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Chapter One
 
 
Anna met Martin in a bar. She never went to bars to go to a bar, the way the people Anna thought of as cool did, but her friend Violet wanted to have a glass of wine before she headed out on her date, and she wanted Anna’s advice, too, she said, so there Anna was, not even old enough to drink but sipping coffee as Violet went on and on about the guy who had invited her to the symphony.
“I mean,” Violet said, “don’t get mad, but I want to get the perspective of a virgin on this. He works for one of those big corporations that are taking over government functions—you know, under the new laws?—and everyone I meet who works for them seems to be, like, totally on board with that idea the president started talking about last year.”
“The New Modesty?” Anna felt her face flush very hot. “Look—”
“I said, don’t get mad! I want to make him think I’m totally innocent. I think he likes that kind of thing, the kind of thing you do, Anna, whenever anyone talks about sex—covering your ears and blushing and all that stuff, like you really don’t want a man to touch you between your legs, ever, let alone put his long, hard cock in your tight little virgin pussy.”
Anna knew Violet was teasing, of course. She also knew, though, that at the same time her friend was trying to make a point. Violet understood Anna much too well; the wicked words had indeed made Anna’s cheeks turn scarlet and caused her to put her hands over her ears.
“Stop!” she said. “You know how that embarrasses me! I don’t know how you can say that stuff, let alone…”
“Do it?” Violet said coyly, arching her dark brown eyebrows high above her hazel eyes. Violet had a sort of sultry beauty that Anna knew contrasted sharply and maybe even piquantly with Anna’s own youthful bloom, as she liked to think of her looks, casting her imagination back to the old books she loved so much. Yes, Anna still had her innocence, and she didn’t mind having it—except when friends like Violet talked about what Anna thought of as that stuff.
Anna just looked back at her friend as fiercely as she could. An expression of sympathy replaced the arch, mocking one on Violet’s face—the look of a more experienced woman pitying a less experienced one who simply had no idea what she had in store. That made Anna even angrier, her blood running all the hotter because she knew Violet had the truth on her side.
“Anna, you’re going to have to have sex some time,” she said.
“What makes you so sure about that? Some people…”
“I know, but you’re not one of them.” Violet looked steadily at Anna for a long moment, and Anna couldn’t hold her gaze after a few seconds, had to look down at the light brown surface of her coffee.
“Anyway, Ian says he wants to have anal sex tonight…”
“What?!”
“And I said I hadn’t ever had it, I don’t know why, I think because I could tell it would make him hot for me. So I lied. And when I said it, he said it was really hot, and he would be gentle with me. And that made me all hot and bothered…”
“Vi, you have to tell him the truth!” Anna couldn’t believe she was having this conversation. Her heart pounded and she felt like all the blood had now drained from her face in some ultimate gesture of shame that went far beyond blushing.
“I will! I will… but not tonight, and so…”
Anna shook her head in puzzlement. She couldn’t seem to find the slightest idea on what Violet might actually want her opinion. “So… what?”
“Well, the thing is, I’ve had anal a few times, with a couple different guys, and I kind of like it…”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered, her cup rattling against the saucer as she picked it up to take a sip that would cover her discomfort.
“Oh, Anna, it’s not even, you know, a thing… anymore, at least. It’s like you’re living three centuries ago.”
Anna’s mind whirled. The idea of sex itself, with the man’s big, hard… her mind did the mental equivalent of swallowing hard… penis inside you—even where it belonged, between your legs, in front—in your… vagina (she could usually think that one without the mental gulp, though she always felt like she wanted to call it her private part, like a schoolgirl)… well, that idea held quite enough shame and anxiety for her. She didn’t have any need, or the slightest desire, to think about the other way—the way that, yes, of course, people talked about, but no one Anna knew (she had previously thought, at least) had ever done, or would ever do.
Anna had supposed that girls like Violet probably took their boyfriends’ penises in their mouths sometimes—a thing Anna herself planned never to do even when she got married, which, truth to tell, she felt pretty sure she would someday. Even if her eventual husband asked her to kiss his penis, Anna had decided she wouldn’t do it. And the sort of man she would marry wouldn’t tell her to do that, or tell her to bend over the arm of the sofa with her panties down, or anything like that.
On their wedding night, he wouldn’t even get to see her naked, no matter how much he wanted. Anna would wear a nice silk nightgown, and no panties under it, and she would spread her legs and let him pull the nightgown up so that he could put his penis inside her down there, and do that back-and-forth thing you apparently couldn’t avoid seeing in movies these days. It might not be so terrible, though she did know from her reading that it would hurt the first time.
“Well,” she answered Violet. “I guess it’s still a thing for girls like me.” She tried to look daggers at her friend, to get her to stop talking about this stuff.
“And that’s why I want your advice,” Violet said. She checked the time on her phone. “Damn, I have to go. Just answer one question. If you had a boyfriend, and he told you it was time for anal sex, what would you say?”
Anna felt her brow furrow. “I’d tell him to go back to… hell, or… wherever he came from.”
Violet’s eyes widened in surprise. “Wow,” she said. “Okay, well, what if you really loved him? And you were sure he loved you?”
That brought Anna up short. How could she ever love a man who wanted to do that? Let alone to do that to her?
“I…” Unwelcome images crowded her mind. “I guess I would ask him if I could… I don’t know, do something else. And…” The images started to coalesce in the most awful way conceivable, and she found that her mouth seemed to be continuing to speak without any wish on her part to utter anything further. “And if he said that he would punish me, if I didn’t let him…”
“Whoa,” Violet said. “Who said anything about that?” She studied Anna so closely that Anna had to look down again at her coffee, now nearly empty.
“I didn’t mean, you know, punish,” she said lamely. “Just, you know, get mad, or something.” She raised her eyes to Violet’s to find her friend looking back at her in what seemed like mild confusion.
“Okay,” Violet said. “So I’ll go with…” She made her voice higher, falsely innocent. “Please, Ian, can’t I do something else for you? I’ve never had a big, hard cock in my little bottom. Won’t it hurt?”
Anna had no idea what to say, so she said nothing. Her lips had compressed into a tight line and she hoped her face conveyed exasperation, as if to say, “Done yet?”
Violet rose. “Thanks, love,” she said, bending down to give Anna a kiss on her cheek. “I mean it. I know it was kind of cruel to you to do that, but I really needed to know. Call you tomorrow? I promise not to say anything about what it felt like to have the most gorgeous man in New England deep inside my ass.”
“Violet!” But now Anna felt like she had returned to more familiar ground, where her friend would tease her a little, but not press the way she just had—not make the unwelcome images flood Anna’s brain, so that her body went hot and cold and, above all, odd, like she had stopped being herself but had at the same time suddenly become much more herself than she ever felt she could be.
She watched through the window and took the last sip of her coffee as Violet hailed a cab. What would she do tonight? Or, she thought with an inward sigh, shouldn’t she just rephrase that as What should she watch on TV before she curled up in bed with a nineteenth century novel? Anna gazed into the empty bottom of the cup, sitting primly on its saucer with the spoon beside it. All tidy.
“Excuse me.”
The voice came from above her, to the left side of the little table between the two low chairs that Violet had chosen, off in the corner of the hotel bar. The retrospective realization that Violet had chosen the secluded spot because she had wanted to talk about that sent a flash of heat to her cheeks, as if the owner of the masculine voice must be saying excuse me because he felt the need to leave any place where girls had disgraced themselves by talking about sex at all, let alone wicked sex.
Anna didn’t know why, but the voice seemed absolutely to be that kind of voice: very masculine, very deep, very serious.
All these confused impressions took only a fraction of a second to run through Anna’s mind, though, leaving her with the rest of that second to look up and see the man. Black blazer, crisp white shirt with no tie. Tight jeans, but not too tight. As tall, dark, and handsome as they came, if not-quite-clean-shaven made the grade.
Out of my league. Way, way out of my league. Anna didn’t care how many times Violet and some of her other friends told her that she could look like a model, or an actress, if she would just try a little harder in the morning and walk less like she thought something was going to jump out of every doorway at her. She knew what she saw in the mirror.
She looked at the man, sure the alarm she felt on her face would cause him to walk away, probably without even apologizing for confusing her with someone else.
But instead he said, “I apologize for how forward this will seem, but may I sit down?”
Alarm changed to deep confusion. “I…” she started, sure that so confident-seeming a man would simply sit without waiting, sparing Anna the need to figure out what to say. But again he surprised her, and waited for permission. “I was just leaving,” she said, starting to prove it by beginning to move muscles that seemed frozen, in the general direction of standing.
“I think you may want to stay just a few more minutes,” the man said. “May I sit?”
At first, Anna’s head went side to side, but it wasn’t a gesture of negation, nor did the man seem to perceive it thus. Anna just couldn’t seem to figure out what had happened, was happening. At last she developed enough control over herself to nod, and even to say, “Yes,” though her voice came out of her mouth sounding truly strange to her, as if a different person had spoken for her, assenting to the reasonable request that seemed suddenly and bizarrely such a very big deal.
He sat. Anna felt her eyes following his movements as if they had a will of their own. Every part of her, now, seemed to have become detached. Nothing remotely like this had ever happened to her before; maybe it was natural that she should feel that this movie-star handsome man had somehow begun to pluck parts of Anna away from other parts. Voice, no longer hers. Eyes, compelled only to look at him. Mind, unable to attempt any other thought but What the hell is he going to say?
He sat in the low leather armchair, leaned forward and put his elbows on his knees, and looked intently back at Anna. “My name,” he said, “is Martin Lourcy.”



Chapter Two
 
 
The girl looked back at him with an expression of thoroughly repressed longing. No, Martin had made no mistake: this beautiful young lady, eighteen or nineteen years old and undoubtedly a virgin in every way, needed exactly what he could give her—what only a few men on the planet could give her, and Martin (though he said it himself) believed himself better at providing than any of the others.
Watching her across the hotel bar, he had at first, when she caught his attention by putting her hands over her ears and accompanying the gesture with a blush that because of her fair complexion Martin could see even in the low light of the twilit room, assigned a 60% probability that she needed training. That had gone up, in his judgment, to 80% when she had recoiled at something her friend had said, with an expression on her face that the girl herself must imagine portrayed horror but in fact actually told a man like Martin of desires she could not, and might never be able to, allow herself to acknowledge.
At that point he had texted Charlotte.
 
Can I get in the queue for a preliminary?
 
A moment later, Charlotte’s answer had come back:
 
Now?
 
Martin responded,
 
ASAP?
 
Charlotte took a minute to respond to that, as Martin watched the girl and her much more experienced friend talk about matters he felt absolutely certain were sexual in nature. Then,
 
How good is the prospect?
 
Martin smiled. That meant Charlotte had found the server time. She just wanted to make sure if she took the step of shoving other assessors down the queue the potential upside could make it worth her while.
 
A+
 
Nearly instantly, from Charlotte,
 
Send 6VP87. Good for 10.
 
The activation code for a server call, usable for the next ten minutes from the special app on his handheld. Martin sent back,
 
You’re the best
 
and received,
 
I know
 
A minute later the girl’s friend got up, sparing Martin the necessity of figuring out how to get the girl on her own to start the preliminary assessment. The Institute’s technology had come a very long way since Charlotte Elkins Nakama had taken over from Abigail Podret, let alone since Abigail herself had been picked up, in the days long before big data had revolutionized the assessors’ ability to identify submissives and predict their erotic responses. The day most of the assessors were waiting for, though, when it would be possible to take a girl’s picture across a dim room like a hotel bar and process a preliminary assessment—without even talking to her before you knew exactly how she would react—still lay far in the future, by all accounts.
On the other hand, in the freedom of the new corporate-governmental environment, with some very basic data—usually just a name and a geographic region—a preliminary only took five minutes on the Super,
as the assessors’ called the big array in the super-cooled basement vault at the Institute. Those five minutes, though, had a value that might conservatively be estimated in the tens of thousands of dollars, thanks to the crushing loads the Super had to bear from the assessors at the Institute who handled the training of girls whose contracts were worth millions.
An A+ prospect like this girl, though, might very well be worth those millions.
As he sat down, Martin checked the time on his phone. He had five minutes before the activation code expired. It would be close. If he failed to get what he needed to run the preliminary assessment, the chances that the girl would be willing to listen to him at some future time, after her repression had gotten hold of the experience, were next to zero. He couldn’t say anything about the Institute until he had the green light based on the preliminary, and the girl wouldn’t listen to anything he said about what she needed unless he said it in the next ten minutes. If he lost the server call, he could kiss this girl goodbye, though unfortunately not literally.
She still hadn’t said anything. She sat there with her mouth slightly open. He knew why—in her mind—she wore that expression. She would have said, if he asked her to be honest, that she didn’t think any man who looked so hot would sit down at a table with her. Martin had no arrogance about his looks, but his job required him to remain conscious both of his appearance and of the effect it had on young women. She did not know, however, the real reason she looked like a deer caught in the headlights, because it lay buried too deep in her subconscious.
“What’s your name?” Martin asked gently.
She closed her mouth, swallowed visibly. “Anna Greenway,” she said, though it sounded like her mouth remained very dry despite her best efforts.
“Anna,” he said, using the direct approach that he knew—because every field assessor knew these statistics by heart—had only a 32% chance of success, “do you mind if I do a little Internet search about you?” The chance it would work was a lot lower than a slower technique would have, but Charlotte had only given him ten minutes. This kind of calculation made up a great part of a field assessor’s skillset, and Martin felt confident he had made the correct choice. Even if it turned out that he lost Anna, he knew he would keep that confidence.
“What? I mean, why?” She had a truly adorable crinkle between her blond eyebrows now.
“Can I tell you that after I do the search?”
The crinkle deepened. “Well, I guess… I mean, why do you need my permission?”
He didn’t, really. All the data the Super would access in the next few minutes lay within their agreement through the secret TARIFF (Trans-American Recognition In Financial Funding) Act that had authorized such searches by government-liaised corporate entities, for an exorbitant fee that currently constituted nearly the entirety of the funds keeping the federal government going.
But the TARIFF Act provided for behind-the-scenes data gathering, not the semi-consensual sexual awakening of repressed submissive concubines. To get Anna started toward her ultimate well-being and Martin’s pleasure—and, of course, eventually the pleasure of whatever wealthy man chose her—he would need to approach the matter with her as if he must obtain her consent.
Martin smiled. “It’s polite to ask, don’t you think? Before you start looking into things a person who would probably rather choose what sort of impression she wants to make might not want you to see?”
Anna blushed—only very slightly, but again her fair complexion, utter peaches-and-cream, made it visible. “Oh, you won’t find anything like that.”
“Like what?” Martin made his tone as innocent as he possibly could. The time for slyness and innuendo had not come yet, and if he had anything to say about it, wouldn’t arrive for a while. A great deal more fun—really almost too much fun—lay in seeing how deeply even the most innocent things would evoke Anna’s shame.
Her blush did indeed grow, suffusing her whole face now. She tried desperately for a pretense of jadedness. “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. She looked around, then, as if a part of her mind fought against the spell Martin had begun to cast on her. An anxious expression broke out, and the blush faded. “I really have to go,” she said, darting a glance at him and then looking around her chair as if for her coat.
“Your coat’s on the rack at the door, Anna,” Martin said very gently, “and I don’t think you do have to go. The search will only take a minute. Just sit.”
And he took his handheld from his pocket and concentrated on getting the preliminary assessment going, peremptorily breaking eye contact with Anna to do so. In his peripheral vision he saw her shift in her seat. She herself didn’t realize it, but she had moved to try to get his attention back on her, in an instinctive riposte to the first command Martin had given her: Just sit.
It would not, he now found he hoped fervently, represent anywhere near the last command he would give Anna Greenway. Along with the hope, too, came growing confidence: her little fidget made him as sure of her as he had ever been of a girl’s suitability before the results of the preliminary arrived. Girls who shifted in their chairs when told to just sit knew, though the knowledge lay deeply buried, that they needed not only such masculine instructions but also the masculine enforcement of those instructions.
She certainly had no idea what her fidget meant, but Martin’s long experience told him exactly what the little bodily shift signified. Anna had just asked to be punished. As he typed her name into his handheld, and then the server call activation code, Martin couldn’t keep himself from starting to plan the girl’s first spanking. Tonight. Oh, definitely tonight. Over the knee, family-discipline style. Chance heavily favored Anna’s repression having a great deal to do with her family’s attitude toward sex. Bringing her back to that part of her life by supplying her with the kind of spanking her father probably never had would get her securely onto the path of submission where she belonged.
“Um,” she said. Martin looked up at her. The crease in her brow had returned. “Why am I…?” Her voice trailed off; she clearly had no idea what question she wanted to ask.
“I’m looking to see whether there’s anything on the ‘net that explains how beautiful you are,” Martin lied smoothly. With the direct approach, that sort of fake pickup line covered the assessor’s back, in case the preliminary turned up something that disqualified the girl.
The blush returned. “I don’t know what to say,” Anna said.
“Do you have a boyfriend?” Martin asked. Thirty more seconds and the preliminary would be done, and he could either continue with this banter that would, because of Anna’s repression, go nowhere, or start the real process.
“No, but…”
Again, Martin could tell that she didn’t have any idea what she really wanted to say. “But I’m too old for you, I bet you’re thinking.” He chuckled.
“No, it’s not that.” Another blush.
Martin’s handheld vibrated, and he looked down at it.
 
A+. Pickup authorized. Data available in your directory. Note: girl is to be thoroughly trained in the field, by you, before transfer. Refer to linked memo.
 
Martin couldn’t help it: his brow furrowed in puzzlement at the strange news. Thoroughly trained in the field. He hadn’t seen anything about any such procedure in the communiques. He had expected that he would take Anna back to his apartment, spank her, and then deflower her fore and aft, after which he would turn her over to the pickup team for transfer to the Institute.
“What is it?” Anna asked, very nervously. “What did you find?”
He looked up, smiling. He could read the memo later; clearly the beginning of the process wouldn’t change. “I found that there’s no explanation for it. You’re simply unaccountably beautiful, Anna Greenway.”
Her little mouth twisted into a bemused sort of smile. “Now I know you’re teasing me…”
“Martin,” he said, supplying the name she had forgotten. “But from now on you will call me sir.”
“What?” Anna asked, looking around as if to try to find someone who could confirm either that Martin had said something so outlandish or that he hadn’t, and she had misheard.
“I think you heard me just fine, Anna. You will call me sir from this point on.”
She shook her head, though the returning pink in her cheeks demonstrated very forcefully that her subconscious, in league with her delightful young body, had already begun to respond exactly as her A+ predicted. The preliminary assessment, based on psychometric and demographic data about Anna, her family, her school record, the sum total of her activity on social media, including above all a good deal of actual footage of her captured by various surveillance cameras throughout the course of her life, said that Anna Greenway needed taking in hand by a man who required her to call him sir. The data, as far as the Institute had ever discovered, didn’t lie.
How long it would take Anna to admit it was a very different question, though the data would be able to provide a general idea, when Martin went through the various parts of the analysis that had led to the A+. The answer would depend above all on how Martin handled the first part of her training.
“I… I don’t understand,” she said. “We just met. Why would I call you that?”



Chapter Three
 
 
The man who claimed, at least, that his name was Martin, looked back at her with what seemed an air of amusement, but then his face turned so serious that it startled Anna. He spoke in a flat, matter-of-fact tone that somehow made what he said even more frightening. “Because if you don’t, Anna, you will be punished, in the place to which you are going.”
Anna’s heart started to pound wildly in her chest. She looked around, trying to see if anyone else in the bar was near enough to have heard what the man had said. Why couldn’t she just get up and walk away and call the police? She seemed glued to the chair, looking back at the unbelievably handsome man who had now said several very alarming things.
But he said nothing, now, and the silence went on until Anna’s wits seemed to return, and she did find the motivation that had gone missing to start to get up, saying, “I’m—”
“Stay in that seat, Anna,” Martin said, in a voice that for some reason Anna couldn’t begin to grasp made her freeze and lower herself back into the chair. “I have the power to summon the police, whom you were just thinking of summoning, to tell them to arrest you and then bring you to my office, rather than the police station. There, in my office, you would either strip naked or someone else would remove your clothing for you, and you would be flogged.”
“F-flogged?” Her voice came out as a tiny squeak. “I don’t understand. I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”
“I know,” Martin said. “At least at a conscious level, you have never let yourself imagine this kind of thing.”
It seemed to Anna a very odd thing to say. What did imagination have to do with it? Why would she imagine… that? Imagine… flogging? Or being stripped naked by the hands of… other people… men, looming above her as she lay bound to a table? Or… whatever this man seemed to have in mind, though he must certainly be trying to make a terrible joke, mustn’t he?
“Listen to me, Anna,” he said. “Listen very carefully. There is a part of you—a very important part—that needs what I am going to give you, but you have struggled nearly all your life to push that part away. Eventually you will thank me, but I know that you won’t thank me tonight, or even in the near future. That doesn’t change what’s about to happen, though. You are going to come back to my apartment with me, because you don’t want the police to take you to my office for a flogging. When we reach my apartment, you are going to take off your clothes, and I am going to begin your training.”
Anna’s face blazed as hot as the sun. “Wh-what kind of t-training?”
“Sexual training, Anna. From now on, you will belong to me, and to whomever I choose to give you. I know you’re a virgin, and I know how terribly repressed you are. It’s going to be quite difficult for you at first to be my concubine, but you will soon learn to please me.”
Now Anna did get up, her mind simply refusing to contemplate his words as anything but the raving of a lunatic. She looked around, wondering how she could have lost track of the door, remembering only that he had said her coat was on the rack, which now made her look for the rack instead of the door, and disoriented her further.
“I’m not joking about the police, Anna,” Martin said calmly. “Very few citizens know how thoroughly they have come under the influence—shall we say?—of the kind of corporation that employs me.”
She looked down into his ice-blue eyes. “Corporation?” she asked numbly.
“You will learn more about that once I have your training underway,” he replied with a little smile that in its apparent assurance scared Anna more than all the talk of flogging. “All you need to know is that trying to escape from your training would be a very bad idea where the state of your young bottom is concerned.”
“My…” How could he say that? How could he just say that, about her… her… rear end? He had said she was repressed. Yes, of course, she was repressed: she couldn’t even think the word bottom, could she? But that didn’t have anything to do with men she didn’t know telling her that she had to come back to their apartments for sexual training!
She didn’t even consider what he had said about the police as she at last located the door of the bar that led to the street, and the coat rack. Should she even bother to try to get the coat? It was a spring night, and not very cold. But if he tried to stop her, everyone in the bar would see.
Anna didn’t look at Martin again, but began to walk toward the door and the coat rack, certain that he wouldn’t rise and follow. But when she reached her coat she found that Martin had come up behind her, was taking her coat off the rack and holding it for her. Anna looked at him, standing with the light green wool coat, waiting for her to put her arm into a sleeve, and tried desperately to figure out what she should do. She looked out the window and saw to her relief that a policeman was indeed, miraculously, standing there just outside, putting up a no-parking sign.
Anna didn’t put her arm into the coat sleeve; instead she walked out the door. Then she stood on the sidewalk, looking up and down the street, not knowing what do besides waiting to see what Martin would do—whether he would give up and go away, or whether she needed to talk to the policeman and go through what was sure to be the incredible hassle of reporting the strange Martin Lourcy to the authorities.
To her amazement, Martin came out of the bar right behind her and walked up to the policeman. “Officer,” he said, clearly with the intention that Anna would hear everything, “can I get your help for a moment, please?”
His absolute assurance and his cultured, Ivy-League accent made Anna’s heart quail, somehow, even as she searched her mind for the part Martin had—so very, very wrongly—said lay there. A part that needed the thing he had spoken of: sexual training. Why did her body do those strange things when that phrase struck her ears, or came to mind? Why did the blood flow that way, and that awful tingling happen?
“When the right boy comes along,” her mother had said, “you’ll figure out about those things. We said you could attend the human development classes at school because we didn’t want you to feel left out, but school won’t teach you what those things are really like. The right boy will treat you nicely, and it will feel natural. It even feels good sometimes—a little, at least, with your husband. I know it’s embarrassing, but all you have to do is keep your modesty, and act like a good girl, and it will all go just fine, I promise.”
But Anna had reached the age of twenty, and it hadn’t gone fine. It hadn’t gone at all. Sex still seemed dirty, and when your friends talked about it, if you were Anna, you invoked your role as the innocent, repressed girl, and made everyone laugh by putting your hands over your ears and turning red. Then you didn’t have to think about it until the next time.
Now, a handsome older man had told her that what she needed was to go back to his apartment and become some sort of… Anna didn’t even know. Had he seriously said concubine?
Now, that man was talking to the cop you thought would keep you from getting kidnapped by him.
“Yes, sir?” the officer asked, clearly a little annoyed but also responding in a rather servile manner that surprised Anna, who supposed she had never seen a cop talking to an obvious corporate magnate in this new world ushered in a scarce ten years ago, when the government privatized huge parts of its function. The police still answered in theory to the elected administration, but in practice they needed the corporations to shoulder most of the burden for enforcement and correction, or law and order would break down, as the TV ads reminded everyone ad nauseam. “Selecta: your law and order is our corporate policy.” Or, “Homenture: remember who pays for your justice.”
Suddenly she felt a chill go down her spine. Maybe Martin Lourcy wasn’t lying.
“Could you go ahead and enter code 77GPN into your handheld, and cross-reference with my biometrics? I’m dealing with a young lady who needs a little encouragement to figure out how to make a good decision this evening.” He gestured toward Anna with an open palm, and she watched the policeman’s eyes size her up suspiciously as if persuaded already that the man in the black blazer must have this wayward girl’s best interest at heart.
Then the officer turned back to Martin. “Yes, sir,” he said, evidently not a little impressed by whatever knowledge or power, or both, Martin had just displayed in giving him the code.
Anna thought then that she should probably turn and run. She had called Martin’s bluff, and to her horror it seemed that he had not been bluffing. Maybe if she ran and hid, went back to her apartment, called Violet or her parents, she could make this all stop.
But she couldn’t stop watching as the middle-aged, Irish-looking cop took his handheld from his belt and typed in the code. She watched his eyes widen as he read what came up on the screen. He looked at Martin and winked, putting the handheld back in its clip.
Then he turned to Anna. “Miss,” he said, not unkindly but very decisively. “I know the way things work these days probably seems odd to you, the way it does to most people, but you do need to go with this gentleman, and you really won’t like the consequences if you don’t.”
“But… but what does it say, officer?” Anna pleaded. “I don’t understand. How can he…? Does it say what he’s going to do to me? It can’t, or you wouldn’t…”
She realized she wasn’t making any sense, both because she could hear her own words and because of the expression of pity that came onto the cop’s face.
“Does it say that he said he’s going to…?” Now she looked at Martin, and she saw a look of what Anna could only describe to herself as sad triumph. He knew she couldn’t say to the policeman what he had said to her, because… because… because she couldn’t.
“It told me enough, miss. His corporation has authorized him to take you to a training facility he deems appropriate, and to secure police assistance if necessary. I have a positive match on your implant identity chip from his handheld. If the government didn’t think he knew best for you, it wouldn’t have authorized the match.”
“B-but… officer, you don’t know what he said!”
He gave her a sad smile. “I don’t need to know, honey. The corporations know what’s best for people, because they have the data, and the people gave them the power to do this kind of thing. I imagine this gentleman…” here the officer checked his handheld again, without detaching it from the belt clip, “…Mr. Lourcy, probably told you you’d be punished on your bare backside if you didn’t make the right choice tonight.”
Anna could do nothing but stare at him, her mouth half open.
“That’s exactly what I said, officer,” Martin said, smiling at him, and then at Anna. “Could you do me an enormous favor and tell her about the new policy? I’m concerned she might not believe it, coming from me.”
The policeman returned Martin’s smile. “For some of us, it’s not really a new policy. It’s kept order in my house for thirty years.” He turned to Anna. “Corporal punishment is back, miss. Hopefully to stay, this time. If Mr. Lourcy needs me to hold you securely while he pulls down your panties and gives your bare butt what you’ve got coming, it’s my duty to do that for him, since he’s an authorized corporate-administrative officer.”



Chapter Four
 
 
All the feigned defiance seemed to go out of Anna then. She didn’t know, of course, that her resistance didn’t come from a deep conviction that to go with Martin to his apartment represented an outrage to her modesty and her self-determination. But authority figures like police officers served admirably to undercut that kind of denial: Anna Greenway didn’t have doubts, yet, precisely, about whether her initial defiant reaction to the thought of being a concubine, of losing her virginity tonight to a man she had just met, had come from the heart. In the face of the cop’s assurance that Martin was acting within his rights under the new corporate laws, however, that reaction’s force had definitely begun to wane.
One last reinforcement, he thought, would probably do the trick, and avoid the trip to the office. In the nearly ten-year history of the new protocol for pickups that the Institute had put into effect in the wake of the TARIFF Act and the powers it had brought men like Martin, only one girl had needed a flogging at the Selecta office. That scene had had its pleasurable side, of course—a gangbang of rare quality, really—but Charlotte had expressed her extreme disapproval of the extra expense incurred. The real reason this police officer showed such attentiveness lay in the counter in the upper right of his handheld that would soon tell him how much triple overtime he had just made by aiding a corporate-administrative officer.
“Just so Miss Greenway here is clear, officer,” Martin said, glancing at Anna to gauge her reaction to his words, “could you tell her whether, when I tell you that my corporation has given me the go-ahead to train her as my concubine—you know, a bed-girl—you’re prepared to help me get her under control?”
The look of mingled fear and the very beginnings of the helpless arousal that would characterize the next stage of Anna’s life if Martin had anything to say about it moved him greatly: he couldn’t avoid either the surge of pity or the swelling of his cock.
He glanced over at the policeman, who nodded and said to Anna, “It probably seems strange to you, miss, but it’s true.”
“But… why?” she pleaded, less defiant now than confused.
“Anna,” Martin said, “you would know that if you had paid any attention in your civics class at school. Ten years ago, the certified corporations were given special powers based on their efficiency in analyzing data, especially biometric and psychometric data.”
“I don’t understand it either,” the cop said helpfully. “But I do know that my niece got taken as the wife of a vice president of one of the corps two years ago, and she’s very happy now. And I had a nephew who got selected for training on the defense grid, and he’s already a captain.”
“But…” Anna protested weakly, looking from the police officer to Martin and back.
“Officer, I know you don’t want to have to escort Miss Greenway to my office and help me flog her with a punishment cane, but can I ask you just to assure her that you would?” The coup de grace.
“Of course, Mr. Lourcy,” the man said without hesitation. He turned back to Anna. “Miss, I have to say that I believe pretty strongly in women getting the discipline they need. This ‘New Modesty’ program, with its corporal punishment policy, backs me up, but I was spanking my wife and whipping her butt with my belt when I had to, even before things started to change in society with the corporate laws. Anyway, that means that even though just like your new master said I don’t want to have to watch you get punished so severely, I know that it would do you good. Young women need to learn their lesson, sometimes, before they’re ready to be good girls and good citizens. I have a feeling you’ve got a spanking coming tonight whatever happens—I know that if I were Mr. Lourcy I’d put you over my knee for wasting my time this way and start you out with a sound paddling from a hairbrush. But a flogging from a cane is something I suggest you avoid, and it sounds like this might be your last chance.”
Martin couldn’t help smiling, convinced as he was that the cop had gone on not only because he wanted to maximize his earnings but because like any red-blooded man the thought of the lovely golden-haired Anna Greenway getting a well-earned bare-bottom punishment was a prospect well worth the elaboration.
“Do you think you’re ready to follow Mr. Lourcy’s instructions?” the officer asked.
Anna’s face had turned bright red, and a tear trickled from one of her eyes. She nodded, her upper lip quivering.
“Don’t cry, miss,” the cop advised, “or I’m sure your master will give you something to cry about.”
At this second use by the policeman of the word master, Anna seemed to take note of the implications. She looked fearfully at Martin, and again he could see that her body had responded in a way that distressed her. “Master?” she whispered.
Martin turned to the cop. “Thanks, officer,” he said.
“My pleasure,” said the policeman, too professional to show his disappointment at the end of the lucrative, and highly arousing, little episode. “Enjoy yourself tonight.” He winked to show Martin that he meant something close to Let this young lady know what her mouth, cunt, and ass are good for, after you give her the discipline she needs. Make sure she has trouble walking tomorrow morning, and sneaks a hand behind her to touch her bottom when she thinks no one is looking, to feel how you changed her back there with your cock.
He watched the officer amble away down the sidewalk to put up another no-parking sign, knowing that Anna had her eyes fixed on him, wide and staring as the idea of having a master percolated through her consciousness. Sure enough, when he turned back to her, he saw the frightened, aroused expression yet again.
Wordlessly, he held out her coat. This time she put her arm in one sleeve, then the other, like a sleepwalker. Then he put his hands on her shoulders, the first time he had touched the girl in a dominant way—really the first time he had touched her at all—and turned her around, firmly but not forcefully.
He looked down into her face, turned up to him submissively, though she certainly didn’t understand it as such. “Yes, Anna,” he said very gently. “Master. You will call me sir in public, but there will be places where I instruct you to call me master. One of those is my apartment, to which we will go now. Follow me.”
He smiled down at her, to show her how much confidence he had that she would now do precisely as she ought, then turned and began the two-block walk to his high-rise. The Back Bay sidewalks were crowded with foot traffic from a Red Sox game, but he knew that Anna would pick her way through to follow his steadily receding back, her conscious mind trying desperately to figure out why she was following the man who she must now be absolutely certain would make her take her clothes off, and then spank her, in an apartment whose door he could shut and lock behind her.
“Sir?” she called, when Martin had gone fifty feet. He could tell in the way she said it that she had realized it wasn’t all that unusual to hear a girl say ‘sir’ in public, and the word could be made to sound casual, as if Martin had dropped something and Anna were calling his attention to it.
Martin turned around to find her three feet away, still looking terribly confused.
“Yes, Anna?” he asked.
“Um, how… how far are we going?”
Martin looked steadily at her without replying.
“How far are we going, sir?” she said more quietly, the attempt at casualness falling away.
“Just another block, Anna,” he said, and watched her look up at the luxurious building that took up the whole of the next block.
“You live in there?”
“When I’m not elsewhere,” Martin said enigmatically. “Come along. We can talk when we get you where you belong, undressed as you should be.”
Anna looked frantically around to see if any of the passersby, some of them quite annoyed by these two pedestrians stopping in the middle of the sidewalk, had heard. Martin enjoyed the sight of her shame only for a moment; he turned again and began to walk, faster now, toward the building.
At the elegant glass door, he let Anna catch up with him. In the gorgeous lobby, he walked side by side with her. He could tell from the way she kept turning her lovely blue eyes up to him that she hoped he would say something more, something different, would take back at least some of what he had promised her, would make it easier for her to obey meekly. He had no intention of helping her that way, though. She had to start learning about her needs: for strict discipline, for sexual mastering, for a man who would take her and use her as he liked.
He remained silent, then, as they rode the elevator to the sixty-first floor. He remained silent for the short walk to his apartment door. The lock clicked open when he waved his handheld, and Martin opened the door, just a crack.
Then, startling her because he had at that point not spoken in ten minutes, he turned to Anna and said. “When we get inside, everything will happen according to my wishes. If you refuse me, I will punish you until you obey or, if you still fail to obey even after your young bottom is covered with the marks of my discipline, I will bind you in place and enjoy you that way.”
Anna held her hands in front of her, balled into little fists. Her face scrunched up into a conflicted mask where desire and shame and fear all strove together to rule a twenty-year-old who had never let herself think about the things Martin knew the data showed she really wanted and needed.
He dropped the hammer. “This is where I tell you about myself and my organization, and you decide whether you want to enter my apartment.” Puzzlement replaced the tortured look, as Anna figured out that Martin had just removed the threat of force.
“But—”
“It was no lie that I could have secured police assistance to bring you to my office and flog you. In fact, if I had wanted to, I could have had the officer escort you right here, to my apartment, help me get you inside, and then stand guard to make sure anyone who came to see why you were screaming would be told that it was corporate-administrative business, and they had better get lost if they knew what was good for them.”
“I don’t understand,” she said, in a pleading tone. “I thought you said I didn’t have any choice.”
“I didn’t so much lie about that, Anna, as I omitted this moment. You do have a choice, right now. After that, as I said, you won’t have a choice for a very long time. I know that excites you even more than it scares you.” Anna opened her mouth to protest, but Martin cut her off. “Don’t bother denying it; I know you can hardly even acknowledge that excitement to yourself. Just listen for a little while, alright? Can you do that?”
Still wide-eyed and closed-fisted, she nodded. She looked distractingly adorable in the modest black skirt with the red tights underneath, undoubtedly concealing very modest white cotton panties that Martin looked forward very much to seeing and to removing. Her plain blue top, under the green coat, seemed to make her lovely eyes sparkle even through the clouds of her puzzlement. Her golden ponytail, bound with a simple elastic band adorned with a blue ribbon, bewitched him.
All of it would be his, very soon: this choice, though one could characterize it as being as free a choice as any other ever made by a member of the human race, really had nothing free about it in any absolute sense. The Institute kept no statistics about this moment in the process, whether from the old days when women came into the office referred by friends in the Institute’s network and underwent hypnosis to erase their memories of consent or from this new era of open recruitment.
The women who got to this point, thoroughly psychometrically analyzed and given the first taste of submission by a case agent like Martin, never chose to walk away.



Chapter Five
 
 
“I’m a sexual assessor and trainer employed by an organization called the Institute,” the man who apparently she would now have to call master said. He looked intently at her, clearly waiting for Anna to process the information he had just delivered.
She tried. But sexual kept drowning out assessor,
and trainer didn’t help matters. “I don’t understand,” she finally said, feeling her body tremble and her eyes go wide in a plea for mercy from him. Martin. Sir. Master. The most overwhelming word of all.
“You do, though,” he said with a decision that seemed to bespeak a nearly infinite patience. That startled her, because she had always thought sexual predators tended toward greediness, where the girls they deflowered were concerned—even the handsome, rich, corporate kind that you had to be stupid not to think existed, because you did hear stories like the one the cop had told them about his niece, and you heard them in a very different form from took her as his wife.
But of course you didn’t believe them, because you learned in school about the stringency of the requirements for data security and analysis placed by the government on its corporate partners. And when you did believe them, you knew that it wouldn’t happen to you, because you knew what to do: you would contact the authorities, wave at one of the ubiquitous security cameras, or talk to one of the greatly increased number of policemen, and the whole thing would get cleared up.
The president’s ‘New Modesty’ program had its creepy side, but how could you not appreciate the respect it gave to women’s lived experience and to their need for safety? Anna even had friends who argued that the program represented feminism as it should be—a workable set of social codes that reflected biological realities. Single-sex secondary schools and single-sex dorms at colleges. Yes, Anna had heard about the disciplinary parts of the program, but having finished college herself in three years, she hadn’t seen it, and she hadn’t realized that the policies had applied anywhere but in the educational system.
“N-no,” Anna whispered. “I don’t.” But she knew, somehow, that she had just lied to him. What happened to girls who lied to their masters? she found herself, to her horror, wondering.
“I’m happy to spell it out for you, Anna, though I can see in your face that the part of you your data says is there has started to emerge.”
“What part?!” How could he keep doing that? How could he keep telling her terrible things about herself that she didn’t know, but somehow, as he said them, made her very body—above all the parts of her body that she never, ever thought about if she could help it—respond in the affirmative?
His voice turned gentler. “The submissive part.”
“Is this about the New Modesty? I’m too old for that stuff.” The president had identified the ages of eighteen to twenty as the target for the program.
“Well,” Martin said, “that’s a long story, actually. You don’t really need to know it to make your decision, so I’ll spare you the nitty-gritty and say that the real extent of that program—as you heard from our friend the police officer—goes much further, and covers the corporal punishment of women much more generally. What you need to know right now, however, is that my organization, which, as I said, is called the Institute and has a corporate arm called Selecta, has a special remit from the administration to foster the New Modesty program as we carry on the mission we have had for a very long time. That mission is to train submissive young women for sexual service with wealthy men who can afford to take care of them properly and who have the skills necessary to dominate them the way they need to be dominated. To put it briefly and to make it clear how it applies to your situation, Anna, I’m going to discipline you and use you sexually in such a way that your innocence is not ruined—as it would be if you lost your virginity to a man who doesn’t understand your needs—but finely tuned and even enhanced, so that a wealthy man can take pleasure in it, and make you wealthy, too.”
Anna barely heard the part about being made wealthy. Her mind stopped at discipline you and use you sexually. Martin’s words seemed like something from one of the dreams that vanished so quickly when she woke, and left her with the need to use all her willpower to get out of bed instead of doing things she knew she must not do, touching places she must not touch.
“If you refuse my training,” Martin continued, his voice now sounding harsh, as if he needed Anna to come to terms with her situation, “and deny your need to be taken in hand by a dominant man who will spank you when you are naughty and enjoy you in his bed every night exactly as he likes, without regard for your modesty or your innocence, you will almost certainly never find the sort of happiness, let alone the incredible prosperity, you will have when you walk through my door.”
“Can I think about it?” Anna squeaked. She bit her lip.
“No,” Martin said. That was all: just no.
Spanking, and sex. Sex, and spanking. Whipping. Flogging. Wondering, always wondering what was wrong with her. Wondering what it would be like to be in college under the new program. To have to wear certain underwear, and to be paddled if she forgot, and put on different underwear, or if her skirt didn’t cover her knees, or if she kissed a boy who hadn’t been approved by her chaperone to date her.
Wondering what it would be like to have the approved boy ask her to marry him, and whether he might tell her that the paddle would still be an important part of her life, especially if she didn’t satisfy him in the marriage bed. Whether he might order her to bend over the end of the bed in the hotel room on their wedding night, so he could make it entirely clear to her how big a role in her married life the paddle would have.
Pushing all that away. Knowing that she, Anna Greenway, was normal. Knowing she would have sex when the time came, the way they had discussed ad nauseam in Human Development class in high school, and friends like Violet talked about. The New Modesty had nothing to do with her.
Anna’s hand reached out, the fist at last unclenching, toward the door of an apartment that had to be enormous and dazzlingly elegant. She just wanted to see, one part of her mind had started ceaselessly to tell another. I just need to see.
The door swung open, and she had stepped across the threshold, because she needed to see the incredible view of Boston, and the beautiful furniture, and the open floorplan.
The door closed behind her.
“Take off your clothes,” the man behind her said.
Anna spun around. “C-can’t you draw the curtains, or something?”
“No, Anna.” His mouth crooked up at the left side, a tiny smile that nearly made her swoon with its arrogance. “Remember what I said. If I want anyone looking through a telescope at my window to see my new girl naked, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.”
“Oh, please… I’m not… I mean, I’m not that kind of girl.”
“I know, Anna. You would never take off your clothes in front of even the tiniest window. And now you’re going to take your clothes off in front of an enormous one, or you’re going to have a spanking on your bare bottom, with that little bottom facing the same enormous window. Soon, you’ll know what it’s like not just to have to imagine people peering at you through telescopes. Soon, you’ll be on display, perhaps in only a pair of the kind of lacy panties you’ve never worn, perhaps without even those, while wealthy men admire you, and discuss whether you should be made to kneel and suck their penises or to get over the knee of one of them for a spanking while the others watch and give advice on how best to discipline you.”
“I-I m-made a mistake,” Anna said. “I want to go now.” She started toward the door, but Martin stood in her way.
“You must call me master, now, Anna,” he said. “And the fact that you actually didn’t make a mistake isn’t of any relevance. Take off your clothes, or I will take them off for you, and then I will whip you with my punishment strap, rather than giving you the spanking you already have coming for this hesitation.”
“This isn’t happening,” Anna whispered, beginning to edge back out of the little entrance area with its tiled floor, into the carpeted living room. She could probably recede a full twenty feet, she realized, until she reached the red plush-covered couch near the window. Somewhere in her mind she realized that going farther into Martin’s apartment wouldn’t help her avoid the terrible, shameful things he kept talking about, but getting away from him, not getting spanked, not having her clothes removed, seemed paramount at that moment.
“I know how hard this is, Anna.” As he spoke he advanced slowly toward her. “It’s not my way to take things too quickly with a girl who’s just getting used to the meaning of discipline and training. I’m going to tie you up, now, after I strip you down to your underwear. Then I’m going to let you sit here and think about your choices and what I’ll call your necessities. Will you take off your top, your skirt, and your tights for me? Or do I need to do it myself?”
“Tie me up?” Anna said, momentarily stopping in her backwards tracks. Her breathing had begun to come in ragged pants.
“Not uncomfortably, or even very tight,” Martin said, almost conversationally. “I’ll show you the rope.” He walked briskly to a light switch and turned it on, illuminating the huge living room with a brilliance that Anna knew would make them visible to anyone looking through binoculars or a telescope, while making the city outside nearly invisible in the reflection of the room. She stood still, her fists clenched again, and watched him move to a little desk at the side of the room and pull a drawer open. Out of it came a neatly coiled length of white cotton rope, which he held up in his right hand to show Anna. “See?” he said. “Nice and soft. Now take off your clothes, down to your underwear, or I’m going to have to use this.”
Martin’s right hand went into the drawer again, having shifted the rope to his left, and came out with what could only be the punishment strap: a long, stiff piece of black leather that made Anna give a little whimper of fear.
“Oh, God,” she whispered. “I’ll… I’ll…” She meant to say that she would take her clothes off, at least to her underwear, but she couldn’t manage it. Her voice stuck in her throat.
Then, suddenly, she saw, as if in slow motion, that Martin was moving forward. Then he had taken hold of her and turned her around. He had his left arm around her waist, and he was pulling up her skirt, the coat coming with it. Then his hand was in the waistband of her white cotton panties, his fingers cool against the sensitive skin of her bottom.
With a swift, practiced motion, he had pulled down the tights and the panties. Anna’s skirt and coat fell, of course, to cover her bottom, but not for long because Martin, turning her to the side slightly at the same time, gathered them in his left hand, to expose Anna’s little cheeks.
“Sometimes a taste of the strap helps focus a girl’s mind,” Martin said. “Three lashes, to help you make a wise choice.”
He had taken her so thoroughly by surprise that Anna only thought to struggle then, at the news that the horrible strap would soon strike her bare bottom, the way bad girls must learn their lesson, or a disobedient wife pay the penalty for sassing her husband.
“No, please!” she cried, trying to squirm away. “Please don’t whip me!”
But he held her firmly, and she heard the whistling sound she had dreaded, and then a loud smack, and her bottom knew at last how much it hurt when a man punished it. She yelped at the fiery stripe that seemed to her the ultimate indication that she should never have entered the door of Martin’s apartment. For now Anna understood: she would not escape.



Chapter Six
 
 
Martin swung the strap again. The stripe from his first lash had already shown up pink across the middle of Anna’s creamy bottom. The position in which he held her had its awkwardness, of course, but it also had the signal advantage of allowing her to struggle quite fiercely to no avail, thus demonstrating her helplessness with a minimum of actual trauma that might impede Martin’s ability to punish Anna further on her beautiful rear end.
Her arms flailed, then, as she felt that he had immobilized her hips. Pulling the strap back for the third lash and admiring how parallel he had made the first two marks he had ever laid across Miss Anna Greenway’s backside, Martin felt her left hand come around and grab weakly at his blazer, while her right leg kicked out behind her.
“Anna,” he said. “That’s unwise. You must learn to hold still for your punishments.”
He hauled her toward the sofa. He would make the last lash one she would not soon forget. Now she really did struggle, feeling that something unexpected now lay in store; something worse, she imagined, even than the whipping. Deep inside her mind, Martin knew, part of her cried out that her defloration must be at hand—that Martin would now lie her down on the couch, rip off her tights and panties, and thrust his hardness inside her until at last Anna belonged to a man the way she knew she must.
“Wh-what are you doing?” she cried out pathetically.
“You’re going to lie down on the sofa like a good girl for your third lash,” Martin replied very calmly.
“No!” Anna attempted to redouble her struggles, but her strength had already begun to fade. Martin had her in front of the couch, and now he simply used his right hand, still holding the strap but also very practiced in this kind of multitasking, to pull her coat and top far up her back, exposing more of her lovely fair skin, her modest white nylon bra, the sweet bumps of her spine as he pulled the garments up over her head, forcing Anna’s arms to go with them, immobilizing them in her very first bondage.
The girl made inarticulate whimpers as Martin completed the process, then louder ones as he used her disorientation inside the functional blindfold of her pretty blue top simply to pick her up and lay her down on her tummy across the red cushions of the sofa. She kicked her legs, but Martin pulled the tights and panties down further, knowing that the subliminal imperative not to ruin her clothes would give him at least enough leisure to deliver the third lash to the bottom he now uncovered again by rolling her skirt up.
He did it more carefully this time, to make sure that Anna would sense the nakedness of her virginal cunt against the sofa cushion. That sort of vaguely naughty feeling would play a very large role in her early training: the girl’s cunt, panties down, touching things her demure upbringing told her should never come within sight of the shameful place between her thighs, let alone into contact with that embarrassing, too-sensitive place. It was the kind of feeling that some young women might seek out, trying to play the dirty girl, but which Anna would never willingly feel at all; it would seem to her terribly immodest to have her private part touch anything but the demure cotton panties she must always wear.
Now, though Martin had not exposed that sweet cunt to his view yet, let alone touched it, despite of course having promised himself the supreme pleasure of fucking it before night turned again to day over Boston harbor in the huge picture window, Anna, surely for the first time since at least her girlhood, had no panties covering her virgin pussy in a room other than the bathroom. Martin knew repressed submissives much too well to think that this girl even changed her underwear in the bedroom. No, her mother had told her at a young age that a girl brought her fresh panties into the bathroom and put them on right after her shower, in a corner away from the mirror so that only the tile and the towels could see her naked.
And Anna had pushed far, far down the little fantasy, some version of which haunted her dreams, of a lord and husband, a master, who would make her take her panties off in front of him and show him the places heaven had shaped for his pleasure. Who would whip her savagely when she, in her modesty, refused, until she at last begged him to let her do all the dirty things she had never thought she might have to do: the kneeling and sucking, the bending over for a hard cock to enter and have its way, fore and aft, all night long.
Who would take her over his knee, at other times, and teach her to be a good girl for him. Every week, perhaps, on Sunday night—the way the Institute’s Extreme Marriage program had recommended long before the president had decreed the New Modesty, which provided young men with guidance based on the Institute’s own advice to young husbands, in disciplining the wives who had started to graduate from the reformed single-sex colleges.
Since the advent of the program just two years before, Martin had seen a remarkable effect on the girls he transferred to the Institute, all of whom were too old to have actually experienced the New Modesty firsthand, but were young enough to know exactly the feelings with which the program sought to deal. Anna here almost certainly had repressed fantasies, perhaps even dreams, about going back to a college where they would teach her stern lessons on her bare bottom, to get her ready for marriage to a man who would do the same.
A little sob came from her, as she seemed to realize that Martin had decided to take his time with the third lash.
“Ask me for your last stroke, Anna,” he said gently, to introduce the greatest possible distance between the authority of the command and the care for her that would soon become the lifeline of her sanity and happiness. When she understood that Martin really did know how to make her feel a peace with herself she had never known, the rest of the training would seem a cakewalk.
“Oh, n-no… p-please…” came her voice, muffled by the shirt and the coat over it. Martin had pulled them so high that he could see a gold chain around her neck and the golden hairs that led up to her unseen ponytail, at the back of her head.
“You know what to say, Anna,” Martin said, more sternly. “If I have to ask again, you’ll receive an extra stroke for every time I ask.”
“M-master…”
“That’s it,” Martin said, feeling the smile creep onto his lips.
“Master, please… may I…”
Martin raised the strap and brought it down, hard and quick, on the beautiful bottom. Anna screamed and sobbed, squirming uncontrollably over the sofa.
“It hurts, master! It hurts so much!” Her legs kicked, and her creamy bottom-cheeks, adorned with three stripes of varying shades of red, clenched and unclenched. Martin put down the strap and got his handheld out of his breast pocket.
“Remember how much it hurts the next time you consider disobeying me, Anna,” he said, and snapped a picture that would go straight to Charlotte.
“Wh-what was that?” Anna said at the well-known old-fashioned shutter sound from the handheld.
“I took a picture of your punished bottom.”
“Oh, God… why?”
“So that my boss, Miss Charlotte, can send it around to see who would like to buy you. A lovely bottom like that is going to fetch a high price.”
Anna made a little sobbing moan. “This isn’t happening,” she said again in a voice barely audible through shirt and coat.
Without another word, Martin, having put his handheld back in his pocket, reached down and picked her up, his arms around her waist. He brought her, unresisting and perhaps not realizing how wonderfully exposed her sweet body now appeared to all of Boston who happened to be looking up at that moment, to the armchair to which he tied girls when they needed tying.
Her hands remained over her head, her face unseen, as he tied the first rope around her waist, over the waistband of her skirt, relishing the feeling of her soft skin but taking no liberties. Suddenly Anna seemed to realize that her painfully punished bottom rested naked against the leather padding of the chair, and she gave a little howl of outraged modesty and started to kick despite the way her tights and panties bound her knees together.
“Because you couldn’t obey me,” Martin said, finishing the knot that ran around her waist and the middle of the three columns that formed the chair’s back, “you will sit here with your panties down. Remember that you could have kept them on. I know how important your panties are to you, Anna, and I want you to understand that from now on wearing panties will be a privilege you will have to earn.”
Her only response to that was another muffled little sob.
When Martin finally tugged her coat and her top off over her arms and head, Anna’s tear-stained face looked up at him with the adorable expression of a girl who has become utterly lost in a forest and hopes that the woodcutter she finally finds there, who has taken much of her clothing away and clearly intends not to pass up the gift the gods have given him, will nevertheless treat her honorably, or will at least be gentle as he takes her into his little shed and rides her all day and night, the firewood forgotten. She lowered her arms to the chair’s arms, looking down to either side to make sure she lined them up properly, and said, looking up again, “Like this, master?”
Anna had entered the stage of false compliance. Martin said, as he swiftly tied down her wrists and elbows, “Yes, like that, Anna. Good girl. I’m going to take your shoes off, and then your skirt, and then your tights. You may keep your knees closed, but I want you to think about how the time will come, very soon now, for you to open them obediently to me and show me the place where my manhood will go, to teach you your first real lesson in what it means to serve a man. I want you to think about how wet that thought is getting you, there, now that your backside has had a taste of real discipline.”
“It’s not!” she cried.
“Should I put my hand there, to see?”
“No, please! Please don’t!”
Martin didn’t force the issue; there would be a great deal of time to demonstrate the important lesson that the kind of deep arousal away from which Anna had always fled had now presented itself, though her new master’s agency, so strongly that her cunt would certainly leave an adorable wet spot on the leather when he allowed her to rise from the chair, and the wonderful faint odor of twenty-year-old virginal desire had begun to waft through the air.
Instead, he bent down and began to do exactly as he had told her he would: taking off her flats, reaching up delicately to strip the tights down off her trembling, tightly shut legs, then with even more care unbuttoning the skirt’s waistband and pulling that down and off, too, but leaving the adorable white cotton panties, with their tiny pink frills at waist and thigh, where they were, just above Anna’s knees.
For the first time, of course, he now caught sight of the golden curls between her thighs, a sight that made him stiffen between his own. While whipping her, of course, his cock had grown rock-hard, and then as it usually did softened as he delivered the information Anna needed to progress. The thought of telling her to spread her thighs, though, and show him just what her private fleece concealed, and of waxing away that same fleece, very soon, brought his manhood straight back to attention.
He stood and put the clothes on the coffee table that stood between Anna’s chair and the sofa. Then he turned and found her looking at him with sorrowful eyes. The little gold chain had a cross at the end of it, and against her pale skin and the white fabric of her bra it looked as sweet and virginal as anything Martin could imagine. A few flaxen hairs had strayed from her ponytail and clustered around her pretty face.
“You’ll sit here and think about what I asked you to think about,” Martin said very slowly and evenly. “When I come back in a few minutes, we’ll get your training truly started.”
“Wh-what does that mean?” Her chin quivered. Nothing about Anna Greenway didn’t captivate: the right corporate magnate had a treat in store.
Martin took a split-second to think. Presumably what he would read in Charlotte’s memo would have a decisive effect on the answer. Thoroughly trained. At least he knew the ways the Institute’s core assessor team tended to use both those words, and he spoke from that knowledge, to give Anna something to ponder as she sat. “You’re going to cook dinner for us, wearing nothing but an apron,” he said.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Martin turned and walked around the chair and out of sight. Anna tried to crane her head to see where he had gone, but the apartment was so big that he disappeared from view almost immediately, and Anna had to turn back to the big picture window. She thanked heaven that the chair stood ten feet or so away from it, across the coffee table and the big red sofa. No one on the street, holding binoculars, could see her through the window.
Only if someone in another building were trying to peer in, could they see the half-naked girl tied to the chair, and no one really did that, did they? And because she sat with her legs closed, they would have to be looking from just the right angle to see that whoever had put Anna there had pulled her panties down, too.
No one did that. No one would see.
But Anna saw, because with the lights blazing in Martin’s apartment, of course she saw herself in the big window, with only a hint of the twinkling of the Boston skyline shining through and making the reflection look surreal and otherworldly. Another world, where people did things like tying each other to chairs and telling them they would have to open their legs for… that.
Did people in that world look through telescopes, to see if in other neighboring buildings a man had decided to train a girl for sex? How many people did that?
If Martin really did know so much more about Anna than Anna herself knew—if he knew that she got wet down there when she thought about a husband who would teach her how to be a good wife, or even a man who made her call him master and whipped her with that horrible strap—maybe he would know how many men were looking at her now. Maybe he was calling them up right now and telling them to focus their telescopes on his apartment, to get a look at his new bed-girl.
Maybe he was telling them that if they liked what they saw they should come over so that they could make the new bed-girl suck their penises.
That thing he had said, about how she would do that someday soon… Anna had pushed it down, away, and now it came back, as she saw herself in the window, the panties-down bed-girl on display for the men—and the women? Oh, God—who lived in the expensive apartments, worked in the expensive offices. A bed-girl, not even a wife: a girl required not just to take her husband’s penis in her mouth but to kneel in front of whatever man her master says, no matter how unappealing or cruel, and have her inexperienced mouth shoved down over his manhood until the white stuff that Violet said tasted so bitter spurts out and the bed-girl has to swallow it.
A good wife let her husband guide her. Even though it wasn’t the law anymore, it was what Anna’s mother had told her. But that didn’t have to do with sex. Her mother never, ever talked about sex, but Anna had understood from watching her parents that good husbands and wives didn’t actually have sex very much. Just to have babies, and after Anna they hadn’t had any others, because there had been complications and now her mother couldn’t have another.
No, a real husband would never do the terrible things Martin Lourcy seemed to know Anna kept desperately at bay in her imagination. A real husband didn’t make his wife cook dinner in nothing but an apron, her punished bottom displayed to him as she stood at the counter chopping vegetables or stirring a pot.
What if there was a man like that, though? What if one of the men in another building, looking at Anna with her panties down, had a wife who that moment stood at the stove, cooking a steak for him, wearing only a pink apron, so that when the man turned back from looking at Martin’s new bed-girl, he saw his wife’s cute little bottom framed in the apron?
The husband had spanked his wife that day, Anna imagined helplessly. Not a whipping with a strap, but an old-fashioned over-the-knee spanking with her hairbrush. She had… she had touched herself, between her legs, because she couldn’t help it, when her… her pussy got so warm and wet, the way it did when she thought about her husband’s penis. About how hard it got, when he wanted to put it in her pussy, and how it was too big for her little pussy, but he put it in anyway, whether she liked it or not, whether she cried out or remained respectfully silent, like a good girl, while he fucked her.
“Oh, no,” Anna whispered aloud to her reflection, seeing her eyes go very wide. She had thought that word. The worst word. The word she had never, ever said, even when she need not fear anyone would overhear her saying it.
The wife in the apron wasn’t allowed to play with her pussy, because her husband had told her on their wedding night that her pussy belonged to him. Only he wouldn’t say pussy, this husband who liked to look at new bed-girls through his telescope, would he? No, he would say the other word. The word that was even worse than the very worst word. The one even more shameful than fuck.
The wife in the apron’s husband had said, “Your sweet little cunt is for your husband to fuck, now, and if I catch you touching it, you’re going to have a long trip over my knee. Have you ever been spanked before, sweetheart? At home or at school?”
The wife in the apron shook her head, with an expression of wide-eyed fear in her eyes. In the window, Anna watched herself do the same, unable to stop herself from inhabiting the terrible little fantasy story that it seemed Martin had forced upon her, though at the same time she couldn’t escape from the awful awareness that the whole story came from her.
“Well, spanking is part of your life, now. I’m a big believer in the New Modesty, and I’m going to keep you on the straight and narrow. You’ll have a weekly spanking, and then I’ll warm your bottom as I see fit, to ensure a respectful attitude. Most important, when I fuck you, if you don’t do just as you’re told, I’ll punish you until you behave yourself in bed like a good wife should. So let’s get you off on the right foot. Kneel down and suck my cock.”
Tonight was their first anniversary, and the wife in the apron had ruined everything by playing with her pussy. Instead of a present, she got her backside tanned with her hairbrush. Instead of getting to wear her pretty dress, she had to cook her husband’s steak in nothing but the apron, while he looked at Anna, Martin Lourcy’s new bed-girl, in the next building.
She shed tears into the pan where she seared the filets, for she knew that after dinner her husband would bend her over the table and do the worst thing of all.
Anna felt her hands clutch at the leather-covered arms of the chair, then, for the thought had seemed to come from nowhere. Or had it come from what Violet had been talking about, right before Martin had come and sat down, and the whole universe had changed?
Surely Martin didn’t mean to do that. Not to Anna. Husbands didn’t even do that, she tried to tell herself. The fantasy of the wife in the apron needed to go in a different direction. It needed to stop, truly, but if Anna were powerless to stop it, the husband needed to be nicer, right? This was Anna’s mind, wasn’t it? She could make her imagination do whatever she wanted it to do.
The husband, instead of commenting to the wife in the apron that Martin’s new bed-girl looked hot, and that he hoped Anna would soon have to suck his cock while the wife in the apron watched, and then he would make the wife in the apron kiss Anna between her legs, and make Anna do the same, while all the men watched and laughed and told them how severely they would be punished for the indecency…
Oh, God.
Instead, he… walked over to where his wife had just finished the steak, and put his hand on her bottom and rubbed gently. The wife looked up at him shyly, and he could see in her eyes that she loved belonging to him, had been thinking about him spanking her while she had played with herself, hoping that he would catch her.
She had not ruined their anniversary; she had given him the gift she loved best to give, and to receive—her husband’s dominant pleasure in her submission. His fingers worked their way between her bottom-cheeks, making her blush fiercely, and then the wife in the apron heard her master say, “I love you, sweetheart. Bend over the table, and we’ll have anal, just the way you like it, hard and long.”
No. No. Anna closed her eyes so that she couldn’t see her reflection anymore. She denied the heat between her legs, the feeling of wetness pooling so greatly that it must be trickling onto the seat of the chair. No. It had to go the other way.
The wife in the apron cried, and her husband said, “Is my steak done?”
“Yes, sir,” she said meekly.
“Do you know what I’m looking at?”
“No, sir.”
“I’m looking at Martin Lourcy’s new bed-girl. She’s tied to a chair with her panties down.”
“What’s going to happen to her, sir? Is she a good girl, do you think?”
“She looks like a very naughty girl to me, I have to say. I imagine he’s already whipped her with that punishment strap of his.”
“Oh, that’s too bad.”
“No, I think Martin’s going to fuck her up the ass tonight, and that will be the end of her protests, just like it was when I had you there the first time. Do you remember how you cried?”
“Yes, sir. Good girls don’t like having to take penises in their bottoms.”
“No, they don’t,” her husband agreed. “I imagine that girl over there will cry, too. She never thought she would have to suck a hard penis, let alone have one up her ass. Go get your lube and bend over the table. I’m going to fill your backside before I fill my belly.”
“Yes, sir,” said the wife in the apron. “Should I leave my apron on?”
“Of course, sweetheart. You know how I like to fuck you that way. It seems to help you feel submissive, too.”
“Yes, sir, it does. It helps me learn my place, and to feel modest even though you fuck me in my bottom so often.”
“That’s because you need it, sweetheart. I know what you need from your husband.”
“Yes, sir. I’m a dirty girl who needs a firm hand on her bottom to help me be modest.”
He nodded. “And a hard cock inside it. Get going. I’m hard just thinking about pumping your ass full of semen.”
No. Oh, please, no.
But in her mind’s eye she saw them: the wife bending obediently over, still in the pink apron, the husband approaching, holding the thing Anna had never seen in the flesh—his erect cock.
“You know what to do. Spread those cheeks nice and wide for your fucking.”
The wife in the apron reached back and spread her bottom wide. The little dimple waited innocently. The husband approached. A cry rang out. The cock pushed in hard, and the husband grunted, one hand on his wife’s shoulder and the other on her hip. Her cheek was turned to the tablecloth; her tears wet the fabric. The riding, the thrusting, the words of praise: “so nice and tight”; “such a nice ass on my cock.”
On the leather seat, Anna’s own bottom burned from the strap, and her own cry emerged as a whimper of frustration.



Chapter Eight
 
 
From: Charlotte Elkins Nakama, Academic Dean
To: All field assessors
Re: New initiative: ‘Thoroughly Trained’
In light of our continuing effort both through Selecta and here at the Institute itself to maximize market share, customer satisfaction, and profits during what you all know I’ve called the ‘windfall period’ created by the president’s New Modesty program and the upswing in power-exchange sexual relations we’ve observed, which it seems clear correlates with it…
 
Martin remembered the chart he’d seen at the last annual meeting. Even the Institute’s data gathering, comprehensive though it was, couldn’t allow any definitive conclusions with the New Modesty just a little more than a year old. But the basket of metrics that included sales of paddles and sexual lubricants, as well as a corpus-linguistics analysis of ‘net activity on words like ‘spanking,’ ‘discipline,’ and ‘anal,’ had started a rise that seemed otherwise inexplicable the day the administration had announced the New Modesty.
 
…I’m announcing a new initiative centered on you, the Institute’s amazing field assessors, and robustly supported by us here at HQ, with additional corporate support from Selecta as necessary. This initiative, called Thoroughly Trained, will have a single objective that our market research shows could spur growth of 5% on its own this year, and 10% next year, which will, our futurist team predicts, be the last year of the New Modesty, with the long-predicted backlash to follow, which will make it necessary to reevaluate the entirety of our business model.
 
Charlotte’s tenure as dean, now sixteen years old, had early on seen the formation of the futurist team, which had scored astonishing successes in predicting the market both for high-priced concubines and for the services of the new corporate entity, Selecta. Among other things they had predicted that a candidate for president would propose a return to traditional gender roles, and that that proposal would open a market for enforcement services. That forecast had come true so spectacularly that the futurist team had gained the status of the Institute’s most important group of analysts.
Unfortunately the futurists had also predicted that a severe backlash against traditional gender roles would begin in the middle term and gather steam for the succeeding ten to twenty years. They pegged the certainty of this backlash at 98%, but they also professed dissatisfaction with their ability to forecast how it would come about.
“Somebody’s manipulating energy markets,” Greg Fiore, the head of the futurist team, had said at that annual meeting, “and that could change everything, as strange as it sounds. A one percent rise or fall in the effective price of a megawatt-hour could knock everyone’s attention off gender roles completely and create a highly unstable market situation. So we can tell you that the Institute needs to plan now for the possibility of that instability, but we can’t tell you exactly what form it will take. Our strong recommendation is to find ways to maximize profits now, and to be ready to act quickly when things change.”
“At least,” Charlotte had said as she summed up the meeting, “we know there will still be billionaires, and as long as there are billionaires, Institute concubines will be in high demand.”
Of course, the futurist team had also predicted that the global financial collapse they called ‘inevitable’ might be less than a century away.
 
Thoroughly Trained is our program for girls whose data profiles show a high susceptibility to the charms of a marriage along the lines laid out in the New Modesty guidelines from the White House. Our existing in-house programs Extreme Marriage and Your Wife, Your Concubine give us a head start here, especially as augmented by Selecta’s Daddy’s Naughty Little Girl correction service and its When Your Wife Needs a Spanking mentorship program.
To quote from those guidelines:
“The New Modesty is about restoring women’s sense of traditional feminine value, a worth that comes from knowing they possess a treasure that men have a natural obligation to respect them for keeping pure and undefiled.
“Single-sex secondary schools will provide excellent education, free of the common distractions of coeducation; they will also allow girls to receive training in the domestic skills that have long gone by the wayside in our technologically oriented society, skills that lend natural support to the idea that a girl’s modesty is a treasure. Rather than teaching young women about marital relations in salacious detail, newly modest girls will receive instruction in how to keep themselves from the temptation to spoil their treasures, and learn to accept the judgment of those in charge of them when it comes to their bodies.
“Corporal punishment at college for girls over eighteen, especially for offenses against modesty, will help reinforce those lessons, and the newly modest girl will leave school ready to find happiness in the arms of a loving husband who will maintain discipline in his home in such a way as to make his wife feel treasured, in exchange for her obediently yielding the treasure that must now lie at her husband’s disposal. When he enjoys that treasure at night, instructing his young wife exactly how he wishes her to help him relax at the end of the long workday, and how she is to receive him in the marital delights he has a right to expect from a modest, obedient wife, she will feel the pride that comes from pleasing him, even if she must also often feel shame and even physical discomfort at the way he claims her as his own.”
Our linguists’ analysis of ‘net traffic shows a clear trend in the wake of these guidelines among young women whose cross-tab data puts them in the A range for concubine training as pickups: these highly repressed young women show a very strong tendency toward unconscious obsession with the New Modesty. Running a Lourcy regression on this data…
 
Here Martin chuckled, because his much older cousin Mary Lourcy, who had gotten him his job at the Institute, had always told him that the regression named after her had never received its due.
 
…makes it absolutely clear that the collocation of terms like ‘college,’ ‘marriage,’ ‘discipline,’ ‘correction,’ ‘punish,’ and ‘paddle’ in the discourse of these A-range girls correlates strongly to their browsing habits, which show them spending a good deal of time perusing material about the New Modesty.
At the same time, analysis of the high-end ‘net…
 
The ‘high-end ‘net’ was a jealously guarded filtering of ‘net discourse that focused with laser-like precision on what wealthy men talked about, when they talked about sex.
 
…indicates that buyers have developed a strong interest in exploring what might be called a ‘high-end version’ of a New-Modesty-style marriage. To put it succinctly and to summarize a report I requested from the marketing team, billionaires are currently looking for girls to play house with, in the context of a traditional-looking household with the modification that the ‘wife’ be trained to submit as thoroughly as an Institute concubine would be. Whereas a traditional Institute pickup would expect to have for example to appear naked in a corporate boardroom and please the whole board of directors, the market opportunity presented by the New Modesty is for a girl who might be summoned to her ‘husband’s’ (our client’s) office for an afternoon visit, wearing a modest dress; who would converse with his secretary for a while before going into her ‘husband’s’ office. Only when the door was firmly shut would her ‘husband’ tell her to bend over his desk so that he can blow off some steam inside her tight young pussy. Most important of all, the ‘wife’ would blush furiously, but when she felt her ‘husband’ raising her dress and taking down her panties, she would rediscover her repressed need for submission, and she would beg him to use her roughly and even to punish her for her immodest desires.
In light of these reports from the linguistics and marketing teams, then, three months ago I directed the curriculum group to develop a new training spec. Somewhat to my surprise and, I imagine, to yours as you read this memo, they recommended a program that would occur almost entirely outside the grounds of the Institute. The group was nearly unanimous on this point; they make the case in their report that the most important characteristic of what we will now call a ‘thoroughly trained girl’—the element of her submissive makeup that will attract the attention of our clients—will be the reinforcement of certain key, beneficial parts of her repression as the modesty for which wealthy men are now looking. An environment such as the one we maintain at the Institute is designed in a nearly opposite way to the sort of setting that can retain the beneficial parts of these girls’ repression even as it teaches them how to enjoy having their modesty taken from them on the serial basis their masters will wish to require of them.
 
Martin stopped reading for a moment to process this information. He thought of Anna, bound to the leather chair in the living room. Before this ‘Thoroughly Trained’ program, he would have broken her here in his apartment (gone were the days of the true pickups, where the case agent would gain entrance to a girl’s home as a repairman and break her there, with a post-hypnotic suggestion keeping from her mind the knowledge that she had signed a contract consenting to the concubine training). He would have enforced Anna’s obedience with punishments and rewards of pleasure that began to break through the psychological barriers that kept her from enjoying both sex and life itself.
Then he would have called for the van that would take her to a private plane. The plane would fly her to the Institute, and the trainers at the big manor house would have continued her training. By that time a wealthy man would have made a down payment, having seen the video from Martin’s apartment. By the time Anna met that man, her repression would have been nearly gone, and she would have been ready to enjoy her year of service to a master who could give her what she needed.
Her modesty would have departed as well, though. She would certainly have been able to pretend to reluctance, and certain things would still probably have made her blush, but the true blushes—the sort of blushes with which Anna Greenway’s face had glowed all night—would have been gone forever.
 
The most important personnel in the Thoroughly Trained program, therefore, are going to be the field assessors, because you are the people who understand these girls best. The curriculum group has recommended that you be provided in the early stages of the initiative with a set of broad guidelines and that a set of best practices be developed out of those guidelines, in close consultation with you, as soon as possible. We’re all going to have to make adjustments as we launch Thoroughly Trained, and I ask that you bear with me and with the curriculum group, and that you keep an open mind.
That said, here are the guidelines.
	Breaking is to be done gently. The trainer is playing husband, here, and an emphasis is to be put on how much he treasures his wife’s modesty.
	Notwithstanding guideline 1, the girl’s submission must be awakened as completely as possible. Since the vast majority of A-range girls have never masturbated, and none of them has masturbated extensively, we suggest instruction in self-pleasure, with extensive praise of the girl’s sexual attractiveness (e.g., “That looks nice and tight”; “Such a sweet place for my cock to take a ride in”; “I’m going to have so much fun in that little cunt,” etc.), as a key building block.
	Notwithstanding guideline 2, punishment for masturbation without permission should also be an important building block. The trainer should use the usual methods to engineer situations for this to occur, and discipline accordingly.
	After initial breaking and defloration, the trainer should treat the next phase of training as if he were in fact the girl’s strict husband. Regular spanking for shortcomings in her domestic duties and twice-daily sexual use are highly advisable.
	We estimate that two weeks of such a ‘marriage’ will prepare her for transfer to an Institute facility (we recommend leveraging Selecta’s Caribbean real-estate holdings for this step), where she can be sampled by the buyer and then awarded to him after any finishing touches are put on her training.

We anticipate two to three pickups per month in Thoroughly Trained, once we’ve worked out the best practices, but we’ll begin with a pilot program of one girl at a time. I realize this will be quite a change for those of you we call upon to train girls this way, but I know you’ll be up to the challenge.



Chapter Nine
 
 
“Anna,” came Martin’s voice from behind her, only a few feet away. How long had he been there? Had he heard the whispers of despair and frustration, the little whimpers at the shameful things that filled her mind? “It’s time for you to get into your apron.”
She felt him untying the rope around her naked waist, then the ones around her wrists. He took the ropes away, leaving her sitting there while he presumably returned them to the drawer in the little desk. Anna had expected something different, something rougher, she realized. Why didn’t he manhandle her, the way he had when he put her on the couch to whip her bare backside, and when he put her in the chair?
He came round the front of the chair, holding a red apron. He looked into her eyes. Shouldn’t he be looking further down, enjoying the sight of his naked bed-girl, the girl he had stripped and tied down, displayed in his window? Shouldn’t he be reaching out to take her little breasts out of the protective fabric of the bra she barely filled?
Her nipples seemed to ache with anticipation of the cruel man’s touch, the touch solely for his own pleasure without a care for Anna’s wishes or her modesty, without the slightest regard for whether she wanted him to play with the sensitive, untried peaches. Their advent had, with the wearing of her first bra, marked Anna’s virginal womanhood, her sexual maturity—her suitability for men to take home and make use of for their enjoyment. Now a man had done that, and he looked into her eyes instead.
Martin held out the apron. Anna reached her trembling hands up and took it, thinking she did so because at least it would cover her lap, where she knew the lewd sight of her golden private curls had marked the way to the place they adorned—if Martin had looked there, which he had seemed to promise he would, but now he didn’t, even as she covered herself with the folded apron. But now she would have to rise, wouldn’t she? To put on the apron, to pull down her panties in front of a man for the first time, while he looked at what no one should ever see, even the husband who had the right to put his penis there.
But he said, “I’m going to go check my email, Anna. You go ahead and get into your apron in the bathroom just down the hall, and then have a look at the kitchen. Your profile suggests you’re a pretty good cook. Is that true?”
“Y-yes,” she said slowly, in confusion.
“There are some tuna steaks in the fridge, and there’s also a bunch of vegetables for a salad, or for pasta. Your choice—the pasta’s in the cabinet. Pots and pans and cooking stuff are pretty much where you’d expect. Remember that you have to take your bra and panties off before you put on the apron, okay?”
“Okay,” Anna said, feeling her face grow hot at the thought. She realized suddenly that, contrary to expectation, he didn’t seem to be demanding that she call him master. His whole manner seemed different, much more conciliatory. She should find that reassuring, shouldn’t she?
“Master?” she tried, as he seemed about to go elsewhere to check his email.
“Yes, Anna? You can call me sir, if you want, now that you’ve sat in your chair like a good girl.”
She felt her brow furrow a little. “Sir, what if… what if I try to run away?”
“The door’s locked, Anna. You’d need to somehow overpower me and get my handheld, and then you’d have to solve some pretty hefty encryption that your profile doesn’t indicate you have any skill at solving.” He said it so matter-of-factly—that Anna was a prisoner. She felt her shoulders tremble.
“And you’re going to… to do things to me?” Why did she feel like she wanted him to name the wicked things he had planned for her body, to enumerate them?
“Yes, Anna. As I said, when you walked in the door, that became a big part of your future. You can think of yourself as a bride on your wedding night with a groom who has enough experience of marital relations that he has a definite plan for how he’ll introduce you to them.”
She felt her breath coming quicker, harsher. “I—what do… I don’t…”
He looked deeply into her eyes, seeming to study her troubled face intently. His mouth twisted upwards into a little smile. “I’m so happy to be that kind of bridegroom for you, Anna. I know how precious your innocence is to you, and I want you to know that I value it just as highly. I love that you’re a modest young woman who doesn’t think of naughty things, or let her fingers go where they shouldn’t.”
“Wh-what do you m-mean?” Anna felt she could barely breathe, let alone talk, at these terrible, but nevertheless so very innocent, words from the man who now seemed to embody the most potent, wicked part of the visions that tormented her. She knew what he meant—of course she did—but her mind struggled desperately to pretend she didn’t. “Didn’t you say…? I mean, before… sir, didn’t you say that I have… thoughts… and things?”
She had no idea what she wanted Martin to say, but it certainly wasn’t what he did say. “I know you have thoughts, Anna.” His smile got wider. “You’re an intelligent young woman who has kept herself pure, knowing an experienced man would come along one day, to teach her all the things about her body, and her duties to that man, that she has always known only a bridegroom can teach a bride.”
“What things?” she whispered. “Sir?”
“Hush, Anna,” Martin said, his smile lessening a bit but not departing from his face. “I am the one who will decide when to teach you your new lessons. Go to the bathroom and get into your apron now. Because your innocence and modesty are so important to me, I’m not even going to watch you as you walk there, but I do want you to think about how the apron leaves your backside bare. Why do you think I’m requiring you to wear it without anything underneath?”
Anna swallowed hard, but the answer came straight from her fevered mind. “Because husbands spank their wives on their bare bottoms, and whip them with a strap when they disobey?” Those terrible words shouldn’t have just bubbled up that way. They shouldn’t. She felt her eyes go wide as she looked at her ‘bridegroom,’ whose smile had gone away entirely now.
“As I whipped you there, earlier,” Martin said. “And now, as I watch you cook, I will see the pretty stripes I made, a reminder to both of us of your need to obey the man who has taken you in hand. You’ll take the apron into the bathroom and get changed, now. I want you to look at your bottom in the mirror, and feel with your fingers along the welts I gave you. The man who takes you in hand has to be certain you obey him and respect him, doesn’t he?”
Anna’s answer came much more hesitantly now. “Y-yes, sir,” she finally managed.
Again Martin departed; again Anna craned her neck to see, but even though she could now turn much more freely in the chair, she still couldn’t figure out where he had gone, though she did see the hallway he had said would lead her to the bathroom. He must have a bedroom and an office down the same hallway?
She rose unsteadily and tried to look only at the carpet as she put the apron down on the coffee table to pull up her panties. Then, as she walked toward the hallway, clutching the apron in front of her, she tried to concentrate only on the layout of the apartment.
Not three (bedroom, office, closet) closed doors but five lay down that hall, in addition to the open one that showed white tile beyond. Was this a four-bedroom apartment? Anna’s mind boggled a little. Her bridegroom. Somehow Martin had with apparent effortlessness made her think of him that way. Her bridegroom, who lived in astonishing luxury.
Anna hastened into the bathroom, closed the door behind her, and turned to confront the mirror that showed a shamefully half-naked girl clutching a red apron to her chest. She tried to smooth down some of the fabric of the apron so that she wouldn’t have to look at the area below her waist where her white cotton panties marked out the place a bridegroom taught his most important lesson, where she felt desperate not to see a wet spot that would mean she really did need taking in hand.
Did she truly have to look at her bottom, the way Martin had told her to? Of course not. He would never know. She went into the corner, with her back to the mirror, the way her mother had taught her, and she swiftly got out of the panties, breathing through her mouth so she wouldn’t smell the naughty smell that she felt sure the apron would cover up thoroughly in a moment, thank goodness. She reached back, unhooked her bra, let it drop. She picked up the apron from the towel rack where she had hung it, sorted it out so that she could drop the loop at its top over her head.
She looked down: she had to, in order to get the apron on. She saw her breasts. She saw, down across her flat tummy, a hint of the golden fleece between her legs.
She wondered. Oh, God. She couldn’t help wondering. It was alright to wonder, wasn’t it?
Violet said that men like girls to shave or wax between their legs. Her mind, even as she had put her hands over her ears in a futile attempt not to hear what her friend had said, hadn’t succeeded—not even for a millisecond—in keeping from picturing it, and her soul had whispered infinitesimally, That’s more modest, isn’t it? No hair? Just the little cleft, hiding the secret treasure that a man will claim, when the time has come for me to have… that.
Would Martin? Would he? Would he instruct her to do it, to bare herself? To make herself look attractive and demure? He was experienced in marital relations. He had said that. An experienced man must know what he wants a girl to look like for him, between her legs. He would be ready to issue commands about how his bride must keep herself there for him. He would be ready to tell her shameful things about his interest in that place, to name it by a secret name, to call it the wicked word that starts with C and tell her that he wanted her C to be fully visible to him whenever he decided to lift her apron.
“What’s wrong with me?” she whispered, as she finally did drop the apron over her head and quickly tied it behind her. She had closed her eyes as she manipulated the strings, and when she opened them she found to the satisfaction of her calmed mind that it covered her front nicely, almost down as far as her skirt had done before Martin had taken it off.
That lasted only a moment, because of course her hands, still at her waist, could feel the bareness there. Feeling that, she couldn’t help, just couldn’t help moving her hands down, as if in hope that she would find that her bottom did not in fact lie exposed, did not in fact have three lines of soreness that her fingers did helplessly run along.
He had whipped her bare bottom. Her bridegroom had whipped Anna’s bare bottom with a strap, because she needed to learn a lesson.
Her lips moved, her lungs, her vocal cords, but the word seemed to come from somewhere outside the body she had always thought hers. A whisper from another world. “Master.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
Martin gave Anna ten minutes, waiting until he heard the sound of pots and pans before he emerged from his office. He found her busy mixing a vinaigrette, her back to him as he emerged into the cavernous loft-like space that encompassed both living room and kitchen, with an elegantly appointed dining area by the big window, making up part of the former: a dark oak table with two leather chairs, candles ready for lighting when the time came to eat Anna’s meal.
He stood for a moment and watched her work, thinking about Charlotte’s memo and the effect the words Martin had carefully chosen to begin to put its guidelines into practice had had on Anna. He had always assumed the conventional bashful bride to be something the Institute’s clients might find titillating for a brief time, but which would ultimately bore them and, more important, frustrate them.
The men who bought Institute concubines’ year-long contracts, the assessors had to hear on a regular basis, wanted girls who responded obediently and unquestioningly whether told to kneel and suck the cock of a congressman or to give another girl an enema—or to pick up the dry-cleaning. A girl who would hesitate when told to bend over in front of her master and finger her cunt while he sipped his brandy, who might need a spanking before she would do that, could find herself returned to the Institute, with her trainers a million dollars poorer.
Martin himself had a certain predilection for modest young women, which suited him very well for his job assessing and picking up girls like Anna, beginning their training with the breaking phase he found so enjoyable, and getting them ready for their advanced studies at the Institute. The data showed very clearly that such girls, when thoroughly broken and trained to submit, made the best concubines, having learned to acknowledge the desires they had pushed away for their whole lives to that point.
In the old days, the Institute had to wait for them to present themselves, referred by someone in the network, and the whole process required a depth of explanation that a girl like Anna would never have been able to listen to without running from the room, let alone have given her consent to undergoing. Very few of those girls were virgins, and all had lost their innocence in one way or another.
Now, however, the corporate laws made it possible to take virgins like Anna right from a hotel bar to an apartment where an assessor like Martin could discipline her and deflower her. Instead of breaking a girl who knew what sex was like but didn’t know what it meant to submit to a man, these days Martin took away all of a girl’s innocence here in his apartment. He spanked her, waxed her, and fucked her cunt and ass. He got her ready for sexual service both at the Institute and with the man who bought her contract.
The growth in the capability of the Institute’s data-analysis tools, of course, made that new kind of pickup not only possible but also ethical and advisable for girls like Anna. These girls didn’t just make the best concubines: the reason they made the best concubines stemmed from the need to submit that had shaped their repression. Once Martin had taught them that wanting a spanking and a good hard bottom-fucking didn’t make them wicked or crazy, but rather special and very valuable to certain wealthy men, they went on to live happily—and prosperously—ever after, enriching the Institute along the way.
Martin had certainly enjoyed his job in the new environment of the corporate laws, but the memo seemed to mean that things had changed more than anyone had realized. This Thoroughly Trained program, whose precepts Martin thought Anna’s responses a few minutes ago had started to validate within his experience—as opposed to within the data, as to which he had no doubt at all—would probably make his job harder, but also even more rewarding and pleasurable.
Anna had finished the vinaigrette, and begun coating the tuna in spices. The sight of her bottom, where the welts now had turned a deeper red, framed in the cute pink apron, brought his cock to life once again. One way in which his job would certainly become more difficult in light of the memo lay in the need to exercise restraint. Before Thoroughly Trained, he might well have chosen just such a moment as this one to summon Anna over to the living room and to teach her to suck her first penis, spanking her as necessary to reconcile her to the task and expressing sorrow that he had to punish her that way, when very soon she would think nothing of taking a cock deep in her throat.
Now, however, he said instead, “You look very fetching, Anna.”
She had not heard him come in, it appeared, and she whirled around, putting her hands instinctively behind her as if in case some other man stood there trying to get a glimpse of her bare backside. She stared at him, wide-eyed, obviously trying desperately to determine what he might do next.
Martin smiled. “Would you like to know how I know you’re a very good cook?”
Her face lost none of its apprehension, but she nodded slowly. Martin considered asking her to say “Yes, sir,” as he would certainly have with his last pickup, but rejected it. Context, he could see, would mean everything in this program where the preservation of modesty represented the most important goal.
“Your Internet search history includes a great many gourmet recipes. Your grocery store purchases include fresh herbs. Your social media feed has a large number of pictures of dishes you cooked, sometimes for your friends but more often for yourself.”
As he ticked off each of these pieces of evidence, Anna’s jaw dropped a little further. “Isn’t… isn’t th-that against some… law, or something?” she asked, with a quaver in her voice.
“Actually,” Martin said in his most conversational voice, “it wasn’t even illegal before the corporate acts. Now it’s not just legal but highly regulated.”
She shook her head slowly, as if trying to figure out what it meant. “So, wouldn’t it be against, um, regulations?”
“Not at all,” he said, his smile broadening. “As an administration partner, the Institute, through Selecta, is actively encouraged and incentivized to generate revenue by using all the data at our disposal, with a good portion of that revenue going straight to the administration. The system works for everybody.”
“Not me,” Anna whispered. It seemed she could hear in her own voice how uncertain she was about that, though, for she went on immediately, “I mean, you’ve kidnapped me and you’ve whipped me, and you’re going to… do it with me—whether or… I mean, you’re going to make me, or something.” Her brow furrowed, and she made her mouth a tight, distressed line.
Martin spoke softly. “Did you walk through the door of your own free will or not, Anna?”
“Yes, but…”
“So I didn’t kidnap you. And I promise that like a good bridegroom, when the time comes for me to make a woman of you, and to start to train you to be a good, modest bride, I will awaken you to your need for a firm hand to guide you into the ways of a man’s pleasure. I have taken you in hand, Anna, and I will teach you the joys of giving a man like me his way with your young body.”
“H-how…” Anna managed to say, but no more. Martin watched a tear well up in her eye, watched her upper lip quiver. His own instinctive reaction took him by surprise: he walked forward into the kitchen, as she looked on his progress with eyes widening once again in fear. He walked to the counter and took Anna in his arms.
This Thoroughly Trained thing had something powerful about it, he could see.
“Shh. I know. You don’t understand what’s going on inside you right now.” Slowly and hesitantly, he felt her arms leave their protective posture behind her back and come around him. He felt in her relaxing sinews how good it felt to Anna Greenway to have a man holding her—and not only a man, but a man who, frightening as she found it, had told her with absolute assurance that he would be the first man to put his cock inside her body, in the very place where she ached for a man’s mastery, the place he knew she thought of as the source of so much wickedness and vexation.
He felt her chin move against his chest as she shook her head, acceding to his statement, but she said nothing at all.
“Finish up dinner like a good wife. I’ve put some new panties and a new bra on the counter in the bathroom. You may put them on before we eat.”
She took a deep breath. “Thank you, sir,” she said.
“You won’t thank me so much, I think, when you see what kind of lingerie you’ll be wearing from now on, but I hope it will help you a little to be allowed to have some clothes as a reward for good behavior.”
“Is it… lacy?” Martin felt her grip his shoulders convulsively, and he smiled.
“Of course,” he said. “Girls like you need to get used to dressing their feminine charms properly, when they have a man who plans to enjoy those charms. Other times you’ll be allowed to wear more modest underwear, but tonight your little breasts, your sweet bottom, and your virgin pussy all must appear to their best advantage, to increase my enjoyment of deflowering you.”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered, then again fell silent.
Martin released her from his embrace, then turned her around toward the counter, though she resisted a little, surely knowing exactly what he intended. She tried to put her hands behind her, but he said softly, “Hands on the counter, Anna.”
She gave a frustrated whimper and obeyed. Gently he took her bottom in his hand, and her whimper became a tiny moan. He squeezed her delicious cheeks very softly. The moan grew.
“P-please,” she breathed.
Before Thoroughly Trained, Martin would have said automatically, “Please what?” and made Anna beg for release, spanked her until he had broken through her modesty and she begged, in the crude terms he forced upon her, “Master, please play with my little cunt.”
With a professional thrill that sent his cock leaping with arousal, though, he realized that that script had gone out the window.
Keeping his hand where it was, he said in Anna’s ear, “After dinner, you’re going to give yourself the first real climax of your life, while I watch.”
“Oh, no,” Anna whispered, shaking her head violently. “No. I can’t.”
But Martin stepped away, having with difficulty resisted the temptation to force her thighs apart and make her acknowledge the wetness he knew was there—a wetness Anna had almost certainly never experienced before, being the sort of girl who covered her ears when others talked about sex and who skipped sex scenes in books and movies.
“I’m going to open a bottle of wine,” he said, opening the fridge and taking out a Pouilly-Fuissé. “Your profile indicates you’ve probably never drunk alcohol.” He looked back over his shoulder to see her still with her hands on the counter and her head turned to look at him in evident confusion about the change of subject.
“No, sir,” she said.
“You’ll have a couple glasses of wine, now. It will help you relax. Strange as it may sound, we’re going to get to know each other over dinner, and the wine will let you speak a little more freely.”
He took a corkscrew out of a drawer and started to cut the gold foil capsule.
“But… don’t you already know everything about me?”
In the old days, what Martin had read in the profile would indeed be everything he needed. In the old days, there would have been no dinner, though alcohol generally had a role to play in the breaking process. Martin had the exhilarating feeling of improvising like a virtuosic musician as he drew the cork from the green glass bottle, using the action to cover his need to formulate his response.
“What I have in your profile is data, Anna. What I want now, over dinner, is the story that will make sense of that data.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
To Anna’s surprise, Martin launched into an account of his education as soon as they sat down, instead of doing what she had expected and dreaded—asking about her feelings with regard to sex, or even making her tell him how it felt to put on the lacy white lingerie she now wore.
“I think it will probably make you feel a bit more at ease, Anna,” he said, “if I start by telling you about myself, and how I came to work for the Institute.”
Anna didn’t think she could feel any less at ease, sitting at the elegant dinner table upon which Martin had lit two long white tapers in low silver candlesticks, while she had changed into the mesh panties with their lace accents through which he would certainly see her pubic hair, and the matching bra that she thought must give him a view of the little pink nipples that seemed to stiffen so terribly distractingly at the sound of Martin’s voice.
At least they had a full seat, instead of the narrow thong that went between a girl’s bottom-cheeks—the kind of panties she knew Violet wore most of the time, and which Anna had sworn to herself she would never wear, even if her husband told her she had to or he would punish her. She did wonder why Martin hadn’t chosen that kind of panties, though, because she had assumed he would be the kind of man who would require a girl he planned to teach about sex to wear something that made her conscious of his interest in her bottom.
Not that these panties, with their practically see-through seat, didn’t do that, of course. But Anna felt grateful she apparently didn’t have to feel what it was like to know that your underwear didn’t really cover your bottom. She had no interest, she told herself, in feeling that the man who had told her to put that underwear on meant to touch her bottom to his heart’s content, and even to touch her between her cheeks, where the thin rear of the thong went, to look at her there, and to teach her what he liked to do with a girl’s inexperienced bottom.
So when he didn’t even mention that he was fully clothed while Anna wore only the lacy bra and panties—didn’t say anything about how girls who wore lacy lingerie could expect to have their virginity taken away, or how it made his manhood hard to see her dressed for him to bring her to his bed for his manly enjoyment—it simply had to make her feel more at ease, didn’t it?
“My family is from the Midwest,” he said, “but I went to college here in Boston. I had a pretty normal childhood, but I think I always knew that I belonged to what I would come to call a certain portion of the human race—the same portion you belong to, Anna.”
“What portion is that?” Anna asked, finding herself fascinated despite her confusion at the way the dinner conversation had started. Martin’s left eyebrow went up, and she surprised herself by figuring out exactly what the gesture meant. “Sir?”
“Well done remembering that, Anna,” Martin said with a little smile that filled her with a pride that part of her labeled very dangerous even as another part felt overwhelmed at its strength. “I’ll teach you a great deal more about that portion, but for now let me just call it the world of dominance and submission.”
Anna felt her face getting red at those words, without even knowing why, unless his presuming to characterize her that way offended her sense of individuality. How could he call her that, data or no data?
“And if I say I’m not part of that world, sir?” She looked down, cut a piece from her tuna steak, and put it in her mouth before she looked at Martin again. At least she had done a very good job with the tuna.
“Have a sip of wine,” Martin suggested. Anna felt her brow furrow. Would he answer the question or not?
The wine tasted very strange. She could barely remember promising her parents not to drink until she reached twenty-one, now—hadn’t she already broken the promise not to go home with a strange man by this time?
“Give it a few moments, so you can get used to it. It’s wonderful with the tuna, on which you did a truly excellent job.”
Another thrill of pride. The sudden wish to be a good girl for him, to earn as much praise as she could. To make him feel as good as he could possibly feel, even if it meant she must let him take down her panties, so that he could make himself feel good inside her body. Even if it meant she must kneel in front of him and touch the part of him that good girls never touched, kiss it, suck it.
Anna shook her head to try to clear the confused pictures out of it. She took another sip of the wine to try to cover her confusion, and now she thought she could taste what Martin meant about the wine being wonderful with the tuna, the way the two flavors enhanced one another in their contrast. She found herself smiling at him. “Like chocolate and peanut butter,” she said.
He chuckled. “Yes. Like chocolate and peanut butter for grownups. Though I still have a bit of a sweet tooth. I guess you do, too, Anna?”
“My ice cream purchases aren’t in the profile?” she asked a little archly, suddenly feeling strangely at ease with him.
“Oh, I’m sure they are,” Martin said. “But I hadn’t looked at them.” He smiled. “You asked a question I didn’t answer, a moment ago. Hold on and let me finish this little summary of my story, okay?”
“Okay, sir,” she said, wondering not why he had asked her permission but why it felt so natural to give it, and thus to show herself yet again complicit in her subjection to a man who had whipped her and made her eat dinner in nothing but lacy lingerie—which she herself, without needing further whipping or any other compulsion, had put on.
“So I’m a good Ohio boy with a scholarship to a big fancy college in Boston,” he said with a wry grin.
Anna tried to picture him that way, but it seemed nearly impossible. His cheekbones rose too high; his manners and the attitudes Martin Lourcy embodied—before she even started thinking about his actual, gorgeous, perfect body—seemed to control her the way the patrician teachers at her own boarding school and the professors at her small (though coed) college had. For a moment she had the disquieting if fleeting thought that perhaps the security those teachers and professors had made her feel, at being under their tutelage and having them to guide her education, hadn’t been the uncomplicated thing Anna had always assumed.
“My family is originally Western European, as you can probably tell, and family legend says we’re descended from counts and earls and dukes, but I grew up outside Columbus, and though it’s pretty clear that what happened had something to do with my genetics, you have to understand that I didn’t have any idea what lay buried in my genome.” Anna couldn’t figure out where he was headed with this story, but the sound of his voice seemed to soothe her. She took another bite of tuna. Her first time cooking on one of those enormous restaurant stoves, and she had made the best dinner of her life. In an apron and nothing else, with three red stripes across my punished bottom.
“I did pretty well at college, but I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. I wrote a senior thesis about the French Revolution. It had a chapter about Sade.”
“Sade?” Anna nearly choked. One of those professors at her own college had told them that they didn’t have to read the Sade book on the reading list. But Anna believed in gaining every bit of knowledge she could. She read Justine.
“As in the Marquis de? You took a course that had Justine on the syllabus, didn’t you?” He asked the question so very innocently that Anna forgot for a moment that he must know about French Lit 305 just as a general thing, as in, You went to a good school, obviously, so you must have read the things that educated people read.
That misapprehension made the blush that now came over Anna’s face much, much worse, until she felt she must glow like a campfire.
Martin smiled gently. For a moment Anna felt sure he would ask her more about Justine. She didn’t know if she could speak a syllable in response, whether to tell him that she had hated it, absolutely hated it, or to tell him that she could not put it down and stayed up all night to read it, nearly weeping at the way it made her feel.
“I can see that you know the book I mean, at least,” he said matter-of-factly. “To my surprise, at Thanksgiving that year a cousin I had only met once or twice, who lived in California by that time, came up to me and said she had heard Sade was in my thesis. I was surprised, because I didn’t think I had told anyone in my family that, but I supposed I must have let something slip to my brother or sister. It later turned out that Mary had got herself an invitation to that Thanksgiving in Ohio because she had noticed my name in a list of college seniors running searches on Sade.”
Anna felt her mouth drop open and her eyes go wide. Martin noticed, and chuckled.
“And that was fifteen years ago, before the corporate acts. Imagine what we can do now.”
Anna gulped and took a sip of wine, looking at its beautiful color in the elegant glass. She wondered what being drunk felt like. She didn’t feel any different, and she’d had two glasses now.
“So, as was only appropriate, Sade got me the best job in the world.”
“Doing what?” Anna blurted, looking at him and realizing that she generally didn’t do much blurting. Was it the wine, or was it Martin Lourcy, her master… her bridegroom? For the first time in several minutes, she became aware that she had nothing but lacy white lingerie on at the dinner table.
For the first time, her mind said, And shouldn’t you? Doesn’t that befit the girl who read Justine even though it was optional, and even when she understood ten pages in that it wasn’t a book her parents would want her to read?
“Giving wealthy men what they want, when it comes to erotic matters. Giving girls who couldn’t keep themselves from reading Justine exactly what they really need.”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered, bowing her head as she did, so that she wouldn’t have to look at him and realizing that, yes, she did feel different: her head seemed to travel down more quickly than she thought it would, or perhaps time had started to go by faster than it should.
Now Martin spoke quickly and urgently. His words seemed to cast a net, woven of silk, over Anna’s head, and with each phrase she seemed unable to keep herself from nodding in assent once again, though she still could not raise her burning face and tears started to leak out of the eyes she could not keep open.
“Anna, the Institute was a very complicated place from its beginning, and it’s only gotten more complicated over the years. I’m not going to try to explain it to you, because you wouldn’t understand the explanation yet, but I’m sure you’ll know what I mean when I tell you that the Institute’s complexity befits the complexities of the hearts of girls like you and men like me. In vino veritas, and you’re having to confront for the very first time the truth of why you read Justine even though it wasn’t required. Your profile doesn’t tell me this kind of thing, but I’m going to take a wild guess and say that I imagine you stayed up all night reading it.”
That made her look up and open her wet eyes in astonishment. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, sir.”



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Martin supposed that two glasses of wine probably represented greater than the ideal quantity for Anna, a petite young woman who had never drunk alcohol before. When it came to easing her inhibitions to allow for a gentle beginning to her sexual training, one glass might have served better.
The higher level of inebriation would certainly make things easier where the transition to her sexual awakening was concerned, but thinking about Charlotte’s memo, Martin suspected he would have to be careful not to strip away too much of Anna’s modesty—otherwise he might have to backtrack and re-instill some shame through a session of stern discipline he’d rather not give, since the more of that Anna received tonight, the less Martin could give her in the immediate future. Her health must be the paramount concern: she would certainly have plenty of stern bare-bottom correction in the medium term—Martin’s job had as a very important element the precise control of when to mete out such things as whippings, paddlings, and canings, so as most effectively to further her training.
It felt very strange to think about regulating the girl’s shame and modesty this way, when he had spent the first fifteen years of his career breaking young women’s attachments to such antiquated notions so that their owners could enjoy them without the hindrance of blushes and prudery. As he contemplated the night ahead, though, he had to admit that his cock stiffened rather remarkably at the thought of Anna’s expression when he told her she must spread her bottom-cheeks and show him what Sade called in Justine the ‘obscure grot’ where he would take her final maidenhead.
By the time a traditional breaking reached that crucial moment of the girl displaying her anus to her first training master, the girl had already been reconciled to her desires, usually through severe discipline and forced pleasure. Bending over, putting her hands behind her, and spreading her cheeks represented a submission that she hoped would earn her a respite from the paddle, and even a reward from the vibrator.
That would all be very different for Anna. If Martin wanted to do his job right, based on his understanding of the memo, he would have to coax her to pull the taut, creamy cheeks apart with a minimum of stern authority and an overall presentation of himself as her ‘bridegroom,’ gently trying to win his bride over to her sexual duties without ruining her modesty.
Rather than employing the threat of binding her to a bench and opening her by force with a stout rubber butt-plug, Martin would have to give Anna plenty of positive reinforcement. He would have to tell her how pretty her bottom looked and how pleased he was that she had begun to submit to him.
Considering it all as he looked into her tear-stained face, he felt again the thrill of the virtuoso musician given the opportunity to improvise a cadenza in a classic concerto. He hadn’t been conscious of any boredom as he broke concubine after concubine over the past few years, but though Charlotte’s memo had taken him aback at first, he could see how greatly everyone would benefit from the new program.
At the moment, he found himself having a hard time keeping himself from focusing on one aspect of it in particular: the fact that he would get to spend a great deal more time with Anna Greenway than he had ever spent with a concubine he had broken. Two weeks, apparently, a large part of it spent in one of the tropical paradises Selecta had acquired for investment purposes. He would have a hard time letting her go, at the end of it; he could already tell that. But Martin prided himself on being able to fall in love with every girl he broke and yet still, with regret, to send her on to a wonderful life with her owner and recover quickly, so as to repeat the process.
Yes, Anna Greenway had captivated him in the hotel bar. Perhaps more than any other A+ had captivated him. Admitting that danger played an important part in helping him guard against it, and in helping him move on when the time came to move Anna on to her owner. The girl herself would be so new to submission that any attachment she formed to her first trainer could easily transfer itself to the fabulously wealthy man who purchased her contract so long as he mastered her in the way she would by then have come to crave.
Martin wouldn’t have it so easy, he knew—especially if Anna continued to enchant him this way. But he had been at this for fifteen years now; once he had delivered Anna to her owner, he would have the satisfaction of following her progress with that unknown dominant billionaire for the next year. Then, if past experience served to predict the future, he and Anna would get together from time to time as friends, with occasional dominant-and-submissive benefits. A concubine never forgot the man who had first brought out her submission, and a girl never forgot the man who had deflowered her. Martin would always have that consolation, where Anna Greenway was concerned.
No, he admitted to himself, it didn’t seem adequate to him right now. But he filed that fact away and forged ahead. He had a beautiful, modest, repressed submissive to awaken.
“You’re going to put your apron back on, now, Anna, and do the dishes. While you do them I want you to remember as much as you can about Justine.”
He saw her hot blush return even in the dim candlelight; her fair complexion showed it off so beautifully it almost took Martin’s breath away. “Please, sir,” she said in a tiny voice. “Couldn’t I think about something else?”
It meant a very great deal that she hadn’t simply promised to obey and then concentrated on putting just the correct amount of dishwashing liquid in the sink.
“No, darling,” he said. “You’ll think about what I’ve asked you to think about, because it will get you ready.”
Anna’s eyes went wide when Martin said darling, but his mention of getting ready provoked an even stronger reaction: she seemed to quail back against the dark leather of the chair.
“There’s some ice cream in the freezer for dessert,” he said, “but we’re not going to have it for a while.” He looked down at their plates and saw that tuna and salad were gone from both. “It’s time, darling.”
“Ready for what?” Anna whispered.
“I already told you, Anna. To play with yourself for the first time. To do it properly, you need to have something to close your eyes and fantasize about, like the scene with Rombeau and Rosalie, when they tie Rosalie up and prepare her.”
Anna gasped. “Please, not that one, sir. Please.”
“You remember the book just as well as I suspected,” Martin said. “Alright, then, do you remember what Coeur-de-fer tells Justine about?”
On her face Martin could read her helpless arousal, alongside her distress. Yes, she certainly remembered Coeur-de-fer’s extensive discourse about the advantages of anal sex.
“Yes,” Anna whispered.
“I want you to think about what happens when a husband decides he wants to have sex, but he doesn’t want to have to worry about his wife getting pregnant.”
“Couldn’t… I mean, she could be on… the pill, right?” Martin held her gaze steadily, watching the blush suffuse her whole face, and her brow pucker. “Or, in… in… She could use her…”
“Her mouth, darling?” Martin said. “No, her husband wants a tighter place to have sex. He certainly enjoys filling her mouth and making her please him that way, but like Coeur-de-fer, he has a yen for the little tunnel adjacent to the portals of Venus.”
“No… Oh, God.”
“You’ll think about that while you do the dishes,” he continued, “and then you’ll take off your apron and hang it up on the hook on the cabinet. Then you’ll go to your room, which is the second on the right.”
“My room?” The prospect seemed to frighten her even more than that of having to learn to masturbate while her master watched.
“Yes, Anna. Girls in training need to have their own space, where they can process mentally and psychologically all the different things they’re learning about themselves, as they learn to please the men who enjoy them. Once you’re a trained concubine, too, you’ll have your own room in your master’s home.”
“Not yours?” Her blond eyebrows came together in consternation.
“By the time your training is finished, a wealthy man will have bought you, and you will go to live with him as his bed-girl.” Martin said it as evenly and matter-of-factly as he could.
On Anna’s face, then, he read the seeming contradiction of this new program: to call her darling and then to tell her that she would go live with another man to serve his lusts broke every convention that might be associated with the word darling, as far as her upbringing and education had ever taught her. Except, of course, what she had learned from Justine: the dominant’s derivation of a girl’s worth from his sharing her with other men, indeed his selling of her virtue and modesty to them, so that they could outrage those phantoms even more than he had outraged them.
Again he saw arousal, released by the wine she had drunk to vie with shame and fear, break out upon his blushing ‘bride’s’ face.
“Will I see you, sir?” she asked quietly.
“From time to time,” Martin said. “Your master may wish to share you with me to let me check on your progress.”
Anna’s breathing became terribly labored. “I… but…”
“It’s time, darling,” he said with authority. “Clear the table and do the dishes like a good girl. Wait for me in your room, lying on your bed, on your side with your hands clasped in front of you. I hardly need to warn you that you must not touch yourself between your legs until I get there.”
She gave a tiny whimper. “No, sir.”
“I’m going to do some paperwork. I’ll come give you your lesson in twenty minutes. Now get going, Anna.”
She rose automatically, shooting him one final apprehensive glance, and then he had the sublime pleasure of watching her bottom squirm in the pretty white mesh lace, the three stripes still faintly visible as purple lines, as she walked away. His job had many joys, of course, but the joy of requiring a girl to think about the way her training master would soon thrust his hardness inside her most private place ranked very high among them.
In his office he found that Charlotte had messaged with analysis based on what the assessor team in the Institute’s vast underground control center had seen on the feed from his apartment.
 
Want to give you a free hand, Martin, but as you probably guessed you’re the first, and so we’ve got two teams looking at your feed so that we can build out the data as quickly as possible. Video feed from your apartment looks good. Did you whip her before you read the memo? That was my best guess based on the way things unfolded: looks like you changed tactics after you checked your mail. Assessors say no harm done with the whipping, anyway.
Feed of her time tied to the chair shows that she had at least one pretty intense fantasy. You may want to ask. Assessors are very happy you went with their guideline on the masturbation training. They’re not sure about Justine, since it’s so harsh, but no one doubts that you made good progress with her at dinner using it as the touchstone. Team 1 hopes you’ll consider letting Sade drop, though, and going with Anna’s own fantasies. Team 2 thinks you should stick with Sade for a little while, then transition.
To keep you apprised of our current thinking on how this will play out: we’re going to come get you and Anna in the jet two weeks from tomorrow and take you to Saint-Stephane for a ‘honeymoon.’ Other field assessors will be present, as well as potential buyers for Anna. You’ll want to have her ready for compulsory tribadism and gangbanging, of course.
Anyway, best for last: both teams cheered when you put her in the apron. Nicely done.



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Anna wished she remembered much, much less of Justine than she did. She did the dishes mechanically; as an only child it had been her household chore practically every day of her life. She wished there were more pots to wash. She got the plates absurdly clean before putting them in the gleaming dishwasher.
But it was over, then, and the walk down the hall in her white lingerie confronted her. Slowly she hung up the apron, blushing of course as she took it off. Strange as it seemed to wear it over nothing but underwear, it hadn’t been quite as strange as wearing only it over her nakedness, the way Martin had made her do as she cooked.
Anna turned and looked down the hall. She needed to pee, and for a moment she wondered whether she was allowed to do that without permission. The thought seemed so strange to her that she thrust it away and strode toward the bathroom door, though she threw a look in the direction of the half-closed door that must lead to Martin’s office.
As she sat on the toilet, the lacy panties around her ankles, she remembered more of Justine: the parts about peeing. The hotness crept back into her face. Surely he wouldn’t do that kind of thing. No one could ever really want to do that, or have that done to them. No one could want to have to ask for permission to pee, or have to pee while a man watched, or hold a man’s thing while he pissed, to show what a good girl she could be for him.
It must be the wine. How could it be anything else? She affirmed it to herself steadfastly as she wiped between her legs, but the merest brushing of the toilet paper against the sensitive fur-covered place made her give a little whimper as she thought about Martin telling her she wasn’t allowed to touch herself until he arrived.
She never touched herself, though. It would just be too embarrassing, even alone in bed. You just couldn’t. It wasn’t a religious thing, or anything like that. She couldn’t see how Violet could even talk about it, let alone do it. If you weren’t supposed to see yourself naked, how could you touch that part, where only your husband and the doctor were allowed to touch? Wasn’t it even worse than looking at how you were made down there, to put your hand down to feel the little cleft? That wet stuff would start to flow and get your panties messy, unless you pulled them down—which would be even worse.
She pulled her lacy panties up as she rose, and tried to think of nothing as she left the bathroom and looked at the open door that must lead to her room. There was some pink: it looked like the sheets on the full-size bed were pink, though the comforter seemed to be navy blue. There was a little desk that looked like it might be an antique, and an old-fashioned wooden chair to go with it.
She stepped inside. A bureau, matching the desk, stood in a corner. A closet door next to the bed revealed some strangely shaped cushions.
Anna looked at the bed. She had never had a room of her own that had a full-size bed. Why did this room have one?
Because of what a husband does when he comes to his wife’s room. The way he tells her to get undressed, to take her panties off. The way he takes her panties off for her, if he has to. The way he rips the panties off if his wife still says she’s not ready for sex, and tells her that a good wife has sex when her husband says it’s time for sex.
Martin had said concubines had their own rooms. The full-size bed said that their masters could come into those rooms whenever they liked, and enjoy their bed-girls as best pleased them.
The way he tells her to spread her legs, or even to turn onto her tummy and raise her naked bottom for him.
Anna climbed onto the bed and lay on her side, just as Martin had told her to do. She put her hands out in front of her face and clasped them together.
“I hardly need to warn you,”
Martin had said. Well, of course: Anna never touched herself between her legs anyway, so why would her ‘bridegroom’ need to warn her not to do it now, when in a few minutes she would have to humiliate herself that way in front of him, while he watched—while he told her what to do, how to use her fingers there, because she had never done the wicked thing before and didn’t know how the naughty girls did it.
But Anna realized now that Martin hadn’t meant it that way at all. He had meant that he knew that Anna, lying there in the lacy white lingerie he had laid out for her to wear, knowing that the time at last had come for her defloration and thinking about the terrible things the eighteenth-century French libertines said in Justine, would feel something inside those revealing panties that she had always refused to feel before. That must be why he had told her to adopt this pose. Always before when she felt the warmth down there, Anna had done something: put her hands over her ears, or left the bathroom—above all, turned her thoughts to other things.
She tried to think about something other than the character in the horrible book telling the heroine that girls who took a man’s penis in their bottoms could have all the sex they wanted without worrying about pregnancy. Really, and Anna had never been able to figure out why this made the warmth between her thighs grow and grow, made her nipples tingle, that a man—not just a man, in the shameful imaginings of Sade’s terrible book, but an authority figure in the girl’s life—might have sex with a girl as much as he wanted, and not have to worry about the embarrassment of getting her with child.
Anna had imagined—what use would it be to try to deny it now?—what it would be like to have a boyfriend like that. What would she say if he told her that it was time for her to have sex, but if Anna wanted to be a virgin for her wedding night they could just have sex in her bottom?
That kind of boy… Anna didn’t know why she would ever date a boy like that, but you saw girls who did, who you would never think would go out with one. If he had big muscles and blue eyes, and he asked politely to take you out to dinner, how could you say no, really? And if you’d heard stories about how he boldly touched another girl between her legs, up under her skirt, when she wasn’t completely sure she wanted him to, and then had taken that girl’s panties down, there in her dorm room, and made her suck his penis before he put it inside her bottom, moving swiftly and without regard for her pleasure, until he had come in that other girl’s anus…
Or if you hadn’t actually heard that story, but you couldn’t stop thinking about what it would be like to be Justine, the virtuous girl who would never touch herself and apparently never had any of the feelings that troubled Anna, confronted over and over by threats to her ‘honor,’ and then a boy came along who took your panties off in your dorm room and told you he would fuck you in the ass so that he didn’t have to use protection, and he didn’t have to worry about getting you pregnant, and you would still be a virgin on your wedding night…
Anna stared at her little white hands, clasped in front of her face, willing them to stay still. The wine must be doing this to her. It must. Her breath came in short gasps, each of them sounding more like a whimper of submission to her ears. Her nipples stood up into the lace of the bra. She refused to think about the warmth down there, in the virginal white panties. She refused to think about the seductive feeling of the wetness gathering just inside the place where libertines wanted to thrust their swords of flesh. She looked at her hands, and the wall, painted a lovely pastel yellow, beyond them.
“Tell me what you’re thinking about, Anna,” came Martin’s voice from behind her. She cast a desperate look over her shoulder to see him standing just inside the doorway.
“About my hands, sir,” she tried, hearing the anxiety in her voice, the sure sound of a lie.
But he took the words at face value, and turned them to his purpose. “About where they must not go?”
“No! About… about… how l-little they are.”
“And how big a man’s hands are?” His own voice seemed the diametric opposite of hers: deep and assured, absolutely unhesitating.
Anna whimpered. “Yes, sir.”
“Turn back to the wall, Anna,” he said, in a new tone: soft but very commanding. “That will make this easier for you. I’m going to teach you to play with yourself while you’re lying on your side. You won’t have to look at me at all.”
Anna obeyed. The whiteness of her hands against the blue of the comforter made her think of the whiteness of the lingerie against her peaches-and-cream skin, and the way she couldn’t see what part of her Martin decided to look at, since he had told her to turn away. Was he looking at her bottom now? He must be, mustn’t he? Was it better, or worse, not to know how a man had decided to look at you?
When he spoke again, the change of subject took her by surprise. “Did Justine ever masturbate, do you think, darling? I mean, if she did, Sade didn’t tell us about it.”
What a strange question. She searched for the trick in it—because the answer seemed so obvious—and couldn’t find it. Trying to delay the shameful lesson in self-pleasure, she said, “No, sir. I mean, of course not, right? She never wants to do anything like that. It’s just everyone else doing those terrible things to her, and to other girls.”
“Are you sure? Pull your panties down to the middle of your thighs.”
“What?” Anna’s heart started to pound.
“Pull those panties down, or I’m going to pull them down for you, Anna.”
“But…” She looked so intently at her hands now that she started to wonder how the little wrinkles on her knuckles and had formed, and when. She did not think about her panties. “But…”
But she had no idea what she could possibly say after but.
She heard him moving. He would come and pull her panties down, now. Oh, God.
Instead, though, she heard him moving the chair, on the other side of the room. She turned her head wildly, craned her neck. Martin had sat in the chair and now he looked at her with a stern expression on his face.
“Come here, Anna,” he said.
“Wh-why?”
“I’m going to spank you over my knee.”
“No! Please, sir! Why? Please, don’t!” The words of negation seemed to burst from her in a panicked torrent.
“Did I tell you to do something, darling?”
Anna took a sharp breath, then found that she had twisted herself over onto her other side without even willing the action, so that she could shrink back into the corner of the bed, against the simple white wooden headboard and the yellow wall.
“P-pull down my panties,” she whispered.
“Did you pull down your panties?”
“N-no, sir.”



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
“What do you think happens to girls who don’t obey their masters? Or to brides who don’t obey their bridegrooms, in my house?”
Martin studied her face, as she lay not quite curled up into a defensive ball in the corner of her bed: his words had arrested her already hesitant progress toward the posture her mind told her to adopt, in order to ward off the threat of punishment. She expected him to come get her and manhandle her over his lap, the method he had employed when he whipped her in the living room.
Instead, he had simply sat down, and now remained seated. In Anna’s troubled blue eyes he could see that his failure to use force with her now resonated just as provocatively in her mind and heart as his earlier, more vigorous mode of dominating her had, and still did as she remembered it.
Above all, he saw in her expression the sweet confusion of a submissive who has begun to realize that instead of defying the man who has embarked on the process of mastering her, she has instead started to yield to his will. Almost entirely without any knowledge of what she did, Anna had crossed Martin’s threshold despite his telling her what it would mean. She had removed the clothes she had worn here—that might be said to symbolize her old life, in which she pretended to have control of her fate—to put on an apron.
She had changed into lacy white lingerie that marked her out incontrovertibly as the sort of girl who has sex, and has it the way a man likes to have it. She had cooked, done the dishes, and now she had come to her new room and lain on her new bed, knowing that the reason for being on that bed was to do a thing she had never done, and sworn to herself over and over she would never do.
Anna still, of course, couldn’t understand that the real reason she had done all those things lay in her desire to do them: her craving to submit to a man who could appreciate the gift of her yielding everything up to him and could guide her to pleasures she had glimpsed in the windows of her mind, always just before lowering the shade on those windows. A master, a bridegroom, who could teach her how to live from the truth about herself instead of the false image she had constructed—but without taking away the modesty that became her so very well. Without making her shameless. That was the trick—and the challenge with which Charlotte had presented Martin in this new program.
Anna thought, of course, that she had submitted to everything that had happened so far because of the threat of punishment, backed up—literally—by the three purple stripes across her innocent bottom. The worry Martin could see in her face now had something to do with the fear she rightly had of being spanked atop those sore welts, but he knew it had much more to do with the beginnings of a suspicion that would grow in her over the next hours, days, and weeks, that the real reason for her obedience stemmed from the terrible need she had denied for so long, over which she had, as with a hammer, nails, and wooden boards, nailed the barrier of her modesty.
“Answer me, darling,” Martin said, much more gently now. “I know how difficult this is for you, being such a demure young lady, but you have crossed my threshold, and you have felt the sort of discipline I give disobedient and disrespectful young women. You must begin to come to terms with your new life. I think it will make it easier if you think of me as your husband and your bridegroom, because your background suggests that when you have thought about these, shall we say, adult matters, it is a bridegroom with his bride that you have considered. Am I right?”
Anna bit her lower lip, the crease in her brow deepening. She nodded, twice.
“What do you think happens, then, in my house, to my bride, when she doesn’t obey me? What does an old-fashioned husband do when confronted by his wife’s disrespect?”
Her nostrils flared with the quick little breaths she took as she thought about whether to say the thing she knew she must say. Martin gave her as much time as she needed, which turned out to be only ten seconds or so. When Anna understood that matters would not proceed until she answered, she whispered, “He spanks her.”
“Why does he spank her?” He put the question conversationally, seeking to move her along without her realizing she had progressed.
“To teach her a… a lesson?” Anna began confidently, but her modesty stopped the statement and turned it into a question. Good girls didn’t know why husbands spanked their wives.
“That’s right, darling. To teach her to obey her husband, as she should. Now I want you to think about what I asked you to do. I asked you to pull down your panties. Who gets to decide whether a bride’s panties stay up or come down?”
At Martin’s praising her response, Anna’s brow had cleared, but now the furrow returned, accompanied by a renewed pinkness in her cheeks. “Groom,” she whispered so softly that he almost couldn’t hear her even from three feet away.
“And what should a groom do when his bride won’t pull her panties down, even though he’s decided they should be around her thighs instead of covering up her privates?”
At the word privates Anna seemed to give a little start, as if she expected quite a different word, and had been ready to have her modesty offended by that word. If Martin had said instead of covering up her pussy or even instead of covering up her cunny (‘cunny’ was a favorite word of Martin’s)—let alone instead of covering up her cunt—Anna’s understanding of his lewd intentions for her would have received reinforcement.
But to call Anna’s cunny her privates—the word by which she had learned to refer to them as she grew into the modest young lady she had long since become—that subtly changed matters. It continued Martin’s campaign to demonstrate that he valued her shame, that he wanted to preserve it—even as he required her to engage in acts of the most shameful nature.
Your modesty belongs to me, now,
he told her with the word privates. I will turn it to my own good purpose, but I have no wish to take it away.
“Spank her,” Anna said, as if in a trance. “And… and…”
“And what, darling?” Martin said, taken a little aback by how effective his gambit about the panties seemed to have been.
“Take down her panties,” she whispered. “Because it’s time. When your husband says it’s time, it’s time.” She began to scoot forward toward him on the bed, a dreamy expression on her face.
“Time for what, darling?”
“For what husbands do.” The pink in her face got much darker as she shifted onto all fours and regarded him from atop the navy blue comforter, like an adorable kitten. Her little body, clad only in the lacy, nearly transparent bra and panties, cried out to Martin that he must ravish her instantly: take down the panties and thrust his cock inside, through the barrier of her maidenhead, then ride her sweet, tight, golden-fleeced cunny until he spurted his essence inside it, the way a good bridegroom did on a wedding night.
She added, in a very low voice, startling him a little, “In bed.”
“Anna,” Martin said sharply, “that’s a very immodest thing to say. I will say when your panties should be up and when they should be down, and what it’s time for, where your privates are concerned. A bare-bottom spanking over my knee is exactly what you need right now, it appears. Then we can put you back on the bed, and see whether you’ll obey me when I teach you your lesson in self-pleasure, once I’ve given you a taste of the kind of family discipline you need to expect from now on.”
“Family discipline?” Anna said.
“Over the knee of the master of the house and the family, the old-fashioned way,” Martin affirmed. “Or, for more serious offenses, the punishment strap, over the whipping stool. No more delays. Get out of bed and stand here.” He pointed to the floor to the right of his legs. “Then I will take your panties down for you.”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered. It seemed for a moment that Martin had broken through the little trance in which she had seemed to let go of her repression, with the reminder that a man would soon, one way or another, see her cunny at close range. But then she began to move, to turn herself around so that she could climb off the bed. The view Martin got of the little punished bottom in the mesh lace panties threatened to take his breath away, and he almost reached out to pull down the panties in a much less ceremonious way.
Finally Anna stood where he had pointed, her brow creased and her lips in a tight line of embarrassment. She held her hands in front of her panties.
“Hands at your sides, darling,” Martin said.
With a little whimper, Anna complied. Martin spent a moment gazing at the sea-fern of her cunny’s curls through the lace panties, knowing that Anna couldn’t help watching him inspect her there no matter how she tried to close her eyes.
“Wouldn’t you rather have taken your own panties down for pleasure, darling,” Martin asked, “rather than have to have me take them down to spank you?”
“Yes, sir,” Anna whispered. “Only, it’s… so hard.”
“What’s so hard?” He spoke gently, and reached out his hands to take the elastic waistband of the underwear in his fingers.
Anna trembled at his touch. “To be a good girl,” she whispered.
“Even good girls have to have their panties taken down,” Martin replied, tugging hers down as he spoke. Another adorable whimper came from Anna’s throat.
“Why?” Into the single syllable of the question Martin heard her cram all of the mystification in her heart and her erogenous zones. At that moment, he had no doubt, she would have traded all of her marvelous submissive sexuality and all the rewards it would bring her as an Institute concubine, for a life entirely free of sex, entirely free of the tormenting fantasies of yielding everything to a man who could take her in hand with his strap and his cock and fill her days and nights with the pleasure for which she couldn’t help longing.
But no one gets to make that choice.
“Because good, modest, demure young ladies like you need taking in hand, to be happy. They need men who will take charge of their young bodies. Men who know about the urges and fantasies that even the most modest young lady can’t keep away no matter how hard she tries. Men who will punish them when the urges make them immodest, and will master them to satisfy the urges and fulfill the fantasies. Men who will inspect their privates, and even remove the hair from that place to make it look more demure and to show the young lady to whom it belongs.”
Martin delivered this little discourse without taking his eyes from that spot, framed so beautifully now by her flat tummy above and her bunched panties below. Through the sparse golden curls, whose removal he had just presaged to a little gasp from Anna, he could to his delight just make out a hint of her pink secrets.
“Touch it, sir. P-please… Please, touch me there.”
“When I’ve promised you a spanking, Anna? Don’t be foolish.” Now he did look up into her eyes, and found them very piteous even as they told of an arousal she must find it terribly hard to deny. She had for the first time in her life asked a man to touch her in an erotic way—she had for the first time wanted a man to touch her that way. And now she learned that the man who mastered her would decide whether she needed pleasure or punishment.
He reached up and put his arm around her waist. She struggled a little, clearly mostly out of surprise, but Martin had no trouble upending her over his lap, with her bare bottom well presented. She tried, instinctively in her arousal, to part her knees, as if desperate for any stimulation of the cunny that must burn now like fire.
“Keep your legs closed, darling,” he said sternly. “I don’t want to see that naughty private part peeping out. I’ll attend to you there when I want to get you ready for my pleasure.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
Over a man’s knee. At last. Bottom bare and knees firmly shut. He didn’t want to see the secret of her wetness. He didn’t want to feel her there to see just how aroused Anna had helplessly become while he told her about why her panties had to come down. When he had as much as promised to bare her between her thighs, so that she looked the way he wanted her to look.
Demure. Modest.
Martin’s big hand covered her bottom, cupping both cheeks down just at the little outcurve, the part Anna sat on.
“I’m going to spank you now, darling,” he said in his silky voice. Not gentle, and not angry, just firm. When a girl needed a spanking in Martin’s house, she went over his knee with her panties down, and she felt his firm hand just where she needed it. Then she rose with her modesty restored.
So that she could give it to her master.
“You need to understand that good girls obey their husbands, even when their husbands require them to do things that seem shameful.”
The hand left her bottom, and Anna flinched at that, and then again, expecting the spank. She felt her bare backside clench.
“Don’t squirm, Anna,” Martin said in the same even tone. “You must learn to accept punishment as a modest wife does, providing her bottom properly for her husband’s firm hand. Otherwise, I’ll have to get the strap.”
“Please, no,” Anna wailed. She feared the strap more than anything, now.
“Then push your bottom up and show me you know this spanking is for your own good.”
She did. She put her hands down to grasp the wooden dowel at the base of the chair and, with a little sob, she pushed her bottom up lewdly and obediently.
Why did she do that? Because of the strap.
Because of the strap, and the way it left purple stripes on a girl’s naughty bottom.
Because of the strap, since there couldn’t be another reason, could there? Martin wasn’t her husband, but he had a strap. If he were her husband, the law… well, of course, now, these days, not the law, but Anna’s sense of right and wrong—her morality and her upbringing would have made her push up her bottom because her husband had decided she needed a spanking, so that she could learn how to be the modest young lady he wanted for his wife.
But this man had told her to do shameful things, and she had done them. He had pulled down her panties, and she hadn’t tried to run away. No man had ever seen her there except for the doctor, but he had pulled her lacy panties down and looked at her there for a long, long time.
It could only be because if she didn’t do what he said, she would get the strap again. So Anna did the right thing, now, to push up her bottom for her spanking, knowing that soon she would have to lie on the bed again, this time with her panties down, and do the thing she should never do, while her ‘husband’ watched.
It couldn’t be because she needed the things he had just said, because she needed a man—husband or master, bridegroom or trainer—to… to do this stuff to her.
When she felt the little puff of air, heard the slap, and felt the burning pain on her already sore bottom, it almost came as a relief, because she immediately stopped having these troubling thoughts and began to sob. Martin spanked her very hard, and he took no notice, it appeared, of the fact that he spanked her atop the welts from the strap. Anna quickly began to scream and cry; there was no question of pushing her bottom up, because now she writhed across her trainer’s lap and he had to take firm hold of her with his left arm as he kept spanking with his right.
“That’s alright,” he said soothingly, even as he did not stop the terrible spanks that landed so fast and painfully. “I know it hurts. I know you can’t help yourself. I need to be sure you learn your lesson, though, darling.”
Anna struggled and kicked, threw her arm behind her, but the spanking just went on, until she felt herself go limp over Martin’s lap, sobbing as if her heart would break.
He did stop then. He began to rub the small of her back in little circles. Not her bottom. Why not her bottom?
“There,” he said. “Good girl. You’re going to get up, and stand next to the bed with your bottom to me. You may rub your bottom after you’ve done that.”
Martin helped her to her feet. It felt very funny, and terribly embarrassing, even to have to move the short distance to the bed, with her panties at mid-thigh.
Still stranger, though, was the psychological effect that her burning bottom, thoroughly punished by a man’s hand, seemed to have on her. Suddenly she did seem to feel like Martin was her new husband, teaching her to be a good wife for him. She stood at the edge of the bed, her bed in her new husband’s home, the bed to which he would come when he thought she should learn a lesson. She looked down at the comforter, her hands still by her side and the tears wetting her cheeks.
“Go ahead and rub now, Anna,” he said behind her. “It will make you feel better, and it will get you started on the next part of your lesson.”
Oh, but to rub her bottom in front of him! She bent her head lower as she put her hands behind her, where the cheeks felt terribly warm from her punishment. She held, she rubbed.
She gave a little moan, which she tried very hard to suppress, but to no avail. She rubbed harder; it felt much too good, and now she knew she would never be able to stop. Then, suddenly she understood that up front, the place Martin had looked at but had not yet touched at all, in her private part, the warmth and wetness had grown greater than they had ever been before, even when she had sat tied to the chair, thinking about the people who might be looking at her.
“Oh, no,” she whispered.
“What is it, darling?” Martin asked. “Do you need to touch your little cunny?”
Her little cunny. She had never heard the word, but she immediately knew it as a diminutive of the very worst word in the whole world.
“I…” she gasped, rubbing her bottom more and more firmly, parting the cheeks a little even and not caring what Martin could see, because he had given her permission and he was like her husband and he had spanked her bare bottom so if he wanted to look at her privates he would look at them all he wanted, and Anna couldn’t have a say in that because she needed to be a good girl for him. She needed to be a good girl so he would touch her in the special way a husband touches a wife’s cunny.
“You may touch your little cunny, Anna. Touch it now. Bend over and spread your legs as much as you can with the panties on, and play with your cunny for me. Left hand on your bottom and right hand between your legs. I want you to use your fingers to find the place where all the feeling seems to come together, where you most want to touch yourself, and I want you to rub there.”
The flood of his words, soft but also terribly insistent, seemed to drown her. That place: she had always known something like that place lay hidden at the very top, because when she had to push the naughty feelings away, the place at the top always seemed the part of her she must try hardest to avoid touching.
She bent over. Now Martin must be able to see everything, her whole private part, maybe even her little bottom-hole, where the wicked boyfriend would enter if he didn’t want to have to worry about pregnancy. She thought about the wicked boyfriend, and she did bring her right hand there, in front, knowing Martin watched her fingers touch her cunny, through the curly hair that he planned to take away to make the cunny look more the way a wifely cunny should.
The sensation of touching herself there—her clitoris, she let her mind say at last—was so much greater than she thought it could ever be that she cried out as if Martin had started to spank her again. She rubbed her bottom frantically with her left hand. She cried out again, caressed herself shamelessly in front, knowing that a man could see her fingers seeking the marvelous, illicit pleasure that could only be had from that tiny little nub, so long hidden and neglected.
Was his cock hard? Did he have a hard cock that he would put inside Anna, whether she wanted to have sex or not? In her cunny, in her mouth, in her…
Something stirred deep in her belly that she had never felt before. What was it? What was happening? This must be…
Anna’s limbs seemed to loosen one from the other and then suddenly to draw together as if every muscle in her body had clenched. She gave a cry so loud it hurt her ears, ringing off the walls, and she came. Came, the thing Violet talked about. Orgasm.
She fell onto the bed, her hands still in the same naughty places, her face blazing red at the spectacle she had just made of herself in front of the fully dressed, elegant man who sat in the chair behind her. The ‘husband’ who now would… what? What would Martin do now?
“Keep those legs spread,” he said, “and keep rubbing your cunny. Tell me what you were thinking of, when you came.”
“Please, sir,” Anna gasped, but she felt that her fingers couldn’t refuse the command, because it felt too good, after all these years, to feel the wicked pleasure.
“You’re going to put your left hand’s middle finger between your bottom-cheeks, now. You’re going to touch the little flower there. Tell me what you were thinking about.”
Anna moaned. Her bottom still felt warm from the spanking, and the welts from the strap still had a lingering soreness, but that pain seemed to have transmuted itself into an even more intense version of the pleasure she had felt a few moments before, when she had first obeyed her trainer. When she rubbed her little clitoris now, pinched it between her fingertips, she cried out, the pleasure seeming almost too much to bear. And now she had to do the thing with her middle finger, back there. She couldn’t. Not in front of Martin.
“I was…” Anna played for some time. If she could tell him something, maybe he wouldn’t make her touch her bottom-hole. “I was thinking…”
What had she been thinking? When she remembered that it had been Martin’s unseen cock, she felt the hotness in her face return, now exceeding the warmth in her bottom many-fold.
Oh, God. She whimpered, and with her left hand she opened her bottom-cheeks and put the finger there.
The pleasure of that lewd, shameless touch took her even more by surprise than touching her clitoris had done. Little flower. A gasping moan broke from her chest as she pushed her fingertip against the tiny dimple, almost penetrating herself there.
“Good, darling. Very good. What were you thinking about?”
“Your… your… y-your…” Oh, God, what could she call it? What should a modest bride call it?
“My cock, darling? You may call it that here in the bedroom. In other places, you should not call it anything at all, but remain modestly silent, looking down and blushing, if the subject of your master’s penis comes up, as it were.”
Anna couldn’t understand why these words would arouse her so much, but with every phrase her hands seemed to become more and more shameless, pressing and caressing, rubbing and holding the naughty places that she now wondered if she would ever be able to stop touching, with her ‘bridegroom’s’ permission or not.
“Yes, sir,” she gasped.
“What did I do with my cock, in your fantasy? Did I put it inside you?”
“Yes, sir. Oh, no… no, please…” She seemed delirious, as if the fantasy were coming true, washing up from the depths of her mind to engulf her. “Oh, no. Not there. Not there.”
“Where?” Martin asked. “Your bottom, Anna? Inside your modest little bottom? My hard penis, where your naughty finger is, opening you forever and making you what some call an ass-wife?”
Then she felt his hand on hers: his right on her left, holding it, his fingertips just lightly, much too lightly, upon her punished cheeks at either side. Telling her with the gesture that she had her finger where he had commanded her to put it, where he would indeed thrust his cock, when he decided the time had come to make her that.
She came again, even more intensely, wondering if she might pass out as her muscles squeezed so tightly that for a long moment she couldn’t breathe.
Martin kept his hand where it was, keeping Anna’s own hand in its wicked place as he just moved his fingers gently across the skin of her bottom, making her feel that that part of her had some essential importance, and that he now wanted her to understand that he had taken it in hand very literally, just as he had taken Anna herself in hand.
He did not speak for a while, but let Anna, her eyes tightly closed so as not even to look at the bed over which she had just done the most immodest thing imaginable, breathe more and more easily. Finally he said, “I’m going to leave you here for a little while, to get out of your lingerie and into the nightgown you’ll find in the top drawer. Then I’ll come get you. You’ll sleep in my bed tonight, in that nightgown. I will be naked, and you will have permission to touch my penis.”
The hand left her bottom, and a moment later the door closed behind him. Feeling like her limbs were only barely under her control, she crawled up onto the bed and curled into a ball. Martin’s words echoed in her head, and the more they echoed the less she understood them.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
Martin had Anna walk in front of him, in the pretty white nightgown, very modest and almost Victorian bridal in being white and in having lace at collar and cuffs—though it hung just above Anna’s knees and so would have scandalized Martin’s Victorian forebears.
He had knocked at the door, wearing his dark red bathrobe, and that had surprised her because of course she had expected, as she expected every moment, to be confronted with his cock—the same cock she had fantasized about when learning to play with herself a few minutes since. She had expected he would take out his hardness and deflower her in the living room when they entered, and when he had returned to untie her, and when she had cooked in nothing but the apron.
She had expected it, he knew, above all when he told her to pull down her lacy panties, and when he had made her bend over and start masturbating. Truthfully, it had taken a good deal of effort not to deflower her then and there, so delectable did her young cunt seem to him, glistening with her helpless arousal.
But the pattern suggested by the guidelines in Charlotte’s memo, of gradually working Anna toward an understanding of her craving to submit—her craving, specifically, for cock—took precedence. That pattern wouldn’t deprive her of the treasure of her modesty but would turn Anna herself into an erotic treasure for the man lucky enough to take her in hand and train her for his pleasure and her good: a demure virgin by day and a dirty whore by night, her erotic impulses so completely mastered that Martin might put her in a chastity belt with a butt-plug deep up her anus, then have her cover it with a designer gown and take her to the opera, where her blushes at the thorough invasion of her rear and the shameful nature of the discipline might be mistaken for maidenly modesty to learn the fate of Gilda at the hands and cock of the duke of Mantua.
Now she knew that at some point, Martin would take off his bathrobe, and she would have to make the choice of where to look. He thought it highly probable that she was thinking right now about the fact that he must not be wearing anything under the bathrobe—that when he took it off, his penis would be there. She probably wondered whether he was hard, and whether it would be different for her to look at an erect cock than to look at a soft one. Having never seen either, she must be in a quandary.
They reached the door of his bedroom: in low light the black bedspread awaited them, over the super-king bed. Did Anna understand that a bed that size meant that another girl might easily fit, alongside the modest bride whose husband has decided she should learn to pleasure another woman’s cunt?
Anna paused at the doorway, looking back. Her eyes held apprehension, but to his satisfaction for the first time he saw respect, also, and even trust. She had begun to understand that he knew what she needed. The lesson in self-pleasure had served her very well indeed: having come that way, over her bed in her lacy white lingerie, knowing the man behind her, watching, would be the one to enjoy those places first, had made Anna ready to accept Martin’s guidance. She knew that his judgment, when it came to the needs of her untried cunny, would lead to pleasure, though that pleasure still seemed shameful to her.
The idea of sleeping with her this way, their positions with respect to clothing now reversed—Anna in a nighty, Martin naked—had come to him in a flash of inspiration as he watched her collapse onto the bed in her room. He would allow her natural, long-repressed erotic feelings to bring her gradually to the proper frame of mind for a modest young wife in the marriage bed, during the dark hours of the night.
No commands would be necessary, until Anna showed she needed them—until she begged him to tell her how to please him. To sleep—or rather, Martin felt sure, to lie restlessly—beside her naked ‘husband,’ his cock uncovered and available for a virginal young ‘wife’s’ curious, lustful eyes to see and for her wicked hands to touch would give Anna the chance to come to terms with the changes he had begun to foster in her psyche.
He had messaged Charlotte before coming to get Anna to lead her to bed. Charlotte wrote back,
 
A majority on both teams think it’s a good idea. Everyone’s happy about how you’re being free with the guidelines—don’t stop now. You can only deflower her once, so I’m with the majority on this in thinking your waiting game will work well, but so you know there’s a dissenting opinion that says she’ll spend the whole night with her back to you, firming up her repression and making it necessary to break her forcefully in the morning with a whipping and a formal defloration in bondage. That would almost certainly shunt her over to the traditional program, as I’m sure you can see.
Not a disaster, of course, but definitely a pity. On the other hand, if this works you will have just pioneered a promising new best practice. I know you all make fun of me for my tendency to reiterate encouragement, but I like to be clear: go for it. :)
 
That made Martin smile. Go for it… meaning, “Lie down quietly with your cock uncovered and wait to see what your newly awakened girl will do.”
“Go on in and get into bed, darling,” Martin said gently. As he spoke he put his hand on her bottom, loving the feeling of its bareness under the thin cotton. She looked up at him with a startled expression, as if surprised at how the possessive little gesture made her feel. Martin propelled her very gently with that hand and, her momentary trance broken, she scurried inside.
“You’ll sleep on the left, Anna,” he said, walking to the hook by his closet where he would hang his bathrobe. “Have you ever slept in a bed this big?” He started to unbelt the bathrobe.
“No, sir,” came her quavering voice from behind him.
He turned his head to look at her over his shoulder and found that she seemed frozen in place next to the left side of the bed, looking anxiously back at him. The choice lay very clearly before him.
He could become stern, order her into bed, then perhaps approach her, holding his cock arrogantly and stroking it to show her how hard the thought of mastering her got him. He could press the issue in a non-forceful way, at this point: have her touch his penis, have her kiss it, make her ask him to take her virginity here and now.
Or he could continue on the new path he had laid out and let her find her way toward a submission that left her with the absolute maximum amount of precious modesty a girl whose body belonged to a man might have. The further Martin went with Anna Greenway, the more clearly he began to see what the Thoroughly Trained program might produce: the society debutante bride whose husband loaned her to his country-club friends, both men and women, at parties, but who still blushed when the subject of how babies are made came up in conversation with her friends, let alone in mixed company.
He turned back to the wall and shrugged the bathrobe from his shoulders, deliciously conscious of Anna’s eyes on him and grateful for a life that let him stay in such good shape. Had she given a little gasp at the revelation of his back and ass? What would she do now, when he hung up the robe and turned around?
But he knew: by the time he turned around, she had obeyed him and crawled under the covers, turning her back to him. He could hear her thoughts as if he were a mind-reader: I won’t look until he tells me I have to. If I’m going to have to see a man’s penis, or touch it, or have it inside me, it will be because he made me.
And indeed, that part of it—the consensual non-consent to which Anna had agreed by crossing his threshold—held huge importance. There had been many times already that night, and there would be many more as her training and her service continued, when a man, or a dominant woman, forcing her to serve him or her sexually would unlock the door to greater pleasure than a girl like Anna could know in any other way.
Not now, though. Despite the turning of her back’s corresponding exactly to what Charlotte’s message had outlined as the sign of his gambit’s failure, Martin felt even more certain than he had a few minutes before that he had chosen the right tactic. Perhaps the little ghost of a gasp Anna had emitted at the sight just of his ass told him, or perhaps he really could read her mind, but he had no doubt at all that beneath the attempt at reinforcing her repression Anna had clearly undertaken in turning away lay a deeper, more powerful current: What does his cock look like?
Does it get very big, when he thinks about my cunny and my bottom? Is it big and hard now? When will he put it inside me? What will it feel like, to be deflowered? To have a penis moving in and out the way wives have to, because their husbands’ cocks get hard and their husbands are in charge of them?
The thought did indeed make his cock stir as he climbed into the other side of the bed. For a moment he thought about jerking off—not to orgasm but to make her so curious she would turn around, confused by the rhythmic motions of the sheet. The room was warm, so Martin left himself uncovered as he turned on his own right side and regarded her fine blond hair in the light of the dimmed recessed lighting from overhead.
Minutes had gone by since any words had passed between them. Martin reached up and turned the lights to their lowest setting. It would be just bright enough for Anna to see all of him, when she turned around at last.
“Good night, Anna,” Martin said quietly.
To his gratified surprise, Anna heaved a deep, shuddering breath and rolled over to face him. She looked straight into his eyes at first, the troubled expression on her face, pure porcelain in the near-darkness, touching him and arousing him in equal measures.
“When are you going to…” she whispered.
Martin didn’t even make her finish the sentence. “When you’re ready, darling,” he said softly.
“When will I be ready?” Her voice had a note of desperation in it.
“When I decide you are.”
He could just make out the crease that developed in her brow. She blinked, and he could tell that a mighty struggle was unfolding inside her, about whether to look down at her ‘bridegroom’s’ lap or to turn away again.
“Do I have to look at it?” she whispered. Martin didn’t answer, but only smiled very slightly, knowing in his bones that Anna’s own desire lay on the very verge of emergence. “I have to look at it, don’t I?”
There. The slightest shift, from a simple question to a question expecting a yes answer.
“Yes,” Martin said, and now he reached out his left hand to stroke her cheek. “Yes, darling, you do. Look at my cock right now.”
Anna gave a little sob, and she nodded very slightly, three times, and then she turned her eyes downward.
“Oh,” she whispered. “Oh. It’s… it’s very big.” A little whimper. “Does it really have to go…” her voice dropped to the merest breath, “…inside me?”
Martin’s cock had lolled against his thigh, semi-flaccid, until that wonderful moment, but now he felt it begin to swell and grow, as he kept his own eyes on Anna’s sweet face.
“Oh, no…” came her distraught whisper. “I thought… I guess I thought it was already, you know, hard. I can’t. Sir, I just… it’s too big! Especially…”
Anna closed her eyes. Martin knew she had thought of his promise to have her bottom, and now fear and arousal did battle inside her heart.
“Shh,” he said. “I do have a big cock, compared to other men, and it’s true that it will be uncomfortable for you when I have sex with you at first. But I promise that you’ll get used to it very quickly, even when I put my cock in your bottom.”



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Too big. Too hard. Naked.
This was why you always wore your clothes, except when you changed them in the bathroom, wasn’t it? Because if you didn’t, you’d have to be in bed with a naked man, and you’d have to look at his… thing. That thing: the thing that seemed to keep getting bigger and harder.
Why were clothing and nakedness so confusing? It was hard enough with regular clothes and regular underwear, before you added aprons and lacy lingerie, and sweet nightgowns that you had to wear with no panties underneath.
And a naked man. A dominant, naked man. A ‘bridegroom’ who planned to train you to please him. To please it: his enormous, hard cock, which seemed to rise angrily from the thick tangle of dark hair below which dangled the strange little pouch. The knob at the top, with its fluting curve. The shaft that seemed to move with the beating of his heart. The little slit that she could barely make out but knew must be there.
At first she had almost thought she might be able to get used to it, before the cock had started to get truly erect. Now, though… she had to find a way to get out of this bed and this place, and… and become a nun. Nuns never had to see naked men, did they? Let alone have to contemplate having men’s cocks thrusting through their virginities.
Unless they were in the other wicked French book Anna had read, after she had read Justine: the one she had hated just as much, where the nuns had to let the priests use their young bodies to ease the burden of celibacy, and had to pleasure the mother superior despite how shameful the practice was. If Anna did run away; if she did find her way to a nunnery; if the nunnery were not the sort of nunnery depicted in the book, with the wicked, shameful things going on… wouldn’t Anna still see Martin’s cock when she closed her eyes?
Wouldn’t she still long to touch it? Wouldn’t she still think about what he had said, about sex being uncomfortable because his cock was so big, and because Anna, after everything that had happened tonight, could no longer pretend to have anything like innocence or modesty, wouldn’t she whisper to herself in her little cell in the nunnery, at night, her hands bound to her cot because they knew a girl like Anna would surely masturbate otherwise, “I need a man’s hardness to take my maidenhead. I need a big cock in my bottom, to teach me to be good”?
“Are you ready to learn how to please a man’s penis, darling?” Martin asked softly.
“Yes,” Anna whispered.
“You may touch it now. You must always touch a cock respectfully, and never without permission. If I tell you to please another man, or I give you to another man and he tells you to please him, you must always ask before you touch his penis.”
He had said things like that, speaking of other men, before, but something about having his naked hardness in her eyes while he said it seemed to make it much more real. When Anna did touch her ‘husband’s’ penis, it would mean that he could share her body with other men, for enjoyment by other cocks.
She shook her head wildly, but she couldn’t take her eyes off his erection, which seemed only to grow at her refusal of the notion.
“Shh,” Martin said, though Anna had said nothing. “When the time comes, you will be ready to have other men use you. You will even be ready to kiss another girl between her legs, because I have given you to her, and it will be as if you are pleasing this cock—my cock, the first cock you will ever touch, the first you will suck, and the first that will fuck you.”
“Oh, God,” Anna said softly. She tried to look up from the penis he had taken in his left hand, which he stroked now a little arrogantly, but found she couldn’t look him in the eye.
“I’m going to blaspheme a little, Anna, and say that that’s exactly right.”
“What?” Now at last Anna did look at his face, and saw a solemn expression. Anna certainly hadn’t had a religious upbringing, but old-fashioned religious institutions and values—as attested by the terrible nunnery fantasy she had just had, she supposed—featured prominently in her imagination.
“I am like a god to you now,” Martin said, so simply that it didn’t seem ridiculous. “And my cock is like what’s called an avatar of my divinity. When you said, Oh, God,
you spoke truly. Look at my penis, darling. You must learn to adore it, now—to worship it.”
She did look. She couldn’t help it. As bizarre as Martin’s words might have seemed to her that morning, everything that had happened since five o’clock and everything that was happening here, now, in the deep of the night in which Anna Greenway had come in a sweet, translucent white nightgown to the bed of a naked man who had whipped her, spanked her, and taught her to masturbate, made her think that in a forbidden realm of pain and pleasure his cock was a god—a god whose pleasure must represent Anna’s highest aim.
Suddenly the lights went up, and Anna started at the terrible clarity with which she could see the contours of Martin’s relatively—though certainly not unattractively—hairy belly, thighs, lap… and scrotum. And in the light, held in his own caressing hand, his stiff phallus. She drew back involuntarily, just a few inches.
Martin said in a stern voice, “It’s time, Anna. I’m going to turn on my back, and you’re going to move down the bed and worship my cock, the way you know you must. The way you know you want to, more than anything in the world.”
Anna drew a sharp breath at these words that named a desire she felt certain she could never name herself.
“You will find it difficult and shameful at first, especially when I make you take it in your mouth, and when I move your mouth on my penis so that the seed comes and you have to swallow it as a good wife should. I am taking you in hand when I do that, though, just as much as when I spank you for neglecting your household duties or for playing with yourself. When you learn to take me deep in your throat, and when you get used to swallowing all my semen, you will have a sense of pride that matches your craving to please me.”
How could it possibly make sense? What had Martin uncovered in her that had lain buried, lying in wait, in her heart for so long? She did want to move; she did want to kneel in her white nightgown, by his side as he lay on his back with his cock rising there before her face. She wanted to make this naked man feel the pleasure he demanded of her and to which, as the owner of a cock, he was entitled.
“Why?” she whispered. “Why do I want it? What’s wrong with me? It’s not right!” Again she looked into his face and saw the grave expression still there.
“Look at my cock, Anna. Look at your master.”
She drew a frightened breath and returned her eyes there. Martin had started stroking the shaft more quickly, as if Anna’s hesitation had aroused him even further. She heard a whimper come from her throat at the lascivious sight.
“It is right, for you, Anna,” he said, “when I say it’s right. Your modest nature has led you to this moment, when with the help of a master who knows how to train you properly you will finally be able to let yourself experience the greatest pleasures your body can feel. That was why I taught you to play with your cunny: to give you a foretaste of that pleasure that would begin to awaken you. But when I fuck you for the first time there, even though it will hurt, you will feel a more important pleasure, because you will understand that a man finds your cunny enjoyable. The same is true of your mouth. When you take my cock inside it, and I fondle your bottom to let you know you’re doing a good job, though you will remember your modesty you will also begin to learn the lesson that that modesty belongs to me now. Only by pleasing me and by letting me guide you in bed and out of it can you feel that pleasure.”
“B-but… why?” She could feel how terribly right he was about her. She clung desperately to the possibility that he knew these things because he had brainwashed her or induced some form of psychosis. Now he would say, “There was a psychoactive drug in the wine” or “You’re having a nightmare.”
“Because some girls are like you, Anna, just as some men are like me. Some girls can read Sade without getting wet, and some men can read Sade without becoming erect. You and I aren’t like that, though, are we?”
Anna felt herself shake her head, and then give a little nod as if her neck muscles belonged to someone else. Trembling, she began to move her limbs into the proper positions so she could kneel up and crawl to where she must go: where Martin’s cock rose high and proud now, as he had turned onto his back as promised.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw Martin reach out his right hand, and what he had just said about fondling her bottom came into her mind. Though a part of her recoiled inside, she recognized it suddenly for what it was: her repression, a kind of fake modesty of which perhaps she could let go a little, now. Another part of her—the burning part, the part that had learned to touch her own cunny—felt a tightening between her legs that made a little noise come out of her throat, at the thought that her ‘bridegroom’ would want to fondle his ‘bride’s’ innocent young bottom now.
Then she felt the hand there, and she felt it drawing her nightgown up. He wanted to fondle her bare bottom. Would a modest bride ever permit it? Another little sound, this one more like a moan and from deeper in her chest, in the still air of his bedroom.
“I know,” Martin said, his voice rumbling from his unseen face—for now Anna really did have eyes only for his hard penis, held lightly in his left hand’s grip as if he presented it to her, “that a voice inside you is saying, A man mustn’t touch my bare bottom. Even now.”
“Yes,” Anna whispered, darting a glance up to his eyes and finding them kind and reassuring.
“That’s your modesty, darling, and I never want you to give it up.”
She felt her brow grow troubled as she tried to understand.
“You must listen to that voice, and then you must remember that I am the man who may touch your bare bottom whenever I like.”
Now she widened her eyes as she looked from his face down to his lap and back up. The hand took her bottom into its grasp; fingertips sought out the virginal entrance to Anna’s cunny for the very first time, and found her terribly wet there, she knew. Her moan now lasted seconds, and she had to close her eyes in shame.
“Are you beginning to understand, Anna?” he asked softly.
Anna didn’t open her eyes, but said, “Yes, sir.”
“It’s time to touch my cock, then. Open your eyes and look closely to see how I do it.”
She obeyed. As Martin’s fingers, hidden modestly, Anna thought with a strange little thrill, beneath the hem of her nightgown, continued to make her sigh and tremble, firmly holding her still rather sore bottom-cheeks and taking shameful liberties with her cunny, she watched his hand go up and down his hard length, appearing to spend a little more time at the top, and tugging slightly, as if the feeling were centered there.
She found herself fascinated. She watched a little sticky bead of moisture appear at the tiny slit.
“What’s that, sir?” she asked. “Is that your seed?”
“No, darling,” Martin said. “It’s called pre-come. It’s like your own wetness, which you’re getting all over my fingers now. It gets me ready to fuck, just like yours gets you ready for fucking.”



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
Martin watched the blush appear on Anna’s face at his coarse words, but he also felt her cunny contract on his caressing fingers. Perfect. He permitted himself a small smile: he had done it, and he knew that the assessment teams watching Anna on the video feed from his bedroom would need no convincing. Anna Greenway had set out on a course to becoming the first Thoroughly Trained concubine.
Also, of course, she would now suck her master’s cock, which had its own undeniable promise of pleasure.
“M-may I touch it, sir?” she asked, emphasizing the personal pronoun so charmingly and speaking so humbly that Martin saw her for a moment as a shining paragon of innocence and virtue.
“Yes, you may, darling.” He removed his own hand, so that his cock stood tall in front of his kneeling girl in her white nightgown. Her breasts rounded out sweetly and pinkly in the translucent fabric, now that he had raised the brightness of the overhead bulbs. With his right hand he possessed her bottom and her cunt, under the nightdress, the way he always liked to do when teaching a new girl to give head, to arouse himself and to remind her that her private places belonged to the man whose cock she was learning to suck.
With his fingertips at her clit, he made Anna give a little whimper as she put both her little hands out hesitantly and gently took hold of him. Martin gave a grunt of satisfaction.
“Put your right hand down below,” he said, “and hold my balls gently. A man’s scrotum is nearly as sensitive as his penis, and a girl like you must be trained to please men with your hands and mouth there, as well. Soon you will also learn even to give pleasure to a man’s anus, when he tells you he wishes it.”
Anna’s breathing grew labored, and she did not respond in words, but she moved her right hand down. Martin felt it tremble as she held a man’s balls for the first time. With her left hand, very tentatively, she began to try to imitate the jerking off motion she had seen him using on his cock.
A satisfied sound came from Martin’s throat. Anna had no experience of course, and so the motion of her hand felt less objectively pleasurable, he supposed, than that of his own practiced grip, but the sight of his little bed-girl watching herself do the wicked thing she had supposed she would never do, and the sheer lovely difference of the feeling of a small hand on his cock and a small hand holding his scrotum aroused him enormously.
“Keep it up, darling,” he said. “You’ll do this for several minutes now, before you take the cock in your mouth. You’re doing fine.”
“It feels good, sir?” she asked, glancing up into his eyes with an adorable approval-seeking look.
“Eyes down, Anna,” he said. “On my cock. You may not look anywhere else while you worship, or you will be whipped.”
She gave another tiny whimper, this one more distressed, and nodded as she turned her gaze back to her work pleasing her exacting ‘bridegroom.’
“Yes, darling. It feels very good, and it will only feel better as you learn.” For a moment he considered what his next words would be, simply enjoying the wonderful little scene, with the innocent bride made to serve a penis so lewdly, though she had never seen a naked man before tonight. He decided, and spoke. “It makes me want to fuck you.”
“Oh!” The startled cry seemed to burst from her; not loudly, but very urgently, as if holding his cock and struggling to please it had made the thought of actual fucking, cock in virgin cunt, much more real.
Martin stroked her little cunt-lips firmly for a moment in silence, cupping her bottom. Then he said, “When you imagined what your wedding night would be like, did you think about fucking?”
“No, sir,” Anna whimpered.
“Do you think you’re ready for fucking?”
“Please… sir, please… do you have to say it like that, with that word?” Her eyes looked straight down at his cock, and she held his balls sweetly in her right hand as she pumped his cock in her left with fast-increasing skill, encouraged by his wordless physical responses to the pleasure she gave: the bucking movements of his hips and the way she could make his cock give little jumps of pleasure. The whole scene had a wonderful piquancy, the modesty of her words contrasting so sharply with the lewd actions he had commanded her to perform and the anticipation of even lewder ones.
“Yes, I do, darling, because I like to fuck, and I’m going to fuck this sweet, innocent cunt very soon.” He pushed two fingers inside for lascivious emphasis and pressed them all the way to her maidenhead—not violently but urgently and without hesitation. Anna cried out, and her grip tightened on his cock and on his balls, then immediately relaxed as if she had taken fright that she might give him pain instead of pleasure, and earn a punishment that way.
Seizing the opportunity, he withdrew his hand, then brought it back with a sharp spank to her nightgown-covered bottom, and then another. Anna yelped.
“That’s for squeezing, Anna,” he said, giving her two more spanks. “You must not do that, especially to my balls.” He returned his hand to her cunt, rubbing very firmly, to mingle pleasure and discomfort.
“Yes, sir,” Anna cried. She pursed her lips in a thin line of concentration as she tried to caress his cock obediently. Then she whispered, “When?”
“When what, Anna?” Martin asked.
“When will you do… that?”
“Fuck you?”
The profanity evoked a little whine of shame from her chest. He could tell that the conflict inside her grew by the moment, as the modesty he had not truly taken away made her want to put her hands over her ears, but the knowledge of her needs—so clearly demonstrated to her now—kept her in her place, watching those hands give pleasure to her master’s hard cock.
“Soon.”
Anna gave a little moan of frustration. Martin knew she wanted to know—felt that she would die if she didn’t know—exactly when he would make a woman of her in the traditional way. He could tell also that she longed to hear exactly how he would do it.
“What do you know about how people fuck, Anna?” he asked. “Do you know the different ways a husband can position his wife to enter her cunt with his hard cock? Have your friends told you how their boyfriends like to fuck them?” Again he accompanied his words with a caress, this one much more delicate than the last.
He watched her bite her lip as she tried to focus on her task. Martin realized he would come soon if he didn’t interrupt Anna; she had come along very well indeed. She gave a little nod.
“Tell me how you think a man like me deflowers a girl like you. How do you think I’ll require you to arrange your sweet young body for my cock?”
The breath came in short little puffs of her nostrils, and her whole face, down to the neck turned crimson. He knew from the way she kept her eyes so very intently down that the answer had come to her immediately. In fact, she had probably been fantasizing about it at least since he had tied her to the chair in the window.
At last, she whispered straight down to his hardness, “Bent over.”
He rewarded her insight with a tender caress of her clit and inner lips that made her hands shake on his cock and didn’t allow her to move them for several seconds, so great was the pleasure he enforced.
“And how will my cock go in, Anna?” he said softly.
“From… behind.”
“Good girl. Why?”
“Sir?” A little convulsively she began the caress again, but now Martin put his own hand over hers and stopped it.
“Why do I like to fuck girls doggie-style, Anna? Why does a man like me enjoy a fuck more in that posture than in any other? Why should a girl like you always lose her maidenhead to a penis that enters her cunt from behind her, while strong, manly hands hold her hips in place for the thrust that claims her virginity as a prize?” He spoke in a purely conversational tone, as if his words didn’t seek to inflame her. But he caressed her cunt ceaselessly, with gentle circular motions, that he felt sure would take at least some large portion of her wits away.
“B-because… because… Oh, God, please, sir, don’t…”
“Look at me, darling,” Martin said. “You’re going to look into my eyes while you come, and you’re going to answer my question before you do.”
Her hands were still on his cock and balls, but she appeared to have lost track of the parts of her body that Martin didn’t have his hands on, or hadn’t specifically commanded to do anything. Her lovely blue eyes, so troubled by the arousal and the shame swirling inside her, lifted themselves to meet his own.
“Naughty girls… like… l-like me…” Her voice came in a quiet sob, as if Martin had physically forced the words from her. Then, so modest, she corrected herself, in the same choked sob, “Girls with… naughty thoughts…”
“Yes, darling?” He slowed the pace of his caress. “Move your cunt on my hand, now,” he said. “Show me how naughty your thoughts are, you dirty girl.”
A wordless cry burst from Anna as she gave in and obeyed, shamelessly humping Martin’s hand as she looked deeply into his eyes. Her own expression seemed like a mask of puzzlement—a plea to him to explain Anna to herself.
“Use my hand to make yourself come, Anna, and tell me why dirty girls get fucked from behind.”
“Oh, God,” she whispered, her hips bucking lewdly to push her tight little cunt down on her master’s fingers. “Dirty girls… dirty girls don’t get to… to see. They have to look down, and they don’t get to see. The husband gets to see, because he’s the… the… master!”
Her last word came out in a scream of helpless pleasure. Her hips’ motions had become frantic, and now her cunt spasmed deliciously on Martin’s fingers as Anna closed her eyes, threw back her head, and gave herself over to her climax. Her hands clutched his cock and balls, then relaxed and let go, desperate not to earn a punishment that way.
Martin moved his right hand up over her bottom and her back, all the way to her shoulders, and began to press her down firmly toward his thighs. “Kiss the cock, Anna,” he said. “It’s time to give head.”
Still shuddering from her orgasm, she bowed her head. A whimper emerged from her throat, but she pursed her lips, and she planted an adorable kiss on the head of Martin’s manhood.
“See? Was that so hard, darling? You did such a good job with your hands, too, that I promise I’ll give you a big helping of semen in just a little while, and your first cock-sucking lesson won’t even last very long. Now open your mouth and do what a good bride does on her wedding night, if her husband knows his business.”
Another little whine, but Anna did open her mouth wide.
“Tongue over your lower lip,” Martin said, and she obeyed, sticking her adorable little tongue out and curling it down. He knew then that making Anna think of rear-entry sex had transformed some region of her mental landscape. To worship a man’s cock seemed less outlandish and more like a privilege she wanted to enjoy as much as Martin would allow her to enjoy it.
To put it in the coarser way he sometimes used with traditional concubines, his new girl had become hot for cock and ready for fucking. The fantasy of doggie-style, with her supplying the reason as the girl’s having to look at the headboard, or the covers, or the sink, while her master watched his cock plunge in and out of the cunt he had ordered presented to him for riding, had shown the new nature of her submission, though: that reason came straight from her eye-closing, ear-blocking modesty. A modest girl doesn’t watch herself being enjoyed by a man’s cock.
Really, of course, there were many reasons why rear-entry sex represented the best way to take a new bed-girl’s virginity: Anna could have chosen the way it permitted the man complete control over the girl’s body, or the animalistic, bestial side of the act. But she had chosen the reason consistent with modesty, and that harmony had blossomed in her.
Now she modestly kept her eyes down, on the penis she must take in her mouth. Without delay, but also without hurry, Martin pressed on the back of her head to force that mouth down and over his rock-hard manhood. A little puff of air came from Anna’s nostrils, and a sound of mild distress from her throat, but Martin twined his fingers in her hair so he could begin to move her mouth up and down, training her to accept him deeper and deeper in the delicious recesses where she had, he felt sure, resolved never to have a man’s cock.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
Anna had a cock inside her, in her mouth, where good girls never had cocks. Her bridegroom knew his business: he knew that on her wedding night, after the white dress came off, a girl must learn hard lessons about her new husband’s strong body. He knew that if he wished for a happy home life, he must begin to train his wife immediately.
He knew he must make her suck his cock, in order that she understand that his pleasure came first.
But it felt so big in her mouth, and so different from anything she had ever had there. It tasted salty and musky, and the way Martin pushed her head down, as if it didn’t matter at all how Anna felt about sucking his penis but only how her untried mouth could satisfy his mastering desire for sensual pleasure, made her feel faint.
“That’s it,” he said encouragingly. “Good girl.”
But Anna herself didn’t have anything to do with it, did she? Her dominant bridegroom had turned her mouth into a place to thrust: a toy he could move up and down on his cock to make his cock feel good. The shame of it redoubled the warmth in her cheeks, but now, even worse, Anna could no longer deny that it also redoubled the warmth down there, in her…
Cunny. Cunt. Anna had a master, now, who touched her between her legs and called the place her cunt, and told her that he would fuck her there.
She needed to be punished because she was sucking a cock, and because she called her vagina a naughty word in her mind now. She couldn’t help it: private parts and vaginas didn’t get wet at the thought of fucking, and dominant men who weren’t even really your husband didn’t touch your private part and make you cry out and come, three times so far in one night without having a penis inside, which was the only time a modest girl was allowed to come, wasn’t it?
“Good girl,” came his voice from above. “You’re doing fine. That makes my cock feel nice. I’m going to push you down a little farther now, to start teaching you how to take me deep. You’ll gag, but I’m going to keep your mouth nice and full, so that you learn that even when you’re gagging on a cock you can give its owner pleasure for as long as he chooses, without fear of harm to you.”
Anna should be punished for hearing these words. She knew she should. She should be bent over the dining-room table with her panties down, and punished. On her bare bottom… on her bare cunny… in her cunny… in her bottom.
He pushed on the back of her head, his fingers firmly twined in her golden hair, now completely disheveled from the neat ponytail she had made that morning. Her eyes watered with the effort of keeping her mouth open. The cock held it open, but she must keep it even wider because she knew she must never, ever bite her master’s cock. The head went so deep, pressed in so far, made her feel so wicked, because she let him.
Yes, he pushed, but she had kissed his cock, and she had opened her mouth. Martin, her bridegroom-who-was-no-bridegroom, her trainer, her master—he had touched her between her legs, right on her virgin cunny, and she had come and come and come, as if no one had ever taught her how to act like a modest young lady. After that, even though it had proven so hard to keep caressing his cock, and even though he had spanked her for squeezing him there, suddenly she had… she had wanted to kiss it.
Now she had to have it so deep, so deep in her mouth, that she would certainly gag, but her master wouldn’t let that stop him from enjoying what it felt like to have a virgin’s mouth struggling to please him. She tried to concentrate on breathing through her nose, but her mind kept crying out that Anna would be punished, must be punished, bent over the table the way wicked girls got paddled and whipped and caned whether they sucked cocks or whether they didn’t suck cocks pleasurably enough.
She had lied, she knew now, though she hadn’t intended a falsehood. She had said that the reason a girl like Anna needed to lose her virginity bent over, with her bridegroom entering from behind and riding her like the pleasurable mount he deserved on his wedding night, stemmed from her not being able to see the thing her new husband did to her with his manhood.
But she knew now that the real reason she must have her first fucking in that shameful, bestial way lay in its aspect of punishment. When Martin Lourcy at last taught her the most important lesson, about how his body, with its masculine hardness, must prevail over hers, with its feminine softness, how his cock must master her cunt for his pleasure and for hers, it must be thus. He must drive in that way, spank her bottom with his hips as he entered her with his cock.
For a girl like Anna, who liked to kiss her master’s cock, who opened her mouth when he told her to open it and received his hard length inside so that she could not protest even if she tried, fucking must be a way to teach the girl losing her maidenhead that her master would henceforth discipline her not just with his firm hand and his punishment strap, but with the ultimate symbol of his authority, thrust deeply inside until he found his satisfaction in the lesson he taught. The girl who stepped across the threshold of Martin Lourcy’s apartment needed just that kind of discipline, so that even though she could never again deny her need for cock, men who knew how to fuck her and how to whip her would take her in hand and treasure her modesty, giving it back to her when they told her to pull her panties up and get dressed.
Martin pushed harder, and the cock touched her palate. For a moment she thought she could actually do it—receive him so far, please him like a very, very dirty girl. She still had her right hand on his scrotum, cupping the tender sack with its precious balls inside, and now she rubbed just a little there. He gave the deep grunt that she had already come to know and love as a sign of his pleasure.
“There we go,” he said. “You’re doing so well, Anna. Such a good little cocksucker.”
Her whole world was his hairy lap, the little nest from which his manhood rose, where she must now learn to please him whenever he decided she should suck his cock. The flood of arousal she felt at that thought altered her breathing, though, and she forgot to keep the air flowing through her nose, and she did start to gag.
Panic took hold of her, and she tried to raise her head, but Martin said, “Shh,” and held her down, pushing her mouth even farther down. “Shh, darling. It’s alright. Back of your throat, now, just for a moment, so you know what it feels like. Then I’ll let you worship until I come in your mouth. That feels so good. It’s so nice to be inside you like this.”
He must know that as shameful as his words sounded in Anna’s ears, she would feel powerfully and strangely reassured by them. The idea of his giving her modesty back to her, in exchange for the lascivious pleasures he wrung from her body, seemed to gain strength and cogency. He liked to do this to Anna, his bed-girl, and that would be enough, henceforth. If she took the head of his cock, hard and soft somehow at the same time, all the way to the back of her throat, gagging or not, he would say how nice it was to have his cock there, and he would hold her close and spank her over his knee when she needed to learn her lesson.
It seemed to go on and on, but it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds, before Martin released the pressure on the back of her head and let her raise it, until only the tip of his cock remained inside her lips. Her breath puffed in and out of her nostrils rapidly, and her jaw ached, but she did feel proud of herself. She needed punishment for sucking the cock, yes, but she began to feel that she deserved some praise as well.
Anna tried to raise her head all the way, but Martin didn’t allow it. He said softly, “Keep the head inside, darling. Look at me.”
She did, imagining how she looked to him, his bed-girl with a penis in her mouth. For the first time since he had made her come, he took possession of her bottom and cunny with his right hand again, making her whimper around his cock. That seemed to please him greatly, because his wonderful, masterful smile appeared on his firm lips and in his dark eyes.
Anna had thought once that she was in love, with a boy at college. They had gone to the movies, platonically, twice, but then his girlfriend had put a stop to it, and of course when asked if she ‘liked’ John, she said, “No, of course not.”
But she had pined for him in a non-specific way, and dreamt of him, once, spanking her. He was tall and muscular and also hyper-intelligent. He was like a pale precursor of Martin Lourcy. She wondered for a moment whether if John had told her to suck his cock in the movie theater she would have done it.
Of course not. Looking at Martin, her master, with the head of his cock in her mouth and his hand driving her wild with its caress of her clitoris, a rush of unexpected gratitude that she realized must be the beginning of real love, flooded into her heart. He had said she would now be allowed to worship; suddenly she wanted to worship his cock shamelessly, not just with her mouth, but with her cunny and her bottom offered to his thrusting hardness.
“You’re going to get between my legs, now, Anna, to devote yourself to my pleasure. You’re ready to figure out how to make me come. When the time arrives, I will take control again, so that I can climax down your throat, but until then I want you to show me what you have learned.”
He used his fingers in her hair to lift her face gently off his cock, then.
“Do you understand, darling?”
“Yes, sir,” she said, turning her eyes respectfully down again to the hard penis that glistened with her saliva.
“Good girl.” He spread his knees. “Get going.” His fingers gave a little rub on her pussy even as his palm propelled her firmly toward the space on the crisp blue sheet between his legs.
She did understand, she realized as she dreamily took her position, on hands and knees, now in that posture with much better control of her head and neck.
“Sir, may I take your cock in my mouth?” she found herself asking.
“You may, Anna,” Martin said, “but remember to kiss my balls, and to lick the shaft. Those are skills you must learn as well.”
“Yes, sir,” she replied softly, still looking only at the hard cock, with its little pouch below. She bent, and she did kiss his balls and lick them, though the musky taste of him was much greater here even than on his cock. She felt his hand on her head and she feared for a moment that he would shove her mouth back down on his cock in dissatisfaction with the pleasure she gave, but he merely stroked her hair very gently, which made the pride and affection well up inside her again.
Now she really did want to please him, more than anything, and she took the cock back into her mouth and tried to imitate the up-and-down motion Martin had enforced on her with his hand in her hair. It’s like… like fucking, isn’t it? she realized with a sudden blush despite the utterly shameless way she now served crouching between her master’s legs.
No modest bride would lick a scrotum, or move her mouth up and down a cock to give her husband the feeling he fucked her face the way he would soon fuck her cunt. She would… she would say no.
But then her husband—her master—would get the strap. She would lie on her belly on the bed, with her nightgown up around her waist. Down the strap would come, over and over, while her husband said angrily, “Do you see what happens, darling? Do you see what happens to girls who don’t do as they’re told, in my house? Are you ready to make me come? Are you ready to swallow your husband’s semen like a good girl?”
The hand that had been stroking Anna’s hair gently now became more insistent, directing her movements once again. “Get ready, darling,” Martin said quietly, and then, holding her head in place, he bucked his hips, thrusting deep inside and making her gag anew as she felt his seed spurting, burning and bitter, into her mouth. Instinctively she tried to draw back, but he held her down and suddenly she found that she was swallowing, as difficult as it was, and then it was over and Martin had lain her cheek on his thigh while he gently pumped his softening cock so that she could see the last of the white stuff coming out of its tip.
“Good girl,” he murmured. “Such a good girl. Kiss the cock again, one more time, to say thank you for being allowed to swallow my seed.”



Chapter Twenty
 
 
He could hardly believe how sweet Anna looked as she kissed his penis in the illogical but deeply authentic act of submissive gratitude. He gathered her to his chest, then, knowing that as the incredible rush of eroticism began to fade from her heart and mind, the remorse would follow close on its heels. It happened with traditional concubines as well, of course, but it might well be a good deal stronger for Anna.
Sure enough, she couldn’t look him in the face, now, though she had kissed his cock a moment before and, a moment before that, had swallowed his seed like an experienced bed-girl. She buried her face in his chest. He felt her lips there at his breastbone, wondered if she had just given him a furtive little kiss. Affection would probably play a role in her emotions alongside remorse. Martin certainly felt a good deal of it for Anna; yes, he probably was falling love with her, he realized then.
He held her close, and waited for the tears he knew must come. When he felt her back heave with a little sob, he said, “I’ve got you, darling.”
“But you’re not… we’re not married!”
Martin understood immediately, and he knew he could get her through this part—the hardest part, what Institute trainers called ‘first drop’—of her training and her awakening based on that understanding.
“Anna,” he said very gently, “listen closely. You grew up with an idea of what your adult life would be like that, sadly, doesn’t fit with your true nature, and wouldn’t make you happy even if it befell you.”
“What?” Now she did look up at him, her cheeks wet with tears.
“Think about everything you’ve felt tonight. I don’t just mean the way I made your body feel, with my strap and my hands and my cock. Can you imagine feeling that with the kind of husband you always imagined, when you were daydreaming in the library?”
The picture of young Anna, sitting at a carrel lined with books, looking out the window instead of reading any of them, watching the less repressed young men and women in the quad, clearly hit very close to home. She winced, and a crease appeared on her brow, between her sweet, still-innocent blue eyes.
“Doesn’t that mean that it was… wrong? Shouldn’t I… save my… my, you know, self for marriage, and the right man will take me in hand and…”
“And what?” Martin said gently. “And keep you barefoot and pregnant? Let me tell you something, Anna. That kind of man doesn’t actually know how to give a spanking.”
Anna gave a frustrated snort through her nose.
“You know that,” Martin continued, his voice still gentle as he used his words to cut through the Gordian knots of culture that remained inside her heart, that could never be untied but only severed. “You know that your fantasy of the right man actually involves everything you did tonight, and everything you will do with me as I train you, and with your owner.”
She shuddered, the crease on her brow growing into a furrow. He could see that the thought of having an owner resonated more and more powerfully, the deeper into this thorough training she got. “But it’s wrong!” she whispered insistently. “I shouldn’t want that!”
Martin remained silent for a long moment, letting Anna look into his eyes, knowing that the pause would lend the air of utter conviction he needed to convey.
Then he said, “Sade wasn’t wrong. He just went too far.”
“What?” It had startled her. The library carrel had a copy of Justine, its spine reversed. She hadn’t thought, Martin well knew, that anyone could know just how close to the surface of her consciousness Justine and Juliette and their masculine tormentors lay.
“The French Revolution wasn’t wrong, was it?”
Anna dropped her eyes to his chest. She spoke, as if she directed the words inward, at her heart. “It just went too far.”
“Yes. Anna, you may get married in a church someday, but I promise that if you do, the man or woman standing with you at the altar…” Martin noted the way Anna’s breathing had grown sharper at woman. Her eyes snapped up to his again. “Yes, darling, you will be given to women, too.”
“Oh, no. Please. It’s…”
“Don’t say it’s wrong,” Martin replied sharply. “And do let me finish. If a man—or a woman—does take you to church to make an ‘honest woman’ of you, the marriage to which you will agree before God or some similar divine or secular power will not be of the kind that would ever have you barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen, or even playing the cocktail-making, cocktail-dress-wearing wife of the imaginary golden days except as a game your master or mistress plays with you. Marriage, for a girl like you, needs to be something very different.”
Her face had worn a look of wonder and even some arousal as Martin delivered the little speech, doubtless as she imagined all the lewd ways a marriage in the world of the Institute and its clients could find expression.
“Tell me,” she said softly. “Please. About… with a woman.”
Martin smiled, knowing that he had got her nearly through the first drop. “Remember that you will be prized above all for the treasure of your modesty. Imagine that a powerful politician—a government official renowned for her calm demeanor under pressure and her deft diplomacy—has taken a liking to you. She met you at a party in a mansion on the French Riviera. Your blushes and your downcast eyes attracted her, and she asked your owner if you had ever been with a woman.”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered, searching Martin’s eyes for some sign that what he said couldn’t actually come true.
“Your owner said that of course you had had the standard lessons in what we call tribadism.”
“No… Sir, you won’t, will you?”
“Darling, I’m afraid I will. It’s an essential part of your training. It won’t be for at least a week, though. I promise that when the time comes, you’ll be ready to obey me when I match you with another girl and have you play with your panties down. You’ll understand that I know best for you, and can guide you in this as in everything else. And I promise that when you spend your first night in a dominant woman’s bed, your face between her thighs, you’ll be ready for that, too.”
Anna had no reply to that: she simply looked at him with wide eyes, perhaps resolutely refusing to deny that her cunny had become warm at the pictures he painted, perhaps on the contrary struggling to do just that, and pretend that the image of a cunt that she must pleasure as she had pleasured a cock did not have a pride of place in her fantasies.
“This powerful woman—let’s call her the secretary, as in secretary of defense—asks your owner if she may have you for the night, and your owner consents. Afterward, finding your tongue extremely pleasing and your blushes even more so, she makes an arrangement with your owner. We won’t say that she buys you, because instead she wishes to give you a free choice, as a bride’s choice should always have at least a certain element of freedom to it.”
He gazed into Anna’s eyes. In the slight clearing of her brow he thought he could see her resolve one of her doubts: perhaps she had understood that her decision to cross his threshold had been just such a free decision, but that such free decisions never really came from a choice.
He pressed the point. “But when she asks you, you know your decision doesn’t represent a true choice.”
“Yes,” Anna breathed. “Because… I want her to… make me.” The enchantment had returned, and the remorse was over. “Because I’m a good girl, and she wants me because I’m a good girl, but good girls never do that unless their mistress makes them.”
Martin smiled. “Or their master.”
Now, to his delight, Anna giggled. “Yes, sir. And… and we live happily ever after?”
“Of course,” Martin said. “How was that for a bedtime story?”
The giggle receded into a serious expression. “Truly, sir?”
“Truly.”
“It was the best bedtime story, and the worst bedtime story, ever.”
 
* * *
 
When Martin woke, Anna lay curled up, still asleep, beside him.
He watched her sleep for a few moments, letting himself fantasize about a future in which he had the privilege of mastering Anna Greenway on at least a semi-permanent basis. In the white nightgown, curled up with her ponytail not quite completely ruined, she looked so innocent it made his heart ache.
Martin fetched his handheld from the night table and checked his messages. As he expected, Charlotte had sent him a summary of the assessment teams’ judgment about the previous night.
 
Looks like your tactic worked out in a big way. Stephanie, who is heading up Team 1, thinks you could have moved things along a little bit faster, but Joseph—heading up Team 2—is of the opinion that leaving Anna to wonder when she’s going to have sex for the first time was a brilliant stroke on your part, because it defamiliarizes the bridal scenario that you brought in so beautifully.
Stephanie says he’s got a point, but she’s concerned that Anna might need a little more decisiveness on that subject.
My own opinion is that you can split the difference: I would recommend making it clear to Anna that she’ll be deflowered sometime in the next twenty-four hours. Then in a few days when you think the time has come for anal, be as decisive about that as you can. Let her know exactly when her bottom will have your cock inside it and use one of the usual methods to make sure she’s thinking about it in the hours leading up to her first butt-fucking.
Overall, the message the assessment teams want to convey to you is that your efforts to retain Anna’s modesty are working beyond what they expected. The biometrics from her breathing patterns and her skin temperature on the infrared sensors indicate that her blush index is about 300% higher than the average girl’s in the traditional program twelve hours in. We both know that blush index isn’t as accurate a measure as we’d like it to be, but when you correlate that number with the qualitative analysis of the things she said and her responses to your words and actions, we’re getting what the teams think is a remarkably consistent picture of exactly the kind of concubine we’re hoping to train for this new market.
For the moment, then, we’ll leave the tentative plan in place and say that you and Anna will transfer to Saint-Stephane in two weeks. In the meantime the teams and I are looking forward to seeing how you proceed. Thanks as always for your amazing work.
 
Martin smiled, trying not to let his head swell too much at Charlotte’s praise. He returned the handheld to the night table and turned back to Anna. Reaching out with his left hand, he stroked the soft skin of her cheek with the backs of his knuckles until her eyes fluttered open.
He watched the beginnings of her memories of the previous day start to flow back into her consciousness. He noted the obvious moment when she realized who he was and where she was, and before she could process any of the details he leaned forward and kissed her for the first time.
There was a delicious moment of resistance in her lips, and then she yielded her mouth up to his and he molded her soft lips with his firmer ones, until he could open them and delicately thrust his tongue inside to claim her there. He maintained the dominant kiss until he felt her body yield as her mouth had done, under the left hand with which he stroked her breasts, playing with the little nipples he could make out through the sheer cotton of the nightgown in the morning light that streamed through the bedroom’s picture window.
Martin meant it to represent to her the kind of caress a bridegroom might enforce on his ravished bride the morning after her defloration. The fact that he had not yet deflowered Anna would leave her in exactly the state he wanted: an ecstasy of ambiguous arousal, as she remembered with shame what she had done the night before and yet longed to have the shameful promise of Martin’s kiss fulfilled.
When he at last broke the kiss, he spoke immediately and in a decisive tone. “Today,” he said, “you will make contact with everyone who might worry about you and tell them that you’ve gone on an unexpected vacation. After that, I’ll wax your cunny to get it ready for fucking.”



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
Left alone in her new room with her handheld, Anna began to write the mails her master had commanded her to write. How could she think of him any other way, after he had told her that she must report to the bathroom after she had finished telling her friends and family that they wouldn’t see her for a few months?
The trouble was, though, that her mind could think of him in so many different ways: bridegroom, husband, lover, trainer. Knight in shining armor, though the armor reflected a vision of Anna upon which she didn’t want to gaze.
He had left the bedroom after giving her back her handheld, explaining that he had installed software that would monitor everything she did with it. He had told her to go to her room.
He had said, “I know you’re wondering when I’m going to fuck you, darling. I want you to learn that that’s my decision, not yours. As I said, though, we’re going to get you nice and bare between your legs so that when I do decide to deflower you I have the view I like to have of your cunt, as I fuck it.”
Anna had moaned, and the wetness had gushed in the place to which he had just called her attention in the most degrading possible way. Though Martin had used nothing but words—and though he delivered these parting sentences from the doorway, ten feet away from where Anna still lay in the bed in her virginal white nightgown—he had lit a fire in her newly wanton loins that she could not quench even now, twenty minutes later, as she contemplated what she could possibly write to the people who cared about her most.
 
Dear Violet,
I know we planned to hang out tonight but it turns out I can’t make it. I’m about to have my pussy waxed so that my new master can have sex with me the way he likes, whenever he chooses. He won’t tell me exactly when he’s going to fuck my cunt, but last night I sucked his cock and learned about how to please him. He made me swallow his seed and he held my head down until he was done coming, so that I felt like he knew how to make sure a girl like me knows her place.
I know you were thinking you were going to have anal sex last night. How did it go? Did your new boyfriend make you take his cock deep in your butt? Did he use enough lube, or did he decide he wanted it to hurt for you, the way I think my new master (who I can’t help thinking of as my true husband and bridegroom) will do when he takes my bottom’s virginity? I don’t know when that will be, of course; he hasn’t even fucked my pussy and taken my maidenhead yet, but I’m sure he wants to have anal sex with me as soon as he can make sure my bottom will give his cock the pleasure he deserves to have when he uses his bed-girl’s body to make himself feel good.
My master says I’m going to have to learn to do so many shameful things, and to let others, people who know better than I do what my body is good for, do even more shameful things to me. He says I’m going to have to play with another girl, with our panties down. He didn’t say any more than that, but it made me so nervous that I thought I might wet myself. He said that dominant women would want to borrow me, and I would spend the night with my face between their thighs.
I hope you won’t get mad, but I thought of you, Violet. I wanted to know if you were the kind of girl who likes to pull down another girl’s panties. I even pictured myself pulling down your panties. I’m so sorry, but I can’t stop, now. Or maybe you’re a dominant woman? Maybe you’d pull down my panties and give me a spanking because I imagined pulling down your panties without permission?
My master is going to give me to other men, too. He says one of them will buy my contract and be my owner. He says I’ll have to please more than one man at a time, because he wants me to learn to do that. I can’t help thinking about men’s hard cocks, and how hard it will be to please them when two or three of them are waiting for a turn inside me, and the men are getting impatient, stroking their big penises, taking turns telling me how hard they’re going to fuck me and what part of my body they’ll enjoy first.
Have you ever had to have sex with more than one man? What was it like? You’re so adventurous, Vi, that I’m sure at some point one of your boyfriends suggested it, and you said yes. But then I bet you weren’t so sure, so when your boyfriend’s friends got there, you said that you didn’t want to do it after all, and your boyfriend had to spank you, while his friends watched, until you said that you’d suck all their cocks. They said that would be enough, but when your boyfriend said, “Watch this,” and started lubing up your anus, you didn’t say no, did you? You couldn’t, because you had his friend’s cock in your mouth. After that, I bet they all fucked you as much as they wanted, didn’t they?
I think it’s going to be like that for me. My master spanks me and whips me with a punishment strap, so I’m not going to be able to say no to anything. I had to suck his cock, and now I’m going to have to have my cunny (that’s what he calls it, and even though it makes me blush I can’t stop thinking of it that way) waxed. Later, I’ll have to have sex, and then I’ll have to have anal sex, too. My master will whip me if I say no, and then tie me up and make me do it anyway.
 
This whole unwritable letter came to Anna in a sort of trancelike blast, and then, dreamily, the conclusion floated in on what seemed a languid mental breeze.
 
I love my master, even though I only met him yesterday. I love his cock. I love sucking his cock. You know how I could never talk about sex? That was because I knew—even though I didn’t even really know I knew—the kind of sex people talk about can never make me happy. You’re going to say he’s brainwashed me, but it’s not like that at all. I’m the one who read Justine, and then another book, and then another, even though I couldn’t play with myself until my master made me, and taught me how, last night.
I’m scared about how much it will hurt when he fucks me—especially when he fucks my bottom. But I know I need it, and I trust him to take me in hand just the way a girl like me needs. I’m more frightened by this ache he’s revealed to me, even though it’s an ache that I always knew I had. As I imagine writing this, all I want is to be over his lap with my bare bottom up, for a lesson in respect and obedience that will make it hard to sit down and remind me all day that my master’s hand is a very firm one.
The only thing that terrifies me, though, Vi, now that I truly know myself, is the thought of not belonging to a man who can take me in hand, and wants to use me for his pleasure.
 
Or she could write,
 
Help! This mail may never reach you, but I’m being held captive by a wealthy, handsome, intelligent sex fiend! Send a rescue team!
 
But she knew with absolute certainty that she could walk out the door of Martin’s apartment and never return. She just couldn’t, because he would whip her on her bare bottom, and she wouldn’t be able to bear it.
 
Help! I’m going insane!
 
Anna found that her right hand, far from even touching the screen of her handheld, had started to creep down between her legs, and even to push at the cotton of the nightgown. She pulled the hand guiltily away. Martin had expressed himself very clearly on that point: she must not play with her new toy, her cunny, without permission.
It belonged to him, and he would decide when he wanted to put his hard cock inside it. Anna bit her lip. The effort not to masturbate seemed to be making the problem worse.
 
Dear mom and dad [who lived in Florida now],
I’m going to be out of touch for a few months, and I don’t want you to worry.
 
The mails, in the end, were very easy to write. When Anna got into the swing of them, it took only ten minutes or so to mail the dozen or so people, including the temp agency where she had more or less steady work, who might miss her. A vacation to the Canada woods, where despite everything the grid still didn’t quite reach.
She had no idea, of course, where she would really be going, but that seemed entirely inconsequential to her—especially when Martin poked his head in and said, “Bathroom in five minutes, darling, or you’re going to regret this dawdling.”
 
* * *
 
In the bathroom, Anna had to remove her nightgown while Martin watched.
“Look at your backside in the mirror, darling,” he said. “Don’t the welts look nice when they’ve faded like that?”
Anna blushed. It had begun to seem more natural not to have clothes on in the presence of Martin, but it never lost the element of embarrassment: he seemed highly skilled at making sure she always felt that. Especially when he called her darling, the way an old-fashioned husband might, the notion that only an old-fashioned husband like Martin—the kind of old-fashioned husband a naughty girl like Anna needed, who wouldn’t hesitate to spank her or even whip her—would be calling attention to the state of her bottom seemed to ensure that her essential modesty never went away, much as she seemed sometimes, now, to want it to depart.
She looked, because her master told her to look. The welts had turned a purplish color. Anna didn’t think she’d ever describe them as nice in appearance, but they took her breath away. The contrast with the innocent milky white skin of the rest of her bottom struck her very hard, and she put her hand behind, instinctively, to rub them and feel the slight ridges the strap had made with its awful lash.
“Yes,” Martin said, “you may touch your bottom.”
The effect of his words was to make her jerk her hand away, though, as well as to start the fire burning again between her legs. Where she must now be… prepared.
“Your cunt looks very sweet, Anna,” Martin said conversationally, turning his eyes downward to examine her there. “I debated letting you keep a few of those golden locks, and I might allow some of your hair to grow back, but it’s very important to me that you feel entirely exposed when I fuck you for the first time, so we’ll be waxing everything off.”
As she watched, he pulled a metal and white plastic bench away from the wall and into the center of the huge white bathroom. “Go ahead and draw a bath and have a nice soak, to soften the hair. That will make it easier. I put scissors on the counter. Give your cunny a trim, down as far as you can, before you get into the tub. You can sit on a towel on the bench while you do that, to collect the hair. I’ll be back with the wax in fifteen minutes.”
Then, to Anna’s surprise, as if he couldn’t restrain himself, Martin didn’t turn to leave but instead stepped forward and took her into his arms. He put his left arm around her waist while with his right he held her bottom so possessively that Anna couldn’t suppress a little whimper at the promise of his touch.
“You’re being such a good girl, Anna,” he said softly into her ear. “I know how hard it is, knowing you’ll have to surrender your innocence today and learn to accept your master inside your tight little cunny.”
Then he kissed her, and as she tilted her face up to his, lost in the wonderful contrast between his white Oxford and wool slacks and her own lascivious nudity, she thought, He must know that the only truly difficult part is the waiting. He must know what he’s awakened in me.
He must know all I want is to have his cock in my tight little cunny, no matter how much it hurts.



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
When he returned, carrying the wax pot. Martin paused in the doorway of the bathroom, enchanted by the sight of his bathing beauty. She took a few moments to notice him standing there; she had her eyes closed as she reclined, bubbles surrounding her and some of her yellow hair clinging to her temples with the perspiration from the very steamy bath she had drawn. On the bench lay the towel, adorned with shorn, wiry curls of the same lovely color.
Her eyes opened, and widened to see him. “Sir,” she said.
“Anna,” he said.
She started to rise from the tub but he said, “You may stay there for a couple of minutes while the wax heats up.” He put the pot on the counter and plugged it in, then drew the bench a little closer to that side of the room.
Then he walked over to the tub to look down at her, unable to keep a contented smile off his face. She looked up into his eyes and said, softly and very unexpectedly, “Why are you smiling, sir?”
No traditional concubine would ever have dared ask the man engaged in breaking her such a question. It proved yet again that the Thoroughly Trained program would make a new sort of bed-girl, and it also made Martin think about the tactic he had floated for Charlotte and the assessment teams just before he had gone to get the wax.
Her answer about doggie-style,
Charlotte had written back, makes me think you’re right about the visual. Joseph and Stephanie both think you should trust your instincts.
It was settled, then. “This afternoon,” he said to Anna, as an answer to her question, “you’re going to have sex for the first time. I want to be sure you know now that I’ve found a way to make it very special for you and for me. I’m going to invite some friends to watch.”
Of course the assessment teams were always watching, and prospective buyers would have access to that footage in the near future, but Martin hadn’t called attention to that fact. His proposal to Charlotte had involved making Anna exquisitely aware of this terrible violation of her modesty, as a way to complete the first stage of her training. The way her sweet little breasts began to heave as she nearly hyperventilated at the image he had called up in her mind told him that he had hit the mark.
Martin squatted next to the tub and reached his hand out and down into the water, between Anna’s legs in the warmth of the bath, bubbles parting around his muscular forearm. He pushed her thighs apart and claimed the tender cleft of her cunt with his fingers. The shortness of her hair there, and its softness after long minutes in the warm water, tugged at his heartstrings even as it stiffened his cock in his pants. Anna cried out with unambiguous pleasure and threw her head back, eyes closing as if in utter surrender.
“Oh, God,” she whimpered. “Oh, sir, please.”
“You told me that the reason you should lose your virginity doggie-style was that girls like you shouldn’t be allowed to see what their masters are doing when they have their first fuck.” In the soapy water Martin rubbed firmly up and down and around her clit so that Anna gave keening little cries as he addressed her with these degrading words.
“Yes, sir,” she sobbed.
“Shouldn’t their masters get the pleasure of letting other men and women watch that first fuck?”
Silence, then. Martin let the question go unanswered, and concentrated on using all his consummate skill to keep the pleasure flowing through her body so that she couldn’t think of anything but the imaginary scene, so that she would never be able to deny how arousing she found it.
Anna came, finally, sobbing and screaming, “Yes, sir! Yes!”
As the shudders of her orgasm left her body, Martin kissed her gently, still soothing her slippery inner lips in his fingers. “Alright,” he said, “let’s get you nice and bare, so that my friends will be envious that I get to have this innocent little cunny for the first time.”
The sob that came from Anna’s throat sounded much softer, and she nodded, her eyes still closed. Martin put his left arm around her shoulders, keeping his right hand between her legs so that he could lift her that way, as she cried out in alarm and clung to him. He loved picking naked girls up thus; it conveyed so beautifully to them their need to yield themselves up as Martin knew suited their submissive natures.
Carefully he set Anna down on the bench, on her back. “Hold your knees in your hands,” he said, “and keep them spread nice and wide for me.”
She had opened her eyes in alarm when he picked her up; now those beautiful cornflower blue orbs showed the modesty that more and more appeared a pearl of great price, as together she and Martin burnished it through these terrible, wonderful moments of shame.
“I can’t,” she whispered, keeping her feet on the floor at the end of the bench and her knees tightly closed. With both hands she covered the little cleft of her cunt that peeped out from between her thighs. With her skin all rosy from the tub she looked so adorable, trying to hide her private parts, that Martin couldn’t muster any sternness.
He smiled. “I know it’s hard, darling, but remember that you’re a taken-in-hand bed-girl now. You don’t get to make that kind of decision. Lift those knees and show me your cunt and your anus, so I can wax you, or there will be some serious consequences.”
“Like what?” Anna compressed her lips into a tight line. The crease on her brow redeveloped, very deep.
Martin felt again the thrill of journeying through new territory. With a traditional concubine, he would have instantly gotten rope—would have had it in his pocket, in fact—and tied her neatly into position for the waxing. Then he would have caned her before proceeding.
Little steps backward like this one for Anna represented a normal and entirely healthy part of the breaking process. Like every new bed-girl taken by a dominant man for his pleasure, Anna needed regular reminders, especially here at the very beginning, that her innate submissive desire to do her master’s will and, for example, to spread herself open on a bathroom bench to have her cunt waxed bare found a sympathetic correlation in her master’s ability to force her to do that, if he decided that he wanted to fuck a hairless cunt rather than one that still had the curly fleece that marked a girl not fully taken in hand.
Martin thought of this idea sometimes as the whip of the heart: the installation inside a girl like Anna of the assurance that if she covered her private charms the way Anna had covered them now, she would receive swift discipline of a nature so severe that the next time she considered disobedience she would think much better of it.
But the whip of the heart seemed to cut against the idea behind Thoroughly Trained. To cane Anna savagely now would lead to her abandoning the modesty that had caused her to hide her cunny from him. If Martin were to show Anna in his deeds as well as in his words that he treasured her modesty, he needed a different policy now, and he didn’t have time to go back to his office to confer with Charlotte and the assessment teams. He had to get creative, and he found that his growing affection for Anna as his ‘bride’ pressed him in what seemed like exactly the right direction.
“Well, darling, I think you know that I have to spank you for this disrespect, but clearly the fear of a spanking alone isn’t going to make you the obedient girl you need to be right now, or you wouldn’t be making this fuss about opening your knees and showing me the places on your body that you know belong to me now. You already know that when you have trouble obeying me, where your sweet body is concerned, I won’t hesitate to take you over my knee the way a husband should, to teach you a lesson, just as if you’d bought an expensive piece of jewelry without my permission, or had too much to drink.”
Anna’s jaw dropped, and her rapid breathing came through her mouth at this declaration. A quick glance at her little pink nipples showed them standing straight up. The success of this relatively gentle speech suddenly reminded him of something he had found rather cryptic in Charlotte’s last message.
 
As you know, the futurist team’s predictions for the New Modesty are impeded by the manipulation they’ve been observing in the energy markets. Heather, from the futurist team, messaged me to let her know she’s been watching your feed, and it occurred to her that whoever is doing the manipulation might be exactly the kind of powerful, dominant person/people who would want a Thoroughly Trained ‘bride’ like Anna. Heather thinks the way you’re managing the visual element of Anna’s modesty is strikingly akin to the delicate hand on the knob of the party or parties adjusting energy prices. Just thought I’d let you know. Heather thinks that if we float Anna on the high-end ‘net we might get a bite from that quarter that could help us learn more about this mysterious force that’s clouding the Institute’s future.
 
Reading it the first time as he got ready to return to the bathroom and wax Anna, Martin hadn’t really absorbed Heather’s meaning. Now, though, he thought he could see it: Anna’s modesty could be shored up or diminished by Martin’s words and actions, to a very fine degree. Really, they would have to stop calling this stage breaking, wouldn’t they? Adjustment seemed much more accurate.
“I could have you get over the bench, I suppose, and spank you, or put you there if I had to and hold you down while I warmed your backside for you, but that’s not convenient right now, and I don’t think it would teach the lesson as effectively as I want to teach it. The important thing that you seem to be having trouble grasping right now is that even though we haven’t been to a church or a courthouse or even a wedding chapel, you are to regard yourself as my bride, and conduct yourself accordingly. I have taken you in hand as a bridegroom takes his new wife in hand, and although I treasure your modesty as the most wonderful gift a sweet young bride like you could give, you have given it to me, and I own it now.”
Anna held the inside of her cheek in her teeth now. Her hands trembled. “Please, sir,” she whispered.
“You don’t even know what you’re asking for when you say please, do you, Anna?” Martin asked softly, stepping to the wax pot where the wax now had reached the perfect temperature, and stirring with the paddle. He fixed his attention on the pot for a moment, knowing that Anna would gather that he had no intention of interrupting the process of preparing her cunt for a good, hard, bridal fucking.
“No,” she conceded in the same whisper to Martin’s back.
“If I want your sweet, virginal cunny bare for me, I need you to hold yourself in the right position, don’t I?” He turned back to her, some of the wax on the paddle, ready to apply to the place where she had cut her curls away.
“Yes, sir.” Her eyes looked into his, fearful at the admission she had made.
“And do I or don’t I deserve to deflower a bride who looks the way I want her to look, in the place where I put my manhood, both today and from now on, whenever I want?”
“Please… sir, when I…”
Martin turned and put the paddle back in the wax, because it had cooled, and put a little exasperation in his tone as he said, “You’re going to ask me about what will happen when you’re allowed to go out in public again, aren’t you?”
The startled look on her face showed that he had anticipated her thoughts exactly, and that she had not expected him to know that the reason she still held her hands over her privates was her worry that he might want to make a display of her submission, in public. The information that her defloration would be watched by friends of Martin’s, together with the command to hold herself open for the waxing, had created a jumble of submission and repression that naturally led her to wonder about how this would change the Anna she presented to the world.
Here, Martin would resolve her backward step and get her progressing again. “You’ve lost the privilege of wearing panties for today, Anna. We’ll be going out to lunch and to a matinee today, and you’ll do it in a skirt with no panties or tights. You’ll wear a garter belt and stockings, and your bare cunny will be on display, if I decide to lift your skirt to show someone the place I’m going to put my cock, after the show. Hopefully that will cure this disobedience for good. If you would like to wear panties tomorrow, raise your knees and spread them for me right now.”



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
Anna took a deep, sobbing breath through her nose and raised her knees, grabbing them convulsively with her hands and closing her eyes tightly so that she wouldn’t see her cunny as the upturning of her legs brought it—and, she imagined, even the little flower between her stretched-apart bottom-cheeks—into view. She even managed to block out the warmth of the wax, and the feeling of the first cloth strip, and she only gave a little yelp when Martin ripped the cloth, with the hair, away in what felt like a sharp, expert fashion.
Still she kept her eyes closed, but now she had a terrible dilemma, because on the backs of her tight-shut eyelids she saw the scene, at the matinee, in the lobby, with all the people at intermission.
Anna loved shows: plays, musicals, operas, concerts, revues, anything. They always seemed to take her away, out of the life which she had to spend every day pretending hadn’t boxed her in at the age of twenty. She loved the lobby at intermission, because you didn’t have to talk, you could just watch other people look up at the beautiful decorations that so many theaters still had.
She loved matinees, because you could have a nice lunch, go see it, and then you had the whole evening to yourself to think about the show. If she went with Violet, they would usually go window shopping and have coffee until they were good and hungry, and then they would have a cheap, filling dinner, still talking about the show.
Martin had seen all the matinee tickets in her profile, she realized. That should make her feel paranoid, she supposed, but instead it made her feel cared for—taken in hand. Who cared if her ‘husband’ had a corporation doing data analysis to tell him that Anna liked matinees? He would take her to lunch and a matinee! Today, before any of the… other stuff.
With no panties. With a bare cunny. Under threat of having my skirt lifted in the beautiful lobby, so that discerning gentlemen, nicely dressed for the theater, can get a good look at my bareness, and wink at Martin to congratulate him on acquiring such a pretty cunt and preparing it so well for defloration.
Defloration to which, apparently, friends will be invited, to observe how decisively my bridegroom bends me over the bed, still in my garter belt, and spanks me for my disobedience before he puts his cock at the cringing pink slit of my virginal pussy, and pushes in with that same manly grunt he made when I had to take his penis in my mouth. Anna Greenway, bare-cunted wanton bride, screaming as she takes in her pussy what she has earned, what she deserves, what she needs: her master’s big, hard cock. Her face turned down, away from the observers who comment admiringly on Martin’s technique, on how strenuously he rides the girl who must look only at the bedspread as her bridegroom takes his rightful place inside her cunt.
She couldn’t bear it; couldn’t bear to see, so clearly behind her closed eyelids, how much she wanted that terrible, degrading scene. Anna opened her eyes to see Martin finishing up the waxing by taking away the last of the furry yellow hair that had grown so sparsely and embarrassingly around her anus.
His gaze fixed itself on his task, and he had a look of concentration on his face that seemed to Anna terribly endearing, and terribly shameful: he wanted to take good care of her, and make sure it didn’t hurt too much when he did what he needed to do. But he needed to do that because he claimed the right of making Anna look, between her legs and bottom-cheeks, the way he liked a girl to look when he anticipated taking her maidenhead and opening her there forever.
After today, Anna would never be a virgin again. She would be a girl who had sex. Who had sex with a man who hadn’t married her, no matter how persuasive Martin was about her need for some status beyond marriage and for a life different from that traditional married one. Martin was going to get the milk for free today, bending Anna over and having his masculine way in the pussy he had just finished preparing for sex.
The competent, masterful look on his face made her moan softly, because the fantasies she no longer seemed able to hold at bay for a single moment had sent the warmth once again to her cunny, and her clitoris began to ache. She tried holding her knees more tightly, spreading herself more fully, in hope that concentrating on that would drive the excitement away and the lewd mental pictures along with them, but the renewed tension in her legs just made her moan again, louder.
Martin’s eyes went to hers, saw that she looked back at him. He smiled. “I’m all done, darling,” he said gently. “You’re ready for your wedding night.”
Anna emitted a little sob. Oh, no. Her wedding night: always, her wedding night. In the days of Sade, and the books, the vaguest of images—a white gown on the floor; a girl in a bed, with a man standing over her, looking down with a smile, yes, but a smile of… of mastery, like Martin’s smile. The man saying, “I know you’ve been very naughty, Anna, and we have to get this marriage started right. I’m a man with very specific tastes, and you need to learn what I like to do with naughty girls as soon as I can teach you. Our honeymoon is going to be very different from what you were expecting, I’m afraid.”
Specific tastes. Very different. First, on the wedding night, the terrible things a man can do when he has a girl in his power. Pleasures he can take in the degradation of his young bride. Ways he can enjoy her. Then, on the honeymoon, the others. Other men, other women. Their power over the young bride. The lascivious things they demand of her. The young bride, bound. Whipped. Used by as many men and women as her husband chooses.
Could Martin see all these things, inside her mind, as she kept her knees spread? She felt the heat rush to her face, and she started to lower her legs, but he said, “No, darling. You’re going to look at yourself in the mirror, first.”
That was when she realized he was holding the kind of mirror hairdressers use, to hold behind your head so you can see the back of your new hairstyle.
“No, please, sir,” she pleaded, looking into his eyes and trying with every ounce of her will not to lower her gaze to where she could see that he had positioned the mirror perfectly already.
“Anna, how will you understand how important it is to me to have you bare down here, if you don’t get a good look at how pretty your cunny and anus look without their fur? You have the sweetest little cunt, and I want you to be proud that your master finds you so attractive, in the places that are most important to me.”
Exquisite degradation: so beautifully spoken, in Martin’s cultured voice, and so terribly arousing that she couldn’t resist. He would spank her if she didn’t look, wouldn’t he? And she wouldn’t be allowed to wear panties tomorrow. She had to look, even though you were never supposed to look at yourself in the mirror like that.
Filthy. Immodest. Shameful.
She gave a whimper at the sight of the pinkness: creamy outer lips and coral inner ones, only peeping out a very little. Tiny flower of her bottom, where nothing should ever enter, but where a strict husband had the right to punish and to take his pleasure, because the law of his desire superseded every other law.
“Look what happens when I touch your cunt, darling,” he said, reaching out casually with his right hand, the mirror held in his left. Anna felt her breath come quick and harsh as she watched and felt. The fingers in the mirror touched the girl in the mirror wickedly, arrogantly. The girl’s cunny got wet; in the mirror, Anna could see the man’s fingers had gotten very shiny. The girl had to hold her knees wide open because the man wanted to use his fingers shamefully upon her this way; to make her moan as the fingers rubbed firmly at her clitoris; to make her scream and buck against the towel-covered bench as two fingers entered her cunt and pushed in until they met the painful resistance through which the man’s cock must soon tear.
All in the mirror. In the mirror. Not… her.
She cried out and came, and in the moment of her climax she became the shameless, filthy, immodest girl in the mirror.
“There you go,” Martin murmured. “There you go, darling. Such a nice, tight little cunt. Aren’t you proud that it looks the way I want it to look?”
Not… her.
But… “Yes, sir,” she whispered. “I’m so proud. I want my cunny to look nice for when you show it to other men, and when you… when you…”
She looked desperately into Martin’s eyes, trying to learn from them whether she should say the terrible world that began with F that she had never said. He had made her say cunny, yes, but that was different, because it was like a modest little version of the worst word, and it was a part of her. It seemed different, anyway. But the F-word meant a girl needed spanking. At the colleges that used the New Modesty guidelines, one of the things girls got paddled for was saying the F-word. Anna had seen it on a news video, when the first colleges pledged to work with the government and its corporate partners. There had even been a picture of the regulation paddle, made of clear plastic with holes cut into it, to be used over the panties, on girls who said bad words.
Martin’s gentle smile didn’t change. “Say have, Anna. You’re right to hesitate. Someday I may have you say naughty words, but for now it’s a very important sign of your modesty that you say have instead of fuck.”
The sound of the F-word, which seemed to come out of Martin’s cultured mouth with an elegant sound that Anna hadn’t ever suspected that word could achieve, renewed her blush.
“What were you saying, then, darling? You may lower your knees now that you’ve come.” He put the mirror back on the counter, next to the sink, then turned back to her.
But Anna didn’t lower her knees. Instead, she whispered, as if in a trance, “I want my cunny to look nice when you have me, sir.” Still she didn’t lower her knees. She felt shameless. This was what it was like to feel shameless, wasn’t it? To want to show a man your cunt. To want to tell him to fuck it. To be the girl in the mirror.
She closed her eyes, though, as she whispered the shameful things that seemed to flood from her heart, and from lower regions. “Is my cunny pretty? Does it look tight? Will it give your cock as much pleasure as it should?” Then, helplessly, Anna moved her hands from her knees down to her thighs, and reached her fingers around, feeling the softness of the skin and the lingering soreness of the welts from the strap. The combination made the warmth flow back instantly, and the wetness to begin again. Lewdly she opened her cunt to him, hardly believing she did it.
“Lower your knees at once, Anna,” Martin said in a very different voice. Her eyes flew open, and saw that his smile had vanished.
Anna took her hands off her knees, and let them drop until her feet came to rest on the floor again, but she hardly noticed the movements of her body because her eyes, very wide, were so captured by her master’s.
“You need to learn what’s appropriate and what isn’t, young lady,” he said. “When I tell you to do something sexual, that’s my right as your master, and you are permitted to enjoy it. But what you just did was immodest, and I have to punish you for it. Get up and go to your room, and lie on your bed, with your pillow under your hips. I’m going to whip you as you deserve for that shameless display.”



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
 
Again she had taken him by surprise, but again Martin knew exactly what she needed. It had required every bit of self-control he had at his disposal not to drop his pants right there in the bathroom and give Anna’s cunt what it deserved, atop the bench, his cock gripped snugly in her virginal tightness, pounding hard while she cried out in regret for the shameless display that had brought on her maidenhead’s ruin. He could turn her over and take her from behind later; to make her keep her knees up and open, giving him the fairest prospect for hard fucking he had ever seen, would provide dominant pleasure so great that his arousal at the thought nearly overcame his judgment.
But just as only a few minutes before, when Anna had covered up the pretty pink pout between her thighs, she had craved his guidance, so now when she wantonly gave Martin the enticing glimpse of the secret depths where he would soon thrust his hardness, she needed to have her modesty given back to her. Stern, bare-bottom punishment was the only way. Martin found himself dropping easily into an old, old patriarchal role that didn’t truly represent his opinions about the relation of the sexes but would serve Anna’s training very well: girls who showed even their husbands such a lascivious sight, without permission, needed the family strap to keep them in line.
When they went out to lunch, Anna would sit on a backside that reminded her that she must behave like a lady—like a demure young bride. Her cunt might be bare, as her husband required, and she might not be permitted panties, but dressed to the nines, with a lacy garter belt under the white dress that would soon be sent up from a boutique downstairs on Newbury Street, she would show the world what a good girl looked like, on the arm of a powerful man who knew how to take her in hand, even if that meant whipping her bare bottom over her bed before they went out.
He turned and left the bathroom as she wailed, “Sir, please! Not the strap, please! I’m so sorry! I’ll never do it… I’ll never…”
But Martin walked resolutely to his office.
A message from Charlotte waited on his screen.
 
Serious bite on Anna’s contract that Heather thinks is from an energy manipulator. Arranging for him to meet Anna on Saint-Stephane. The no-panties discipline was brilliant. Will send him feed of wedding night.
 
In Anna’s room, five minutes later, when he arrived with the punishment strap, he found her in position over the pillow, looking back at him with a tear-stained face. She had gathered her hair back into a ponytail, but he could tell how distracted she had been while making it, since her hair still looked quite disheveled.
“I’m sorry, sir,” she said. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t whip me. I don’t know what’s wrong with me! I knew I shouldn’t touch myself like that, or keep my knees open when you told me I was allowed to put them down, but I thought… I thought you’d like it, I guess?” She sniffed away a tear. “You said I looked pretty, and I thought you’d want to see… um… even more of me? Down there?”
Martin held the strap in his right hand and tapped it against his left. Anna winced at the sound.
“I know what’s wrong with you, darling,” he said, sternly but not angrily. “And it’s not truly wrong. It’s your natural womanly affection, and your natural womanly desire, coming out at last. I certainly do want to see very much more of your little cunny. I’m going to see much more of it today, and enjoy it as well, when I claim it for my own with my cock. But you need to learn that your modesty doesn’t come to an end when your innocence does. You know now what it feels like to want sex: that was something you never let yourself feel, or know about, before. You know what it feels like to want to worship my cock, and even what it feels like to want a man to bend you over and fuck you hard.”
“Oh, God,” Anna whispered, the sweet crease appearing very deeply between her eyebrows.
“You’ve had a man’s penis in your mouth, now, and soon you will have a man’s penis in your vagina and your anus. Your life is different now from what it was yesterday, before I took you in hand and taught you to worship my penis. To make yourself happy, and to make your master happy, now that a man has begun to have sex with you, you must learn to let your master decide about your vagina: whether I want to bare it, or touch it, or put my cock inside it, those are my decisions to make, because my girl is a modest girl, and even though she loves to serve my cock she knows she must not show that craving unless I tell her she may. That’s why I have to whip you now, so that you understand that I won’t tolerate displays like the one you made. Your punished bottom will remind you, all day and most of all as you lose your virginity in a few hours, how great a treasure your modesty will always be to your master.”
In her eyes he saw understanding. She swallowed hard. He thought he could see, racing through her mind, just the idea he had hoped to put there: traditional brides didn’t have welts from the punishment strap across their bottoms when their husbands enjoyed them for the first time. Anna would be different, in this respect as in so many others.
“Six lashes, Anna,” he said, advancing to the bed. “Prepare yourself. Get on your elbows and push this up.” He tapped the sweet little globes that swelled out so pertly from her thighs. Happily, the welts from the previous night had nearly vanished.
With a sob she obeyed, and rounded out her backside even more fully. Martin tapped with the strap again, and then Anna whispered, “Oh, no.”
A less skilled dominant might not have understood, but Martin knew precisely what had just happened in Anna’s mind: the little piece of her perspective that had flipped over, under the influence of the warmth and wetness flowing to her cunt. To push up her bottom that way served as a precise analogue for the sort of behavior about which Martin had just lectured her, and would now whip her.
On the bench in the bathroom Anna had opened herself in a shameless display, presenting her little cunny for fucking. That sort of show in fact represented exactly the kind of thing Martin might himself require of her, to illustrate how thoroughly her body belonged to him, and to teach her not to try to hide even her most private parts from his eyes. To do it on her own, however, even if she thought she did it for him, claimed back something Martin wanted to keep in his possession.
Now, instead of opening her cunt of her own free will, for sex, Anna must raise her bottom because Martin commanded it, for punishment. Her oh, no meant that she had realized that fact, and that it had aroused her greatly.
Martin raised the strap and brought it down sharply. Anna screamed and squirmed from the very beginning of the whipping, shamelessly wriggling her backside and clenching her bottom-cheeks to try to ease the pain from the strap. Between her thighs, Martin had a cock-stiffening view of her pouting cunt-lips that he didn’t mind at all, and instead of reprimanding her for moving her rear end over the pillow, Martin simply kept bringing the strap down harder, to show her that when a husband put a wife over the bed that way, her protests and attempts to escape would get her nowhere.
After the third lash, though, Anna turned on her side, and Martin had to rearrange her over the pillow, after giving her a welt across the flank. “That one doesn’t count, darling,” he said patiently as he guided her back into position, his hands on her naked hips. “You must learn to accept the strap as your guide to a happier life. Your master knows when you need bedroom discipline, and he won’t hesitate to give it to you.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna sobbed. When she pushed up her bottom again, he could see the sheen on her sweet private lips, and the scent of her arousal hung enticingly in the air.
She remained in position for her final three lashes, though her little bottom bounded delightfully at each one, as she cried out to match the sharp crack of the leather on the tender flesh of her taut rear cheeks. Thoughts of having her anally, of holding those pale hips tightly and surging into the tiny flower concealed between the sweet peaches he was whipping, filled Martin’s mind and made his cock so hard he again had to fight the urge to fuck her right then and there.
“Most traditional husbands,” he said after the third lash, “enjoy their wives after bedroom discipline.” Anna lay with her face in the covers and her shoulders heaving. Her ragged breaths told him everything he needed to know about her arousal. “It’s a husband’s traditional right, of course, to have sex with his wife whenever he wants, and whipping his wife arouses a man very extremely. Soon enough, you’ll know what that’s like, because I plan to have sex with you after I punish you, once I’ve claimed you between your legs.” Martin put the strap down on Anna’s back, and she greeted the sensation with a highly ambiguous whimper.
“Many husbands like to have anal sex after punishment, too, to provide their wives with an extra bit of discipline in their rear ends. Once I’ve opened your bottom and started to break you in back here…” He laid his left hand on her bottom decisively and worked his middle finger in, despite her cry of alarm and her attempt to wriggle away up the bed. “Hold still, Anna,” he said, and touched her there, on the wrinkly dimple of her anus.
“As I was saying, once I’ve started to train you here, I’ll usually have anal sex with you after a punishment. For now, you’re going to have my finger inside, as a first step.”
“What?” she cried, then, twisting her head frantically so that her ponytail threshed from side to side.
When Martin responded only by pressing with that middle finger against the resistance of her tight ring, though, Anna stilled her body and bowed her head, and, with a tiny sob, received her master’s finger in her most shameful place.
“Do you understand?” Martin asked quietly, then, moving his finger gently in and out of her deliciously tight bottom-hole. “Do you understand why you will have my cock here, after I discipline you?”
“Yes, sir,” Anna whimpered.
Martin pulled his finger out. “Alright, darling. You will stay here like this for five minutes. The clothes you’ll wear for our date are in the closet. You may rub your bottom, but you may not, of course, touch your cunny. That will be very difficult, I know, though perhaps you don’t, yet. Please do your best to respect your master’s rights; I don’t want to have to punish you again so soon after what I just gave you.”
“Yes, sir.” Turning her cheek to the covers and looking up at him with what seemed a mixture of penitence and alarm, she put her hands behind her and began to rub.
“Oh,” she said. “Oh.”
“Do you see what I mean?” Martin asked drily. He watched with an iron-hard cock as his bed-girl rubbed and squeezed, parting the cheeks to show him yet another alluring glimpse of the delights that awaited him.
“Yes, sir.” Anna’s voice sounded strained and distant, as if she could barely keep herself from moaning.
“Alright. I’ll tell you when the five minutes are up and you should get dressed. I’m going to go to my office and check my mail.”



Chapter Twenty-Five
 
 
Those five minutes represented an agony of arousal unlike anything Anna had felt, even tied to the chair the previous evening. She didn’t know whether to keep rubbing her bottom, because at least it gave her some gratification to do that despite the embarrassing fact that she must be making an enormous wet spot on the nice comforter, or to stop in hope that the ache between her legs might fade.
The whipping had hurt so much, and the welts that she traced, whimpering at her own touch, with her fingertips, stung terribly, but even the pain now seemed to make her cunny crave those fingertips, or Martin’s knowing fingers, or the thing Anna now thought she couldn’t bear to go without for another minute, let alone several wanton hours—her master’s cock. She hadn’t seen it in hours, had she? Shouldn’t she be sucking it right now, to show him she had learned her lesson? Shouldn’t she be pleasuring him, on her knees, until he finally told her to get up and put her palms flat on the bed, to plant her feet far apart and present her bottom with arched back, for the time had come for him to truly be inside her?
And he had put his finger inside her bottom, now. She had been a bad girl, showing her cunny that way without being told, and now she had learned a lesson not just from the strap that rested on the small of her back like a reminder of the possibility that Martin might whip her again any time, if she were naughty, but also and more important from his middle finger, in the place where good girls didn’t let anything push inside. Bad girls, however, got their husbands fingers inside their bottoms, teaching them about a husband’s rights and the things he could and would require of his naughty bride.
A naughty bride didn’t just have the cock in her cunny after her whipping to remind her of her subservience and to ease her husband’s natural arousal in giving her the discipline she needed. No, a naughty bride had forfeited the privilege of denying her bridegroom his darkest desires. A naughty bride had her anus prepared—perhaps even had to prepare her own anus, with a special little bottle her husband made her keep in her top dresser drawer—and then her husband entered her bottom and filled her much too full of his manhood.
The naughty bride cried out, over and over, as her stern bridegroom fucked her bottom. He said things like, “Are you learning your lesson, Anna? Do you understand, now? Do you understand what happens to bad girls?”
And she said, “Yes, sir. I’m sorry, sir.” And she hoped that her bottom felt good to her master’s cock, and that he might make her play with herself in front of him afterwards if she opened her bottom obediently.
Anna had begun to rub harder and harder, more and more frantically, kneading and squeezing her punished bottom. The punishment strap, the strap for bedroom discipline, began to slide off her back, and she tried to keep her movements small, terrified she might be punished if it fell off.
She heard helpless little keening sounds coming from her throat, for rubbing her behind did communicate some friction in front. Though she feared that the lovely, soothing feeling between her thighs must mean she was forbidden to rub so hard and would be whipped again, she couldn’t stop. She held her bottom tightly; she parted the little cheeks lewdly. She closed her eyes and imagined Martin in the doorway watching as his bed-girl, only doing what he had commanded but doing it in the filthiest, most immodest way, showed him the tiny ring into which he had put the finger that burned and itched as it moved wickedly in and out.
“It’s a pretty little anus, darling,” he said from only a few feet behind her and above her. His voice startled Anna so thoroughly that her hands flew down to her sides and she felt the terrible heat of yet another blush in her cheeks. She opened her eyes and saw that he had indeed returned, had indeed watched from the doorway as she made yet another shameless display.
He closed the two paces that divided him from the bed where he had whipped her, and took the strap from her back. “My cock will change you a bit, there, after I have your bottom regularly for a few weeks, but your little flower will never really lose that prettiness. Go ahead and get up now, and put on your lingerie and your dress. We have a lunch reservation in the theater district in half an hour.”
 
* * *
 
The white dress and the white lingerie had clearly cost a fortune. Anna had never worn anything so elegant or fashionable in her life. She wished she could enjoy them the blasé way she had always imagined really wealthy people enjoyed their clothes, as a kind of symbol of their achievements. For Anna, though, these clothes, in their color and above all in the lingerie’s style, conveyed something entirely different.
She had never supposed she would put on a garter belt at all, ever, let alone without panties. As she pulled it on, and the white nylons afterward, she worried for a few moments that Martin would come and make her look at herself in the mirror, because she didn’t think she could bear to see, but then to her dismay she realized he didn’t need to do that, because she couldn’t help imagining what she would see, if he did.
How could this little garment, meant to hold up old-fashioned stockings, be so shameful? She had put it on herself, and the feeling of being delicately enclosed by lace, of the suspenders reaching down tautly to the stockings, resulted from the work of her own hands. Why, then, did it feel like her master had adorned her with the lacy thing, and with the stockings, to frame the places, front and back, he would claim and keep for his own pleasure? To bind them and display them, so that when he raised the hem of the simple, beautiful dress that came only to Anna’s knees, he would see everything a bridegroom liked to see, no matter how modest a girl the bride’s mother had raised?
No panties. Under an elegant dress, the tender cleft of her newly bared cunny wickedly visible, because the bride had lost her panty privileges. Visible, and accessible, to her master’s hands and to his cock. He could spank her on the bare in a limousine, or in a bathroom, just by raising her dress and bending her over. Or, if he wanted to see the marks he had made with his strap, he need not pull down any impeding garment to view his correctional handiwork.
A girl in a lacy white bra, to match her garter belt, and to enclose her firm little breasts and offer them to the man who had bought the bra. He would surely exercise his right to pull the little mounds out of their lovely cups. He would surely play with the nipples that stiffened at the very thought of his touch upon the inexperienced charms he had adorned for his pleasure. If he could take a modest girl’s panties away and make her go out fearing that a gust of wind might show the world that the man at her side had seen fit also to remove the curls from this girl’s wicked, burning cunny, surely he could and would fondle her breasts any time he wanted.
When she had gotten into the dress, Martin came up behind her to help with the zipper. “You look stunning, Anna,” he said softly. “I’m sorry we don’t have time for you to get your hair done, but I promise that you may go to the salon Monday.”
Anna felt her face get pink. She had never gone regularly to a real salon—only for weddings and formal stuff—but the feeling of being taken care of that way, of getting ready, had always thrilled her even as it always left her wondering what it would be like really to get ready for her own wedding.
“For now, just put it in a ponytail. I’ve put a ribbon on your dresser.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna breathed, and tried to get away toward the dresser, not because she wanted to fix her hair but because she had just realized that she and Martin stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door of her room, and she had seen the right hand that had just raised the zipper on the back of her dress begin to move downward.
“Shh,” Martin said. “Look at yourself for a moment, darling.”
“Please, sir,” Anna whispered. “Please don’t make me look.”
“You know you must, Anna. Not only because I will punish you if you don’t, but because you want to. Your cunt is on fire right now at the thought.”
He knew everything. Everything. How could he know that, unless he knew everything? Instinctively she did move, but she moved to push herself up against Martin. She needed desperately to feel how tall he was, and how strong, and how hard his muscles were. She almost tried to move her poor punished backside against his hips to see if she could feel the hardness between his thighs and match it with the wetness between her own. But suddenly she realized that that would be immodest, and stopped herself, content to feel his chest against her upper back and her ribs. She heard a tiny whimper come from her chest.
She saw him smile in the mirror. He wore nearly the same thing he had worn the night before: dark blazer and slacks, but this blazer had the subtle, inexpressibly elegant sheen of raw silk, and his shirt had a red pinstripe that seemed to Anna somehow to bring out the firm set of his jaw and the slight wave in his short hair. His dark eyes seemed to burn into hers, reflected in the glass.
His hand kept reaching down, and Anna knew that, yes, she must watch it, because she couldn’t stop watching it. His fingers grasped the hem of the dress and lifted it, very slowly. Anna’s breath came quicker and harsher from her nostrils as she saw the tops of the sheer white stockings, then the creamy skin of her upper thighs, laid bare, held by the ruffled suspender straps.
Then she couldn’t suppress a tiny gasp at the sight of the V, the creases that seemed to tell the observer that something naughty lay at their vertex, and the little furrow of her cunny, so innocently bare, indicating the place where a bride must learn her most difficult lesson. No panties for Anna. Anna must learn to behave herself for her master, must learn to give him pleasure.
No panties for Anna, because Anna’s master liked a girl’s cunny to be available, framed in a garter belt, suspenders, and stockings. Anna’s master liked to fuck girls, and he would fuck Anna, too.
“Oh, God,” she whispered. “Sir… please…”
“You want me to do it now, don’t you, darling?” Martin asked softly.
“Yes, sir.” Oh, thank goodness, she hadn’t had to say it. He knew everything.
“You want me to fuck that sweet, bare cunny—bend you over the bed and thrust in hard, my hips against your whipped bottom and my cock making a woman of you.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna gasped.
“You’re a very good girl, Anna, to want your master to take his pleasure that way, despite your modesty, but you still must learn how much greater the pleasure is for you when I enjoy you entirely according to my own inclination. I do want to fuck you, Anna. That cunt is the most fuckable little treasure I’ve had at my command in quite a while.”
Anna felt her brow pucker, and she gave a little sob of degradation and arousal so thoroughly mixed that she thought she could never pull them apart.
“But I want to take my time, and fuck you at leisure. And I think you’ll like the restaurant and the play.” He let her dress drop, to cover the wicked sight in the mirror, and suddenly Anna looked modest again, just like that.



Chapter Twenty-Six
 
 
Martin could tell that Anna did like the restaurant very much. Traditional French cuisine and dark oak paneling: he saw in her eyes that she understood the allusion to Sade, and that made him smile, echoing the contented expression on her face that he imagined she didn’t even know she wore.
After they were ensconced side by side on a banquette, Martin ordered onion soup and cassoulet for both of them, and wasted no time in reaching under the table to put his left hand under Anna’s dress, between her thighs, while he stroked her cheek with the backs of the fingers of his right hand.
“You must sit right on the banquette, darling,” he said. “It’s a sort of tradition for concubines. And don’t cross your legs—it’s forbidden.”
Anna looked about wildly, but Martin had arranged things so that for this first time she would submit in public without any actual witnesses. The restaurant was nearly empty and he had requested his favorite table at which to play with a submissive, in the rear corner.
“Pull your dress up,” Martin reiterated. “Your bottom right on the seat, to remind you.”
He felt the lovely warmth flow into her naked cunny, at the thought of all things of which it would remind her to sit that way.
“Tradition?” she asked weakly, her hands still grasping the table.
“Do as I’ve said, Anna,” he replied, softly but sternly. “If you’re a good girl for me, I’ll answer your question.”
He looked deeply into her eyes, and watched only in his peripheral vision as she obeyed, returning his gaze with her adorable, helplessly aroused face, because down below, unseen beneath the table and under the elegant rayon blend of her beautiful dress, Martin was rubbing her clit firmly and urgently with his two middle fingers, until he thought she might pass out with the rapidity of her breathing and the obvious shame of having her bare, punished bottom on the faux leather of the banquette.
“Sir, the waiter,” she whispered raggedly. “The waiter’s coming.”
At the very last possible moment, he turned to look, keeping his hand between his bed-girl’s thighs, invisible of course but still, he knew, to Anna somehow entirely obvious to the waiter, and watched the soupe a l’oignon take its place before them. Then, reluctantly, when the waiter had departed, he withdrew his hand and presented his fingertips to Anna’s lips.
“No… oh, please, sir. It’s so…”
“Who gets to make a modest girl do a shameful thing, Anna?”
“Her master,” she whispered, then opened her mouth and tasted her cunt for the first time.
“There,” he said. “Good girl. See? When it’s time to kiss another girl between her legs, it will taste very much like that.”
Anna looked down at her soup, putting her hands on the table.
“Anna,” Martin said softly, wiping his hand on his napkin, then picking up his spoon and beginning to break through the gruyere atop the soup, “isn’t it nice to know you don’t have a choice?”
“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “But… it’s still so…”
“Shameful?” Martin said, and she nodded. “Let me tell you what I meant about a tradition.”
Through the rest of lunch, and on their walk to the theater to see As You Like It—which greatly surprised and delighted Anna, who Martin knew from her data profile to be a Shakespeare lover—Martin told her about the traditions of the Institute. At intermission, he didn’t even threaten to raise her skirt. Nor did he require her to sit on the theater seat on her bare bottom, though he supposed the seats had cost enough to guarantee their cleanliness.
After the play, watching the girl he couldn’t help thinking of more and more as his bride drink her first cocktail, he told her of the even grander traditions that lay behind the Institute, stretching as far back as the ancient days, lost in the mists of time, when certain men had discovered that certain women responded well to discipline and the loving application of force in erotic matters. He delivered all this information in the most refined terms, though for their after-theater cocktails he had chosen an elegant bar where he could once again sit side-by-side with Anna in a corner, his hand between her thighs and the heat from her face almost as palpable as the fiery warmth of her cunt on his fingers.
He kissed her from time to time as he spoke to her, and she put up her face to his obediently and respectfully, but not—Martin observed to his delight—shamelessly. He had caught her in what seemed a perpetual blush: she had lost herself in the role she had always wanted, which he had given her the chance to play in a fashion she never could in the conventional world she had expected to join. The Shakespeare had helped, of course, but Martin credited himself with tuning her modesty to so exquisite a pitch that when he spoke softly of the pleasures of the Roman Emperor Tiberius, while delicately fingering his sweet young bride’s bare cunny, she looked into his eyes with a troubled gaze that begged him both to stop and to take her to the bathroom to deflower her without delay.
“And at the Institute,” she asked in a quavery voice, “the girls all want to be there?”
“As I told you, darling, they’re all like you, though the majority of them arrive with more knowledge of their need to submit to a man than you had yesterday morning. In the old days, before the government passed the corporate acts and before our ability to analyze biometrics got as powerful as it is now, girls in your position, who could understand their need to serve a man but who couldn’t let themselves do it consensually, would be hypnotized to forget they had signed a contract, and then captured and brought to the Institute.”
“But I couldn’t… I wouldn’t even have admitted it to myself,” Anna said, drawing a sharp breath through her nose and compressing her lips into a tight line as Martin made a firm circle around her clit. “I don’t want to, even now.”
“Which is why you need me, darling,” Martin said with a little smile. “You need a man who will put his hand between your thighs in a bar whether you can admit to wanting it or not. You need a man you can trust to make you submit without fear that he will harm you.”
“But… but, sir, you punish me!” She kept her voice very low, but there was great urgency in her tone.
“Of course I do,” he replied matter-of-factly. “When you need it, and when I want to make sure you understand your role in my house: how I have taken you in hand for your own good, to teach you to please me and those to whom I will give you. And simply because it gives me pleasure to punish you.” Her eyes went wider than he thought he had ever see them open at this baldest of formulations. “And that, darling, is at the heart of these traditions I am telling you about today: they are habits and rites by which a man enjoys his mastery over a girl like you, who needs that mastery like she needs to breathe.”
He kissed her, and drove two fingers inside, up to the tight place where her maidenhead impeded him. Anna’s body seemed to melt back against the seat, as Martin tasted the gin of the perfect martini he had told her she must drink as her very first real cocktail. His cock grew harder and harder as he savored this wonderful moment, as perfect as the martini, in which he could delight in his beautiful bride’s submission, minutes now from the moment when at last his cock would be where his fingers now mastered her, and he could thrust with abandon as she cried out for her lost virginity.
He kissed her until he thought she really might faint, then broke their lips’ contact but kept his face very close to hers. “Do you need my mastery that way?” he asked. “Do you need it as much as you need to breathe?”
Anna gave a little sob, her face a mask of woe and arousal. Then she closed her eyes and whispered, “More.”
“Then I’m going to tell you what’s going to happen now.”
Her eyes flew open, went wide again. “What? I mean, I didn’t…”
“I know,” Martin said gently. “I know you want to take it back. That’s alright. Remember what I said in the restaurant, before the play?”
He could see in her eyes that she knew precisely what he referred to, but didn’t want to recall it to her mind. “I think so?” she said.
“I asked if you thought it’s nice not to have a choice.”
She nodded, her brow furrowed.
“Let me remind you, then, that you don’t have a choice, darling. I’m going to take you back to my apartment, and you’re going to become a woman there. Your wedding night has begun, and it won’t end until I have found my pleasure several times in your young cunt.”
He had used no profanity for several hours by that point, and his return to it made Anna gasp and look around wildly to see if anyone had overheard.
“It’s time, Anna. You must make up your mind to submit to my will, no matter how shameful my requirements. I do not wish to have to tie you in place for my pleasures, but I can do so, and I certainly will, if you do not submit.”
In her face he saw that the threat of bondage, which had seemed to her so outlandish the day before that she had barely reacted when he made it the first time, now had extraordinary traction over Anna’s imagination. She had definitely pictured the scene as he had uttered the terrible phrases: herself bound to the bed, bottom up and face down, used by the cock over and over, until night had turned to morning and her virginity had become a distant memory, then whipped for her disobedience as an afterthought. The reluctant bride, given her just reward.
“Yes, sir,” she whispered. Another shadow flitted across her face then, and she seemed on the verge of speaking.
“You’re thinking about what I said, about inviting friends to come watch me have you for the first time.”
“Yes, sir.”
“My apartment is fitted with many concealed cameras,” he said.
Anna took a gasping breath.
“Yes, darling, it means that everything you have done, including in the bathroom, has been recorded, for analysis by the Institute and for promotional purposes in selling your contract to a wealthy man. When I have you in my bed, you will know that your submission to me will have an appreciative audience.”
“No, I…” Martin watched the shame fight against the arousal, and begin to win.
“Do you have a choice, Anna?” He emphasized the words with a tender caress down below, so that a little whimper came from her throat.
“No, sir,” she said. “No, I don’t.”
Martin leaned his face in closer. He kissed her ear, and dropped his voice until he could barely hear it himself. With his fingers inside her, he moved in a slow rhythm as he spoke. Anna breathed in and out through her nose, very rapidly, as if at the lewdness of his words and the wickedness of his actions. “No, you don’t. I am going to fuck this little cunt until you beg me to come, then, when I come, beg me to fuck you again because you can’t stand not to have me inside you.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna whispered.
Martin went on in the same tone, prolonging the delightful lesson. “A modest young bride like you needs her new husband to be forceful, Anna. I know you understand that. She has never thought about what happens on a wedding night, because modesty forbids it. Her bridegroom has no choice, then, does he? If he is the sort of man who knows what he wants from a pretty girl—the sort of man for example who likes to fuck pretty girls with other people watching, who likes to share a pretty girl sometimes, who likes to make a pretty girl play with another pretty girl, that sort of thing—won’t he make it clear to his young wife that she must expect her wedding night to be a long ordeal? Won’t he make it clear that she must expect him to fuck her virgin cunny many times, to make her take his cock in her mouth over and over, even if he decides to save her sweet little bottom for later?”
Anna’s eyes were closed, and her face had turned bright red. A sheen of perspiration stood on her forehead. She gripped the table in front of her and seemed to have gone to another universe, where all this appeared completely normal.
“Answer me, darling,” Martin said, in a louder voice, drawing his hand back and out from under Anna’s dress and the table, presenting it to her mouth and watching with satisfaction as she licked her arousal off his fingers with only a moment’s hesitation and with eyes still closed.
Softly, she did, around the tender suckling. “Yes, sir. He would have no choice, sir.”



Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
 
Anna preceded Martin into his apartment still wrapped in the spell he had somehow cast upon her. No choice. No choice. Yes, of course: Anna Greenway had no choice at all.
She must have her fucking now. She had let a man play with her clitoris and her vagina in public: under the table in the restaurant, in the dark of the theater, at the corner table of the bar. He had denied her the privilege of panties, and he had taken advantage of that fact to touch her there again and again, with lots of people around, even if no one had actually seen.
Anna had let him do it, because she had no choice.
But if she thought about why and how she had no choice…
It wasn’t because her master, her bridegroom, would whip her if she didn’t accept his hand between her thighs. It wasn’t because she craved the glamor and wealth that clearly came with a life as an Institute concubine.
Anna Greenway had no choice because, just as Martin said, over and over, she was that kind of girl.
And now, being that kind of girl, she didn’t have to think right now—about Sade, or the Institute, or anything. All she had to do was submit to a gorgeous, brilliant man whose essential kindness somehow shone through, as paradoxical as it seemed, all his apparent cruelty. Through his cruelty, because he knew that to treat Anna Greenway, his bed-girl bride, with true kindness required whipping her, spanking her, and giving her no choice when the time had come to fuck her hot, wet cunt.
“Go to the bedroom, Anna,” came his voice from behind her. “It’s time.”
It’s time. The word time. Not a dirty word, except when Martin Lourcy—master, erotic trainer, man whose punishment strap never lay very distant from Anna’s bottom—said it.
“Stand at the foot of the bed, facing the headboard, with your hands on your head. I’ll come join you in a moment. While you wait, please think about how proud you should be that men who can take you in hand just as thoroughly as I have will be spending their valuable time watching you lose your virginity. I want you to consider very seriously how you can show them the treasure of your modesty, when I come to take your dress off, bend you over, and have you there, still in your pretty lingerie.”
There. Less dirty even than time, if that were possible, and more. It could mean so many things, lovely ones and awful ones.
No choice. Anna walked forward, already thinking about the thing Martin had told her to ponder. How could she possibly show her modesty, when he did… that? When he took her clothes away, positioned her, and thrust himself inside her as she cried out with the pain and shame of a ruined maidenhead?
Why should she want to show her modesty, when her master had put her into so shameless a situation? Martin hadn’t mentioned her wishes or desires at all, had he? And yet he knew them backwards and forwards: above all he knew the reason Anna desperately wanted to be standing—as she now seemed to be, without consciously walking into Martin’s bedroom at all—at the foot of his bed with her hands on her head, stroking her hair softly with her thumbs in a tiny, vain attempt to reassure herself that it all really made perfectly good sense and feeling the treasonous, immodest wetness actually drip down onto her inner thigh to remind her that she had lost her panty privileges.
And it seemed he knew the reason she would obey his command to think hard—oh, so hard—about how she could demonstrate to him and to the other powerful people watching at his invitation that Anna had not lost her modesty and would never lose it, that even as a dominant, lustful man had his lewd way with her, using the innocent girl in the white lingerie as such a man uses a whore, she would keep her modesty intact. He knew, in fact, that once he had spoken and put the idea into her head, Anna wouldn’t be able to think of anything else.
“Are you considering what I asked you to consider?” he asked in a low voice, still of course behind her, so that just as Anna herself had said when he had asked about how a girl like Anna should be deflowered, the ‘bride’ in the white dress and the white garter belt couldn’t see the man who would now possess her. She noticed idly that he had removed the comforter and the top sheet, so that the bed was covered only in a single blue fitted sheet. For sex.
“Yes, sir,” she said, though she had to swallow first because her mouth had gone completely dry, as if the burning place between her legs had demanded every bit of moisture from the rest of her body.
Then he had come up right behind her, and he had put his hands upon her, caressing everywhere at once, it seemed to Anna. She moaned, and felt her arms begin to drop as if in an attempt to defend herself from the debauchery Martin visited upon her, her first gesture toward keeping her treasure intact.
But Martin said, “Keep your hands where they are, darling,” in a sharp voice, and Anna gave a little whimper, then obeyed.
His left hand caressed her breasts, reached into the simple, beautiful dress and took them in his palm each in turn. His cheek, over her right shoulder, rubbed against hers with a scratchiness that somehow in its sheer masculinity made the place down below her tummy contract, and send a wave of helpless arousal shooting out through her own body.
Helpless, in his arms. She had tried to lower her hands, hadn’t she? And he had forbid it in a voice that carried the threat of the punishment strap, over the pillow on her bed, if she failed to respect her bridegroom’s wishes for her body’s availability. She couldn’t bear another whipping: all through lunch, the play, and the cocktail, her bottom had stung whenever she moved. The feeling of the welts on the faux leather of the banquette had nearly made her faint from embarrassment. No panties and her dress raised so that her bare bottom rested on the seat—a tradition for concubines, that needed no explanation. A man liked his bed-girl to know that her bottom must be provided in the way he wished.
His cheek, rough with stubble, against hers, because he had stooped a little so that he could take the hem of the dress in his fingers and raise it up above her waist.
“There’s a camera in the headboard, darling,” he growled softly into her ear. “Be modest now.”
She had looked at the headboard for a few moments, she supposed, when she had first entered the room, and then she had given herself over to closed-eyed pondering of the meaning of modesty in the face of desire so titanic she thought she might simply burst into flames. Now her eyes flew open, and she saw that a little red light did indeed shine from the middle of the headboard.
Her dress held above her waist; her cunny’s pout framed in white lace and white nylon. Men and women, far away, watching her trainer expose Anna’s charms for the camera.
She cried out, and began to struggle. Yes, this was how a girl could be modest. She could struggle in her master’s arms, and have that struggle quelled absolutely.
Anna did lower her arms and try to escape his grasp, but he said, “Don’t make me get the strap, Anna,” and then, keeping the dress raised in his left hand, he began to caress her cunny. “So wet, darling,” he commented over Anna’s instant, helpless moan. “That’s alright. Even a modest girl gets wet when she knows the right kind of man has her in his power.”
With two fingers he rubbed, up and down, patiently, pressing a little at her clitoris to make her whimper at the top of each motion. Anna gave a sob of shame and arousal, and closed her eyes again so that she wouldn’t have to see the red light anymore. They had seen her struggle, and they had heard the way Martin had threatened to whip her if she didn’t let him play with her cunny for their viewing pleasure.
“That’s it,” Martin said. “Now put your arms at your sides, please. It’s time for this dress to come off.”
She felt him tug at the zipper, felt the slithery sensation of it against her back as he lowered it. She obeyed, and then Martin skillfully stripped the dress down, past the lacy bra, past her tummy, until it dropped over her knees. Naked, and more than naked in the lingerie.
Martin stepped back. “Pick up the dress and put it on the chair, please, darling. Then return to the bed and bend over with your palms flat on the sheet and your feet apart. I’m going to display your cunt for the camera that’s behind us.”
As Anna obeyed, though she tried not to look, she saw that red light, too, and then she noticed at least two more red lights in the crown molding. Had the cameras not been on the night before? Had she not seen the lights? Or could the cameras be run without those telltale lights on, unless for some reason Martin wanted a girl to see where the hidden cameras’ lenses peeked at her shame?
Of all the things that frightened Anna about knowing herself to be that kind of girl, knowing that her modesty covered a raging fire of need to be made to do the most shameful things imaginable, this wanton craving Martin had shown her inside herself to be displayed as a lewd plaything seemed to her the most terrifying. Anna Greenway wanted the world to see how wicked a little cock-whore she had become over the last twenty-four hours.
She wanted the world to see her bare, wet cunny, and congratulate Martin on his good fortune to have acquired that cunny for the pleasure of the big, hard cock he planned to put inside it, again and again, in order to give Anna Greenway the sort of wedding night a bride like her really needed: not a real, sweet, princess-ish wedding night, but a long, painful, humiliating one. A wedding night that taught her the way a man really liked to enjoy his wife—the truth that a girl like Anna really was only a bed-girl. If she wanted to wear panties, or clothes at all—if she wanted to be whipped only occasionally, rather than every day—she must get it into her pretty little head that her master’s pleasure came first, and she must learn to treat his cock with the adoring respect it deserved.
She had returned; she had bent over; she had spread her feet. Martin stood behind her and beside her, his left hand resting casually on the small of Anna’s back.
“As you can see,” he began, and Anna felt her face blaze like the sun, for he was clearly addressing the camera rather than her. “I whipped Anna today, for some shameless behavior when I waxed her cunt. When I take her virginity in a few moments, she will feel my hips against the welts and, of course, remember why she had to be punished.”
Anna felt a sob rise in her throat as Martin’s right hand caressed her well-disciplined backside, running his fingers slowly along each welt.
“You will hear Anna whimper and sob as I display her. As I’m sure you can appreciate, a modest girl like Anna would rather not show you the secrets of her body. In particular, as you can guess, she doesn’t want you to see how wet she’s gotten at the thought of her audience looking at her, as well of course at the thought of what I’m going to do with my erect penis when I deflower her. Now that she has paid such a heavy price for forgetting herself this morning, she is eager to show the strength of her sense of the proper behavior for a young lady.”



Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
 
Martin looked directly into the camera, in its hiding place in the wall behind a mesh cover that revealed itself only when Martin turned its red indicator light on, as he had turned on all the indicator lights before coming into the bedroom.
“I have taught Anna to continue to regard her modesty as a treasure, even as I have begun to master her and to train her to the cock. Observe what this special young lady does when I stimulate her clitoris and vagina, and tell her that the camera is going to zoom in nice and close to see her hymen, when I open her up to display it, so that you in the audience can verify her virginity.”
He accompanied these words with the beginnings of the action he described, delicately moving his right hand down and in, butterflying two fingers against her clit until Anna moaned, then quickly and skillfully holding her cunt open to reveal her maidenhead. As he had felt sure it would, the defiant side of her modesty welled up again, and she began to try to move away, to turn away from him and escape. But Martin wrapped his arm around her waist and continued to display the hymen he would soon rip through.
“Sir, please… I can’t!” she wailed.
Martin addressed the camera. “A wise owner of this young lady will make certain both to give her the chance to assert her modesty and to place her in no doubt that bedroom discipline will result when she takes it too far and attempts to impede her master’s will.” He took his hand from between her legs, raised it, and brought it down in a hard spank on Anna’s right cheek.
He kept spanking, as Anna cried out at the agony of her master’s firm hand over the welts from the strap, moving methodically from right to left and back. “You will obey me, Anna, and hold your position like a good girl, while I display you. Do you understand?”
He had given her six spanks, and now he stopped.
“Yes, sir,” Anna sobbed.
“Observe,” Martin said, turning back from the rosy loveliness of her bottom to the red light, “what happens in this young lady’s cunt after a spanking.” He returned his hand to her private lips and the little bud at the top, and now the wetness of her need flowed into his hand almost like the trickling of a little brook.
Anna kept saying, “Oh, no. Oh, no,” but now she couldn’t help it: she began to ride Martin’s hand as she had done the previous night, knowing how much greater it would make the pleasure.
“Yes, darling,” Martin said softly. “Yes. Ask me to fuck you, now. Ask modestly, as a young bride should.”
“Sir…” she whimpered. “Please… please be gentle with me.”
“Perfect, darling. I will be as gentle as I can, but…” The script seemed to come from somewhere deep inside Martin’s heart. As, it seemed, with everything to do with this new kind of training, Anna brought out a side of him he had never before brought to bear. “…when a man takes a girl’s maidenhead, he must have his way.”
“Yes, sir,” she said very softly. She had her eyes closed and her head bowed. Her sweet ponytail hung down over her right shoulder, and Martin smoothed it there, now. He leaned down to kiss her shoulder, loving the perfect smoothness of her skin, then took her chin gently in his left hand. He turned her head and kissed her mouth, fondling her well-warmed bottom-cheeks at the same time with his right hand so that Anna cried out into his mouth, and he left her nearly breathless when he broke the kiss.
“Be a good girl for me, now,” he said, and stood up to undress and to take his place with his cock in hand, knowing as he did so that the control room at the Institute had changed cameras, probably to the one in the crown molding on Martin’s right. As he fucked, they would probably switch between that one and the one in the headboard to capture Anna’s face as she felt her cunny entered and then enjoyed.
Anna gave a startled but also contented cry as Martin eased the head of his cock inside her. “Shh, darling,” he said. He pushed further and met the resistance of her maidenhead. Anna cried out again, this time in alarm. “Shh. So nice and tight. Such a nice cunny.” He still held the cock in his hand, and now he looked down at the exciting sight of the head engulfed inside her sweet pink inner lips. He moved himself up and down, in and out, for a few moments, to soothe her and get her used to the feeling of being under a man’s authority that way. Anna moaned and made little whines of pleasure, her fright forgotten for the time being.
He looked up at the camera. “You may be wondering why Anna’s virginity wasn’t sold to an Institute buyer. Perhaps you’re also wondering whether Anna should worry about me putting a baby in her sweet tummy. As for the matter of a baby, have no fear. Institute trainers take the standard sperm-inhibitor whose invention in 2023 made so many lives so much easier.”
Martin accompanied the beginning of this little discourse, which he had planned carefully, with two fingers firmly on Anna’s clit. Her whimpers at these thoughts, of a sold maidenhead and a swollen belly, indicated that both aroused her extremely.
“There was a time when the Institute, when it acquired a virgin, invited her owner to come deflower her, but these days we judge it better for a girl’s training to have a little more consistency. Anna will learn to please her first trainer’s cock in every way before another cock enters her.” At this, Martin pressed again against the place where his cock must break through so very soon now. Anna cried out, her alarm and discomfort mingled with her helpless arousal.
“Shh, darling,” he said, turning back to the wonderful task at hand and looking down at Anna’s sweet little bottom with its six pretty red welts, and the place below where his cock now was ensconced. He took hold of her hips, and felt her body tense as she realized the moment had finally arrived.
Willing himself to enjoy and to remember every microsecond of deflowering this most special bed-girl, whom he could not then deny, in the fever of the moment, he loved, he held her fast and thrust hard inside, grunting with pleasure at the feeling of delicious, velvety tightness around his surging cock as it entered Anna’s modest cunt.
She didn’t scream, but a whine of pain came from her chest as Martin felt her hips buck under him, trying to get away from the burning of having a cunny full of a big cock. He held her still, loving the softness of her bottom against the strength of his hips.
“Shh,” he said. “There, darling. That feels lovely. Your little cunny is even nicer than your sweet mouth. I’m going to stay inside you like this for a few moments, to get you used to it. Then I’ll start to fuck you, and to take my pleasure. Put your hand there and feel how different you are now.”
Anna answered with a little sob and obeyed. Martin’s cock leapt inside her at the feeling of her fingers on his scrotum and around the shaft, and she gave a little cry either at that or at what she sensed with her fingers, between her legs where everything had changed.
“Look at your fingers, now,” he commanded, and watched her see the maiden blood on them. The sight aroused him so greatly that he couldn’t wait, but began to fuck her then, the pleasure of his thrusting so great that he heard with some surprise his own little grunts coming from his throat, though he usually took pride in fucking in silence so as better to enjoy the girl’s noises.
He had enough experience to make Anna’s defloration last until she could feel some of the pleasure, even through the pain—and, with a girl like Anna, because of the pain as well—but he knew he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from coming for very long. Defloration aroused him greatly at any time, of course, but he couldn’t remember even in his youth being as aroused as he was as he fucked Anna Greenway’s virginity away.
He put his right hand out to take her ponytail and pull her head back. “Let them see your beautiful face,” he growled, and Anna cried out at that and went over the edge into shamelessness and pleasure, riding the cock as Martin rode her, bucking her punished backside into his hips.
“Are you asking to have a cock in this bottom, young lady, like bad girls get?” he found himself saying, again obeying instinct rather than plan.
“Yes, sir,” Anna cried.
“Do you need that? Is that what you need? A big cock up your little anus?” With his left hand he let go of her hip and reached under to rub her clit as he continued to surge wildly in and out of her tight cunt.
“Oh, God! I’m going to…”
“Come for me now, darling,” Martin grunted, so very close himself. “Come with the cock inside you. Inside your beautiful cunny.”
Anna’s cries rose to a peak, ended in a scream, and the mixture of pain and passion in that scream drove Martin straight over the edge and into the outer space of the most wrenching orgasm he could remember, all his muscles seeming to spasm in different directions until at last, after what seemed like minutes, the pleasure left his body and his wits returned.
Under him, her head bowed low though Martin still held her ponytail loosely against her back, Anna breathed in great, wracking, abandoned heaves of her chest that came close to being sobs without seeming to express any grief, but rather some sort of complete catharsis. Martin knew the feeling, he thought, because he felt the very same thing.
They stayed that way for a very long time. Martin had planned to say something to the camera at this point, but his instinct told him that the time had come to shore up Anna’s modesty again. He stroked her back and he uttered gentle words of praise.
“You made my cock feel so good, Anna. Thank you. You were very brave.”
“Thank you, sir,” she whispered.
At last he stepped back, putting his hand on her bottom possessively simply because at that moment he wanted to possess it, since he had admitted to himself that he loved her and he wanted to keep that bottom for his own. At least he would be the first man to put his cock in it. Monday night.
“I’m going to go wash up in my bathroom,” he said. “You may take a shower. I’ll change the sheet, and then I’ll order in some dinner.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna said, not yet moving to straighten up.
“You won’t wear clothes again tonight. After dinner you’ll suck my cock and then I’ll fuck you face to face, the traditional matrimonial way, to teach you how to look up to your master properly when he has you that way, and how to raise your legs to give a man the most pleasure he can have in that position. Before I come we’ll change postures, and I’ll fuck you from behind, lying on our sides. From your data profile, I think that will probably be the most pleasurable position for you.”
Anna cleared her throat; her mouth had probably gone dry again with arousal at this immodest little speech that Martin delivered nevertheless in a matter-of-fact, modest tone.
“Yes, sir. And…”
“Yes, Anna?” he said, thinking he knew what the question would be.
“The… other thing? The one you… mentioned, while… you know?”
She still had her face turned down toward the bloodstained sheet, but he could hear the blush in her voice.
“Wait and see, Anna,” he said.



Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
 
Sunday morning, Anna woke up alone in Martin’s bed. He had woken her in the small hours of the morning and positioned her on her knees, with her face against the soft Egyptian cotton of the sheet. Before she had even come fully awake, he had entered her roughly from behind and commenced the third fucking of her already sore cunny. Silently, but at great length, he had ridden to his climax inside her while she could do nothing but whimper, “Sir… it hurts,” over and over.
The soreness lingered there, between her legs, so that at first Anna thought she didn’t want to be touched there ever again. For a few moments she wondered if the terrible night of service to her master’s cock had cured her of her immodest urges forever. She thought about getting out of bed, slipping to her room to don the clothes in which she had arrived, and escaping into the morning, never to return. If those cravings had gone away for good, the Institute wouldn’t want her anymore, would it?
Anna had to put her fingers down and touch herself, though, she found, to make absolutely sure that the pain had cured her. One finger, just on her clitoris, and she gave a long, low moan as the fire blazed high again in an instant, higher than it had ever blazed before. Under Martin’s cock in the blackness of the night and the sheet to which he had pressed her face as he had used her cunny for his pleasure, she had had no interest in a climax of her own. Now, though, she felt desperate for one as pain became that strange mixture that felt, when her body attuned itself to it, more pleasurable than any unalloyed, treacly-sweet pleasure could ever be.
Two fingers inside, as gently as she could push them but still making her wince even as they pulled another, deeper moan from her chest. Suddenly, in her mind, she was back kneeling naked in front of Martin as he lowered his trousers in the living room after dinner the night before. She was respectfully, so respectfully, sucking his hard cock for long minutes, and then he was carrying her to the bed and telling her to get her knees up high, just as she had when he had waxed her. Martin, to her blushing shame, was tasting her between her legs, as she couldn’t look and couldn’t look away, screaming with the pleasure he forced on her, the three orgasms he had commanded of her before he entered there and, as he had promised, taught her to look submissively up at him while he had eyes only for the place where his manhood filled her again and again, the place where she, he said, might look only when instructed to do so.
Otherwise, Anna had thought, though Martin had not said, she would have to be spanked for sneaking such a naughty peek at her fucking. She kept her eyes fixed on his face, on the grave expression it wore as he took his manly pleasure with the girl whose cunt he had claimed so thoroughly. “So nice,” he said, turning his eyes to hers for a moment, as if to check that she had the proper demeanor for a bed-girl bride. “Such a special girl. Such a good lay.”
Anna thought about that expression as Martin withdrew from her then, and turned her on her side and lifted her leg so he could get into her cunny from behind again and fuck her that way with abandon. “Hands in front of you,” he said, and so Anna looked at her little hands, helpless to ward off this final act of her faux wedding night, this final enactment of her ‘bridegroom’s’ will to power and pleasure upon her. Now she knew herself to be a good lay: a bed-girl who men would like to fuck, because they’d heard what she was good for.
The pain between her legs had changed now to fierce pleasure, and Anna began almost unconsciously to thrust her fingers into her cunny the way she knew now, as a deflowered girl, a girl who had sex, Martin liked to thrust his cock into her there, deep and hard. Yes, lying on her side had been the position she liked best, because Martin had told her that when he fucked her that way she was allowed to play with her clitoris, and she had done it, moving the little left hand down and feeling again the strangeness of the burning place where Anna Greenway had now become subject to a man’s authority.
She laid on her side now, eyes closed, with one hand behind her thrusting in, as he had, and the other playing with her clitoris, as she had. She breathed quickly, not moaning now but every breath a little sob of terrible, immodest pleasure she could not deny herself if her life depended on it.
“Go ahead and come, darling,” Martin said from the doorway. Anna’s eyes flew open and her hands froze. There he stood in jeans and a t-shirt but not yet shaved, looking so handsome that she hoped for a moment that he would lower the jeans and close the ten feet between them, and fuck her again.
But he said, “You have permission to play with yourself, and to come. But I want you to think about what will happen the next time I catch you. What do you think will happen, Anna?”
“The strap?” she whispered.
“Yes, darling,” Martin confirmed. “The strap, naked on your bed over your pillow. At the Institute, and in many other places, the punishment for masturbation is the cane.”
Anna gave a whimper at this, and to her shame couldn’t stop herself from starting to move her hands again.
“Does that excite you, darling?” Martin asked, coming a few steps into the room, a smile on his stubble-shadowed face. “Do you think you’d like to be caned?”
“No,” Anna whispered. “Please, no, sir. Please…” The pleasure blossomed in her as she looked at the man who had taken her virginity, who had whipped her, whom she loved, she couldn’t help it, just adored, just… “Please… just the strap.”
“Yes, I think that’s right, Anna. Just the strap for a modest girl like you, no matter how much the thought of the cane arouses you. If I really caned you, you wouldn’t like it at all.”
“No, sir,” she breathed, her hands rubbing frantically now.
“Are you almost there, darling?”
“Yes, sir.” She felt her brow furrow as she chewed on her cheek. The dark fire inside her seemed terrible in its power over her.
“Someday, certainly,” Martin continued in a musing tone, “a man will cane you, I’m sure. I will give you to him, and he won’t respect your modesty or your blushes as I do. In fact, I will tell him to cane you severely, to be certain, as always, that you know the value of your modesty, and to return you to the path of virtue.”
She saw it: she saw the man, in the room. He had a cane, but he wore a mask. He strapped her to a special thing… a block, or a horse like in gymnastics, or something. He… he… Martin watched, through a window, as the man punished Anna for playing with herself. He caned her, and caned her, and caned her, and Anna screamed so loud, but the room was soundproof, except for Martin. He could hear everything, and his face was so grave and sad at the terrible duty of punishing her that Anna knew the agony of her bare bottom really was for her own good.
Here, in his bedroom, with him watching her imagine it all, she came, now, closing her eyes and crying out as loud as she thought she might have under the cane. Her body went still, and then it jerked, and the pleasure exploded inside her and suddenly she couldn’t bear to have her hands there anymore, in her shameful places. She kept her eyes tightly closed and put her hands out in front of her the way she had at the beginning, when Martin had taken her as she lay on her side, before he had told her she could rub her clitoris to make being fucked feel good.
She felt a little rush of air, and then he was kissing her passionately. Anna still didn’t open her eyes, and she just kissed back, suddenly loving the feeling of modesty restored more than she had ever thought it possible, as a grown woman who had given her innocence to a man not even her husband.
Martin pulled the comforter over her, kissed her again, and said, “You may stay in bed for another hour, darling, but then you’ll get up and get dressed in the dress I’ve put on your bed. You’ll spend the day here, learning to be my secretary. Tonight you’ll be in my bed for sex, but then you’ll go back to your own room to sleep there. You’ve got a special day tomorrow, and I want you to get a good night’s sleep.”
 
* * *
 
All day, wearing the modest, though rather elegant in a way that screamed ‘high-class social secretary,’ green print dress, with another set of lacy lingerie, this one in red, Anna thought about her special day. Every time she thought about it, and her mind approached the forbidden territory that made her hyper-conscious of the way the thong panties—a kind of underwear Anna had never worn before, which made her blush terribly just to look at, let alone to put on—felt between her bottom-cheeks.
The note next to the lingerie, which said in very masculine-looking block capitals, Panties over suspender straps, darling. You can guess why. —M,
hadn’t helped.
Sure enough, in the middle of a day of filing and processing bills for Martin’s consulting business—his ‘secret identity’ he called it, when explaining her new job to her—at a little desk to the side of his office, where he occupied a much bigger one, he summoned her to his desk and bent her over it. With green print dress raised and red thong lowered, Anna the secretary-bride was fucked hard and without ceremony or attention paid to her pleasure, as she gripped the far edge of the oak desk and felt the pounding of her master’s cock inside her cunny, as much a piece of office furniture now as the old-fashioned blotter she looked down at, her head bowed in submission to the requirements of her new life in sexual training.
Somehow, that way of enduring a fucking, summoned and bent and bared, but only bared enough to allow her boss to enjoy himself according to his right, felt modest, as if to be an erotic appliance, a fucking piece, could absolve Anna of the shame of needing to be used that way. Just so, when after eating a dinner Martin made—a delicious saffron pasta with vegetables and a cream sauce that tasted like heaven—he had told her to get into her nightgown and come to his room, and had made her lie on her back with her head hanging off the foot of the bed so he could fuck her face properly, pulling her nightgown up to her waist, “So I can look at a pretty cunt while I fuck a pretty face,” she had felt modest in her submission.
He had not touched the pretty cunt. He had merely come in her mouth, praised her for swallowing the way a good bride did, and sent her to her room.
Five minutes later, though, he had come into her room with a collar and cuffs, and a little chain to connect the cuffs to the collar. “I don’t want to have to whip you, darling,” he said, “so you’ll wear this tonight.”
The next morning, when she rose to find that in the night he had removed the collar and cuffs, she saw that on the dresser lay another note, next to a pair of simple white panties.
 
You have an appointment at the salon today at noon. It’s right across the street. It happens to have a video feed readable by the Institute, so you must follow the instructions I’m about to give you, or have a terrible whipping, with the same fate befalling you afterward as will befall you when you show yourself obedient.
You will tell the woman styling your hair that you’re going to have anal sex tonight for the first time. You will tell her that you have no choice in the matter, and that my cock is so big that you are worried it will hurt. You will keep this conversation going for at least five minutes, asking follow-up questions if necessary about her experiences, or what she’s heard about anal sex.
Then you will show her the panties you are wearing, and you will ask if she would like to see your cunny and your bare bottom, and your anus. You will use those words. You will tell her that I said no touching, but she may look for as long as she likes.
 
At first sight, those panties had seemed modest white cotton of the kind Anna had always worn before Friday. Curious, she turned them over. On the rear panel were words in red letters, in elegant cursive,
 
First anal tonight. Property of Martin Lourcy.



Chapter Thirty
 
 
As Martin settled in to watch the feed from the salon, he caught up with his messages from Charlotte.
 
We’re moving your transfer to Saint-Stephane up a week. Buyer is eager and training is going brilliantly from the teams’ POV.
 
That gave Martin a little pang of sorrow. Letting Anna go would be terribly difficult.
 
Sounds good, he wrote back.
 
I know this one’s going to be hard, Martin. For what it’s worth, Stephanie thinks she’ll come back to you.
 
That made him smile. ‘Coming back’ didn’t mean happily ever after in the traditional sense, but it did mean an ongoing special relationship such as some trainers formed with their concubines. Martin had never had that.
 
And Joseph?
 
Joseph thinks the program is too new to tell what she’s going to do after her year.
 
What’s the buyer like? Martin asked then.
 
Mysterious. Won’t let us vet him until he gets to Saint-Stephane. He’s calling himself Mithras, but admitting it’s not his real name, heh.
 
And he’s part of the organization that’s manipulating the energy markets? He admits that?
 
With his first inquiry about Anna he sent an electronic business card that lit up Heather’s board: his corp, the Ostia Agency, is at the top of her list of possibles for the manipulation.
 
Martin searched quickly on his vid screen.
 
A modeling agency?!
 
That’s what I said, but Heather said there have been rumors for years that there’s something below the surface there. Among other things, they supply girls for high-end bondage and punishment parties.
 
Martin sat back in his chair.
 
Interesting.
 
Very.
 
Martin could hear Charlotte’s dry tone through the pixelated letters on his screen.
Just then, on the feed from the salon, Anna entered, looking very nervous. As she went through the little ritual of getting seated, Martin watched her looking around furtively, as if she were trying to locate the camera. The camera, in fact, was right out in the open, so Anna found it, high in a corner, and Martin watched her eyes widen and then dart away. He could read her thoughts: my master will whip me if I look at the camera. I know he will.
Martin of course had neither said nor written any such thing, but he had planned this special day for her to produce exactly the effect he clearly had produced, with the note and the panties. Anna would go to the very edge of shamelessness today, and realize that despite everything—the panties, the conversation with the hairdresser, and the shame and discomfort of receiving a hard penis in her bottom—she could still blush, still treasure her modesty.
“Do you have something special happening tonight?” asked the pretty Russian girl who washed Anna’s hair.
“No,” Anna mumbled. “I mean, just… I… for work. New job.”
“Oh, congratulations,” the Russian girl said. “What great news.”
On his screen, Anna whose head was tilted back into the basin, gulped visibly and adorably. “Thanks,” she said.
Over and over the Russian girl gave Anna the chance to follow Martin’s instructions, asking about the job, about whether Anna had a boyfriend, about her new boss, but Anna, visibly uncomfortable, answered in monosyllables.
Her hair was washed and dried, and she sat in the styling chair, with a middle-aged Frenchwoman skillfully trimming her hair and shaping it into a loose, elegant chignon.
Anna whispered, “I’m having anal sex tonight.”
The scissors paused. “Are you,” said the stylist.
“I have to. A… a man… he’s making me.” The scissors began to cut, a little less quickly and efficiently.
“Why?”
“He says I… he says I need it. He’s very strict with me.”
“Is he?”
Suddenly it seemed Anna had found her voice, as if the stylist’s failure to call the police or announce to the rest of the salon that Anna would have her bottom fucked in a few hours had emboldened her to do what she knew she must do.
“Yes. He punishes me when I’m naughty.” Anna glanced at the camera then, as if she wanted to be sure it was still there. “He spanks me.”
“An old-fashioned man,” the stylist said drily. “And following this New Modesty regime, as well, I suppose.”
“You don’t think it’s wrong for him to spank me?” Anna’s voice held fascination now. “Or to make me have anal sex whether I want to or not?”
“Not if you need it, my dear. Do you need it?”
Anna didn’t answer this question, but instead said softly, “I have to show you my panties.”
The scissors stopped again. “Your man told you to show them to me?”
Anna nodded.
The Frenchwoman’s voice took on an air of authority that sent Anna’s eyes wide. “Then go to the bathroom and wait for me there.” As she spoke, she took the smock off Anna in a swift motion. “Go ahead.”
Sophie, the stylist, was a good friend of Martin’s who often accepted similar assignments. There was, alas, no video feed from the bathroom, but when Anna returned, Martin had her stand before him in the office while he sat in his desk chair and tell him exactly what had happened when she lifted her skirt to show Sophie what her panties said.
“She made me bend over the toilet and lift my skirt. When she saw the writing on the panties she said that she was happy for me, because I have a man who knows what he wants, and knows how to be strict with me.”
“Did you ask if she wanted to see your cunny, darling?”
Anna bit her lip. “I said down there.”
Martin tsked. “You know what you were supposed to say, Anna.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I’ll let it go, because it was a more modest thing to say.”
“Thank you, sir.”
Martin paused, looking at her blushing visage, turned humbly to her hands, folded in front of the exact place on her little red secretary’s dress that hid the modest panties with the immodest writing on the seat, and to the carpet beyond. Dangerous, this Thoroughly Trained program, for a man like him.
“How long did she look for, once you pulled down your panties?”
A deep frown of shame and arousal came onto Anna’s face. “A very long time, sir,” she said softly. “When she saw the marks from the strap she said she thought my bottom looked even prettier with them than it would have if she couldn’t tell I’d been well disciplined.” The furrow in her brow grew deeper, and she chewed the inside of her cheek.
“Did you get wet just from being looked at, you naughty girl?”
She looked up at him, and a sob jerked itself free of her chest. She nodded, her eyes bright with tears.
“Come here, darling,” he said gently, and, when she did, he enfolded her in his arms.
Should he say it? Wasn’t he supposed to boldly establish new standards and best practices for this program?
“I love you, Anna,” he said.
“Oh, God,” she choked out through her tears. “I love you, too, sir. I know… I know it doesn’t mean what I thought it would mean. I know… things… will happen, and I’ll have to go places and do things I’ll think I don’t want to do, and then I’ll do them and I’ll know I needed them.”
Her voice had become a little hysterical, but Martin rubbed her back gently and let her finish her thought as well as she could, at this stage of her awakening.
“I know I can’t stay with you. But…” Anna tried to pull back a little, and Martin allowed it, so that she could look into his face. “Can I… come back? To you?”
“Yes, Anna,” he said. “You can come back.” Then he gathered her against his chest again, and lifted her until she sat in his lap. He could feel in the way she let him move her how very wonderful it felt to her, as it did to him, to cuddle this way. “Do you understand why I made you do that, at the salon?”
“I think so, sir,” she sighed. “It’s like the panties. So innocent and yet so dirty.”
“Exactly. That’s the kind of girl you need to be. And, of course…”
He made his tone mischievous and playful, and Anna picked up on the change in the conversation. She replied in a sly voice, “What, sir?”
“You have no idea how hard it got me to watch you in the salon.”
Anna snuggled her face against his shirt, and Martin thought he could feel her cheek glowing. “Oh, sir,” she breathed.
“I’d like you to make dinner tonight. Surprise me. The refrigerator’s full. Wear your apron and your panties. Nothing else.”
She shivered in his arms. “Yes, sir.”
“We’ll eat early, right at six o’clock. I want to have a good deal of time to enjoy my bottom.”
The shiver became a shudder, and he felt her cling to him convulsively. She turned her face up to his, pleading for a kiss, and he gave it to her at great, tender length.
Then he said, “See?”
In her eyes he could tell that she knew exactly what he meant: See, when a girl needs something as much as you, Anna, need my cock in your bottom, to have told a hairdresser about it makes it easier to bear the thought that soon you must raise your backside nice and high so that I can put it there.
“Why do I need it so much?” she whispered. “It’s so… dirty, and… wrong, isn’t it?”
“You need it because it feels dirty and wrong, darling. To be happy, you need a man to demand your submission to his pleasure, no matter how dirty and wrong that pleasure might be. To have me there, thrusting in and enjoying your tightness to the utmost, means that you have been claimed. It means I have taken that special part of you in hand most of all.”
“But why… there?”
Martin smiled. Sooner or later, everyone who shared this way of looking at the universe called dominance and submission, asked this question.
“I believe, darling, that it’s because it’s the most private place on your whole body: the place that from your earliest days you learned never to show and never to talk about. Even more than your sweet little cunny, your bottom-hole hides itself away in its secret valley, waiting for a man who knows how to guide you and to care for you. To that man, now, you need to offer that most special place.”
Anna nodded silently and without looking at him, her chin pushing gently against his chest with the motion of her head.
“Go start dinner now, Anna,” Martin said brusquely. “Very soon I think you’ll understand exactly what I mean, when I start to train your bottom in earnest.”
Martin sat reading in the living room as Anna prepared dinner. He had a wonderful view of the young bottom in the special panties, set off so beautifully by the apron. He had a difficult time concentrating on the reports from his last consulting engagement, distracted as he was by the thought of parting his bed-girl’s bottom-cheeks and enforcing on her the first entry of a plug inside her anus. He hadn’t yet decided which of his plugs to start with, in fact, and instead of focusing on management integration he found himself trying to reason out whether a thoroughly trained girl needed to begin with a tiny plug, of an apparently modest nature, or a rather larger one, to push the limits of what a modest girl must bear.
Perhaps he should ask Anna. That thought seemed very intriguing: daring, even.
“Anna, darling,” he asked her a little later over the beautiful roast chicken she had made.
She looked up from her plate into his eyes. She had taken the apron off at Martin’s command, and her pretty little breasts had proved very distracting all through the meal.
“How big a butt-plug should I put in your bottom, to start you off?”
Her eyes went very wide. “A what, sir?”
“You’ve never heard of butt-plugs, have you, darling? Sade hadn’t thought of them, I think. I’m sure you can imagine what they are, though, and they come in various shapes and sizes.”
She had the look of a deer caught in the headlights, and he decided to have mercy on her.
“A small one, I think,” he said, with a smile.



Chapter Thirty-One
 
 
After dinner, Anna had to go into Martin’s bedroom and lie on the bed, on top of a pillow, just as if she were going to be whipped.
When Martin came in, Anna could see when she twisted her head, though she worried she might be punished for looking, he carried a wooden chest. He put the chest on the bed, next to her left hip. Then he looked into her eyes.
“What do you think is in the box, Anna?” he asked.
She felt like she had fallen asleep at the dinner table, and dreamed now. She had, truly, had many dreams like this: handsome, powerful men who had enormous beds to make you lie down upon, on your tummy; mysterious boxes; above all, compulsion so deep you didn’t even realize you hadn’t chosen to do what you did, and the quality of dark sorcery that came with it.
“Training stuff?” she said in a voice lower than a whisper.
Martin smiled. “Yes, of course, darling. It’s training stuff. But I think you can do much better than that.” He sat on the corner of the bed, by the box and by Anna’s little body, clad only in the panties that marked her bottom, and the rest of her, too, as his property. He reached out and flipped open the chest. Then he drew a little plastic bottle out of it. Anna couldn’t help drawing a sharp breath through her nose at the sight.
“You know what this is, don’t you? I can tell you do.”
She felt her brow pucker, and she gave a tiny shake of her head.
Martin’s smile grew a little wider. “That’s alright, darling. It’s fine to pretend you don’t know about how this works, especially because it’s very important to me that I explain it to you, and even if some dirty-girl friend of yours has talked about what it means to have a man’s penis in your bottom, and how the training of a bottom for a man’s pleasure works, I’m sure she didn’t really teach you anything. Certainly she didn’t teach you as thoroughly as I will.”
Anna felt a shiver go through her, looking into his face. His calm demeanor seemed infinitely patient, and even gentle, but in his eyes she could see a hunger that made every part of her body burn. Her master wanted her ass tonight, and so Anna Greenway would learn to accept a man’s cock there. He had made her wear panties that spelled it out, literally: First anal tonight.
“First anal is a special thing,” he said. “For a girl like you, I might even say that it’s more important than your defloration up front. As we talked about, girls like you have a very complex relationship with their anuses.”
Anna gave a start at this formulation, and another shiver went through her. “Yes, sir,” she said softly.
He held up the little bottle. “This is lube, darling. It will make your anus a much more pleasant place for me to fuck. You will soon be quite used to getting your own bottom ready for fucking, when I tell you to prepare yourself, but tonight I’ll do it for you. As I lube your anus, I want you to consider how this little act represents the essence not just of anal sex for a bed-girl but of her whole new life with a man who knows how to take her in hand. Now turn your face forward and keep your eyes respectfully downcast. Unless I instruct you to look in the mirror, to see how thoroughly I’ve mastered you, you must never try to look at what a man is doing with your bottom. How he chooses to train your anus is his affair.”
The gratitude Anna felt as she obeyed, and looked down at the bedsheet, took her by surprise. It felt as if Martin had taken charge of the terribly troublesome problem of her backside, and now all Anna had to do was obey him and submit to his training.
He must have known she would feel that way, mustn’t he? Yes, but another thought, lurking alongside that one, also occurred to her and made the heat anew between her legs: her master didn’t want to see her face. He didn’t care about her face. All he wanted was the pleasure to be had from her virginal bottom, once he had trained it up for himself. Now he stripped her panties off in a fluid motion, as if it were nothing to take a girl’s panties away so that she could have bottom-sex for the first time.
“Put your hands back and show me your anus, Anna. Spread your cheeks nice and wide for me.”
“Oh, no,” she whispered, but she did extend her arms, and she did take the little globes in her fingers, feeling the almost-gone smart of her whipping as an increase of shame and pleasure both. And she did spread them, so that the air moved wickedly against the secret flower.
The sound of a flipped top, a noise of squirting.
“So pretty,” Martin said. “I’m going to have so much fun in there tonight.”
Her face blazing hot, Anna cried out softly at the slippery touch, then. She kept crying out as he invaded her with one, then two fingers, uttering soothing words that only seemed to inflame her.
“Good girl. Take it. There. Two fingers, now. You must learn to open. Push now, Anna. You can open to something coming in just as you do for something going out. Here’s your first butt-plug, now. It will teach you.”
Cries became moans, and changed back to cries as the rounded tip of the plug, which Anna had not been allowed to see, pushed hard, taught her a hard lesson about a man’s demands on his bride’s innocent young body.
“You must have it in your bottom-hole, Anna,” Martin said, his voice now a little stern. “I promise to break your bottom in as gently as I can, but anal sex isn’t optional for you tonight, or ever. When I or a man to whom I give your bottom is in the mood to have you here, you will have a bottom-fucking whether it feels good to you or not.”
“I can’t! Sir, please… it hurts.” She felt her bottom surge and squirm in her hands as she tried to submit. “My bottom is so little!”
“It certainly is very little, Anna, but that only makes it nicer to fuck.” He pushed very hard, then, and Anna felt herself go rigid at the pain, but because the plug was hard, tapered, and really—Anna thought she could tell—not very big, he could lodge it inside her. She sobbed and whimpered at the feeling, but now she had a plug—her master’s plug—inside her. If the panties had claimed her anus, the plug made that claim much more literal.
“There,” he said with satisfaction. “Now we’re going to learn how to open.” Making Anna cry out at each motion, he began to move the plug inside her, back and forth. “You’re going to help me take this cute little pink plug out of your anus. We’re going to do that five times, and then you’ll be ready for my cock.”
Anna studied the sheet beneath her face, illuminated in the brightness of the lights Martin had turned all the way up, so that he and the audience watching on the video feed could see as much as they wanted. She tried desperately to calm herself, to wonder what the thread count of the blue sheet was. She tried to hear her little whimpers as coming from someone else, and that helped: some girl in Anna’s body had to have anal sex tonight, and her husband was training her bottom very thoroughly, in order that he have the nicest ride he could have in her anus.
The girl in Anna’s body learned to open, then: she pushed, and the plug came out with a sound that turned her face bright crimson as she looked down at the sheet.
“Such a good girl,” Anna’s master said. “Such a sweet bottom, darling. Four more times, and then your master’s cock.”
If Anna concentrated, the motion, though terribly, terribly shameful by its very nature, did not really present much difficulty. It didn’t even hurt very much, and it came also with a certain amount of pleasure, which grew each time—a very submissive pleasure, but Anna had come to see that for a girl like her, submissive pleasure was the greatest pleasure of all.
Martin was getting onto the bed, now, and though she didn’t look, she somehow sensed that he had taken off all his clothes. Now he crouched over her, astride her.
Not the plug now, but something softer, though also bigger, pushing against her tiny flower. She whimpered at the knowledge that anal sex would happen to her now, whether she wanted it or not.
“Shh, darling,” Martin said. “Just let it happen, now. Make up your mind to give my cock the pleasure that’s mine by right.”
He pushed, and with a moan she yielded, and the big hard cock came inside her little bottom. Above her Martin gave one of his little grunts of pleasure. He took her wrists in his hands, removing hers from her bottom so that the cheeks closed around the shaft of his cock and now Anna truly knew what it meant to have a man’s hardness in her most secret place: her anal bridegroom had opened her, and he would hold her open as long as he wanted. The plug had a taper, but Martin’s cock was long and hard, and kept her spread upon him as he began to thrust.
Anna supposed he kept his promise to be gentle, because for a long while he moved in and out slowly, as if letting her get used to it. But she wasn’t sure she could really ever get used to the way it felt, nor did she think she should get used to it: at the very same time it made her unable to focus on anything but the burning that made the little whines come from her throat every time he inserted himself at full length and took her breath away, and it sent her spinning off, fully out of her body now, not thinking of anything at all, just being.
“So good. Such a good girl,” Martin said. “I’m going to ride you a little harder now, because you’re doing so well. I’ll come soon, I promise. You’re so nice and tight back here.”
“Yes, sir,” Anna heard her voice saying, but she didn’t think she had said it.
And then for a few moments the pace increased and her master pounded his hips against her backside as his cock surged in at full length. The other girl screamed, but Anna felt happy at this indisputable proof of Martin’s wild pleasure in making her take him so deep.
Then, just as he had promised, he was holding her wrists even more tightly, and she felt his cock pulse as his powerful motions jerked to a stop. Then he had withdrawn, and his seed had begun to trickle out of her, and he was patting her bottom affectionately.
Then he gathered her up and held her in his arms for a very long time—even after the shaking had gone from her body. That was the best part, maybe even better than when he asked if she’d like to come, and when she shyly nodded, played with her down there until she cried out as loudly as she had with his manhood inside her bottom, clinging hard to him and saying, “Sir… sir… sir.”
“Did you have anal sex, you naughty girl?” he asked, a smile in his tone.
“Yes, sir,” Anna said to his strong chest, and then she kissed it.
“Your bottom is coming along very nicely. I’m afraid I will have to fuck it very often, though, darling, because it feels so good to have my cock there. Can you forgive me, do you think?”
Anna smiled at this question out of some shameful fantasy of a wedding night for a girl like her. “Yes, sir.”



Chapter Thirty-Two
 
 
For the rest of the week, Martin enforced a regime on Anna of fellatio in her room each morning and sex in cunt and bottom each night in his. He did not punish her, though he could probably have found pretexts to do so both in her work and in her sexual service.
On Thursday, Charlotte wrote,
 
Stephanie is worried that you’re going too easy on her. Joseph is undecided, as am I. Do you want to explain some of your reasoning?
 
Martin wrote back,
 
Gut instinct? :D Love? Love, definitely, but the love convinces me that the gut instinct is right. Before I started Anna’s training I frankly didn’t think Thoroughly Trained made sense except as a marketing gimmick. I’m not sure all of you at the Institute really see that it’s not a gimmick, actually.
 
Charlotte: Hmm. I can see what you’re saying. I mean, I don’t like to think of anything I do as a gimmick, but it was definitely what I might call a marketing gambit. You’re saying there’s something more there?
 
Martin: Exactly. To reinforce her modesty, and to keep pushing the bridal angle, including going easy on her the way a husband would, is making her into a completely new kind of concubine. She’s like a cross between a traditional wife and a harem-girl.
 
Charlotte: Well, the teams say the submissive sex is off the charts for her, in terms of pleasure. The way she responds to the sight of your cock is something we usually don’t see until weeks into traditional training. That’s why Stephanie is worried. She thinks it may undermine her modesty, to need cock so much. She wants you to start whipping Anna for looking into your eyes without permission, when she’s giving head.
 
Martin: When we get to Saint-Stephane, I promise this is all going to play really well into the transition she’ll make. She’s got some very severe discipline coming, of the “I’ve been letting this go for much too long” variety.
 
Charlotte: Ah. Yes. I get it now. I think that will make Stephanie happy. So you know, I’ll be on Saint-Stephane. I’m leaving tomorrow. The first pussy Anna pleases will be mine. I’ll bring two advanced Institute girls with me, too, and we have three field assessors flying down, too: Cal, Porter, and Stan. Eventually of course we may have to staff Saint-Stephane permanently, but together with Mithras himself, this should be a fine contingent. Both assessor teams think so, at least.
 
That night when he fucked Anna’s ass, he was very hard on her, but not, he thought, in the way Stephanie would have recommended.
“Look in the mirror, Anna,” he said, once he had entered at full length. “The one over the dresser, to the right. Watch me fuck this bottom.” Then he held her hips firmly so the bottom couldn’t move, and he thrust in and out of it, verifying in the mirror that she had obeyed him.
The expression on Anna’s face as she observed the shameful scene attained what Martin couldn’t help naming in his mind a perfection of outraged modesty and forced pleasure. Her furrowed brow, her frowning mouth, and the little cries as his cock filled her bottom again and again all told him that his bed-girl didn’t want to look, but couldn’t keep from watching the powerful man astride the pert little backside that belonged to him, where he loved to take his pleasure and finally, at the end of each session of training her as his anal bride, to pump his seed.
Holding her afterward, he told her about their trip. “On Saturday morning we’re going to go to the airport, darling, and fly to the Caribbean.”
“Really? I’ve never been!” Her face lit up at the thought.
“You’ll love it, I know,” Martin said, “but it’s important to understand that the reason I’m taking you there is to move your training to the next level. You’ll have time to swim and sunbathe, but your nights will be very long, too. You will learn to please another woman, and you will learn to behave yourself properly when two or more men are sharing you in bed. You will experience severe bedroom discipline, to ensure you learn these lessons well. You will also be punished simply for the pleasure of your trainers. Finally, you will be sold to a wealthy man, who will take you in hand as I have done. Doubtless he will wish to sample you thoroughly on Saint-Stephane before he takes you home, and I will supervise his use of you there.”
Anna trembled in his arms. “No choice,” she whispered.
“No choice, darling,” Martin replied. “You belong to me, and I shall dispose of you as I choose.”
 
* * *
 
They had time Saturday afternoon to settle into the beautiful beachfront condo on Sunrise Bay—the most exquisite of the twenty Selecta had bought five years before as a long-term investment and as an executive retreat—before Martin brought Anna to Charlotte.
“You’ll be naked most of the time, Anna,” he said as soon as he had put the bags down. “So go ahead and get out of your dress and your underwear. You may well see people around, but all of them have the right to see you without your clothes on, and even to inspect you if they like. I know how hard that will be for you, but it’s a fact of life for you here, so make up your mind to accept it because I want it this way. My bed-girl’s beautiful body should be on display. When I fuck you on the veranda in a little while, people will certainly see, and hear the way you cry out under my cock, but again, that’s just a fact of life for you now: bed-girls get fucked whenever and wherever their masters want to fuck them.”
Anna had turned bright red, of course, standing in the pretty blue sundress in the bright foyer of the luxurious condo.
“What about… what about the sun?” she asked weakly.
“You’ll put sunblock all over your body, of course,” Martin said. “I’ll help with your back. Now get going. I don’t want to have to whip you over a pillow on our first day, but I will if I have to.”
But Anna hadn’t felt the strap in a week and, as Martin had suspected would be the case, she did need a whipping. When she had finally taken her clothes off—for her punishment—the first thing she had to do was lie naked over a pillow on her bed for the strap across her backside.
And when he fucked her over a deck chair on the veranda a few minutes later, Anna’s bottom bore six fresh welts that made her cry out loud in pain and shame at each thrust, so that Martin felt sure—as was his intention—their arrival had announced itself to the rest of the compound.
“See what happens to girls who won’t obey?” he asked, having told her to hold her position once he had come in her cunt, to think about her decision not to strip off her dress and panties.
The phone rang. At the other end, Charlotte said, “That was diverting, I must say. Bring her over in an hour, please.”
 
* * *
 
Martin had Anna, naked, knock on the door of Charlotte’s condo, just next door, while he stood behind her. One of the Institute girls, a tall redhead in a white nightgown, opened the door and exclaimed in a very friendly voice, “You must be Anna! I’m Frances. It’s very nice to meet you.” She extended her hand across the threshold.
Anna froze, and an uncomfortable pause took nearly visible shape.
Martin said, “Frances, it’s going to be Anna’s first time with another girl. I’m sure you understand.”
“Of course, master,” Frances said. “Welcome.” She bowed her head respectfully. “Will you be staying to watch her training?”
“I will.” To Anna he said, “Darling, you know you have to go in and learn to pleasure a woman. Do I have to whip you again?”
“No, sir,” she whispered. She reached out her hand and took Frances’. “Nice to meet you,” she said, very mechanically. “Will I… with you?” Her cheeks, which had of course already had a lovely pink hue, now turned bright red.
Frances laughed. “We’ll see what Miss Charlotte says, but probably? Don’t worry, sweetie, we know you’re very modest. We’ll try to make it easy for you. But you have to obey your master, don’t you?”
“Yes,” Anna whispered. “I don’t have a choice. He’s very strict with me.”
“I’m sure he is, sweetie,” Frances said sympathetically. “Now come on in and meet Miss Charlotte.”
Charlotte Elkins Nakama sat in a plantation chair half-facing the open French doors that showed beautiful Sunrise Bay to its very best advantage, the sailboats riding sweetly upon the gentle waves in the marina just to the south of the little Selecta enclave. At forty-two, she retained the remarkable, fresh beauty whose apparent innocence concealed a soul so accepting of its kinks and perversities that Martin sometimes thought she should have devil’s horns upon her head, to warn the bewitched observer.
At the sight of her lovely face, turned to welcome Anna and himself, Martin felt a surge of love break upon his heart. He had met Anne-Marie Ney, the first dean of the Institute, before she died in 2023 at the age of eighty, and he knew Abigail Podret, second dean and the Institute’s first concubine, still going strong in semi-retirement at seventy-two, quite well through his cousin Mary, herself still going very strong at forty-seven. All those women inspired him greatly, but Charlotte, widowed now by her billionaire husband and apparently unblemished by time, had earned his affection more completely than any other person he had known in his life, with her painstaking attention to every detail of each one of her girls’ and trainers’ well-being, and her unflagging devotion to making sure every person connected with the Institute play out his or her fantasies to the benefit of all.
“Martin!” she said. “Come kiss me!”
On his way to give Charlotte the kiss on the lips she always required, he glanced at Anna, who stood glued to the spot at which Frances had let go of her hand. In her expression he thought he could see that she felt what all submissive girls seemed to feel in Charlotte’s presence: Anna had received a certain amount of preparation for that feeling from Sophie at the salon on Monday, but in Charlotte she encountered the presence of a woman comfortable with her submissive sexuality in its greatest possible strength.
After Martin had stood up from the kiss and stepped back, Charlotte spoke to Anna for the first time. “Anna, when I was in training myself, I got to help a girl who I think was a lot like you might have been, if you had married the kind of man you thought you were going to marry. Her name was Jenny, and she couldn’t admit to her husband that she wanted to submit to him, because her parents had raised her to be very modest, so modest that when she started having sex with her husband she didn’t like it at all.”
Anna appeared utterly entranced by Charlotte’s gentle, understanding tone and the way her words seemed to name the secrets of her heart. Her hands had balled into little fists, and her shoulders heaved with the emotions Charlotte seemed always to have at her command, in her girls’ hearts.
“Jenny came to the Extreme Marriage program at the Institute, and I was her roommate. I knew—just as I know about you—that Jenny had always fantasized about being with another girl, and it was my job to teach her to acknowledge those desires, and to enjoy receiving pleasure from me, and giving me pleasure in return. Now, I’m going to teach you. Frances, would you please take Anna to the bedroom?”



Chapter Thirty-Three
 
 
All that long afternoon and into the Caribbean dusk, Anna lay in that bed, or knelt on it, or bent over it, learning shameful lessons. She learned that other girls’ pussies didn’t smell exactly the same as hers, or taste exactly the same—as she could verify having been made by Martin to taste herself on his fingers many times now—but that they all tasted similar, which made her wonder whether other men’s cocks tasted like Martin’s.
She learned how to straddle another girl’s face and cry out her pleasure because her mistress said she must be spanked if she couldn’t show her gratitude to Frances that way. And she learned how it felt to look up into a smooth pink cunny and know she must be spanked if she couldn’t give the same pleasure she had received.
She learned that kissing another girl felt good, because at first it felt naughty and shameful, and then it just felt soft and sweet. When Martin kissed Anna, he always dominated her with his mouth. When Frances kissed her, their lips seemed to melt together, and the way their stiff, naked nipples rubbed together took Anna’s breath away.
When Miss Charlotte said at last, “That’s enough for today, I think, Anna. You may go. Tomorrow you’ll meet a man who’s very interested in buying you,” she felt completely exhausted, entirely spent, but also simply contented. Martin, who had watched silently all afternoon, took her hand, raised her from the bed as if she were Venus rising from the foam, and led her back to their condo.
In his bed, he held her close until she fell asleep, murmuring to her what a good girl she had been and how much he had enjoyed watching her play with Frances and Miss Charlotte. Her modesty seemed to return, and she wondered sleepily and confusingly if Martin planned to punish her for what she had done, how she had kissed Frances’ and Miss Charlotte’s naughty places, and allowed her own to be kissed.
Her last thought as she drifted off into a sleep that felt like the embrace of the ocean outside the window confused her even more. If I asked him to spank me, for what he made me do this afternoon, would he?
 
* * *
 
She awoke before he did, and found that he had slept next to her, as naked as she. She blushed, even now, to see his cock there, so big even when it was soft. Every morning for the past five days she had been made to take it in her mouth as soon as she woke, until her master gave her what he called her morning treat, standing next to Anna’s bed and holding her head and neck as he pumped easily in and out of her mouth until the semen spurted and she had to swallow it.
It made one of the things about which she had no choice: the waking at his touch upon her cheek and the first sight of the day his hardness, held in his hand; the first sound Martin saying, “Time for your morning treat, darling. Open your mouth.”
Now she lay awake and he slept, and there was his cock, exposed in front of her, and she wanted her morning treat. Why? How can I possibly want that?
The answer came quickly to her, though it alarmed her when it arrived. His need for my mouth, and his pleasure in using me that way… the way he does it every morning, as if he can’t start his day without coming inside me there, without making me drink his seed… the way he does it gently, and tells me that he knows good girls aren’t supposed to suck cocks but he has to fuck my face because my face is so very fuckable… That’s what I want: I want to be a good bed-girl bride, who knows my master’s needs just as he knows mine.
Now she felt desperate to crawl down the bed and take his beautiful cock in her mouth. Soon another man, she remembered with a shudder, would make her serve his cock: Martin would tell her she must, and the next stage of her new life would irrevocably have begun, it seemed to Anna. The afternoon with Frances and Miss Charlotte had brought her to the threshold, but to receive a second cock inside her, to have to worship it the way she worshipped Martin’s, seemed at that moment as if it would change everything forever.
She wanted to belong to Martin’s cock, and only Martin’s cock, right now. She wanted to make him hard inside her mouth, until the head of his manhood pushed deep inside against the back of her throat and he groaned at how nice it felt to have a bed-girl who was learning to please him. She wanted to kneel before him, eyes modestly downcast, and receive first his penis and then his decision as to where he would come, inside her submissive body.
But wouldn’t she be punished, if she touched him while he was asleep? She crawled down on hands and knees and curled up into a little ball in front of his lap and just looked at the length of him, at the wiry, curly hairs and the sweet wrinkled pouch that held the seed, that he loved to tell her to kiss. She breathed in the naughty scent of his lap, blushing but also wondering why she had found it so frightening only a few days before.
How could she not kiss her master’s cock? Surely it was alright to kiss it, even for a modest girl, if the right man had taken her in hand and taught her to please him? Hesitantly, she bowed her head and pursed her lips, and kissed the shaft of flesh.
To her surprise it gave a little leap, and she uttered a soft cry, looking up his body in alarm and seeing that Martin’s eyes had opened.
“Naughty girl,” he said softly, “did I give you permission to kiss my cock?”
“No, sir,” she whispered. “Must I be spanked?”
“Oh, yes,” Martin replied. “But not right now. Now I think you should have your morning treat. We’ll save the spanking for later.”
Contentedly she suckled, then, while he stroked her cheek, not controlling her head the way he usually did but instead letting her show him how much she had learned about how to make her mouth a nice place for her master’s cock. Anna knew she must keep her eyes respectfully down, upon her service to his manhood, but she could practically feel his eyes on that service, enjoying the sight of his modest young lady with something so shameful filling her mouth, and all because Anna couldn’t resist her desire to look at and to kiss a man’s penis.
“I’m going to have you on your side, now, Anna,” he said softly. “Come lie in front of me and start playing with your clit, so your cunt’s nice and wet for me. This is our last time before I share your mouth and cunny and bottom with another man, and I want you to come three times before I take your anus, and then three times with me in your bottom. You will thank me for each climax.”
Anna shivered at the words, but something about the way she had crawled down to look at Martin’s cock, and had kissed it of her own accord, seemed to have changed how she looked at what this day would hold. It wouldn’t be easy, but she had no choice: the man who might buy her wanted to determine whether Anna met his requirements for a concubine. He would inspect her, and then he would take her just as he liked, while Martin watched to make sure she obeyed the man with whom he had shared her body.
As Martin thrust his cock inside first her cunny and then her bottom, taking his time as if he wanted to savor both her private places all morning, Anna cried out into orgasm after orgasm, thinking about how well trained she had become in only a little more than a week. When her master put his cock at her anus and told her to open, she rubbed her clitoris frantically and pushed, and he entered with a murmured “Good girl.” Then, as he began his rhythm, using her little bottom deeply and firmly from the start, she shuddered into an explosive series of orgasms that left her saying “Thank you… thank you… thank you” many more than three times.
When Martin finally pumped her anus full of sperm, he remained inside it for a long while, stroking her hip as the waves of pleasure finally departed.
“I want you to understand,” he said softly at last, “that this bottom will always be my property.”
Anna smiled and blushed at once. “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
* * *
 
“I hear you are a modest, demure young lady,” the tall blond man said.
“Yes, sir,” Anna replied, keeping her eyes on the carpet of his condo, where she had been brought, naked, only a few moments before. At her sides, her hands had balled into fists, desperate to make the futile gesture of trying to cover her breasts and her cunny from view.
Martin stood behind her, invisible but so present in her thoughts that he might as well have been looking up at Anna from the floor.
“I can confirm, Mr. Mithras, that Anna’s modesty, despite the quick progression of her training to this point, has remained intact.” Something about the way he said Mr. Mithras made Anna think that Martin didn’t believe that to be the man’s actual name. To her joy, she thought she could hear the tiniest bit of strain in her master’s voice, as if he was having trouble sharing Anna. “I now turn her over to you for the evening and night. Feel free to require of her what best pleases you.”
Martin’s voice had turned flat, and it sent a shiver through Anna.
“It must be very hard for you, Anna,” said Mr. Mithras, “as a well-bred young woman, to have to serve as a concubine. Would you like to cover your nakedness with your hands? You may, if you wish.”
Anna couldn’t help it. She lifted her eyes and turned her head to look at Martin. His expression made her instantly regret having done it, for anger flashed in his eye.
But Mr. Mithras said, “That’s quite alright, Mr. Lourcy. If I understand correctly, the training you have given Anna here has created a bond between you whereby you have become the guardian of her modesty. Anna, look at me.”
Anna’s head snapped back to look at the man directly for the very first time. His jaw jutted, and his eyes were a little too close together, but an indefinable air of confidence and power clung to him that made him attractive, if not as handsome as Martin.
“Yes, sir?” she said, without really even willing the words to come out.
“Tonight, I will be in charge of your modesty. Cover yourself. I don’t want to see your shameful places at the moment. Go into the bedroom on the left. There are clothes in there for you. Put them on and then come back out.”
Anna felt her eyes go wide as a prickling, presaging tears, came to her nose and made it twitch. Her hands flew to cover herself. She felt like she were very young, suddenly, reprimanded for letting her skirt fly up to expose her white cotton panties on the playground.
Even so, the clothes in the bedroom took her by surprise. They weren’t little-girlish, or even school-girlish, exactly, but they definitely had an unmistakable air of old-fashioned modesty: a white blouse that buttoned down the front and a blue skirt. The kind of thing that perhaps a schoolteacher or a college student from a long time ago
might wear.
As she put them on, she tried to understand why Mr. Mithras would have her wear them. It must have something to do with modesty, of course, because the clothes screamed that above all. But hadn’t she learned to be like a modest bride for Martin? Did Mr. Mithras intend to have her play a different sort of training script?



Chapter Thirty-Four
 
 
What was ‘Mithras’ up to? Buyers always had their preferences, but consulting with Institute staff—usually Charlotte herself—represented a key part of the buying process, and Charlotte’s instructions to Martin had said explicitly that Mithras wanted to see what Anna was like under Martin’s guiding hand. Martin had expected to put Anna through her paces a little, have Mithras spank her atop the still-fairly-recent welts from the strap he had given the previous afternoon, have Anna kneel before him and tell him how difficult she found it to suck another man’s cock, but how much more greatly she desired to please Martin and the man to whom her master found worthy to transfer his rights over her young body.
Then, Anna would bend to her task, and Mithras would experience the joy of the proper young lady stripped naked and made to do shameful duty.
That, Martin had felt certain, would lead to Mithras fucking Anna on the couch, and inviting Martin to enjoy her mouth as he did, and the demure young lady would thus have her introduction to the wicked delights of having two cocks inside her at the same time. Finally, Mithras would take Anna to his bedroom with Martin’s stated permission and implied blessing, for a night of sexual service in which she would submit to every debauched lewdness her prospective owner might visit upon her with her usual blushes and her growing awareness that pleasing another man’s cock felt natural to her, because Anna was that kind of girl.
When the time came the next day for the gangbang, led by Martin and with Mithras as the guest of honor, upon whom Martin bestowed Anna’s choicest favors—including of course the privilege of awarding those favors to other men—Mithras would be so enchanted that he wouldn’t even hesitate to pay several million dollars for her contract. Anna, for her part, would be ready to serve as the first thoroughly trained bed-girl, modest and blushing when allowed to wear clothing but craving dominant cock all the while, so that when Mithras took her clothes off he could fuck her bottom without compunction and to his heart’s content, loan her to his friends, enjoy her alongside another beautiful girl or two, all with the knowledge that Anna’s complete submission helped and pleased her as much as it did him.
That was the plan.
Having Anna get dressed in this old-fashioned outfit didn’t necessarily mean Mithras had something up his sleeve, but it did make Martin very suspicious. When Anna returned, Martin looked into her eyes and saw a little uncertainty, but he also saw that being instructed to put on clothes again had made her, as he thought anyone could imagine, more comfortable about the situation.
“Sit down, Anna,” Mithras said, pointing to an armchair. “Mr. Lourcy, why don’t you sit, too? On the couch?”
Martin sensed that the simple suggestion had important implications. “I’ll stand, thanks.” As Anna sat in the chair, glancing at him a little nervously and perhaps sensing that a tiny tension had sprung up, he moved a few steps to his right, to take up a position just to the back and left of Mithras in his white silk shirt and black slacks, deferring to him but also declaring that his authority lay behind the other man’s, not under it.
“As you choose,” Mithras said amiably. He turned to Anna. “Anna, I have watched you on my video feed, doing things and having things done to you that the kind of girl who used to wear the sort of clothes you’re now wearing would have learned she must never even contemplate. I’ve seen you take the penis of a man who isn’t even your husband into your mouth. I’ve seen you allow a man to penetrate your young bottom with his penis. I’ve seen you touch yourself between your legs, the act most proper young ladies consider the most shameful act of all. What do you have to say for yourself?”
Interesting. He should have told us, but very interesting. Martin tried to suppress his annoyance at being blindsided this way. He felt sure, though, that Anna would come through this really very erotic exercise with flying colors.
Anna looked up at him with her best aroused, ashamed face. “I had no choice, sir,” she said softly. “I know he’s not my husband, but he took me in hand, and he’s very firm and strict with me. He punishes me when I’m immodest, and I’m not allowed to touch myself except when he says I have to.” Her eyes shone, and she glanced at Martin twice as she spoke. She seemed to be trying to keep a little smile from her face.
Okay, he’s good. Very good. Martin found himself become both fascinated and aroused by Mithras’ approach.
“Anna,” the blond man said. “I want you to answer this very carefully, and as honestly as you possibly can. Do you think you could serve another man, and give up the treasure of your modesty to him, in the same way you have to your master—your ersatz husband and bridegroom, the man who took every one of your maidenheads?”
Martin felt a crinkle develop between his brows, and a hard set come into his jaw. This question lay out of bounds, and Mithras knew it. Every buyer of an Institute concubine learned from Charlotte that he must not ask if the girl meant to serve him the way she had served her trainers. It introduced conflicts for concubines that could present grave difficulty in resolving. Asked about Anna, it might prove disastrous, since the Thoroughly Trained program depended on a deeper relationship between her and Martin.
A long pause ensued. Anna looked into Martin’s eyes. Martin had half a mind to end the interview right there and take Anna back. She might need another week of training before she was ready to meet the next buyer, because she would be so distraught over… but then to his astonishment he noticed that Anna didn’t appear distraught at all.
She turned back to Mithras. “No, sir,” she said. “I would serve you as well as I could, and I would be as modest and as immodest as I could be for you, but I love my master in a way I can’t love anyone else.”
Martin literally took a small step back, stunned. No traditional Institute girl would have answered that way. Every one of them would have given some version of “Yes,” all of them with confusion, hemming, and hawing, to one extent or another.
Mithras turned to Martin with a smile on his face, and that took Martin by surprise as well. “Would you please ask Mrs. Nakama to join us?” he said.
 
* * *
 
Mithras’ real name was James Ortner. He had approached the Institute about Anna at the behest of his boss at Ostia, Robert Bennett, and Ortner, like any other dominant, had no trouble accepting such a pleasant assignment.
“Mr. Bennett sees a significant opportunity for the Institute, and Selecta in particular, to partner with Ostia.”
Charlotte frowned across the table where she, Anna, and Martin had sat down with him at his behest, all mystified, as he brought out a briefcase and opened it to take out some documents.
“Institute girls for modeling gigs and sex parties?” she asked. “I don’t think so, Mr. Ortner.”
Martin looked at Anna, who seemed more confused than anyone else. He couldn’t stop wondering why Ortner had insisted she remain with them. It could only add to her confusion, though he had to admit he had not anticipated that she would have no confusion at all at having been asked about her bond with him.
Ortner laughed. “I feel sure your research teams have discovered that there’s rather more to Ostia than that.”
“Okay,” Charlotte said slowly, “and if we have?”
“If you have, and you understand that Ostia’s real purpose is rather larger—so much larger, let’s say, that the future of the world is at stake in this possible partnership—would you be interested?”
 
* * *
 
Heather had been absolutely correct: Ortner’s organization, of which Bennett had recently become the chief executive officer, controlled the energy markets. They also, it appeared, constituted a secret society dedicated to advancing civilization through the practice of male dominance and female submission.
“Here it is in a nutshell,” Ortner said after a lengthy explanation in which he seemed to take great pains that Anna, who of course knew much less about the world of high-end corporations and higher-end erotic dominance, understand everything he said. It seemed to Martin terribly polite, but also rather odd, for him to want the girl Martin could only think Ortner still wanted as his concubine to grasp the whole situation. “We think the preservation of the president’s New Modesty program will further our aims. If we go ahead with this partnership, you will soon learn more about those aims, but suffice it for now to say that they involve saving civilization in the end. We know that your futurists can see as well as ours can that on current cultural trajectories, the New Modesty is doomed.”
“Okay,” Charlotte said, glancing over at Martin for a gut-check on the insanity of this conversation.
“This thing you’re doing here with Anna caught our attention immediately. We think the Institute and Selecta could be in a very powerful position to shape the future of gender relations, if you were to partner with us. We want to make a proposal about Martin and Anna that will probably surprise you.”
He looked at Martin. “We’re listening,” he told Ortner, trying to keep the annoyance at this mystification out of his voice.
 
* * *
 
The proposal made perfect sense. Charlotte’s idea for Thoroughly Trained had been an opportunistic attempt to capitalize on a market trend that would eventually disappear, hopefully leaving the Institute richer. Ostia’s idea was to leverage the success Martin had achieved with Anna to grow that market. On its own, the Institute could never have created the kind of seismic cultural shift Ostia hoped to foster. With the aid of manipulation in the energy markets, however, practically anything came within the bounds of possibility.
“As we just saw,” Ortner said. “Anna knows in her soul that she could never serve another man the way she serves you—the way a dominant man receives the service of his submissive bride’s heart. We want to nourish the desire of men to have that kind of service. The economically advantaged world needs a period of stability right now. It won’t last forever, but Ostia has chosen this intervention as the most likely to further our ends.”
Now he looked at Anna. Charlotte and Martin both nodded, to tell her she might speak. “What would that mean, sir?” she asked quietly.
 
* * *
 
It seemed it would mean Martin and Anna jetting around the world on Selecta business, showing off the bliss the New Modesty had brought to them, while at the same time the Institute scaled up the Thoroughly Trained program to heights that would only be possible with help from Ostia, which Ostia stood ready to give.
It would mean that Martin, Anna, and Charlotte would become some of the most powerful people in the world, because Ostia had the power and the aim to put them in that position.
It would mean marrying Anna, sooner or later. Maybe sooner—much sooner. Martin felt a ray of light filling his heart at that, and he saw the joy he felt answered in her face.
“And,” Ortner finished, with a little smile in Anna’s direction, “it would mean that here and now, before we sign all the papers, I ask your husband’s kind permission to enjoy you, Anna, according to the ancient customs we at Ostia keep very zealously. The Roman legionaries to whom we look for our inspiration would not hesitate to enjoy the ruin of a young woman’s modesty in a captured town, and to share her freely with one another. I hope your future husband will consider joining our Pretorian Guard, and sharing your lovely body with me under these new circumstances, as he was about to do under the old.”



Chapter Thirty-Five
 
 
Anna had thought everything up until the part about marrying Martin and becoming one of the world’s most famous and powerful people very strange. The oddity of this final part, though, nearly took her breath away.
And now the time had come for it all to be consummated, she supposed. Mr. Ortner said, “You’ll suck my cock, first, Anna, of course. Come here and kneel before me like a good girl. I wish to make my best attempt to ruin your modesty now.”
Anna looked at Martin. Moments before, when Mr. Ortner had made it clear that Anna and Martin would probably do well to get married as soon as might be convenient, he had smiled so gently at her that she thought she might destroy the moment by giggling out of sheer joy. Now, though, her future husband—she should call him her ‘fiancé,’ she supposed with a thrill of contentment, though he had enforced upon her already such a thorough wedding night of husbandly dominance, of subjecting his young bride to the pleasure of his cock—wore a very grave expression, as if he might be worried that Mr. Ortner truly could ruin the modesty of his future wife.
“Anna,” he said, “go to Mr. Ortner and do as he says. I own your modesty and your shame. I will permit you clothing when I choose, and I will take it away when I choose, if I decide that I wish you to be naked. He cannot ruin your modesty, because as long as you obey me faithfully it will remain inviolate in my possession.”
Anna glanced over at Miss Charlotte. She still didn’t understand where the woman’s power came from, but whenever the woman in the white nightgown was near it was as if the gravitation of the Earth had shifted, and all things, or perhaps all submissive things, bent toward her. On Miss Charlotte’s face she saw a warm smile. She nodded to Anna.
“You’ll learn someday soon, I imagine,” Miss Charlotte said, “just how large a change you represent in the Institute’s way of doing things, Anna. You will say, I imagine, in your charming way, that you had no choice, but I want to thank you for the courageous way you faced your fate at your master’s hands, and for your service to this point and into the future. Now do as your master says, and show Mr. Ortner why Institute girls fetch such high prices. I’m going to call the other trainers. As you’re gangbanged in a little while, remember what your master just said. You’re going to please many cocks tonight, but when Martin takes you over his knee to spank you for the shameless way you cried out when they filled you so full you thought you would die of pleasure, all your blushing modesty will return.”
“A New Modesty,” Mr. Ortner said, nodding. He stood up, unbuckling his belt as he did so. “On your knees, now, slut. I’m hard at the thought of your gangbang and I want to get it started.”
Anna looked wildly at Martin, feeling her eyes and mouth open wide and, more important, feeling a thrill of arousal shoot through her at being called slut. She felt she couldn’t go on, now or ever, unless Martin thought it was alright—unless she could see in his eyes that he would spank her for the wetness that ran down her thighs to know that this man, and the other men who would come to this condo so very soon, saw her not as a bride but as a slut.
In Martin’s eyes sat an expression of wisdom, and on his mouth a smile, as if to say, If it pleases me to hear my bride called a slut, and treated like one, my bride shall be a slut for the night. And, yes, darling, I will spank you for your helpless arousal, never fear, and then you shall sit in my lap and I will make you come over and over, until you re-learn to whom your cunt belongs.
“Go, Anna,” he said sternly, though. “Don’t make me whip you. I have decided that you will be gangbanged tonight. Your only choice, as you know, is whether you’ll have fresh strap-marks across your sweet bottom when the cocks enter it.”
Anna closed her lips, made them a tight line. She nodded. She slid down from the chair and began to crawl toward the place where Mr. Ortner stood in the twilit living room of this Caribbean condo, silhouetted against the light of the setting sun, away on the other side of Saint-Stephane from Sunrise Bay but casting a gorgeous red-gold glow over the water outside. His cock stood straight out, not as big as Martin’s but still arrogantly upthrust like a lewd promise of masculine authority over Anna’s private places.
When she had reached him, she knelt up, and at that point Martin turned on the lights so Mr. Ortner’s cock, rising from its nest of curly yellow hair, appeared in all its shameful majesty right before her eyes. Her mouth watered—her heart quailed at the thought, but Anna’s mouth had indeed watered at the sight of the penis she must suck, even though it was the penis of a different man from the one who had taught Anna how to suck a man’s hardness. The first man who had put his hands around her head and forced his cock deep, and made her learn the shameful lesson of masculine pleasure.
“Suck my cock, slut,” Mr. Ortner said softly. “Open your mouth nice and wide, and show me how well your master trained you. You can hold my knees to keep you steady, because I’m going to use you hard. It’s time for you to get used to pleasing whoever your husband tells you to please. You’re going to have to do a lot of it, because you’re that kind of girl and, as you know, you have no choice. Mr. Lourcy knows how to use a slut-wife like you, and he’ll give you to lots of men. Tonight is just the beginning.”
Anna gave a little sob of arousal. Mr. Ortner had almost as much skill as Martin did, she realized at making her feel the dichotomy that she no longer feared to contemplate but rather found so incendiary between her thighs that she hesitated to ponder it for fear of earning a whipping for self-pleasure. On the one hand, Anna still felt herself to be a modest young lady—nearly, now, a modest young bride in fact as well as in likeness. On the other hand, the man who had taken that modest young lady in hand had discovered in her a shameful need for sex, for lewdly finding her own wanton pleasure in submitting to the wild pleasures of men’s cocks, as many men as her husband said must put their cocks in her.
She opened her mouth, and Mr. Ortner lost no time at all in sheathing himself inside. Nor did he give her even a moment to get used to the length of him on her tongue, holding her mouth open, but twined his fingers in her hair and held her still so he could pump in and out, not minding Anna’s distressed whimpers around the cock but trusting Martin’s training and enjoying the face-fuck without a second thought. Anna did take hold of his knees, then, because otherwise she might well have fallen down. Martin had never used her mouth so roughly.
“Is she good?” came a masculine voice from behind her by the door—not Martin’s. Anna fought the urge to try to swivel her eyes to look, as Mr. Ortner used her mouth like a cunny, thrusting in and out and, Anna felt certain, gazing down to see how Anna, the modest bride, looked with a cock in her mouth that didn’t belong to her husband.
“She’s very good,” Ortner said, his voice a little husky with his pleasure. “Aren’t you, sweetie? Look at me.”
Anna turned her eyes up to meet Ortner’s sea-blue gaze. His expression looked so condescending that she felt another bolt of arousal shoot from her clit, through her pussy, at the degradation she saw there. “You’re a good cocksucker, Anna. Your master is a lucky man, to have such a nice mouth to put his cock in. Eyes down again and do your business. I’m not going to come down your throat right now, since we have a long night ahead of us, but I’m going to enjoy myself in your mouth for a few more minutes, while the other guys get ready.”
“We’re ready!” said another male voice behind her. Three.
“We’ve been ready since we saw her play with herself for the very first time.” Oh, no. Four.
Mr. Ortner spoke again, still thrusting in and out of Anna’s mouth so forcefully that the breath came in desperate puffs from her nostrils and her jaw ached. Tears ran down her face at the brutal pleasure of the man with whom she had been shared. “Martin, you’ve done a very good job with her. No Ostia girl could do better. And the best part is that when she’s dressed nicely, until you lift her skirt and take down her panties, you would never know how wet she gets at the thought of having a strong man put a nice big cock inside her however he wants.”
“If that can’t save the world,” Miss Charlotte said drily from somewhere off to the side. “I don’t know what can. Martin, with your permission, we should put Anna on her hands and knees.”
Hands and knees seemed to be some sort of code word for the beginning of the gangbang, because Martin said, “Yes, of course. James, you have what we call the honor. I suspect you know what I mean.”
Mr. Ortner stopped thrusting, then, and held his cock halfway inside Anna’s mouth. She gave a little whimper of surprise. “Shh,” he said. “Look at me, Anna.” When her eyes traveled from his lap upward over his hairless, muscular chest to his face, she saw he had a pleased, didactic expression. “The honor, slut, means I believe that I get to say who fucks you and how. You’re going to get it right here in the living room. I’m going to put the redheaded stallion standing behind you on his back on the blanket Mrs. Nakama just spread, and you’re going to ride his cock while I have your anus. The bearded gentleman—I apologize for not knowing your names, but I’m sure we can all agree that it’s hotter that way?—and the man with the sword tattoo…” Anna watched Mr. Ortner’s eyes dart around the room making sure that each of the men he addressed knew their assignments. “They’ll use your mouth. I bet you’re wondering about your future husband.”
Anna couldn’t nod, because his cock still claimed her mouth, but she widened her eyes to say, Yes. Please. Where will my master be? Tell me, please.
“You’ll be too busy to notice, but he’ll be here. Husbands like to watch.” He delivered these words in a dismissive, humiliating tone, but then to Anna’s surprise he smiled warmly. “When he carries you home in a few hours, covered in our semen and aching from our big cocks, I think you’ll understand why.”
 
* * *
 
“Why?” Anna asked, lying in his arms in their bed in their own condo, wrapped in a fluffy bathrobe after the long shower that washed all the sticky residue of four men’s pleasures off her pleasantly aching body. The clock on the night table said two a.m. “I think maybe I know, but I’m not sure, sir. Why do husbands like to watch their wives get gangbanged?”
Martin smiled gently. He wore only a pair of tight blue briefs that made Anna, despite everything she had just endured and done, want to crawl down the bed and kiss the front of them and beg him to let her take them down so she could suckle his cock like a good girl.
“We like to watch because when we share our brides, the sharing is only complete if we give all of the pleasure unselfishly to our friends.”
“Oh,” Anna said, seeing the logic, which was more or less what she had supposed, but still not really finding it compelling.
“And…” Martin said, starting to Anna’s surprise to move her so that she would lie over his lap, with her legs dangling off the side, and pulling up her bathrobe to expose her bare bottom, whose sore little flower had only stopped trickling out other men’s semen a few minutes before. “Because it’s the husband’s duty to punish his wife for her behavior—the way she came, again and again, while other men’s cocks filled her.
“Yes,” he said as he began to spank Anna’s bare bottom, not hard but stingingly enough to make her yelp softly under the ‘punishment,’ “we both know you had no choice. But in my house, girls like you always get the discipline they need.”
Abruptly he stopped spanking, and thrust his hand between Anna’s thighs. She cried out much louder at his gentle touch upon her clitoris and her pussy-lips than she had at his spanking.
“Thank you, sir,” she moaned, “for training me so thoroughly.”
 
 
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?
 
Controlling Caitlin
When nineteen-year-old Caitlin’s rude behavior gets out of hand, her boyfriend, Neil, decides that it is time for some drastic action to get her under control. In order to take Caitlin in hand properly, Neil enlists the help of his close friend Mary, a woman who learned the art of correcting naughty young women during her time at a special facility known only as the Institute.
Caitlin is shocked to learn of Neil and Mary’s plans for her, but despite her blushing protests she soon finds herself pulled over her stern boyfriend’s knee for a long, hard, bare-bottom spanking. Though the punishment leaves her humiliated and sore, her desire for Neil is set ablaze by his dominance. But Neil and Mary have much more than just a single spanking planned for Caitlin, and over the coming weeks she’ll learn what it really means to be thoroughly disciplined.
 
A Punishment Exam for Jane
Unwilling to admit to desires that fill her with shame, investigative journalist Jane Redford is on a mission to infiltrate and then bring down the Institute. But to her shock, soon after her arrival she discovers that those who run the Institute are fully aware of her intentions and have their own plans for her, starting with a thorough, humiliating punishment examination.
 
Buying His Mate
In the years since the rich and powerful abandoned their planet, society on Earth has all but disintegrated. But there is one thing that those who left Earth behind still need from their old home, and in return for sustenance and protection the remaining humans of Earth have offered their women as mates to those who wish to claim them.
Despite her best efforts to avoid her fate—efforts which only earn her a hard, bare-bottom spanking—when the time for her inspection arrives eighteen-year-old Gretchen soon finds herself stripped naked for a humiliating, intimate examination in front of an audience intent on evaluating her as a potential mate.
Martin Lourcy was attracted to Gretchen from the moment he set eyes on the beautiful young woman, but it is her body’s helpless arousal during her examination which convinces him that he must have her. But Martin wants Gretchen not only as his mate, but as his something more, something his society no longer allows a man to have. He wants her as his wife.
After buying the right to take Gretchen home with him, Martin marries her in secret, but soon he is faced with an unexpected dilemma. Though he is wildly in love with his new bride, his position affords him the power to use her in any way he desires and his lust for her pushes him to dominate her ever more harshly. Yet when he strives to treat her gently, she rebels, and he is forced to wonder if everything his society taught him was wrong. Could Gretchen truly not only want, but need her husband to master her and take her as hard and as often as he sees fit?
 
Subjugated
As a result of her town displeasing the sadistic general who rules what remains of America five centuries in the future, eighteen-year-old Jenna Caprio has been chosen to be “subjugated” by Captain Bradley Clark, one of the general’s best officers. Upon being chosen, Jenna receives a pair of red lace panties and a letter outlining in explicit detail all of the intimate and embarrassing ways she is to prepare herself for the captain’s arrival.
When he is assigned the task of subjugating an innocent, beautiful young woman as a lesson to her neighbors, Bradley is horrified. Yet if he fails to punish and shame the girl in a believable fashion, he risks arousing suspicion and exposing his membership in an underground resistance organization dedicated to the tyrannical general’s downfall. So Bradley will do what he must. He will dominate Jenna utterly, spanking her long and hard for any defiance, and then he will publicly claim her in every way possible.
The situation quickly becomes more complicated after Jenna inadvertently discovers Bradley’s secret, however. Knowing his true convictions, she can’t help trusting him, nor can she fully hide the shameful pleasure his mastery of her body brings her. Soon enough she is falling in love with the very man whose duty is to subjugate and humiliate her, but when the need arises, will she risk everything that she has—and even her very life—to aid his cause?
 
Bought by the Doctor
When she grows tired of the hypocrisy of her society, twenty-year-old Eliana Wildwood decides to flaunt the law and do as she pleases. Unfortunately for her, the government of Earth in 3072 doesn’t take kindly to such rebelliousness, and soon enough Eliana finds herself sent off to a prison colony.
Doctor Sam Fitzgerald has been looking for just the right subject for his study of rehabilitation techniques for female offenders, and Eliana fits the bill perfectly. Her suitability is confirmed when, only moments after buying custody of her, he is forced to bare her bottom for a harsh, public punishment to begin the long process of teaching her obedience.
To her shock, upon being brought to his home Eliana quickly discovers that the handsome doctor’s plans for her include a regimen of intimate, humiliating medical examinations along with intense, prolonged sexual stimulation. Any attempt to resist her treatment will result in swift chastisement in the form of a hard, bare-bottom spanking.
Yet despite her shame at his complete mastery of her body, before long Eliana finds herself craving both Sam’s gentle touch and his dominant lovemaking. As her hardened criminal façade gives way to reveal the vulnerable young woman beneath, he cannot help falling for her as well. But when a man from Eliana’s past puts their lives in danger, can Sam keep them both safe?
 
Bound and Initiated
After intelligence analyst Sarah James is sent to infiltrate an underground organization known for its ritualistic sexual practices, she soon finds herself signing a contract which gives the group permission to train her for absolute submission to the men in charge, including punishing any disobedience as they see fit.
When she fails to comply with an order to strip naked for an intimate inspection, Sarah is given a punishment strapping, followed by a thorough, humiliating medical exam while her bottom is still burning hot and sore. Then, fearful but more aroused than she’s ever been in her life, Sarah meets the handsome, aristocratic Robert Bennet, the man she will serve.
After her first night in Robert’s strong, unyielding arms, Sarah realizes that her long-buried desires for a man to master her body completely are finally being fulfilled. Though it shames her deeply, even being shared with other men at her master’s command excites her more than she could have ever imagined.
But with Sarah’s handler at the CIA due to extract her at any moment, will she betray Robert and abandon the passion he has set ablaze in her? And if Robert discovers her true identity, will he ever be able to forgive her?
 
An Indecent Voyage
Eighteen-year-old Cara is terribly nervous about being sent to the pleasure-yacht of Lord Andrew March, one of the most powerful men in the post-collapse world of 2243. Lord Andrew will expect obedience as she is trained in all the ways to please a man, and failure to do exactly as she is told will earn her swift punishment in the form of a painful bare-bottom spanking.
Serving Lord Andrew is embarrassing enough, but when Cara is introduced to Ben Weathers, one of his guards, she finds herself truly blushing crimson. Though it fills her with shame, she can’t help aching with desire at the thought of Ben dominating her completely and enjoying her body in any way he pleases.
From the moment he meets Cara, all Ben can think about is how lovely she would feel in his arms. But Cara belongs to Lord Andrew, and Ben isn’t sure whether he can ever truly claim her as his own. When at last he has the chance to make her his—and perhaps save what remains of civilization at the same time—will he seize the opportunity even if it means risking their lives?
 
The Lord’s Scandalous Bride
When she is sent by her employer to the room of his esteemed guest, Lord Nele Lourcy, with the expectation that she will submit to him in any way he pleases, Susan Grant has no idea what is in store for her. To her surprise, she soon finds herself not only receiving a humiliating bare-bottom spanking, but confessing to years of naughtiness and wanton behavior as well.
Lord Nele Lourcy is not the type of man who would be expected to take more than a passing interest in a girl like Susan Grant, but as she pours out her story to him he feels all but compelled to make her his own. He takes her in his arms and vows to guide her back to the path of virtue, chastising her firmly when needed but rewarding her obedience with pleasure unlike anything she has felt before.
Neither Nele’s family nor the rest of London society respond kindly to a lord taking a fallen woman as his bride, however, and soon the unlikely couple are forced to flee to America. But when danger follows them across the ocean, will Nele decide that Susan isn’t worth the trouble, or will he keep her at his side—and in his bed—no matter the scandal it creates?
 
The Sergeant’s Claim
Upon reaching the age of eighteen, Jane was taken from her school and sent to a specialized facility where young women are prepared for marriage. She knows that her future husband will demand her complete submission, but she cannot help blushing crimson at the thought of belonging so completely to a man she has not yet met, let alone being shared by three men each seeking to prove himself the most adept at mastering her.
Under ordinary circumstances Sergeant Andrew Creston would not have the resources needed to marry, but his skill and courage in battle have won him the chance to compete for a bride. Over the course of several days, Andrew and two higher ranking officers will have the opportunity to demonstrate their ability to properly master a woman, and the man deemed to have dominated her most thoroughly will win the right to claim her as his wife.
Jane’s defiance when ordered to pleasure Andrew on the first night of the competition earns her a painful, embarrassing spanking from the handsome soldier, yet her body’s response to his dominance is unmistakable and she is left quivering with desire. But with two other men also going all out to prove themselves best suited to claim her, it will take much more than just a bare-bottom spanking for Andrew to make her his forever.
 
A Legacy of Dominance
As Robert Lourcy commences the training of his new concubine—a beautiful young maiden named Beria—on a distant world in the 39th century, he shares with her stories of the most noteworthy deeds of his forebears. Over the course of many centuries the men of the Lourcy family have soundly spanked, skillfully dominated, and thoroughly claimed countless women, and one day Beria’s own story will take its place alongside a myriad of others in a legacy of dominance.
 
Assigned a Daddy
After eighteen-year-old Darla Hawkins is caught shoplifting, she is sentenced to spend six months in the custody of former marine colonel Mike Beckwith, who will act as her daddy and disciplinarian during that time. Mike is more than ready to be as firm as necessary, and when Darla doesn’t obey him promptly during their first meeting he wastes no time in baring her bottom, pulling her over his knee, and spanking her until she’s a very sorry little girl.
Darla quickly discovers that a spanking is far from the most humiliating punishment Mike is prepared to employ when she fails to do as she is told, and before long she has lost the privilege of wearing big girl panties. Her daddy putting her in diapers is more embarrassing than anything she has ever imagined, yet to her shame it also leaves her intensely aroused. Her shame only increases when Mike decides that some very special training is required to deal with her repeated disobedience, and she soon learns that even her most intimate places belong to her daddy.
Though his disciplinary techniques frequently leave her with blushing cheeks and a sore bottom, Mike’s caring guidance and loving attention help Darla blossom in a way she never could have before, and she grows closer to him with each passing day. But will she be left on her own when her sentence is completed, or will her daddy find a way to keep his little girl at his side forever?
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