a great deal of pleasure in bringing out, and the memory of their night together always brought a smile to her face, when she thought of the tentative way he had said, “I’m going to fuck you in your ass now, Sarah,” and the look on his face when she said. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”
Then, in the second year, a business rival named Jacob Connor had told Trevor that Trevor would give ‘Sarah’ to him for a week, or he would expose Trevor’s ownership of a sex-slave. The Institute had refused Jacob’s application on the basis of psychological instability, and Jacob, a natural dominant whose conflicted emotions about his erotic orientation made him dangerous to the women he tried to dominate, had grown desperate.
Ordinarily the Institute had enough power to deal with loose cannons like Jacob, but Jacob had legislators in his pocket, and he was untouchable. In the first years, while Mary went to college and grad school, and the immediate source of Jacob’s mania had disappeared, an uneasy truce had existed between Jacob and Trevor, with the Institute in the background. Jacob had enough power to take Trevor down, but the Institute itself had much more power even than Jacob, and he was rational enough to know it. If Jacob tried to expose the Institute, a ‘heart attack’ would be the most pleasant of the possible ends that awaited him.
But unbeknownst to Trevor, Jacob had continued to search diligently for Mary, using only her description. And he had found her, now a graduate student about to defend her doctoral thesis, Erotic Power Exchange and Female Arousal: Three Metrics for the Identification and Study of Primary Factors in Satisfaction-Positive Outcomes in Submissive Women. The total triumph of that dissertation, whose research was of course funded by the Institute through one of its shadow foundations, received an irreparable marring from the fact that she had not been able to defend it, and so technically had never received her PhD, a fact that still made her weep bitter tears.
No, instead of marching in her doctoral robes and cap and hood, and receiving a diploma in Latin, Mary had gone straight back to the Institute. Miss Charlotte and Miss Abigail had tried to make it up to her with a special ceremony which even Mademoiselle Ney, the original dean, now in her seventy-fifth year, had attended. They had dressed her first in the white nightgown of a concubine, and then covered it in a master’s robe, and they had moved the mat upon which she had knelt to a special row on the wall that meant she had joined the faculty. Dominants and submissives did ceremony well—no one could deny that.
But even her first sight of the main control room, with its banks and banks of monitors and its enormous supercomputers crunching numbers twenty-four hours a day, could not cheer Mary up much. Her monthly visits from Trevor, who kindly gave her permission to submit to the Institute’s personnel as often as she liked—a privilege she used not at all except occasionally when Miss Charlotte saw how sad Mary was and took her into her own bed for a night—helped a little. The next four years, though, held few real joys except the swift progress of her work, and her rise to the top of the assessment team.
Until Jacob Connor took even that away, by finding her again and threatening to expose the Institute at whatever cost to himself. Miss Charlotte said that Mary must let events take their course, but Mary could not bear to put the Institute at any risk, and begged to return home, under her own name, to try to pick her life up again. Miss Charlotte had reluctantly consented, and here she was. To no avail, perhaps.
On the screen, Neil’s hand was on Caitlin’s bottom, and her face had turned bright red. Mary sighed and turned up the sound again. Surely she was proof against the envy, after all these years?
“Will it hurt?” Caitlin asked in a whisper.
“Yes, it will,” Neil replied.
“Do you want it to hurt?”
“Yes, young lady.” Neil’s voice had the sound in it that made Mary’s heart leap in sympathy with Caitlin’s. Mary felt the joy of one who had not expected she could be happy for another, but realizes that, yes, she could let her own sorrows go far enough away to permit a sympathetic ray of light to enter.
“But why?” Caitlin said pleadingly, but also with the tight-lipped submissive excitement that had made the third of the metrics Mary studied in her dissertation.
“Because you need to learn to be a good girl for me.”
Caitlin said nothing in reply, but her breathing grew labored. Mary could not see precisely what Neil’s hand did with Caitlin’s bottom, but she felt reasonably sure at least one finger had gone where most good girls think a man’s finger should not go.



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
“Not tonight, though,” Neil said. “Tomorrow night.”
“Oh, God, sir,” Caitlin said. “Maybe you could just do it now? I… I just… I mean, waiting, like that…”
“Who decides whether you have to wait?” Neil asked steadily, still moving the middle finger of his left hand in and out of Caitlin’s little anus so that she seemed to whimper with every word she spoke.
“You do, sir,” she whispered.
“So be a good girl, and listen to what your boyfriend has to say.”
“Yes, sir.”
He put his right hand boldly between her thighs. “We’re going to change the way you look down here.”
Caitlin’s breathing came very quickly, as Neil rubbed her firmly around her clit. “What do you mean, sir?”
“You’ll shave tomorrow. I want you to leave a little bit of your cute red hair, just at the top, but your pussy will be bare, otherwise, from now on.”
“But why?” she wailed. “You can’t say that.”
Neil understood more and more, though, that he had to overcome that kind of resistance, for both their sakes. Caitlin belonged to him now. “Don’t talk back, young lady,” he said, “or you won’t like the consequences. I want your pussy nice and smooth, so I can see it the way I want to see it, and so that it looks nice in your panties and your bathing suits. Don’t you want to please me?”
He kept working her upon his fingers, in front and behind, and that, Neil could hear, made it very difficult for her to respond at all, let alone with any kind of reasoned answer.
“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, sir, I want to be a good… a good… girl.” She gave a wordless cry of pleasure.
“Do you want to be a good girlfriend, Caitlin?” Neil asked. “Do you want to please your man, and keep yourself attractive for me, so that I can enjoy myself with you the way I should?”
“Y—yes, sir… oh, God, I’m c—coming…”
Neil took his right hand away abruptly.
“Wh—what…?”
“You’re not going to come tonight, young lady.”
“But why not?”
“You were naughty today. If you’re good tomorrow, and shave your pussy, you’ll have an orgasm after we have anal sex.”
“Oh, God,” Caitlin whispered. Neil heard a moment of panic in her voice that troubled him, as if she were going to get out of bed the way she had the night before, and pretend that it had all been some kind of game that she no longer wanted to play.
But then she said, “I called my parents. Mary said she can drive me over tomorrow to pick up some things. My dad can walk the dog. It will be good for him.”
Neil smiled. Maybe Caitlin couldn’t say that she liked belonging to Neil so shamefully, but it seemed that with Mary’s help she could act in ways that showed it. “And your job?” he asked, removing his finger from his sweet girl’s anus now that they seemed to be talking more seriously.
Caitlin gave a little cry at the desertion of the finger, and gasped, “Mary’s going to take me over there tomorrow to quit.”
“Does that make you happy, sweetheart?”
“Yeah, definitely. You know I didn’t really like it there.”
“And you want to keep house for me?”
Caitlin giggled. “Oh, yes, sir. I mean, I grew up thinking that was what I was supposed to do, like my mom never got to do for my dad, since they both had to work. But my grandma was a homemaker, and my mom was always so unhappy that she didn’t get to do it that way. I mean, I don’t know if I want to just do that…”
Hardly knowing where it came from, Neil said, “That will always be your most important duty, Caitlin. Making a nice home for our family.”
Caitlin took a sharp breath then. “Yes, sir,” she said softly.
“And that starts here, in the bedroom.”
“Yes, sir.”
“You’re going to learn to respect me, and please me, when I tell you to put on something nice, or to take your clothes off, or just to bend over the kitchen table, aren’t you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And when I decide you need a spanking to help you learn, what are you going to say?”
“Thank you, sir,” Caitlin whispered.
 
* * *
 
The next day at work seemed to go on forever. Neil called Caitlin on her cell at lunchtime.
“Hi, sir,” Caitlin said.
“Hi, sweetheart. How are things going?”
“Fine, sir. Aunt Mary’s going to teach me how to make lasagna—I’m pretty excited, actually.” Caitlin’s voice sounded light and happy, as if she couldn’t quite believe how excited she was to learn to cook.
“Did you get your stuff?”
“Uh-huh, and I quit my job.”
“Good girl. I love you.”
“Thanks, sir.”
But when he got ‘home’ to Mary’s, he found that something less pleasant must have occurred. He walked into the living room to find Mary sitting, working at her laptop. Caitlin was in the corner holding her pretty blue skirt up to expose her bare, apparently unspanked backside, with her pink cotton panties lowered to mid-thigh.
“Hi, Neil,” Mary said. “How was your day?”
“Fine, thanks,” Neil said. He frowned. “Hello, young lady.”
“Hi, sir,” Caitlin said in a sad little voice that thrilled Neil despite his puzzlement.
“Your girlfriend apparently doesn’t think that making a bed properly is a skill worth learning,” Mary said. “I told her you would have to decide how to discipline her when you got home.”
“Caitlin?” Neil said. “What happened?”
“I… I forgot,” Caitlin wailed.
“Caitlin,” Mary demanded, “how many things did I tell you needed to be done today? Just to get you started learning about your duties?”
“Three, ma’am.”
“What were they?”
“The beds, the vacuuming, and the pillows on the couch.”
“Did you make the beds?”
Caitlin’s voice sounded miserable. “Yes.”
Mary gave a theatrical gasp. “Did you make them the way a bed should be made?”
“No,” Caitlin admitted.
“No,” Mary said with finality. “You made them a way a little girl makes her bed, with the sheets barely tucked under the mattress.”
“I was going to come back and do them better!” Caitlin cried to the wall. Neil saw her bottom-cheeks clench, as if in anticipation of the spanking he clearly had to give her.
“Caitlin, don’t make it worse by lying,” Neil said. “If you had really intended to make the beds properly, you would have done it right the first time. I have to spank you.”
“No, Neil, please! I just… I just didn’t want…”
Neil looked at Mary, and she looked back at him with that same steady gaze that always seemed to call from him new examples of his ability to take charge. You can do this, that look seemed to say. You know what to say.
“Didn’t want what, young lady?” Neil asked.
“I didn’t want Aunt Mary to know that I don’t know how to make a bed!”
Neil’s heart welled up at that. Poor Caitlin. He glanced back at Mary, and found her expression unchanged. To Caitlin he said, “What should you have done?” he said as sternly as he could.
Caitlin gave a little sob. “Asked for help,” she whispered.
“What do I have to do to teach you?” Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Mary smile.
“Spank me,” his sweet girl muttered.
“Go to our room and lie on your tummy on the bed,” Neil said. “You’ve got a belt-whipping coming.”
“What?” Caitlin wailed.
Mary’s satisfied, vindicated smile broadened. “You heard your boyfriend, young lady. Get going.”
That angered Neil a bit. “Mary, I’ll deal with this, thanks. I’m sorry Caitlin didn’t live up to her responsibilities today. I feel sure she’ll do better tomorrow.”
“She will if you whip her the way she deserves,” Mary said.
“Oh, ma’am,” Caitlin cried. “Please!”
But Mary continued, to Neil’s surprise, “Be quiet, Caitlin. You have a lot to learn, and I only hope your boyfriend is ready to start teaching you. For starters, you need to obey him this instant, and get your disobedient rear end over your bed and ready for whipping. You heard him, didn’t you? And keep that skirt raised while you do it. Naughty girls don’t get to keep their pussies and bottoms covered.”
Caitlin turned around, her face red and tears in her eyes. She kept the skirt raised, but she looked pleadingly at Neil rather than moving toward the hall.
“Please don’t let her talk to me like that, Neil,” she wailed.
“Mary,” Neil said, looking sternly at the ‘aunt’ who had thirteen years on him. “I’ll take care of disciplining her, as I said I would.”
“Alright,” Mary said in an exasperated tone. “I only hope you don’t go too easy on her. And remember that I’m not the kind of woman who’ll let an offense go unpunished. I mean to keep good order in my house, and if your girlfriend here won’t learn, I’ll punish her myself as necessary.”
Neil felt his brow furrow. Had Mary changed, somehow, since the day before? She seemed so harsh now. But he had to admit that her idea of discipline, though he did not really share its harshness, had a certain appeal for him. If that was what Caitlin needed to learn to keep a nice, clean house, Neil certainly felt he should let Mary employ the methods she thought best, at least while Neil had to work outside the house.
When he got home, though, he must take charge. “Thank you, Mary,” he said. “I understand, and that’s fine.”
“Fine?” Caitlin cried.
Neil turned back to her, genuinely a little angry now. She had dropped her skirt as she listened, and her face wore an expression that did seem to defy his authority. “Get that skirt up now, young lady,” he said. “Did you shave your pussy?”
“Neil!” Caitlin said. “Oh, my God!”
“She did, Neil,” Mary said. “I noticed when I told her to take her panties down.”
“Mary!” Caitlin cried.
Neil didn’t think he’d ever seen a face as red as Caitlin’s got then, but still the skirt had not come up. Neil took the two steps to where she stood, and bent down to lift it himself. “Hold this up, young lady,” he commanded, unable to suppress a little gasp of arousal himself when he saw that Mary had spoken the truth: Caitlin’s sweet pink pussy lay completely exposed. A small, unbelievably hot tuft of her red curls remained, seeming to point the way to her clit. With the pink panties below, and the faint smell of her helpless arousal wafting to his senses, it made for one of the most erotic experiences of his life.
“Oh, God,” Caitlin moaned, obeying at last and grabbing the skirt convulsively in her hands.
Neil stood up and looked into her eyes. “Caitlin, the most important thing for you to remember is that you must obey me. Get that naughty bottom into our room. Put a pillow on the bed, and lie over it so that your backside is nice and high. I don’t want to hear another word out of you until you’re thanking me for whipping your butt the way you deserve.”
Caitlin gave a little sob and left, with her eyes downcast and her bottom wiggling as she walked as quickly as she could with her skirt up and her panties around her knees.
Neil looked at Mary, who was still smiling, though the smile now seemed much more enigmatic than it had a moment before, when she had seemed like a vengeful teacher dealing with a recalcitrant pupil. “What are you waiting for?” she asked.
“Nothing,” Neil said, still hearing a little anger in his own voice. “Except to tell you that that spanking for you that we were talking about the other day is getting a lot closer.”
“You wouldn’t dare,” Mary said, but her voice seemed to say that she’d very much like to see him try.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Neil’s belt hurt more than his hand, but not as much as Mary’s hairbrush, to Caitlin’s surprise. The worst part of her very first belt-whipping—first of many?—lay in the humiliation of the position over the pillow on the bed, and of the idea that her boyfriend punished her with the leather strap that he kept always ready around his waist.
From now on, every time Caitlin caught sight of Neil’s belt, she would remember that if she did not make the beds properly she would feel it across her rear cheeks, compensating her for her dereliction and teaching her to be a better housewife. From now on, Neil would tell her to put a pillow on the bed, and to lie over it with her bottom exposed and elevated for punishment. He would tell her that when he felt, in his justice, she needed a whipping, and he would not tolerate any objection to the idea that his girlfriend would be whipped when he thought it right and fitting to whip her.
As the belt fell, wielded from the far side of the bed by her silent boyfriend, making it painfully clear to Caitlin that she must take her housewifely duties more seriously, Caitlin sobbed with the pain and the humiliation of it, into the mattress that she had so inadequately covered. She had meant to ask Mary for help. She truly had. She had known, when she tucked the top sheet in and then thrown the comforter over it, that she needed a lesson in how to make a bed properly.
But she hadn’t dreamed—had she?—that it would be this kind of lesson.
“Ow! Sir! Please!” she couldn’t help crying, after Neil had been punishing her for what seemed like five minutes, and her bottom had begun to feel like she had sat on a hot stove.
“What did I tell you about the next thing I wanted to hear out of you, Caitlin?” Neil asked, giving her a painful lash across her upper thighs.
“Ow! Thank you, sir,” Caitlin sobbed. Another lash, right across both cheeks, where Neil had already given her many before. She screamed again, “Thank you, sir!”
“That’s better,” Neil said grimly. The whipping stopped, and his hand was there, rubbing her bottom and making her gasp. “I wanted to give you a reward tonight, but you don’t deserve one, do you?”
“No, sir,” said Caitlin miserably.
“No,” Neil said. “Not at all.”
Caitlin had been looking only at the blue comforter, but at the sound of Neil’s zipper, she turned to see him lowering his jeans and briefs to let his cock spring free.
“What are you doing?” Caitlin asked, with a little panic in her chest.
But her masterful boyfriend didn’t answer. Instead, he got up on the bed, on his knees astride Caitlin with a foot beside each of her feet. His hands came under her hips, pulling her punished backside up to meet his taut abdomen, and her pussy to meet the head of his rigid cock.
“Stay like that,” he commanded. Then he moved the head of his penis up and down in the furrow of Caitlin’s pussy, which seemed to have grown terribly wet as soon as she saw his cock revealed, and understood that her boyfriend would now take her with it, to seal the lesson: Caitlin belonged to him, and she must know it. To be a good girl and a good housewife, she must understand that Neil would not only whip her, but also fuck her, as he liked.
He pushed into her, and she cried out at the way the heat in her bottom made its way to her pussy. “No,” Neil murmured, “no reward for you tonight. Unless my come in your cunt is a reward.”
Caitlin gasped at the terrible word, and screamed with the strange submissive pleasure of being fucked near where Neil had punished her only a few minutes before. Neil fucked her hard and swiftly, his hands on her shoulders to give him leverage. He felt so hard inside her that Caitlin wondered whether whipping her had aroused him so much that he could not resist having her right there. That thought made her blush hot even as the pounding of his hips against her bottom-cheeks felt like the punishment had simply continued.
Suddenly, but only after long minutes of his riding her very forcefully, Neil grunted, his hands gripping her firmly as she felt his cock spurt his seed into her pussy… her cunt. She could never say the word out loud, of course, but something in her thrilled to think that her boyfriend had used it about her—about the place where he took his pleasure.
When he pulled out, though, he held her tenderly in his arms, the pillow back in its place. He kissed her mouth tenderly, caressed her bottom soothingly. “I’m sorry, sir,” Caitlin whispered. “I’ll do better tomorrow.”
“I know you will,” Neil said. He held her close, one hand on her punished rear and the other around her back, so that Caitlin felt entirely encompassed inside his arms.
“Sir?”
“Yes, young lady?”
“It’s not… it’s not really… real, is it?” she whispered, not very sure at all of what she meant.
Neil didn’t answer for a long moment, but then he said, “Do you mean, did I really punish you because you didn’t make the beds right?”
Caitlin nodded into his chest. The feeling that she deserved the whipping for not making the beds properly seemed to vie in her heart with the knowledge that for a man to punish a woman that way for such a minor infraction made the man a monster.
“Yes and no?” Neil said. He seemed to be puzzling out something similar to Caitlin’s own dilemma.
“What do you think Aunt Mary would say?” she asked softly.
“I don’t know,” Neil admitted. “Maybe she would say that for people like us, this kind of thing—this kind of discipline—is what we need to learn to do?”
Caitlin felt a smile break out on her face, despite the way her bottom still stung in the grasp of her boyfriend’s big, firm hand. “Yes,” she said. “I think that’s right.”
 
* * *
 
The lasagna that night tasted wonderful, even though Caitlin had to eat it standing up, and the next day Caitlin did all her housework perfectly. When Neil came home, he found a pitcher of martinis waiting for him, made by Caitlin with instructions from Mary. It was like a movie from the early sixties, with Caitlin prettily turned out in a polka-dot dress she and Mary had shopped for that day.
“Aunt Mary says I should have a reward tonight,” Caitlin said, feeling a blush creep across her face.
“Is that right?” Neil said, looking at Mary, who already held her own martini.
“Yes, indeed. Mary did her housework very diligently today, and she didn’t talk back at all. A reward is very much in order.”
Caitlin glowed with pride even as the blush grew deeper, since she knew that Neil and Mary both meant the same kind of reward, but the thought that if she were a good girl all day Neil might let her come had seemed to follow her from morning to evening, making her a little wetter, it felt like, every time it came to mind. She kept picturing exactly how he would do it, and every picture in her mind seemed to get naughtier, as she imagined all the shameful things her boyfriend might demand, and do.
“Should I give it to her right now?” Neil asked with a laugh.
“Why not?” Mary said, with a tone that had so much seriousness in it that it took Caitlin’s breath away. Oh, no, she thought. And it’s my fault, too, for bringing it up!
Neil laughed, though, and for a moment Caitlin thought everything would be, well, less shameful.
“I’m serious, Neil,” Mary said. “It’s time for us all to understand one another, I think. We shouldn’t pretend that our arrangement here is just about housework and college. Or,” she gave a little laugh, “we shouldn’t pretend that all the time, when we could have so much more fun if we were honest about all this. You two are here to learn about your sexualities, and I think this is a very good place to start acknowledging that, and doing something about it.”
Caitlin looked at Neil, whose mouth hung open. Her cheeks felt as hot as the sun.
“I should also tell you,” Mary continued in a confidential tone, holding her martini suavely up as if making an ironic toast with her strange words, “that in my professional capacity as a trained assessor of erotic behavior, I’ve been watching you in bed.”
“What?” Caitlin gasped.
“Mary warned me she might,” Neil said, turning to her. “I didn’t know for sure, but I decided that her experience might help us.”
Caitlin couldn’t look at either of them. Why had her pussy seemed to gush with arousal? Why had she felt that somehow she already knew that Mary had been watching? Neil had chosen to let Mary watch their sexual activities, and that made it hot, because he got to say, and to make that sort of decision, according to his own pleasure.
“Don’t worry,” Mary said, smiling. “I’m a professional. But I’m telling you this because in my professional judgment it would be a fine time to kick things up a notch. And, also in my professional judgment, the way you, Caitlin, brought up the subject of her reward, and you, Neil, asked if you should give it to her right now makes it clear that you’re ready to take the next step. Caitlin, take off your dress and show Neil the pretty things we got in the lingerie department.”
“Oh, God,” Caitlin whispered, certain that the silky, lacy panties would show a wet spot. She turned to Neil. “Please, sir. No.”
But at Caitlin’s refusal, the uncertainty on Neil’s face seemed to harden into a firm will to do the kind of exploration Aunt Mary seemed to think he should do, with his submissive girl.
And maybe the idea of the sexy lingerie played a role, too. “Do as Aunt Mary says, Caitlin,” he said decisively. “I’d like to see those pretty things.”
So Caitlin had to put her own martini down, lower the zipper of the polka-dot dress, and shrug it to the floor. She had to stand there in the lacy bra and panties, in the green color that Aunt Mary had said would bring out her eyes, and the black thigh-high stockings with the lace around their elastic tops that Mary said would make her look very attractive ‘in the bedroom.’ Mary had seemed so, well, matronly then. Now she seemed so… mistressly? Caitlin didn’t think she even had a word for the way Mary looked at her in the green satin-and-lace bra and panties, except maybe degrading. Caitlin saw herself through Mary’s eyes, and she saw a prettily adorned girlfriend for a fine young man: a girlfriend who must learn that her body lay at his disposal.
Neil’s expression seemed less complicated than Mary’s: he wore a broad smile that made Caitlin blush not with shame, but with pleasure. Neil thought she looked hot in her new lingerie. She saw his eyes go from her breasts, with the pink nipples just visible through the lace, to her scantily covered pussy. Then she saw the corner of his mouth twitch up.
“Is that a wet spot, young lady?” he asked.
Caitlin bit her lower lip and gave a little whimper.
“It is,” Mary said. She made a tsk sound with her tongue.
“Take them down,” Neil said in a hollow kind of voice, as if a little astonished at his own arousal. “Take them down and play with yourself.”
“Oh, sir… please, no.”
“Do you want your reward?” Neil asked. “Or would you like a spanking instead? Those are your choices.”
Caitlin looked at Mary, who smiled back. Was it really real? Yes and no.
With a sob of shame and pleasure in one, she pulled down her lacy green panties, until they dropped onto the floor around her feet. “Oh, God,” she whispered, just at the sensation of the air moving freely against her bare pussy, the pussy she had shaved for Neil.
“Play with that little cunt now,” Neil said, breathing rather hard himself. “Show me how you like to do it.”
Caitlin’s face grew even hotter. “I don’t!” she insisted.
“Come now,” Mary said. “Don’t lie, or your reward will be taken away, young lady.”
“Only a few times,” Caitlin wailed.
“Show me,” Neil said firmly.
Breathing hard, Caitlin put her hand down and gasped as her fingers brushed against her clit. Helplessly, she rubbed, feeling the wetness gather in the place that she suddenly felt desperate for Neil’s cock to enter. But he wouldn’t—no, Caitlin’s reward was to have to do it herself. With a thrill of shame, she realized that she was already very, very close, just at the degradation of the scene in the living room: the martinis and the lingerie, and Mary looking at her as a little plaything for her precious Neil…
With a scream of ecstasy, Caitlin came, closing her eyes and almost falling over, frantically rubbing her clit with her two middle fingers. “Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God,” she gasped, as she felt Neil’s arm around her and heard him murmur in her ear, “Good girl. So pretty. So sweet. I love you.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
The next day after Caitlin’s chores were done, Mary—fairly sure of what would happen once she left Caitlin alone with it—showed her the erotica collection she had amassed on her e-reader.
“Wow,” Caitlin said, after paging through the two hundred or so titles. “I, um… well, I never thought you could… you know, write about this… stuff.”
Mary laughed. “I know! I remember when I discovered erotica. I was eighteen, and I had just moved to LA; I shared an apartment with a girl named Stacy, and I asked her one night why she always seemed to be reading in her room, rather than watching TV. I mean, I’d always liked to read, too, but I liked movies and TV shows just as much. This girl would watch TV with me sometimes, but then she would always go to bed with a book.”
The look on Caitlin’s face as she realized that Mary’s roommate must have been reading the sorts of things that she now saw on Mary’s e-reader—books with titles like Making Her Submit and A Firm Hand for Sally—made Mary grin. A little blush suffused the redhead’s cheeks, and she couldn’t seem to look up at the older woman.
“So she showed you…?” Despite her embarrassment, Caitlin definitely seemed to feel an overwhelming curiosity about the origin of Mary’s love for erotica, so amply demonstrated by the contents of her e-reader.
“Well, there were no e-books in those days,” Mary said, “but she had something like thirty books, and when I realized that most of them were about girls spanking other girls, and having sex with them, it made me feel really funny, but I’d always had these strange little fantasies, and just looking at Stacy’s books… well, it made me a little wet.”
Caitlin giggled nervously. “So what happened?”
“Stacy loaned me a book, and that was that.” Caitlin looked up sharply, and Mary smiled a secretive smile back.
“That was what?” Caitlin whispered.
“Well, I started collecting books.”
“Oh,” Caitlin said.
“And Stacy and I had sex.” Caitlin’s blush became crimson, and she looked down at the e-reader again.
Mary giggled. “Only once,” she said. “Because a week later I met the Weavers, and I left for the Institute. We had sex the night before I left.”
Caitlin swallowed hard. “Was it… what… I mean, how do you…?” She put the e-reader down on the coffee table and covered her face with her hands.
Mary contemplated taking Caitlin’s hands in her own and pressing on with a scene she hadn’t thought of playing yet. But she stuck to the plan she had first contemplated when she brought the e-reader out, after Caitlin had finished vacuuming. “You can read about it, if you like,” she said. “I got the e-reader out so that you’d have something to do that would be fun, but would also teach you about your own desires. I’m pretty sure the real reason I was ready to go to the Institute was that Stacy loaned me her books.”
Caitlin lowered her hands, and darted an embarrassed glance at Mary. “Oh, but I couldn’t, you know, read about that.” Mary laughed, and Caitlin lowered her eyes again, frowning. “Could I?”
“Of course you can, Caitlin. Once you’re done with your housework. Do you like fantasy books, knights and magic and that kind of thing?”
Caitlin’s face brightened. “Oh, yes—they’re my favorite kind.”
“Well,” Mary said, “there are some of those in there. There’s one about girls who live together in a castle and have sex with each other sometimes, but more often with knights, that you might like.”
“Oh,” Caitlin said, a furrow developing on her brow as she contemplated the prospect.
“Just be sure you start dinner by five, okay?” Mary felt no compunction at all about the trap she had just set, seeing as its result would be so pleasant for everyone concerned.
“Okay,” Caitlin said doubtfully.
 
* * *
 
At 5:20, Mary knocked sharply at the guestroom door, after listening closely and silently for a moment and hearing the little whimpers of a girl in the throes of self-pleasure. At the same time she knocked, she said, “Caitlin?” and opened the door very briskly.
The sight was even better than Mary could have hoped: Caitlin lay naked on her side on the bed, the e-reader propped up on a pillow in front of her, so that she could put one hand in front and the other behind, rubbing firmly and quickly, obviously working herself toward another in a series of climaxes. At the sound of the opening door, of course, that lovely sight was replaced by one nearly as diverting: Caitlin scrambling in vain for her blue cotton panties, which lay discarded at the end of the bed.
“What do you think you’re doing, Caitlin?” Mary demanded.
Caitlin, kneeling on the bed, her panties in her right hand covering her pussy and her left arm across her breasts, stared in shame and horror. “But… but… you told me it was okay!”
“Did I say it was okay to touch yourself, young lady? I feel sure you didn’t hear me say anything of the kind. And even if you hadn’t earned yourself a discipline session by deciding to violate your boyfriend’s right to be the one to pleasure you, you disobeyed me. I told you to start dinner by five, didn’t I?”
“Y—yes, ma’am,” Caitlin whispered.
“I have to punish you right now, I think,” Mary said severely. “I can’t leave this until Neil gets home to do it himself.”
“What? Oh, please, no, ma’am!” Caitlin wailed.
“Get off the bed and get your naughty rear end over to the chair. Put the panties on the seat of the chair, and then bend down and put your hands on either side of them. Palms flat. I want you to look at your panties and think about your decision to take them off, while I get the cane.”
“The cane?” Caitlin’s face dissolved in tears.
“Yes, the cane, young lady. Even if it weren’t the traditional implement for the punishment of illicit self-pleasure, I need to deliver a message I’m sure you’re going to hear. Nothing is better at getting a girl’s attention than the cane. Now do as I’ve said, and you’ll only get six strokes, and then you can start dinner for the boyfriend you’ve disrespected so thoroughly, reading smut when you should have been getting ready to welcome him home. Disobey me, and it will be twelve cuts instead.”
Sobbing uncontrollably now, Caitlin climbed off the bed on shaky legs and went over to the chair. Mary moved over to the bed and got the e-reader.
“The one about the girls at the castle,” she said. “Did you like it?” Without difficulty, Mary suppressed her satisfaction and kept her tone judgmental and stern.
“N-no?” Caitlin said, not yet bent over, and looking over her shoulder at Mary.
“Bend over and look at those panties, Caitlin. I’m at the end of my patience with you. Don’t lie to me about your smutty reading. I know you liked it pretty well, or you wouldn’t have had your panties off and your hands occupied in such shameful acts when I came in. Were you reading about a girl taking a man in her backside? Is that why your hand was back there? Don’t lie to me, young lady!”
“Oh, God,” Caitlin whispered, looking down now at her blue panties, in a tangle on the seat of the spanking chair. “Yes, ma’am.”
“Well, I shall have to advise your boyfriend to take you there tonight, don’t you think?”
“Oh, God. Oh, God.” Caitlin couldn’t seem to stop saying that now. Her legs trembled, and her knees whispered against one another.
“Are you getting wet, young lady, thinking about that? Answer me!”
“Yes, ma’am.” A choked moan emerged from the girl’s throat.
“Should your boyfriend have your bottom tonight?” Mary put the e-reader down on the bed and strode swiftly to Caitlin’s waiting backside. She put her left hand on Caitlin’s waist, and brought her right down sharply on the girl’s right bottom-cheek, then the left, three spanks for each in the space of a few seconds.
“Ow!” Caitlin cried. “Oh, please, ma’am. Please!”
Mary continued the hand-spanking, though. “Answer me!” she said. “Should… Neil… have… this… bottom… tonight?”
“Yes, ma’am! Only please don’t cane me! Please?”
“It’s too late for that, young lady,” Mary said grimly. “But be a good girl, and it will only be six, and it will be over quickly.”
She put her hand gently upon the sweet, slightly pink bottom now. Caitlin whimpered. Mary worked a finger inside. Caitlin shuddered, and gave a questioning little cry. The finger pushed a little, in and down, touching first Caitlin’s tiny anus, then the place where a man’s cock goes, then the little bud at the top.
“Oh, ma’am,” Caitlin sighed.
“Did you like the part about the girls having sex with each other?” Mary asked very softly.
“Yes, ma’am,” Caitlin breathed.
“Would you like to try that sometime?”
“Yes, ma’am.” A sigh, from deep in Caitlin’s chest.
Mary leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Will you be a good girl for me?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Will you take your caning the way a good girl should?”
A little sob. “Yes, ma’am.”
Mary stood up, took the e-reader, and went to get the cane. Feeling naughtier than she had in months, she licked the finger she had just moistened very thoroughly in Caitlin’s secret places. She got the cane from the drawer in her office where she kept all the implements, and she smiled to see them as she always smiled. No, the number of implements didn’t compete with one of the racks in the training rooms at the Institute, but Mary had managed to amass a collection of effective disciplinary instruments that rivalled the erotica on her e-reader.
Of the three canes she selected the lightest and thinnest, of sanded bamboo. With it, she returned to the guestroom, where Caitlin whimpered to hear her enter.
“Six strokes now, young lady. You will count them, and thank me for each one. Do you understand, Caitlin?” Mary put her hand again atop Caitlin’s waist, more firmly this time, to control the wayward motions of her hips that would be sure to occur during a first caning.
“Yes, ma’am,” Caitlin sobbed.
Mary brought her arm up high. She wanted to give the girl as good a taste of the cane as she could, and especially with this light one she could and should strike hard, so as to make welts that Neil and Caitlin could admire together.
The cane flashed down with its lovely thwack, and Caitlin’s face crumpled as the pain—Mary knew very well—built to its crescendo.
“Thank me!” Mary said.
“Ah! Thank you, ma’am! Oh, please.”
“How many?”
A little sob broke from Caitlin’s throat. “One, ma’am.”
Mary raised her arm and gave her the second, just below where the red line of the first had already begun to form, sweetly, across the middle of both cheeks.
Caitlin screamed at that one. Her tears dropped onto her panties—the underwear she had so lewdly removed, in order to steal her illicit pleasure.
“Two! Oh, God… thank you, ma’am.”
“Doesn’t feel as nice as what you were doing, does it, young lady?” Mary said, unable to resist the traditional formulation.
“No, ma’am,” Caitlin sobbed.
Another stroke, and another. Caitlin had to be reminded to count and express her gratitude, and her hips began to rebel against Mary’s controlling hand.
“Keep still, young lady,” Mary said, and struck a fifth time, across the tops of Caitlin’s thighs.
The poor girl gave a wordless scream. Mary said, “That was five. You’re almost done, Caitlin. Count, and thank me.”
“Five,” Caitlin said miserably. “Thank you, ma’am.”
Instantly Mary caned her again, this final stroke crossing some of the other welts and causing more pain, of course, for that reason. But just as Mary had expected, Caitlin, knowing that she had reached the end of her terrible, frightening punishment, seemed to have realized that even though it did hurt, it was far from unbearable. More important, she seemed to understand once again that to crave this sort of punishment, and even to enjoy it in that astonishingly ambiguous way girls like Caitlin—and Mary—enjoyed somehow the cane itself, made a very important part of her nature.
“Six! Ow! Thank you, ma’am!” she said, and Mary could hear the triumph in her voice.
“Go put your apron on,” Mary said. “And make dinner.”
Caitlin reached for her panties.
“Only the apron, young lady. I want your boyfriend to see that you’ve been punished as soon as he comes in.”
Caitlin turned to Mary, and the look in her tear-swollen eyes seemed like the perfect realization of erotic ambivalence. She gave a tight-lipped nod, as if suddenly many things had become much clearer to her. “Yes, ma’am,” she whispered.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
The sight of Caitlin in nothing but her apron, and then, when Mary had told her to turn around, of the six pretty red welts across his girlfriend’s backside, seemed to project Neil into a new realm of dominance when he got home from work.
“This is the punishment for wandering hands,” Mary said with a little flourish to indicate Caitlin’s bottom. Caitlin looked woefully back over her shoulder at Neil, her hands on her flanks, rubbing a bit, as if she wanted him to see how lovely her bottom looked, marked by discipline.
They stood in the living room, where Mary and Caitlin had come to greet him as soon as he called, “I’m home.”
“Young lady,” Mary said, “tell your boyfriend why you were caned, please.”
“I played with myself,” Caitlin whispered.
“She was reading a smutty book and touching herself between her legs, when she should have been making your dinner, Neil,” Mary said firmly. “She was lying completely naked on the bed, treating her body like it was some kind of pleasure palace.”
Neil looked at Caitlin, who had bit her lip. He thought he could tell where Mary meant them to go. “Is this true, Caitlin?” he asked severely.
“Yes, sir,” she said.
“The day after you had your reward, and I let you come?”
“Yes, sir. Aunt Mary showed me her erotica collection, and said I was allowed to read the books, after I finished my housekeeping.”
“I said you could read the books,” Mary declared sternly. “Did I say you were allowed to take off your clothes and abuse yourself all afternoon?”
“No, ma’am,” Caitlin whimpered. Caitlin rubbed her welts, making Neil’s cock want to burst out of his jeans.
“And,” Mary said, “you should know that your submissive girl here wasn’t just touching herself up front when I found her.”
“Oh, please, ma’am,” Caitlin wailed. “Please don’t tell him.”
“Tell me what?” Neil asked, very intrigued.
“She had one of those wandering hands behind her. I think she was trying to make herself feel good in a way that I’m too delicate to refer to more explicitly. I wouldn’t be surprised if one of those naughty fingers found its way inside the most shameful place of all.”
Neil looked at Caitlin. Swept up in the incredibly erotic moment, he said, “Did you put a finger in your butthole, young lady? Did you?”
Tears of shame formed in Caitlin’s eyes, and she nodded.
“You have to discipline her there tonight,” Mary said decisively.
“What?” Caitlin cried.
“It’s the only way, young lady,” Mary said directly to Caitlin. “You need to learn who that part of you belongs to.” She turned to Neil. “You’ll find the plugs in the closet, and the lube is in the same box. After you teach her the most important part of her lesson, she should wear one all night. And I can assure you that she’ll wear it tomorrow while she does her housekeeping naked.”
“Please,” Caitlin whispered. “Please, no.”
“Alright,” Neil said. “Let’s have dinner. After dinner, you’ll get the plugs out of the closet, Caitlin, and put them on the nightstand. Then you’ll put the pillow on the bed and get over it, same as you do for a whipping.”
“What will happen then?” Caitlin asked in a whisper, turning around with her hands still on her bottom.
“Then you’ll get what’s coming to you, sweetheart, right where you need it the most.”
 
* * *
 
Caitlin remained silent all through the excellent dinner of steak and new potatoes, while Mary chatted with Neil. Neil found himself once again amazed by Mary’s ability to suggest the humiliating little details of Neil’s and Caitlin’s new life together here, without becoming graphic. Mary carried most of the conversation, with Caitlin looking down at her food and Neil seriously distracted by the thought of what would happen in the guestroom afterward, by his own order.
“What you have to understand about our social problems,” Mary said in her Aunt Mary voice, “is that girls don’t learn their place, even after they agree to serve a man, the way they should, if they want to be happy.”
“Really,” Neil said. The Aunt Mary character, as he had begun to think of it, seemed based on a kind of caricature of conservative positions, taken to an extreme that made them both hot and silly.
“Really,” Mary said. “If more girls were caned for playing with themselves, the way I caned Caitlin today, we wouldn’t have all this unrest. When girls understand that they must give themselves the way this young lady has given herself to you, and then that any infractions they commit against their promises will receive severe punishment, everything gets better. Social structures become firm, and expectations are known.”
Was she serious, or playing? It didn’t seem to matter anymore.
“Caitlin,” Neil said, “you may be excused. Go and do as I’ve said, please. I’ll be in to discipline you soon.”
She shot him a pleading look that also seemed to contain a great deal of ambivalence, so that Neil couldn’t tell really for what his submissive girlfriend pled: strictness and degradation, or mercy and love. He watched her compress her lips into a tight line and turn, still in the apron, to go the guestroom. His cock leapt yet again at the sight of the six welts across his girlfriend’s backside. How could he help it? Should he help it?
As if echoing his thoughts, Mary said, “Be firm with her, Neil. You both need that.”
Neil nodded slowly, looking into the older woman’s eyes. Again seeming to read his mind, she said, “No, it’s not real. Caning girls for masturbation isn’t going to solve our social problems. But sex creates something like reality, that some of us really need. Go ahead—I’ll do the dishes.”
 
* * *
 
Caitlin lay on the bed just as Neil had specified. On the nightstand sat a box that contained what looked to be five or six butt plugs, of various shapes, sizes, and colors. A pump bottle of lube stood next to the box. To plug Caitlin’s anus after fucking her there, and to make her wear the plug all night. To know that Mary would force Caitlin to do her housework naked, with a butt plug inserted. So very strange and harsh to contemplate, and yet how very—precisely, even—right.
Neil had done a great deal of reading about anal sex, something he had never dared to ask a girlfriend to try. He knew to take it slow and use plenty of lube. At the same time, however, he felt his cock stiffen as he remembered Mary saying Be firm with her. Was there a way to walk the line between gently breaking in Caitlin’s bottom for his pleasure, and making sure she understood how firm he could be, and the way his pleasure took precedence over hers?
He thought he had at the least the beginnings of an idea of how to accomplish that.
“I’m going to be very firm with you tonight, Caitlin. We both know you need my hand to guide you, and we both know that you need to keep working on your submission to my cock.”
She gave an ambiguous little whimper that definitely contained some arousal, but also perhaps real fear alongside the excitement.
Neil took the lube over to the foot of the bed, admiring again Aunt Mary’s handiwork with the cane. “Those welts will hurt,” he said softly, “when I fuck your ass.”
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin whispered into the comforter. Her arms lay stretched out behind her, to either side of the pillow over which she lay. Her knees were closed, but Neil felt an arrogant desire to see her shaved pussy revealed.
“Spread those legs, girl,” he said, and she obeyed. The sweet pink pussy glistened between her thighs, and Neil could see just the hint of the little winking eye of Caitlin’s anus.
With lube on his fingers, he reached out and laid claim to that little pink butthole. Caitlin gasped. “Is that cold, young lady?” Neil asked.
“Yes, sir.”
“It probably feels different from when you put your own finger in there, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, sir.”
Neil pushed firmly, and his middle finger entered her bottom, making her draw a sharp breath. Gently, though, he moved it in and out. He added another finger, in silence except for a little murmur of wordless praise, as his lovely, redheaded submissive girl, wearing nothing but a pretty floral apron, moaned loud to feel herself opened wider and wider.
She tried to tighten against him, suddenly, and Neil tsked and refused to let her close her ring as she wanted to. Caitlin wailed in response, but Neil added a third finger and pushed in deeper.
“My cock will be bigger,” he said.
Then he removed his hand and swiftly undressed. Once he had his cock in his left hand, and could assuage some of his raging arousal at having Caitlin’s little anus at his mercy, he went for one of the smaller butt plugs, a purple one that tapered to a little rounded point, but rapidly widened to a little more than the girth of Neil’s cock before narrowing abruptly just in front of the little flange that would keep it from getting lost in Caitlin’s tiny bottom.
He brought it around, and lubed it very thoroughly. Caitlin, dismayed by the long wait, started trying to turn her head to see what he was doing, but Neil said, “Eyes down, young lady.”
“Wh—what are you doing?” she asked nervously, her blushing face now again to the comforter.
“You’ll know soon enough, sweetheart.” He pressed the purple tip to her anus.
Caitlin gave a little scream of alarm. “Oh, God… Neil, what is it?”
“It’s your new butt plug, young lady. It will teach you to be a good girl for me.” He pressed harder, and Caitlin wailed.
“Neil, please… I can’t.”
Neil withdrew the plug a little, and Caitlin sighed with relief, but then he pushed again and said, “Yes, you can, sweetheart. You’ll learn to open tonight, so that I can have my way back here just as I like.”
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin sobbed.
“Just open up, the way you know how,” Neil murmured, and pushed very hard indeed.
As Caitlin gave a long wailing cry, her bottom opened and the widest part of the purple plug surged inside. All that remained outside her anus was the little flanged base. Neil had not anticipated how very charming a sight it would be, and now he spent a long time just turning the plug, pushing and pulling it slightly, so that Caitlin whimpered loudly in humiliated, excited distress.
“Do you like your butt plug, young lady?”
“No, sir,” Caitlin said.
“Good,” Neil said.
Then he taught her, as well as he could, to open for him, by pulling the plug out and pushing it back in, adding lube as he went. He did that five times, having Caitlin count for him.
When at last she screamed “Five!” as he pulled the plug out of her backside, he said, “Do you want my cock in there instead? Do you want to understand who gets to say what goes in your bottom?”
“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.
Neil put the butt plug on the nightstand, and got onto the bed, lubing his cock all the while, and getting himself ready to master Caitlin the way he had always longed to master a girl. He crouched over her, and brought the head of his erection to the little pink ring that shone with lube. Firmness and slowness, mastery and gentleness.
Caitlin moaned, and Neil pushed in. “Open for me, young lady,” he said. “Just like you did with the plug.”
She gasped, he felt her open, and he was inside. The tightness of her bottom felt like no pleasure he had ever had with his cock, and the sight of his manhood riding into her, impaling her, claiming her cane-striped bottom, added a level of excitement so great that it was all he could do to keep from thrusting in at full length and pressing his hips against her punished bottom-cheeks.
“Good girl,” he said. “Such a good girl.”
“Thank you, sir,” Caitlin gasped, and then gave a soft cry of dismay as he pressed in further, enraptured by the sight and the feeling of being inside the place she had so illicitly put her finger.
“Is that what belongs in your bottom, young lady?”
“Yes, sir. Oh… it…”
“Does it hurt, sweetheart?”
“Y—yes, but… but I want… I want to be a good girl.” Neil pushed harder, and Caitlin’s words were lost in her panting, labored breathing.
“You’re my good girl, sweetheart. You’re my good ass-girl now.”



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
The contrast between the plug in her bottom and the tender way Neil held her seemed very strange to Caitlin, as she drifted off to sleep. She had known, from his instructions that second night, that anal sex would be part of her life—part of her duties as Neil’s submissive girlfriend. She had known that she would have to undergo training (she still shivered to think of that word, in connection to her backside) in order to please her boyfriend.
She had not really been able to imagine what that training would involve, and now she knew. Caitlin had to have a big plastic plug inside her bottom to teach her to be a good ass-girl. She shifted in bed a little and felt the thing’s bulk just inside her anus, and the way the narrow part kept her tiny ring open, just as it had to open for Neil’s cock, when he fucked her there.
He had, thank goodness, thrust very gently and slowly, Caitlin thought. The way he had spoken when he introduced his fingers, and then the plug, to her bottom-hole, had scared her terribly even as it had sent pussy-clenching arousal coursing through her loins and her whole body.
He’ll hurt me, she had thought. Then, crazily, But he should hurt me, if it pleases him. He should fuck my ass the way he wants to fuck it. The way the knight in the book had fucked the girl’s bottom, hips pounding into her little cheeks.
The feeling of his cock there, holding her anus open and moving gently in and out in quest of its pleasure, had been uncomfortable, certainly, especially at first. But the way Neil had held her tightly around her waist to still her hips’ wayward motions under him had thrilled her with submissive arousal, and when he told her to play with her clit, the pain, much like the pain of the welts from Mary’s cane, had become the sharp submissive pleasure Caitlin had begun to know so well. She had not come, but her climax had been very close when Neil gave a little warning grunt and spanked her right cheek hard, as if he couldn’t resist laying a little punishment on top of the caning. Caitlin felt his cock pulse, and then the strange, lovely feeling of his semen inside her, this time in a place it shouldn’t go.
He pulled out and said, “Time to put your plug back in, so that you can keep my come in there.” Caitlin blushed, of course, but the semen seemed to make taking the plug back inside her much easier—or perhaps that was because Neil had so thoroughly trained her with his cock just a moment before.
Now lying with her back to him, feeling the plug that claimed her bottom as his property, she heard him say, “You’re going to come for me now, young lady,” as his right hand came over her left hip and his middle fingers arrogantly began to make little circles right on her clit. At the same time, she felt Neil’s left hand on her bottom, gently toying with the plug.
“Oh, God,” Caitlin gasped.
“Do you like it in the butt?” Neil asked, with the casual degradation that always took Caitlin’s breath away.
“Yes, sir.”
He pushed firmly on the plug, and Caitlin cried out, feeling her wetness flow at the way the fingers in front and the plug in back seemed to meet in a kind of forced pleasure she had never felt before.
“Will you like vacuuming naked, with your plug in?”
“No, sir.” It was the correct answer, but Caitlin wasn’t sure it was the true answer. She felt her hips start to move lewdly in pursuit of Neil’s fingers, desperate for the pleasure they brought, as they moved now up and down her pussy, now around her clit. The plug behind made her feel like the naughtiest girl in the world, so easily could Neil make her cry out when he touched it, but the fingers in front seemed to tell her that her boyfriend approved of that naughtiness.
“Is that what girls who put their fingers in their butts get?” Neil growled, and Caitlin felt a balloon of arousal grow almost instantaneously in shame and excitement, so that without any warning, she went over the edge into her orgasm, while Neil did not let up either in front or behind. Even as her body went rigid, her fists clenched, and she screamed in pleasure, the fingers and the plug kept tormenting her, so that she realized she would come again if he kept going.
Caitlin pleaded, “Don’t stop,” in a strangled whisper, and Neil didn’t, until she had come twice more.
“Good girl,” he said again, as he rolled her back over toward him, and as he kissed her blushing, sweat-soaked face. “Good girl.”
 
* * *
 
In the morning, blushing yet again, she asked if she could take the butt plug out to go to the bathroom. Neil had already gone to work, so Mary, looking her naked body up and down, gave permission. “Wash the plug thoroughly, and then bring it to me so that I can put it right back in, young lady,” Aunt Mary said. “You’re being punished today.”
Nothing in that process did not feel humiliating: the sound as the plug finally came out; the feeling of being so open back there as she sat on the toilet; washing the plug without even looking at it, so embarrassing was the idea. Above all, bringing the plug to Mary and bending over the sofa arm to have it reinserted.
“You’re nice and tight,” Mary pronounced with satisfaction, as she pushed the well-lubed tip against Caitlin’s anus. “Was Neil firm with you last night? It must have hurt.” She pushed harder, and made Caitlin remember how to open for it, pushing down and relaxing despite the mortification of having another woman insert her punishment plug.
“Yes, ma’am,” she gasped into the couch cushions.
“Well,” Mary said, “it’s better for both of you that way. You have a lot to learn, young lady. You’re lucky to have a firm man to teach you.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Alright, you may get up and start the vacuuming. You don’t have to worry about cooking dinner tonight—I’m sending you and Neil out on a date. My treat.”
 
* * *
 
When Neil got home, Mary filled them in on the date she’d planned for them. After Caitlin had finished her housekeeping, all done naked and with the plug firmly inserted, Mary had allowed her to get dressed in a green blouse and a little blue skirt. To Caitlin’s embarrassment, Aunt Mary had also insisted she wear her lacy white panties.
“You know Neil likes to see you in them,” Mary said. “No bra either, young lady. You really don’t need one, do you? And you know your boyfriend likes to see those sweet little nipples.”
Now Mary said to Neil in the living room, “A movie just came out that I think you both will like a lot, and probably find very thought-provoking.”
Caitlin looked at Neil. Thought-provoking movies weren’t really a big thing for either of them, but Neil seemed intrigued. “What’s it called?” he asked.
“The Selfie,” Mary replied. “I don’t want to spoil the surprise, so I’m not going to tell you any more than that. But I want you to go see it, and then I want you to go to the French restaurant that’s right near the theater.” She looked at Caitlin then, in a way that made Caitlin nervous: it was as if Mary had a secret. “Caitlin, would you please excuse us?” she asked.
Caitlin felt her eyes widen. “Why?” she asked.
“I want to make some suggestions to your boyfriend about how he should treat you tonight,” Mary said so frankly that it nearly took Caitlin’s breath away.
“Like… what kind of suggestions?” she whispered.
Mary’s face assumed an exasperated expression. “The kind of suggestions that will earn you a spanking for trying to overhear, young lady. But if you must know, I’ll tell you that one of them is that he should keep his hand in your lacy panties throughout the movie.”
Caitlin looked desperately at Neil. He looked back at her with a little smile. “Go ahead and excuse us, sweetheart. I don’t want to have to spank you before our date.”
 
* * *
 
Caitlin’s face felt as hot as the sun from the opening moments of the credits of the movie, when the girl took the selfie while she played with herself. As soon as the lights dimmed, Neil had lifted the little blue skirt and found the waistband of the lacy white panties with his fingers, and worked those fingers inside.
Now, as she watched the action—the incredibly hot action—unfold, Neil kept her on the verge of coming for two straight hours. Whoever had made this movie understood about young ladies and dominant boyfriends, and even as Caitlin shivered with embarrassment—though there weren’t that many people in the theater, so the chances of being observed were pretty much nonexistent—she felt enormous gratitude to the director for bravely showing the world how much love could live within a relationship like the one Caitlin shared with Neil.
At the end of the movie, when the credits rolled, Neil lifted the hand with which he had fingered Caitlin until her pussy felt sore as well as aching with unfulfilled arousal to her own lips. At first she shook her head, but then, when he rubbed his fingers gently over her lips so that she could smell the naughty smell, she opened her mouth and suckled at them, blushing even as realized that she loved to taste herself.
When they reached the little French restaurant, Neil told Caitlin to go into the ladies’ room and wait for him, bent over the sink with her skirt up and her panties down. “Play with yourself until I get there. Don’t lock the door.”
“But…”
“No buts, Caitlin. Do it now.”
How could she arouse herself when the next person who walked through the door might be a woman Caitlin knew? Somehow, though, she felt that with Neil to guide her, she could let herself enjoy following his shameful orders, and as she obeyed, whimpering her arousal into the marble of the counter with one hand clinging tightly to the edge of the sink and the other down between her thighs, she felt absolute trust that when the door opened it would be Neil who entered.
It opened and closed, and she heard him lock it. Then she heard him unbuckle his belt. Then she felt his hands on his hips and his cock at her pussy, and he started to fuck her hard and fast.
“Such an obedient girlfriend,” Neil grunted. “Are you ready to come for me?”
“Yes…” Caitlin moaned. “Oh, God, sir…” She rubbed faster and faster at the clit Neil’s fingers had made so sore in the movie theater, and suddenly her climax was there, just as Neil held himself in deep and, running his hand under her blouse to find her bra-less little breasts and take them possessively into his hand one after the other, shot his seed from his pulsing cock into her helplessly contracting pussy.
While Caitlin still quivered over the sink, her knees too shaky to stand up, Neil withdrew from her pussy and then, to her embarrassed surprise, he stripped her panties down and off her, making her raise her feet to he could pull them away, and then dangle them in front of her face so that she could smell her wetness from the theater upon them.
“I’ll be keeping these for the rest of the night,” he said.
“Oh, please…” Caitlin murmured into the counter. “Please, sir, no.” But she could hear even in her own voice that the protest came not from her soul, but from her conventional upbringing, according to which not wearing panties when having dinner in a nice restaurant should cause lightning to strike a girl.
“Yes,” Neil said. “And you’ll sit directly on the chair, not on your skirt.”
“What?” Caitlin said in alarm, the image for some reason seeming more humiliating than anything she had yet undergone. She stood up, her eyes wide, and turned to face him.
Neil’s response was to lift the front of her skirt with his left hand, which still held the panties, and touch her bare clit with the middle finger of his right, so that Caitlin gave a little cry of shame and arousal, and bit her lip.
“It will make you conscious of your nakedness,” Neil said simply.
Yes. Yes, it will.



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
The text message from Trevor arrived, unhelpfully, a few moments before Jacob’s goons broke down the door.
 
Treasure, get out of there. We’ve just hacked Jacob’s phone, and he’s in your town, at the shopping mall. So sorry. Help is on its way.
 
Well, it was Mary’s own fault, wasn’t it? The Institute warned her, and Trevor warned her. She sighed and went to get the car keys. She’d be able to come back once Trevor had secured the place from the threat. And this time, surely, securing her and her house would mean putting Jacob away for a long time.
Then she noticed that a car had pulled into her driveway, and it wasn’t Neil’s.
There was a crash, and the front door flew open.
He dropped the phone at the mall so that Trevor would know he was here.
Jacob, wearing his customary dark suit, with a shiny dark blue shirt under it and no tie, walked into Mary’s hall. His blond good looks, which covered over his lunacy so very effectively in nearly every setting, had only grown more distinguished over the last ten years.
Mary trembled, but her martial arts training made her stand tall and ready, ten feet away from the man who had wanted to own her in a way that made a mockery of her belonging to Trevor. The look in his eyes told her that his mania had not abated; perhaps it had even grown. This man still wished to possess Mary, because she belonged to Trevor. Jacob wanted to have her, and to ruin her, the way a child spits on a toy she knows belongs to another, hated child, in order that the other child never enjoy that toy the same way again.
Or breaks it, Mary thought as she saw the two broad-chested, black-haired goons step into the hall. Better not to show your training until it will help. She stepped back then, pretending to cower a bit, and waited for him to speak. Play along until you have a chance to get away.
“Hello, treasure,” he said.
Mary hated that he knew what Trevor called her: the wonderful thing he had called her that first night at the Institute, in the guest suite where he had sampled her charms. What made it worse was that Jacob clearly meant it, but in a way that took all the goodness and rightness out of the word: to him, a treasure meant a possession a man owned and disposed of according to his will, and nothing more. Trevor called Mary treasure because he adored her—only that adoration made the owning and disposal so hot and lovely. Jacob didn’t adore her—he only wished to possess her, so that he could tell Trevor that Trevor’s treasure had felt Jacob’s marring touch.
Mary thought of Caitlin and Neil, just setting out on this strange journey. Neil adored Caitlin the way Trevor adored Mary, and in returned Caitlin worshipped Neil the way Mary worshipped Trevor. Mary’s heart swelled with pride as she looked at Jacob, knowing that even if Jacob decided to break Trevor’s toy, and she now faced a trial beyond any she had ever known, her work—at the Institute, and in the sweet young persons of Caitlin and Neil—would survive.
“Hello, Jacob,” she said, pretending to a little more fear than she actually felt.
“Take off your clothes, slut,” he said. “We’re going for a ride, and you won’t need them in the car, or where you’re headed after that.”
Mary looked into his eyes, and she saw that Jacob really did think that this was how a dom should talk to a sub. She imagined Trevor saying the same words, with his ironic smile upon his lips, and realized that coming from Trevor the words would have been hot, because they would have been playful.
But Jacob didn’t understand about play.
Putting a quaver in her voice, Mary said, “Alright, just please don’t hurt me, okay? I’ll…”
“Oh, I’m going to hurt you, slut,” Jacob said casually. “Because I like to hurt girls, and I know you like to be hurt.”
A thrill of true terror went through Mary at that. Damn. Let go of that, she thought. That’s not helpful. Play for time. Trevor is on his way.
“I’ll… I’ll go to the bedroom…”
“Take them off here,” Jacob said, “or we’ll help you.”
Mary looked at the goons, standing at either side of the door. Each of them leered back at her. Jacob took a step forward. “Too late,” he said, pulling a hunting knife from his belt. Mary could do nothing but stand still, trembling violently now, as Jacob took the neckline of her silk blouse in his elegant fingers, then slit the blouse expertly from there all the way to her waist.
Mary felt her breath coming too quickly, and she struggled to control it. Dammit, if these goons weren’t here, I could take him out in an instant.
Jacob ran the cold flat of the knife blade across Mary’s taut, exposed belly, while his left hand dug inside her lacy red bra and pulled out her breasts, very roughly.
“You’re still so pretty, treasure,” he said, looking into her eyes.
“Thank you, sir,” Mary whispered, hating herself for calling him by the name he wanted, and stood so far from deserving. Play along.
Jacob sheathed the knife back at his belt. He took the cut flaps on either side of what had been the front of the blouse and pulled them down her shoulders, rolling the fabric to imprison her arms against her sides. She watched his attention shift from her breasts, to her belly, and then back up to her face.
With his eyes locked on hers, he reached down and began to pull up the front of her knee-length gray pencil skirt. He revealed the tops of her black thigh-highs, and then her red panties. Good, she thought, he’s getting caught up. Maybe I can get him to fuck me here? She shuddered inwardly at the thought. The only reason Jacob had never fucked her was that he had demonstrated his mania the moment he asked Trevor for Mary’s sexual favors. Ironically, if Jacob had had it in him to conceal his real purpose, he might have had Mary for a night, or even two, a long time ago. Mary had been sent for a weekend in Monaco with one of Trevor’s clients, an older man who spanked very hard. How far away is Trevor’s help?
She closed her eyes as Jacob began to caress her waxed pussy through her panties. His touch was rough and arrogant, and her submissive body betrayed her, beginning to grow aroused. Her breathing quickened, and she felt the heat and wetness start to flow between her legs.
“How’s this little cunt?” Jacob murmured. “I’ll bet it doesn’t get fucked very much these days.”
Then one of the goons said, “Mr. Connor, a car just pulled into the driveway.”
Rescue? Mary’s heart started beating very fast. She opened her eyes, but she could see nothing from where she stood in the hall. The goon had moved to the living room, and was looking out the window there.
“Who’s in it?” Jacob asked, not taking his hand from the front of Mary’s panties.
“Looks like a young guy and a girl. They’re getting out of the car.”
Shit. Mary had the absurd thought that she should have sent Caitlin and Neil to a hotel for a night of elegant D/s.
“Wait until they’re right in front of the door, then get them in here,” Jacob said. “I’ll get this one out of sight.” Mary’s heart fell. Should she have told them to look out for signs of this kind of thing, and then to run and call the police if they saw them? How could she have known Jacob would do this, though? When Trevor finally did catch up with him, Mary thought with grim satisfaction, Jacob wouldn’t be able to do anything like this again. They had always thought that Jacob’s status held more importance for him than possessing Trevor’s treasure, but apparently that had changed.
Just let Caitlin and Neil come out of it okay, Mary pleaded with heaven.
Jacob dragged Mary quickly into the kitchen and sat her in a wooden chair. With his knife, he deftly cut off her panties, making incisions at each leg, then pulling them out from under her with his left hand and dangling the ruined things in front of Mary’s face. “Open up,” he said, but at that moment Mary heard the door open and, though she knew how futile the notion was and how steep a price she would pay in immediate pain, she shouted, “Neil, run! Get away!”
Jacob struck her face with the back of his right hand, stunning her and nearly knocking her out of the chair. The sounds of a brief struggle ensued, with Caitlin screaming, “What’s going on?” and Neil shouting, “What the fuck?”
Goddammit, why couldn’t I have bought a house on a busy street? Mary supposed that some small chance existed that a neighbor might have seen or heard, but the nearest house was a hundred yards away, and it was a very dark night.
Then the door slammed, and the goon said, “We got ‘em, Mr. Connor.”
“Mary, are you alright?” Neil said in a strained voice. Caitlin could be heard sobbing. They must be on the floor, held down, Mary realized.
“Shut up,” a goon said simply.
“Oh, she’s alright,” Jacob called, not taking his eyes from Mary’s, where she hung half off the chair. “Or she will be if she’s a good girl and lets me put her panties in her mouth. I think she probably has a little more incentive to obey me, now that you’re here.”
Mary bit her lip as she returned to an upright position in the chair. Play along. It’s a scene. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, and opened her mouth. With an acquisitive smile, Jacob slid the ruined, lacy garment little by little between her lips. Mary had been gagged with her panties many times, but it had never felt truly humiliating before.
Trevor would call the police. They’ll be here soon.
“I hope you’re not expecting the police,” Jacob said conversationally. “We hacked their number, and received a call from someone out in California with an urgent message about a possible home invasion.”
Mary tried desperately not to show in her eyes how deeply her heart had sunk. At least the uncomfortable, scratchy bulk of her underwear in her mouth prevented her from having to make a reply.
Jacob stood up, looking around the kitchen and then back at Mary. Her skirt had fallen back down, and he lifted it to inspect her pussy. Her arms were still bound to her sides by the ruins of the blouse, but she didn’t even struggle as he put his right hand down to possess her there, running a finger inside to make her give a little unfeigned moan at the dominance of his touch.
He looks a bit dazed, she thought, a ray of hope beginning to shine. Neil and Caitlin weren’t part of the plan, and now he’s improvising.
He looked around the kitchen again, seeming to realize he had to do something about the young couple on whose backs his goons now presumably patiently knelt.
“She’s got rope around here somewhere,” he called back to them. “Take the girl and look in the closets. Start with the master bedroom.”
More of Caitlin’s sobbing, and then she came into view, through the kitchen doorway, her right arm held behind her by one of the goons and pushed along. Caitlin turned her head as she passed, and broke out with a new wail when she saw Mary with her mouth full of red lace and what Mary thought must be an already forming bruise on her cheek. Again Mary felt glad of the gag, because she certainly would have called to Caitlin that it would be alright, and that just would have made things worse with Jacob.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
The tile floor of Mary’s hallway felt cold against Neil’s cheek. Did Mary know these people? That guy with the cultured bicoastal voice, calling orders from the kitchen? What the hell was going on?
“Got it on the first try,” called the big man who had subdued Caitlin as if she were a mouse. Neil had put up a little struggle against his own opponent, but when he saw that Caitlin was tightly held, he hadn’t even needed to be told: Stop struggling or your girl gets it.
God, but were they all going to get it anyway? Neil felt himself starting to panic, and he pushed the fear down. No use. All that matters is the reality of the situation.
“Wow, lady,” the big man called from the bedroom, “you’re a very naughty girl, aren’t you?”
“Oh, you don’t know the half of it,” the cultured voice called back from the kitchen. “We’ll tie them to chairs, to start off with.”
He sounds a little crazier now, doesn’t he? Neil thought. As if the idea of tying us up is getting in the way of thinking clearly.
It wouldn’t matter, if the craziness involved leaving them dead at the end of the night, though. One of them needed to get away; Neil didn’t have any hope that his and Caitlin’s pathetic struggle would have attracted the neighbors’ attention.
“Sorry about this,” said the guy with his knee on Neil’s back, unexpectedly. “Mr. Connor’s a little cruel sometimes.”
He didn’t sound like he really did feel any sorrow, but the voice also didn’t contain any sympathy with the cruelty. Very professional, Neil thought.
“Bring me some of the rope,” the cultured voice—Connor, clearly—said. “I’ll tie my treasure up, and then we can see what sort of fun the young folks are good for, once you’ve got them tied up, too.”
 
* * *
 
They tied all three of them, naked, to Mary’s high-backed wooden chairs—the same ones that were so suitable for erotic punishment, Neil thought dully, realizing that a part of his mind had detached itself, maybe as a way to cope with watching the big man strip his beautiful Caitlin naked.
“No panties,” he said with a chuckle, as Caitlin’s little skirt fell to the floor. “Everyone around here is very naughty, aren’t they?”
Caitlin’s only response was a little sob around the dishtowel Connor had shoved in her mouth, right after he had shoved another one in Neil’s, saying, “I apologize, but I won’t be listening to your opinion this evening.”
Now Connor said, “I told you, my treasure is a special girl. I don’t know why these two are here, but if they’re hanging out with my little slut, it’s because they’re being nasty with each other.”
Caitlin’s big man had pushed her down onto a chair now, and Connor lifted up her green blouse. “No bra either,” he said, as he took hold of one of Caitlin’s little breasts and gave it a squeeze that made Caitlin whimper. “I may have to fuck this one first.”
Neil thought he might simply go crazy then. He hadn’t seen a lot of real suffering in his life. Just his grandparents dying, he supposed. He simply had no idea how to order his mind when everything he had ever wanted or hoped for was about to perish for reasons he didn’t understand, at the hands of men he had never seen before.
He looked wildly at Mary, tied to her own chair to his right with her lacy red panties in her mouth, and saw a tear roll down her cheek. Something in her face seemed very calm, though. She’s waiting. She hasn’t given up. Immediately, Neil resolved to do the same.
He turned back to where the three men stood around Caitlin. Connor looked at him. “Do you want to see us fuck your girlfriend, young man?” he asked sardonically. He looked down at Neil’s flaccid cock, lolling on his thigh. “You’re a big guy, but I’m pretty sure I could make her scream louder than you do.”
Neil managed now to hear behind the man’s words a kind of desperation: a pleading for control in a situation he wasn’t exactly sure how to manage. Neil looked at the two big men: one of them, the one who had subdued Caitlin, seemed aroused by Connor’s cruel dirty talk, but the one who had knelt on Neil’s back and then issued the flat apology for his employer’s cruelty remained stony-faced.
“Don’t worry,” said Connor. “We’ll have you fuck her afterward. What do you say, Sandor?” He turned to Caitlin’s big man. “Do you want to use some of my little slut’s whips on junior here’s rear end while he fucks his girl?”
“Sure, Mr. Connor,” Sandor replied.
“I’m not even going to ask you, Reza,” Connor said to Neil’s big man. “You just stand guard, okay?”
“Yes, sir,” Reza said. “We should be out of here an hour from now, though.”
“Relax, Reza,” Connor said dismissively. “No one’s coming.”
Neil looked at Reza again. The man’s face remained impassive. It would be foolish to think that the hireling’s clear distaste for his employer’s sexual tendencies might mean that Neil could somehow get him to betray Connor, but if things were to change, suddenly…
They finished stripping Caitlin and tied her hands behind the back of the chair. Neil wondered whether Mary had tied anyone that very same way, to play dominance-and-submission games. Maybe someone like that girl Annie he had seen the day this whole thing began just a week ago had wanted to be tied up—had wanted to pretend that an elegant gangster, or super-criminal, or something, had come to her house and tied her up so that he could have his way with her.
“This is the kind of game you like to play, isn’t it, treasure?” Connor asked, walking over to look down at Mary. He took her left nipple in his hand, and squeezed it until Mary’s tears flowed and she mewled around the red lace in her mouth.
Neil hadn’t had the mental space to wonder, until then, exactly how Connor knew Mary, or why he called her ‘treasure.’ Now, as he watched the look on Connor’s face, he saw that this moment into which Neil and Caitlin had strayed, represented to his clearly unbalanced mind the consummation of some long drama in which he had tried over and over to conquer Mary and had failed every time.
For a tiny moment, Neil resented Mary’s not warning him and Caitlin of the danger they might fall into if they came to live with her. But then, as he looked at Mary’s face, and thought about the incredible transformation she had brought about so quickly in his and Caitlin’s lives—the way she had not only saved their relationship, but put it on a footing where Caitlin would go to college and Neil thought he would probably propose very soon—he felt a surge of paradoxical gladness that he was here to do what he could to help her, though that seemed like it might in the end be nothing.
Again, though, the look in Mary’s eyes seemed to say that some hope existed, and Neil drew strength from that.
A sob from Caitlin wrenched Neil’s thoughts away from Mary and her hope, and his eyes toward his girl, whom he wished a million miles away. Sandor, standing behind her, had taken her tiny breasts in his hands, and was massaging them in a parody of what Neil might do to make his girl sigh and beg for more.
“Little. So little,” Sandor said in a teasing voice, looking down at where his hands held Caitlin’s breasts. “Little tits on a little girl. I like that. I fuck you second, little girl, after Mr. Connor finish. Then your boyfriend, so everything alright.” Sandor looked right at Neil.
It took every ounce of Neil’s resolve to pretend indifference, though he knew it as the safest course.
Connor glanced over at Neil. “Look at that limp dick,” he said. “That won’t do. Let’s see if his girlfriend is a good cocksucker. First her boyfriend, then you, then me.”
He strolled over to Caitlin, and casually pulled the dishtowel out of her mouth. “You understand, don’t you, slut, that if you disobey we’ll punish you?”
Caitlin looked up at him with wild eyes. She nodded.
“Oh, come now,” Connor said. “Why did I take the gag out if you’re not going to use your tongue? Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Caitlin whispered.
Connor slapped her across the face. Neil thought he might burst out of his skin. Goddammit, yes, he wanted to be here to help Mary, but couldn’t Caitlin be anywhere else?
“Yes, sir,” she said softly, without further prompting.
Connor smiled. “That’s better. Are you going to suck some cocks now, slut?”
“Yes, sir,” Caitlin said.
“Sandor, why don’t you just lift her off that chair and bring her to her first cock?”
Sandor reached down and took hold of Caitlin under her shoulders. He lifted her up like a feather and carried her the few steps toward Neil. His eyes locked with hers as the big man carried her naked, with her hands bound behind her back, toward him. To his astonishment, Caitlin’s eyes seemed not terrified, but resolute. Then, when she could not be seen by anyone but him, she winked.
Neil managed to keep the surprise off his face, but he couldn’t believe his girlfriend, threatened with rape and murder, had actually just winked at him. Certainly the wink had a little grimness in it, as if she were telling him that she had reason to think all hope wasn’t lost—not as if she thought the thing were not serious, or somehow to be taken lightly. Caitlin had some reason to hope, and she didn’t want her boyfriend to fall into despair, even though criminals were about to force her to suck his cock while they watched.
Sandor put her down, and then pushed on her shoulders. “On your knees,” he said. “Suck that dick, and get it hard. We want boyfriend have good time while he watch us with you.”
Caitlin said, “Yes, sir,” and knelt in front of Neil. She looked up at him.
“I love you,” he said.
“You should,” she whispered.
The SWAT team burst in through the front door, the back door, and the living room window.
 
* * *
 
“I don’t even know how I stayed calm enough to think,” Caitlin said later, sitting at the kitchen table with Neil, Mary, and an FBI agent. “I just managed to call 911 and drop the phone.” She was dressed now in a t-shirt and jeans, but to Neil her clothes looked even more beautiful than the cute outfit she had worn for their date—the one Jacob (apparently the name by which Mary knew him) and his goons had stripped off her.
Fredricks, the FBI agent, said, “It was enough. They heard the struggle, and it got matched with the warning Trevor Young had phoned in. They managed to keep Mr. Young from reaching the local police and the state police, but he got through to us. Mr. Young gets taken pretty seriously, so we were ready to move.”
So Neil’s life had been saved by Mary and Caitlin.
“I’m so sorry,” Mary said to Caitlin and Neil. “I should never have let you live with me. I really did think that the thing with Jacob Connor was over.”
“Don’t beat yourself up,” Fredricks said. “You can’t stop living your life, and now Connor is never going to be able to fall off the radar again. He’s going to prison for a good long time at least, and if he’s as crazy as it seems, he probably won’t see the outside of some kind of an institution for the rest of his life.”
Fredricks’ phone buzzed, and he looked down at it, then up at Mary. “Mr. Young is here. He wants to know if you’re willing to see him.”
An extraordinary expression came over Mary’s face. The only thing to which Neil thought he could compare it was the way Caitlin looked sometimes, when they held each other in bed, after playing dominance-and-submission games.
Then, suddenly, Mary giggled. Neil and Caitlin both laughed themselves at the unexpected, unaccustomed, wonderful sound from stern Aunt Mary who taught so many severe lessons. Mary glanced toward Fredricks as if to make sure he was distracted, giving some orders to the agents who were searching the house, then looked secretively into their eyes. “My master’s here,” she whispered. “I want you to meet him.”



Chapter Twenty
 
 
Caitlin knew now that she wanted to spend the rest of her life with Neil—to belong to Neil Dering forever. But if anything should happen to Neil, and if Mary would consent to share, Trevor Young could definitely master Caitlin any day.
Or maybe Neil, Caitlin thought very naughtily, would loan her to Trevor for a few hours.
Trevor Young, dressed in an immaculate charcoal business suit, salt-and-pepper hair giving him an air of great wisdom, loomed effortlessly over the scene. Caitlin couldn’t tell if it came from the way he clearly made Mary feel safe, or from some natural gift for making the people around him comfortable and secure, but every time she looked at him she thought, Yes, everything is alright, and it’s going to get even better.
“Treasure,” he said, when he enfolded Mary in his arms, and suddenly Caitlin understood why hearing a man like Trevor call a woman like Mary that could have driven Jacob Connor mad. What Trevor and Mary had surpassed anything Jacob could ever have hoped for by so great a margin that he must not even have comprehended their love—only envied it.
“Sir,” Mary said, crying, looking up into Trevor’s face. “I knew you’d come.”
Trevor looked at Caitlin. “I would have come too late without the help of this young lady,” he said.
“Oh… I mean, it was…” Caitlin found herself stammering in the face of praise from this man who seemed to exude goodness, and even greatness, from every pore.
Mary laughed through her tears, looking at Caitlin from the shelter of her master’s arms. “He does that,” she said. “It’s okay. Just say thank you.”
“Thank you,” Caitlin managed. She looked at Neil, who had stood up and extended his hand.
“Neil Dering,” he said. “Thank you so much, Mr. Young.”
Trevor shook Neil’s hand. “Nice to meet you. I hear you stayed cool. That’s no mean feat in a situation like that. And please call me Trevor.”
Caitlin studied her boyfriend’s face very carefully as he absorbed the words. It seemed very odd now that Neil had had no chance for any heroism. But Trevor’s words held an important truth.
“Thank you, Trevor, but… well, I guess I feel a little useless right now.”
“Don’t,” Trevor said simply. “You did everything exactly right. Think about how much could have gone so wrong if you hadn’t played for time the way you did.”
Trevor’s voice had such power that Caitlin could see Neil’s doubts dissipate before her eyes.
“From one dom to another,” Trevor said, with a twisted smile on his face, “sometimes it’s nice to let your sub do the rescuing.”
“As if we don’t have to do all the work already!” Mary said, looking from Trevor to Neil with a mischievous smile on her face.
Caitlin saw Trevor wink at Neil, and then Neil said, “Mary, didn’t I tell you I was going to spank you one of these days?”
 
* * *
 
Trevor and Caitlin watched Neil spank Mary three days later, in the living room. The official sentence, as delivered by Trevor the previous night over dinner at the fanciest restaurant in their part of Ohio—a place that served only food Caitlin couldn’t even pronounce the name of—was topping from the bottom.
“My Mary, you see—Caitlin, my dear, I promise you that the snails taste marvelous; Neil, you will have her try one, won’t you?—my Mary suffers from a little syndrome that they say afflicts a great many of the assessors at the Institute. The vast majority of them are subs, but they develop such an expertise in their own submissive sexualities—treasure here has a doctorate in it, for goodness’ sake!—that they feel like they can and should step into certain aspects of D/s relationships that tradition decrees belong to a dominant.”
Trevor looked at Mary, who sat next to him, her hands folded and a little smile upon her face—the same little smile that had rested there so frequently since the first time she had heard Trevor had come to Ohio. Caitlin looked up at Neil then, wondering if her face ever had that same look upon it: an expression of contentment, trust, and love rolled into one, with an added cat-who-ate-the-canary element of knowledge.
Knowledge of what? Caitlin wondered, and the answer came to her in a flash, just as Neil said, “Try a snail, Caitlin, please. They’re really good. You love how they smell, don’t you? I know how much you like garlic.”
She took the tiny fork he held, having thoughtfully dug one of the escargots out of its shell for her. They did smell so good, and she did have the same knowledge she thought Mary had: she knew that Neil would give her what she needed even though what she needed was so very hard—truly, sometimes, impossible—to ask for.
She chewed the snail. Garlic, butter, and a tiny bit of slipperiness, yes, but a wonderful nutty flavor. She smiled at Neil, and then at Trevor, who looked expectantly at her.
“It’s really good, sir,” she said. Caitlin’s eyes went back to Mary, and Mary’s smile broadened, just for Caitlin—just to share that knowledge. Sometimes, you needed your master to make you eat a snail, even though you could never ask for it.
“So,” Trevor continued, “topping from the bottom is an occupational hazard, and, especially if caught and punished in a timely and reasonable way, presents no real risk to anyone concerned except to the sub herself, where the immediate state of her backside is concerned.” He looked down at Mary, who, to Caitlin’s amazement, had blushed and was looking at her hands. Was it an act? Or was all of it an act, maybe?
“Treasure,” Trevor said in a wonderfully patronizing voice, as if talking to an eight-year-old, “you know more about this than any of us, don’t you?”
“Yes, master,” Mary said.
“Do you want to tell this nice man whom you topped what you did, and how sorry you are, and how you hope he’ll punish you as he sees fit?”
Caitlin giggled, and she saw Neil’s lips twitch as he looked at Mary, but Mary kept a very straight, penitent face as she said. “I’m very sorry, Mr. Dering. I watched you with your girlfriend without your permission, and I arranged things so that you would spank her and have sex with her…”
“Oh, but—” Caitlin said, intending to declare that because everything had worked out so wonderfully, clearly Mary knew exactly what she was doing, and shouldn’t be punished for doing her job so well.
“Hush, young lady,” Neil said, with a thrilling dominant note in his voice that Caitlin realized he had picked up from Trevor. “Do you want a whipping of your own?”
“No, sir,” Caitlin said quietly, looking up into his stern face and wondering how she could ever have thought she should break up with him.
“Please continue, Mary,” Neil said, turning back to the other side of the table.
“Yes, sir,” Mary said. “Because I hadn’t gotten to play in such a long time, I tried to arrange things at my house so that you would spank me. Strangely, in the world of the Institute, that was probably my worst offense. I’m very sorry, and I submit myself for punishment not for my pleasure, but for yours, sir.”
Caitlin looked up at Neil again. He seemed to be having a little trouble keeping his eyes from bugging out of his head. She had the sudden, desperate urge to sink to her knees under the table and nuzzle between his thighs until he told her she might open his fly, take out his cock, and give him the pleasure he deserved.
He kept his composure, though, and said, “I will spank you tomorrow night, Mary, at seven o’clock, in your living room. You will present yourself naked for punishment, and your master and my sweet girl will observe.”
The urge to have Neil’s cock in her mouth had nearly overwhelmed Caitlin then, as well as to have—as she did have, later that night—that cock deep inside her pussy.
Now, the next night, in Mary’s living room, she watched Mary enter, naked. Her stately, slightly curvy but very trim beauty nearly took Caitlin’s breath away, and she had the very same urge to be claimed by Neil’s cock as she saw the shameful sight of her ‘aunt’ stripped bare and prepared for punishment.
“Caitlin,” Trevor said softly, “do you want to kneel in front of your master?” Caitlin and Trevor had sat next to each other on the couch as they waited for Mary. Neil had occupied the throne-like leather recliner. The spanking chair waited in the center of the room.
Caitlin saw Neil look a little sharply at Trevor, and then at her, with raised eyebrows, as if to ask what she thought about the suggestion. Trembling, Caitlin nodded slightly to Neil, and with a little smile he beckoned with his hand in a brusque way that sent a thrill through Caitlin’s pussy. Thinking, with a giggle, she should dress up a little for Aunt Mary’s punishment, she had worn lacy panties and a new pink skirt, with a white cotton top that she thought made her look adorable. Suddenly, though, she wanted to be just as naked as Mary, who had herself knelt with downcast eyes in front of the spanking chair.
Caitlin slid from the couch onto all fours, thinking—a little incongruously, it seemed at first—how glad she was that she had vacuumed the rug so well, and then how glad she was that she had a man who appreciated the pleasant home she made for him and an aunt who taught her to make it. As she crawled toward Neil’s chair, though, where he waited in nice, black wool slacks, dark socks, and black Oxford shoes that she found incredibly sexy for some reason, Caitlin realized that the gratitude for her housekeeping skills and the opportunity to use them had nothing incongruous about it: to kneel by the chair of her man simply represented the rather out-there—as judged by conventional society—lengths to which her soul wanted to go, to please him. Clean floors and a little slut at your feet: what could be nicer, future hubby?, Caitlin thought, with a light heart and a tiny giggle that brought, she noticed, a rather sharp look from Mary’s eyes, which now rested on the same level as Caitlin’s.
The same level. Mary’s sharp look, which perhaps had meant to find out whether Caitlin were making fun of her—were there girls that would do that?! Caitlin supposed there might be—transformed itself into a warm smile very much like the one that had passed between them the night before at the French restaurant. Mary and Caitlin were on the same level now, on their knees before their masters. And Mary was the one about to be punished!
Caitlin felt a love well up in her heart that surpassed any she had ever known except perhaps for Neil. But this new love for Mary seemed to lie in an utterly different place in her heart. A woman sixteen years older who somehow had become both the real sister and the real mother Caitlin had never had: the woman who understands you from the inside, and wants to take care of you, and to teach you how to be like her.
“I love you, Aunt Mary,” she whispered.
“I love you, too, Caitlin,” Mary whispered back, just as Neil stood up and began to take off his belt.
“Stand up, Mary,” he said. “I’d like you bent over, with your palms on the seat of the chair, for your whipping.”
“Yes, sir,” Mary said. Caitlin could hardly believe the grace with which Mary obeyed, remembering how awkward she had felt when she to be naked in front of Mary. Mary rose easily and even sinuously, and then stood for a moment with her hands at her side before the chair, at the other side of which Neil now stood with his black leather belt doubled and wrapped around his fist. “Thank you for punishing me, sir.”
The sweet tone in Mary’s voice took Caitlin’s breath away. She hoped that someday she could accept Neil’s justice like that, and she resolved to try.
“You’re welcome, Mary. Now get yourself into position, please.”
Caitlin glanced over at Trevor, who sat in a relaxed, crossed-leg position on the couch, an approving smile on his face. He wore one of his gray suits, without a tie, and looked as sexy as Caitlin thought any man has a right to look. Just not quite as sexy as my man.
She wondered suddenly what it would be like if she had to accept a whipping from another man. Could she accept it? Would Neil be able to sit there and watch? If the dampness in Caitlin’s panties at the mere thought were anything to go by, she thought that, shameful and new as it would be, they could probably put themselves into the positions occupied now by Mary and Trevor.
Mary had bent over. From where she knelt, Caitlin realized with a little pang of disappointment, she would only be able to see Mary’s face through the rail back of the wooden chair. She knew the disappointment was rather wicked, but hadn’t Mary gotten to see Caitlin’s punished bottom so many times already?
Better this way, though, so Mary sees a sympathetic face. Caitlin smiled up at the woman who had taught her so much, and Mary gave her a brave, tight-lipped little smile in return.
Neil stepped around to the other side of Mary, and Caitlin watched his eyes travel up and down the trim rear end of the woman who had babysat him all those years ago. He put his left hand atop her waist. He tapped her bottom with the doubled belt. “Push this out for me, please,” he said.
Caitlin swallowed hard. Her pussy clenched a little then and she realized her panties were now very warm and very damp.
Mary gave a tiny whimper, and Caitlin saw her close her eyes and arch her back.
“That’s it,” Neil said. He lifted the belt high, his other hand still resting firmly on Mary’s back to hold her steady, and began to whip her.



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
How could anything this perfect have truly befallen Mary Lourcy, she wondered as she felt little Neil Dering’s belt come down with a marvelous crack and sting upon her right cheek, and then, almost immediately, her left. Oh, he really wanted to punish her. Trevor had thought he might. Mary gave an unfeigned cry of pain at the fifth or sixth stroke. She loved that masculine aggressive urge that could express itself in pounding thrusts of a beloved cock or in rapid, savage blows of a hand or belt. She loved to know that the boy she had babysat was now a man like Mary’s own master, who knew how to take care of a girl like Mary Lourcy—and like his own sweet Caitlin.
She had been looking down at her hands, and then she had closed her eyes and bitten her lips in between yelps at the stern, cleansing visitation of the belt. Now, as the tears began to fall, she opened her eyes again and saw Caitlin looking at her in sympathy, the lovely redheaded girl’s own eyes filling with tears to see Mary punished so severely.
At the Institute, where she would have been punished with terrible ferocity if detected in such a thing, she never, ever would have done it, but now she winked at Caitlin, not wanting her to feel such distress when watching Mary get what she had so desperately wanted for so long—indeed when Caitlin was being so kind as to share Neil’s firm, dominant hand with Mary.
At the wink, Caitlin’s brows crinkled, as if she were trying to figure out whether she had seen what she thought she had seen. Mary cried out with the pain of a lash that had struck where several previous ones had fallen, right at the crease where her bottom-cheeks and her thighs joined, and where her pussy lay so close, and winked again. Caitlin’s eyes widened, and a little smile crept onto her lips.
Oh, it was glorious. The best feeling in the universe, to be whipped by Neil and to know that her true master looked on approvingly, and that she would go home with him at last.
He had spanked her first, of course, that same night Caitlin had saved them and Trevor had come for her. Mary had cried so hard during that spanking that Trevor had stopped it twice, just to hold her close, even though she told him that what she wanted was the spanking.
“Topping from the bottom, young lady,” Trevor said, and refused to stop holding her.
Trevor always spanked hard, and that of course made it much easier to let the tears flow. But truly Mary had wept over his lap and in his arms in a cleansing mixture of joy to be reunited with him and crushing guilt for having put Neil and Caitlin in such danger, when the very decision to try to play Aunt Mary to them and bring them together as a BDSM/loving-discipline couple, she could see now, had been an ethically questionable cry of desperation to return to Trevor’s arms.
All the emotions that as dominant Aunt Mary she had tried to push down—and had succeeded rather well in repressing—seemed to come pouring out, and as Trevor had kissed her over and over while his cock pounded its dominant way into her where she lay completely opened under the welcome weight of his wiry form, it had all seemed too much to process. Mary didn’t think she had ever experienced a more powerful fuck that first time back together with her master, but she also would have to say she preferred this moment now, in the living room, when everything seemed under Trevor’s and Neil’s control to unfold at a lovely, measured pace with due space given to each exquisite emotion, and the prospect of a long time in which the welts from Neil’s belt would give that pleasant aching feeling as they faded, and look so pretty for Trevor and in the mirror when Mary—as she could never help doing—admired them and with her lip between her teeth explored their contours with a delicate touch.
Neil hadn’t let up, and now Mary closed her eyes and hung her head in an acquiescence to and acceptance of this discipline from the boy she remembered as a baby. The pain seemed to gather now, and each new lash of the belt to add itself to a fire that grew steadily hotter. The arousal she had felt at the very beginning had gone, but she knew from experience that it would be back. She pushed her backside out like an obedient little girl, and yielded herself up to Neil’s discipline, letting her tears fall and making now only the little whimpering sounds that indicated her true yielding.
The whipping ended. Neil, breathing a little more quickly than the sheer physical labor of punishing Mary warranted, said, “Good girl. Have you learned your lesson, Mary?”
“Yes, sir,” Mary said. And there came the arousal flooding back again, so that the end of her answer to Neil rose in a little questioning whimper.
“You may go to your master,” Neil instructed. He put his hand down on her bottom and gave it a little rub that made Mary cry out and open her eyes to see what Caitlin thought of her man stroking another woman’s backside. As Mary had been sure she would—from her observation of Caitlin’s submissive nature thus far—she saw a mixture of shock and arousal on that pretty face. Mary felt certain that the future held a great deal of lustful exploration for Caitlin and Neil, but she had, she thought, a very good idea of how they might get started in a milder kind of way.
Mary waited respectfully until it was clear that Neil had finished with his little possessive rub of the bottom he had so thoroughly punished. When he lifted his hand, she went down on all fours and crawled with her head hung low to where Trevor sat on the couch. Then she looked up into Trevor’s eyes, to find them shining down upon her.
“Come up into my lap, treasure,” her master said, and Mary did. From across the room she heard Caitlin give a little sniffle, and she turned to see that Caitlin’s face was suffused with emotion at the site of Mary snuggling into Trevor’s arms after her punishment.
Neil said, “You come into my lap, too, Caitlin,” and Caitlin made a little cooing sound as she obeyed. Both girls now smiled at one another through their tears, from the security of their masters’ arms.
“Master?” Mary whispered. Trevor bent his head so that Mary could speak softly into his ear of the little plan she had in mind.
Trevor’s smile grew very wide as he listened, and then he said to Neil, “My treasure has an idea for how the four of us might celebrate something she wants me to tell you now.”
Mary smiled to see Neil’s puzzlement. “The thing she wants me to tell you about,” Trevor continued, “is that she is giving you and Caitlin this house.” At that, both Neil’s and Caitlin’s jaws dropped.
Mary had intended to let Trevor do all the talking—really she had—but she couldn’t resist saying, “I’m moving back to California with my master, and I want you to have it. Don’t worry—I’ll still pay for college for Caitlin.”
“We can’t…” Neil began, but Trevor cut him off gently.
“You must,” Trevor said. “Both of us insist, and we are both people who get our way. Even if Mary had not wanted to make that commitment previously, what the two of you did in saving Mary’s life from Jacob Connor makes me insist. You two will have the most brilliant future a man like me and a woman like Mary can provide—and I think I can promise that that will mean something truly marvelous.”
“Thank you,” Neil said.
Caitlin said, “It feels like thank you could never express how grateful I am, but thank you, Mary, and thank you, sir.”
“You are both very welcome,” Trevor said. “And now the fun part. Mary tells me that she thinks you’re ready to get a little adventurous when it comes to your new lifestyle.” He looked into the faces first of Neil and then of Caitlin. “Yes?”
Neil nodded uncertainly, while Caitlin simply looked up at him with an adorable air of waiting on his pleasure.
“What Mary has in mind,” Trevor went on, “is really a very good way to experiment a little bit with something like polyamory, to start to see if it’s an area you’re interested in going further with.” Now Mary could see a kind of guilty curiosity on Neil’s face, and greater uncertainty on Caitlin’s.
“Plus,” Trevor continued, “it’s really very simple. All we do is fuck our sweet little girls at the same time in the same room.”
Caitlin’s face turned bright pink. Neil said in a rather stunned voice, “Here? In the living room?”
“Well,” Trevor said. “I would suggest we begin here, and then perhaps move into Mary’s bedroom after a while. There’s something that Mary and I have always found very moving about fucking side-by-side with another couple in a big bed.”
“I’ll hold your hand,” Mary said softly to Caitlin. “I really think you’ll like it.”
Biting her lower lip, and now nearly crimson, Caitlin nodded.
“What do you think?” Trevor asked Neil. “Want to try it?”
Neil looked down at Caitlin, who again turned her face up to him with that same trusting expression, and said, lifting his eyes back up to meet Trevor’s, “Sure, sounds hot, let’s do it.” Mary managed to suppress a little giggle at the way Neil’s tone betrayed his inexperience and even a cute, lingering shyness about sex. He had grown so much as a dominant over the past two weeks, but he still had a good ways to come yet before he would attain the kind of effortless mastery that seemed to surround Trevor wherever he went.
“Great!” Trevor said. “Why don’t I get started with my treasure here, and you guys can do a little watching to start out? Then, whenever you feel like it, you can get busy yourselves.”
“And if you don’t feel like it,” Mary said, “don’t worry about it.”
Then she gave a soft, helpless moan, for Trevor had insinuated his hand between her naked thighs to take bold possession of her pussy.
“No more words from that mouth of yours,” he said softly. “On your knees, slut.”
As Mary moved to obey, she glanced at Caitlin, whose eyes had gone very wide. Mary realized that Caitlin was not only about to see Trevor in his most dominant mode, but also about to hear some of the filthiest and most degrading dirty talk she would ever hear in her life. Mary felt a wonderful, customary thrill of degradation go through her pussy at the thought of the rapid education Caitlin—and Neil, too—would now receive. She slid onto her knees before Trevor and said, “Master, may I uncover your beautiful cock?”
“You may, my treasure,” Trevor’s voice rumbled from above her. Then the world became the paradise she remembered from her very first days with Trevor: a universe that comprised nothing but the place of sinew and fleece, cock and balls, where Mary knew how best to please a man she adored more than she had thought she could ever adore anything.
As Mary worshipped his cock, Trevor kept up the dirty talk in his skilled way. “There you go, little whore, there you go. Take it nice and deep. Good girl. Such a good cocksucker—so well-trained. A nice, big cock, all the way in that pretty mouth of yours. Nice and big, and it’s attached to the man who owns you, isn’t it, little girl?”
Though Mary had to work very hard to demonstrate to her master that she had lost none of the skills she’d gained at the Institute, she had enough room in her thoughts to smile inwardly as she pictured Caitlin’s face, listening to Trevor’s words. Then she heard the wonderful wet sounds behind her of another girl giving head, and though she wished she could see it, she still exalted in the knowledge that her own cock-sucking had lit their fuse, and that Caitlin and Neil had found each other so completely—and that they might never have done so without Mary.
Then, considerately—albeit in his own way—Trevor told her to stand up, turn around, and put her hands back on the seat of the chair, positioned as she had been for her whipping from Neil, but now with her knees spread so that Trevor could thrust hard into her while they both watched what Caitlin and Neil were up to. Caitlin knelt in front of Neil, where he still sat in the recliner, sucking his cock dreamily while he stroked her cheek. Neil had eyes mostly for what Trevor and Mary were doing, while Caitlin darted glances their way, but seemed still a little ashamed to be watching her aunt Mary fucked by the man who owned her.
Mary cried out loud under Trevor’s cock, as she always did, helpless to keep from expressing her submission to him that way. She could see that Neil found her cries very arousing, and that Caitlin did too despite the lingering pink in her cheeks.
“What do you think?” Trevor said. “Should we take it into the bedroom?” Neil nodded.
In Mary’s California king-size bed then, with both girls on all fours and their waists held tightly by firm masculine hands, Neil fucked Caitlin and Trevor fucked Mary, side by side. Mary looked into Caitlin’s eyes and reached out her hand as, tentatively, Caitlin reached out with hers. As their dominant men pounded their pussies from behind, Caitlin’s and Mary’s fingers twined around one another.
“You two little sluts are such good friends, aren’t you?” Trevor asked.
Mary looked into Caitlin’s clear blue eyes. Caitlin pulled Mary’s hand gently toward her, up to her lips, and kissed it.
Still with her gaze fixed on Caitlin’s pretty face, Mary said, “Yes, sir, we’re very good friends.”
 
 
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 summerhouse, 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?
 
At Leo’s Command
When twenty-three-year-old Kristen Harper peeks through a window and witnesses a man giving a woman a bare-bottom spanking, the sight ignites desires she has ignored for too long. After Kristen sees the same man get into a van with a company’s logo, she calls the company to make an appointment, hoping to experience for herself what she glimpsed in the window.
The man turns out to be Leo Hastert, one of the top trainers at the Institute, a place dedicated to giving women like Kristen exactly what they need. After her call, Leo visits Kristen’s home, spanks her long and hard, and takes her in all the ways she’s longed for a man to have her. Everything is perfect… until Leo informs Kristen that she can’t be his. What he can do for her, though, is take her to the Institute, where she will be fully trained as a submissive.
Kristen volunteers for the Institute, but she’s not ready to say goodbye to Leo, and as her training continues he is stunned by his intense and growing feelings for her as well. Can Leo stay professional and play his role in Kristen’s training, or will he decide that having Kristen as his own is worth any price?
 
Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor
Twenty-two-year-old Natalie has three dominant men in her life. Tom, her daddy, spoils her even while making sure her bratty behavior is dealt with firmly over his knee. Dan is a doctor whose intimate examinations always leave Natalie blushing… and begging for more. And last there is Adam, the dom who gave Natalie her very first spanking and who still holds a special place in her heart. The only problem is that none of the men know about one another, and Natalie is afraid they will all leave her if they find out the truth.
When they discover that Natalie has been dishonest with them, there is only one solution: she must be taught a lesson. The men bring Natalie to a beautiful island resort, planning to give her a memorable stay. She’ll have three days of fun in the sun, but also three days of harsh punishment with each man taking his turn, and then on the final day Natalie will learn what it is like for a naughty girl to be thoroughly punished by her daddy, her dom, and her doctor, all at once.
 
Her True Lord’s Claim
When eighteen-year-old Anne, the Countess of Mercester, hears that she must marry Sir Guy de Freche, she hopes for the best. But when Sir Nele, the handsome knight sent to bring her home to marry Guy, warns Anne that her husband-to-be is a cruel man who will birch her before he takes her in any way he pleases, she endeavors to escape.
In that attempt, however, she quickly ends up over Nele’s knee for a long, hard spanking. His punishment leaves Anne quaking with desire, and that night, in spite of his better instincts, Nele gives in to his own lusts and lays claim to her.
When Anne arrives at Guy’s estate, he punishes her harshly, and though she finds herself strangely excited by it, his mastery of her body on her wedding night leaves her blushing with shame. Anne promises herself that Guy will never know how she cannot help but crave his lash, but when Nele returns to rescue her, will she yield to her true lord’s claim?
 
The Emperor’s New Pony
Bound by oath to serve Princess Edera as he once served her father, since the old king’s passing it has been Lord Ranin’s sacred duty to keep the naïve, headstrong eighteen-year-old safe and her realm free. But when Edera ignores his dire warnings and rides out to meet the tyrannical Emperor Comnar on her own, her foolishness has a terrible price. Seizing the opportunity to conquer her lands without a fight, Comnar takes Edera prisoner.
Ranin sets out to treat with Comnar and bring her home, but the emperor shows no interest in negotiations. Instead, he shows Ranin his stables, filled not with horses but with beautiful women from conquered nations, fillies to be trained and displayed for the emperor’s pleasure. To Ranin’s horror, Edera and her ladies-in-waiting are the newest additions to Comnar’s stables, and like all the other fillies they have been stripped of their clothes and now wear nothing but bridles, harnesses, bits, and horsehair tails.
To complete the humiliation of his captured enemies, Comnar commands Ranin to personally train Edera for her new role as a filly, informing him that if he does not train the princess himself, a far harsher trainer will be found for her. With no other choice, Ranin sets out to master the princess, training her with a firm hand, as he would a young filly in the royal stables of his homeland where he was once the master of horse.
Despite her great shame at her treatment, Edera is secretly comforted by Ranin’s control and attention. She soon finds herself longing for her new master to ride her long and hard, and though he struggles against himself, Ranin finds in time that he can no longer resist his little filly’s charms. But when the occasion arrives to perform in front of the emperor and his people, will Edera’s training have been sufficient? And can Ranin ever free Edera from Comnar’s tyranny, or will his princess spend her life in the emperor’s stables?
 
The Rancher’s Little Girl
Some might call Victoria Mason ruthless, but she always gets her story, even if she has to sleep with influential men or put herself in danger to get a lead. But when she sneaks onto Senator Bob Austin’s property and snaps some highly compromising photos of the powerful, corrupt politician, Victoria soon finds herself in way over her head.
She goes to a fellow reporter for help, and he suggests she take refuge with a friend who owns a ranch. Upon meeting the handsome, rough-hewn rancher Ross McGregor, she’s none too happy with the way he speaks to her like she’s a naughty little girl in need of a good spanking. But when she gives him a piece of her mind, she quickly discovers that he is not a man to be trifled with and her bare bottom pays the price for her sharp tongue.
Despite Victoria’s shock and humiliation at this childish punishment, when Ross holds her close after her spanking it makes her feel safe and loved in a way she’s never felt before, and she all but melts in his arms. It isn’t long before Victoria knows she’s found something she’s been missing her whole life: a firm daddy who will keep her safe and make her behave like a good little girl. But her new life is going to be a big change, and Victoria will need quite a few more painful, embarrassing lessons along the way, followed each time by care and comfort from her loving daddy.
 
The Outlaw’s Daughter
After a notorious outlaw guns down her father, eighteen-year-old Maggie Curtin is dead set on revenge. The only thing standing in her way is Travis Quill, a bounty hunter who is determined to find the outlaw for himself and even more determined to see that Maggie doesn’t get involved. But Maggie is a sure shot with her rifle, and despite Travis’ warnings—and the bare-bottom belt whipping he gives her when she defies him—she sets out to track down her father’s killer.
Deciding at last that the headstrong girl is not going to give up, Travis finally agrees to bring her along, though he’s more than ready to tan her bare backside if she doesn’t obey him on the journey. As they travel the west together in search of their man, Travis soon finds that he delights in showing Maggie the world outside her small town. Try as he might to resist her, it isn’t long before he is also showing the blushing girl all the ways a man can please a woman.
But with the outlaw still on the loose, their newfound romance will have to take a back seat until he is caught. Travis knows it’s high time for Maggie to start trusting his decisions, but will she finally learn to do as she’s told before she gets them both killed?
 
Assigned a Guardian
When twenty-five-year-old Kayla Lourcy boards a spaceship with her late father’s colleague, Patrick McDowell, she is glad to leave Earth and its political squabbles far behind. But when she awakens from cryo-sleep on the planet Draco, she is shocked to learn that the planet has undergone major changes. The government in power on Draco has adopted laws that require women to live under the care of either a husband or a guardian, and since she is not married, she will be assigned a guardian.
Kayla is not the type of woman to be easily controlled, and she jumps at the chance to organize a rebellion, but she is immediately thwarted and then firmly chastised. Afterwards, Patrick informs her that he will be stepping in to act as her guardian, and he will be employing a unique form of discipline Draco reserves for the most stubborn of women. Kayla will be treated like a naughty little girl, and any further unruly behavior will result in punishments far more humiliating than just a spanking.
Not truly believing that Patrick will implement his plan, Kayla defies him, and to her horror he bares her bottom, spanks her soundly, and then puts her in a diaper. But soon enough, when she’s seated at Patrick’s feet, coloring, with her new stuffed bear nearby, her thoughts about her place on Draco begin to change. As she grows closer to Patrick, will she be able to make the best of her situation and accept her guardian’s love and care?
 
Old-Fashioned Values
When Mark Weaver takes eighteen-year-old Sally Lanchester out on a second date and tells her afterwards that she’s earned a spanking for her disrespectful language, Sally is mortified… but another part of her can’t help but accept her punishment. After Mark spanks her bare bottom, Sally feels like her life has been changed forever. Is it possible that Mark could really offer her something she never thought possible in the twenty-first century: a man who will take her in hand, guide her, and even discipline her when he feels it necessary?
Her friends are shocked that she’s fallen so quickly for Mark and horrified that instead of being the independent, headstrong woman her parents tried to raise, she actually wants to submit to a man. But despite her friends’ apprehension, Sally is soon falling deeply in love with Mark as he begins to teach her, slowly and gently, what it means to offer her body to a dominant man both for punishment and for pleasure.
When Sally’s best friend seeks to explore her own growing need for dominance and discipline, Mark introduces her to his friend and mentor and the two hit it off quickly. But when the girls’ rich parents find out that their daughters are dating men who are not afraid to spank them, they threaten to ruin the men’s careers. Will this threat bring an end to their relationships, or will the girls—and their firm-handed men—stand up and defend their old-fashioned values?
 
Stolen by Her Master
Leka is the perfect result of her planet’s gene manipulation program: the beautiful young woman’s only desire is to be bought by the man who will become her master and to serve his pleasure. But Leka’s dreams for her future are shattered when Hend, a mysterious space-captain, steals her and brings her to another world in the hope that studying her will aid his cause. Certain that he is not her true master, she defies him, but when she ends up over his knee for a bare-bottom spanking Leka finds to her distress that her body responds to his chastisement.
Ashamed at her lack of control, she resolves to resist him all the more stubbornly, but Hend is not a man to be tested and he quickly proves more than ready to make her yield. Despite her best efforts, Leka soon finds herself not only submitting to Hend’s will but even craving his dominance. But when she discovers the true reason her new master claimed her, will she stay willingly by his side?
 
Innocence Examined
Sir Gerald is having great difficulties with Caroline, his eighteen-year-old ward. He has always been a doting guardian, shielding young Caroline from the truth about the differences between men and women and what they do behind closed doors. But now Caroline has become much too curious for her own good, to the point where he must bring himself to punish her repeatedly for hiding in closets in an attempt to witness the pleasures he takes with his mistress.
At his wit’s end, Sir Gerald calls upon the services of Dr. Reginald Brown and his colleague Dr. James Fairleigh. After a thorough, intimate examination, the physicians decide that since Caroline is of age, it would be appropriate for her to become acquainted with the pleasures a man can bring a woman. Instead of marrying her off to someone who won’t give her the freedom Sir Gerald can afford, the men decide that Dr. Fairleigh will personally oversee young Caroline’s erotic education.
After Caroline is made to observe Sir Gerald’s couplings for the first time, however, her wide-eyed innocence stirs Dr. Fairleigh far more than he thought possible. When she implores him to take care of her, the young doctor finds himself promising that he will. Before he knows it, she has utterly claimed his heart, and he can’t imagine her being given to anyone else. But can he rescue Caroline from Sir Gerald’s plans for her before it is too late?
 
Under His Watch
Charity Phillips is not one to shy away from trouble, and the twenty-two-year-old activist makes powerful enemies when she shoots a film exposing the effects of a mining operation on priceless archaeological sites. After she receives a death threat, her anxious father informs Charity that if she wants his continued financial support she will have to get used to living under the protection of a full-time bodyguard, former Navy SEAL Ryan Bedford.
She grudgingly agrees to Ryan’s presence in her home, but matters quickly come to a head when Charity goes out for drinks without notifying Ryan of her whereabouts. To her shock, upon returning home Charity soon finds herself bent her over her own couch for a long, hard, bare-bottom spanking. Enraged and also horrified that a part of her was excited by his punishment, Charity tells Ryan she never wants to see him again.
The danger suddenly feels much more real when her computer is hacked and she receives another death threat, however. She begs Ryan to return, though she knows it will mean submitting to both his rules and his discipline, and when Ryan takes Charity into his arms after a sound spanking she cannot help craving not only his protection but his dominance as well. But can Ryan truly keep Charity safe from those who would do anything to silence her?
 
Trained at the Castle
On an appointed day each year, the young women of Hala’s village who have recently come of age are stripped naked and put on display so that those maidens who cannot control their wanton lusts may be identified and dealt with firmly. Hala has dreaded this day since she turned eighteen a few months past, fearing that her body will betray her when she can least afford it.
When at last her time comes to be bared and displayed, her worst fears are realized, and after the shameful spectacle of her arousal is witnessed by all about her, Hala is bound and dragged off to the castle for punishment and training. Upon reaching her destination, she is soon left at the mercy of Sir Wake, the most handsome knight in the castle. To her shock, she finds herself yearning to obey the rough, dominant warrior’s every command, even when he chastises her thoroughly for her wicked desires.
Sir Wake cannot help but be smitten by Hala’s beauty and the way her training leaves her both blushing and throbbing with need for him. But when he helps his captive to escape the castle, will his actions bring ruin upon her village, or can the primal power which surges within her instead bring healing to the realm?
 
Her Shameful Audition
After a particularly shameful photo of twenty-three-year-old movie star Kirsten August is leaked online, her fall from grace is swift and she is soon without a job and feeling hopeless. When handsome, confident screenwriter Michael Rollins finds her crying in a local coffee shop and offers to cheer her up, Kirsten agrees to give him a chance.
Upon learning that Michael is working on a screenplay about romance and kinky sex, Kirsten presses him for details. It turns out that the screenplay mirrors her own situation in many ways, which upsets Kirsten at first, until she considers that this may be the only role she is offered for a while and if she plays the part well she might earn back some respect in the industry.
But when she asks to try out for the role, she is shocked to discover what Michael has planned for the audition: he will have her recreate the moment she took the fateful selfie, and then he will give her the bare bottom spanking she deserves. Kirsten quickly realizes that if she accepts this part, she won’t just be submitting to her director’s instructions while the cameras are rolling. Though she blushes to admit it, the thought of being stripped bare, punished thoroughly, and dominated completely excites her deeply, but is she truly ready to put herself in Michael’s hands so that he can train her to be his?
 
An Indecent Awakening
When tall, handsome Ben Weathers catches eighteen-year-old Stacy Miller watching porn and touching herself, the shy girl is utterly mortified. But Ben feels no hesitation in informing Stacy that he thinks he’s the right man to punish her thoroughly for her disgraceful behavior, and she soon finds herself over his knee for a painful and humiliating bare-bottom spanking.
Ben doesn’t stop there, though. Seeing the way Stacy responds to his dominance, he decides to enlist the help of her naughty viewing habits in training her to please a man. From that point, he oversees her erotic education: she will visit his home twice a week, where she will submit to him completely. Though each meeting with Ben is more shameful and indecent than the last, Stacy soon realizes that Ben has begun to teach her to embrace her true erotic self and to find pleasures she never imagined. Week after week she returns to Ben’s house for more.
When Ben decides that it’s time for him and his friends to give Stacy her final lesson, though, will she turn her back on her indecent awakening?
 
The Duke’s School for Young Ladies
When her governess catches eighteen-year-old Anne Solmes in the act of pleasuring herself, Mr. and Mrs. Solmes conclude that drastic action is required. Anne soon finds herself on her way to Miss Halton’s Preparatory Academy for Girls, a school founded by the famously strict Duke of Panton for the correction of young women of marriageable age. The girls of Miss Halton’s have disgraced themselves, but their future prospects may still be salvaged by means of proper discipline and training. Anne quickly discovers that her new schoolmistress will not tolerate disobedience, and that punishments for misbehavior are both harsh and humiliating.
Though he samples the pleasures his position offers, the duke does not keep the girls of the academy for himself. It is not long before one of the duke’s associates, a handsome, dominant gentleman in his own right, seems ready to ask for Anne’s hand. But is Anne prepared to spend a lifetime with a man who expects her obedience to his every demand and who will not hesitate to punish and pleasure her as he sees fit, no matter how deeply she might blush at his mastery of her body?
 
Saved by the Highlander
When the young Englishwoman Alice Lourcy is waylaid by outlaws while traveling through Scotland to the castle of Lord Roderick, the man her father has arranged for her to wed, she is left in fear for her life. Though the timely arrival of highland clan chief Niall MacAlpin and his men spares her from a horrible fate, she soon discovers that her troubles are far from over.
Certain that one of her attackers was English and doubting the honorable intentions of her husband-to-be, Niall refuses to allow Alice to continue her journey. Furious at the prospect of being escorted to Niall’s village against her will, Alice protests vigorously, only to find herself upended over the highlander’s lap for a painful, humiliating spanking.
Yet despite her wounded pride, as the days pass Alice is tormented by scandalous thoughts of the rough-hewn brute who rescued her and then chastised her so thoroughly. When at last Alice timidly bares her heart to him, Niall admits that he fiercely desires to claim her as his own, and plans are made for him to take her as his bride. But when a vengeful Lord Roderick seeks to reclaim Alice and make her his by force, can her highland warrior save her once again?
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