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Chapter One
 
 
Olivia Rogers’ life changed forever in the blink of an eye, in the parking lot of a big-box store, after she had emerged into the snowy air carrying a bag of ice-melter much too heavy for her to handle easily, and a tall, pleasant-looking man who seemed about to enter the store offered to carry it to her car for her.
Pleasant-looking, but also built like a linebacker or a fireman and possessing a rock-hard jaw. She had almost snapped that she was fine before she noticed the jaw with its blue-black stubble. Jared, her boyfriend, might not like it if she let this man help her—well, really, he might not like it if she let him help her and then struck up a conversation with him the way it had suddenly come into her mind to do.
Because Jared could seriously go to hell, right? No, that wasn’t fair, because Jared was so sweet. But the man who had just offered to carry the fifty-pound bag of melter might be sweet, too. And he had pecs and biceps that bulged in the long-sleeved black T-shirt he wore without a jacket despite the thirty-degree temperature.
“Thanks,” she said as he took the bag from her as if it were a sack of marshmallows.
“Where’s your car?” Even in the outside air his voice seemed to surround her with its rumble.
“Um, over there.” Olivia pointed, not knowing why the gesture felt silly, unless something about the man with her ice-melter in his hands made everything about her seem foolish.
“The black sedan?”
“No, the yellow hatchback.” That feeling of foolishness again. Why?
“Cute,” the man said, seeming to mean it.
Olivia felt herself blushing. “Thanks.” She did love her zippy little car. Suddenly she didn’t feel silly. “I’m Olivia.”
Stupid, when she had a boyfriend? No. Jared could go to hell. Especially since she had a very strong suspicion that Jared had bought a ring, and her feelings about him and the ring and everything it represented seemed impossible to sort out. She loved him: yes, of course Olivia loved Jared, and the things she thought about when she had what she called, to herself, alone-time and even sometimes when Jared dutifully brought her to orgasm with his hand, after missionary-position sex, would go away once they got married. What she and Jared did in bed was what everyone did in bed, wasn’t it?
She would definitely not think about the night in the hot tub, after the dinner party, when she had gotten carried away and somehow had found Jared taking her from behind, the shameful pleasure overwhelming her senses. She had put a stop to that the next night when Jared said the silly thing about sucking his cock.
“I’m Gabriel,” said the man as they began to walk the fifty feet to the car.
Olivia’s keys in her hand, pressing the button to open the trunk.
A blue van, turning into the row where Olivia was telling Gabriel just to put the melter on top of the old blanket.
Gabriel, putting the melter in the trunk. Olivia, wondering if she should just give him her number or hope that he would ask for it in the thirty seconds that seemed to represent the complete remainder of her time with Gabriel unless he asked for it, or she provided it.
Deciding that she wouldn’t; that she loved Jared, had invested two years in her relationship with Jared, would marry Jared.
The blue van, stopping behind them. Its door sliding open.
Gabriel saying, “Olivia, what’s going to happen now will frighten you. I want you to understand that in the end you’ll be a great deal happier than you would have been if you hadn’t been chosen for pickup.”
His huge hand, plucking the keys from her surprised, only half-resisting fingers. A nondescript man emerging from the van and taking the keys from Gabriel, moving toward the driver’s-side door.
Gabriel putting his hand over her mouth and picking her up like the same sack of marshmallows, or feathers, the bag of melter had become in his hands. Handing her to other, unseen men in the passenger compartment of the van.
The door closing, slammed shut by Gabriel. The van moving. Out the rear window, Olivia’s zippy little hatchback, pulling out and driving away.
 
* * *
 
Olivia tried to scream, “Oh, God,” but it came out as a choked, tiny sound.
They had set her on a padded bench that ran the length of the van’s passenger section. Gabriel sat down next to her. She looked up into his face, which still seemed so pleasant. On another bench seat, facing the rear of the van, sat two more men, in hoods that covered their faces, though their dark eyes glittered in the eyeholes.
“What…?” she tried.
“Take off your clothes, Olivia,” Gabriel said calmly. “All of them. Right now.”
“Oh, please. Please. Don’t.” Her mind couldn’t seem to grasp any of what had happened. “Why?”
“Last chance before we strip you ourselves and you have your first punishment for disobeying my order. I want you naked, Olivia, so you’re going to be naked now. That’s the reason: your nakedness will please me.”
“What are you going to do to me?” Olivia whispered. There. A sentence.
“I think you can guess,” Gabriel said in the same pleasant voice.
Olivia quailed back into the side of the van. Yes, obviously: that would be why they wanted her naked. Sex. For some reason, it hadn’t occurred to her.
Or, truly, it had occurred to her—of course it had occurred to her. But… She forced her mind away from that train of thought.
She said, “Oh, no. Please, no.” She swallowed hard, looking into Gabriel’s implacable green eyes. “Maybe I could… Maybe I could do something else?”
Her eyes darted around the van, to each of the hooded men, back to Gabriel. Gabriel said, “You’re going to do everything, Olivia, and have everything done to you. Everything you’ve imagined you might have to do and to undergo, if a man like me were to choose you, to belong to him. As your training proceeds you’ll understand just how foolish you’re being right now, thinking you might get away by sucking a few cocks and pretending you don’t like it, the way you pretend with your boyfriend when he asks for a blowjob and you say ‘No.’”
Olivia felt her mouth open in astonishment. To belong to a man: the terrible idea she had made Jared promise he wasn’t interested in, in a relationship. The terrible idea from that night, at the party, in the bathroom, before the hot tub. “How…?”
“How do I know about that, Olivia?” Gabriel said. “When I just met you?”
Olivia nodded mutely. The van, which had been stopping and starting as if in town traffic, suddenly sped up. Distracted, Olivia looked through the rear window again and saw that they were getting onto the interstate.
“Where are you taking me?” she whispered. She looked at the hooded men, sitting impassively, then back to Gabriel, who wore an amused expression.
“I’ll answer both your questions, and more, as well, once you’re naked and I’ve spanked you soundly for your disobedience.” He nodded to the other men, and suddenly everything in the van seemed a blur of motion.
Gabriel held her tightly around her shoulders and waist as the other men stripped down Olivia’s jeans and took them off. He held her arms while one of the others held her waist, so that the third could pull off her sweater and then her T-shirt.
Olivia cried out, of course, and struggled, but it seemed so futile, and it happened so fast, that when she sat on the bench in her mismatched beige bra and black thong panties, her clothes deposited in the far corner of the van where they seemed to accuse her of not trying harder to avoid being stripped naked, she felt strangely like it was almost normal. Then she thought of Gabriel saying everything, and she shuddered. Had she meant that she would suck these men’s penises if they promised to let her go? Had Gabriel meant that she would have to do that? And more?
Sucking a few cocks and pretending you don’t like it. She shuddered again.
“If you take off your underwear,” Gabriel said. “I’ll only spank you with my hand. If we have to take it off for you, you’ll get the punishment strap.” Olivia watched in horrified fascination as he reached under the bench into a storage compartment and brought out a length of stiff leather with a wooden handle.
“I know there’s a part of you,” Gabriel continued relentlessly, “that wants to know what this strap feels like, Olivia. I advise you not to give into that part right now. You’ll feel the strap soon enough, I’m sure, but for now it’s very important that you learn to obey me. Take off your underwear.”
“Please don’t spank me,” Olivia whispered. “I’ll… I’ll be good.”
“I’m going to spank you either way, honey. It’s time for you to feel a man’s firm hand on your little bottom, to start getting you ready for your new life.”
Honey. New life. The words whirled around her mind.
She looked at the strap in his hand. No, of course she didn’t want to know what it felt like. Did she?
Long and black, stitched from several layers of leather, obviously. If a man punished you with it over his lap, you would have to suck his cock, and then bend over when he told you to, so that he could use you the way men with straps used girls. Or he would make you bend over a desk, the arm of a couch, or a bed, before he whipped you with the strap. Then he would just lower his pants, take hold of your hips, and thrust inside, whether you wanted to have sex or not.
She looked down at her bare knees. She reached her hands behind her to unhook her bra.
“Good girl,” Gabriel said. “You made the right choice.”
Olivia didn’t look up at him as she shrugged the bra off. One of the hooded men took it and put in the corner. The pavement of the interstate was uneven for a moment, and Olivia drew a quick breath as her breasts bounced a bit with the motion of the van. Her little pink nipples, on C-cup breasts, stood straight out.
Gabriel put his left hand out to take her right breast in his fingers, run his thumb over the nipple. “Very nice.”
At that simple gesture, everything became terribly, terribly complicated for Olivia. She closed her eyes and moaned, and she felt herself grow warm between her thighs; much warmer than she had ever, ever been for Jared. “Please,” she whispered. “I have a boyfriend.”
“I know,” Gabriel said. “You’re going to have to forget him. You belong to us now. Take off your panties.”
“No, please,” she whispered, thinking of Jared, wondering what he would think if he could see the way she had taken off her bra for this man, the way her body had responded to him touching her nipple.
Gabriel sighed. Then he reached out and took hold of her, and placed her across his jean-covered lap. Before she could even think to try to resist, he had his left leg across both of her knees, and he was pulling her panties down to the middle of her thighs.
He put his hand on her bottom and gave a little squeeze that made Olivia whimper. Her chestnut hair had fallen all around her face as she looked at the floor of the van, which was covered in blue carpet. Now Gabriel, with the hand not on her backside, smoothed it all to the left side of her neck, perhaps so that he could see her face while he punished her.
Punished her.
“Your first spanking is a special moment, honey,” Gabriel said. “I’m not going to give you the strap because you did take off your bra. We both know you can be a very good girl for me and my associates. While I spank you, I want you to think about what it means to be naked with three strong men, whose cocks get hard when a pretty girl like you gets the discipline she has coming.”
Then, with his left hand, he started to spank her. Did he know somehow that it was indeed her very first spanking? Or did he just guess it, since most adults in the modern world hadn’t ever been spanked?
Olivia made little whining noises at the pain, as the sharp slaps rang out in the speeding van. It hurt, but the part she hadn’t guessed at was the way it felt to be upended over a man’s strong lap with your bottom bare, your pussy naked, though hidden, rubbing on the fabric of his pants. She had misbehaved; she had disobeyed. Now a man who could enforce his will with his muscular frame had taken down her panties to teach her a needed lesson.
Olivia Rogers needed a spanking, so Gabriel put her over his lap, bared her bottom, and punished her as naughty girls ought to be punished.
Now, as her whole backside must be turning bright red, the spanks did start to really hurt, and Olivia began to struggle helplessly over Gabriel’s thigh. “Please! No more!” she cried.
“Your master decides when your punishment is over, honey,” Gabriel said, and kept spanking, until Olivia was sobbing, her left hand gripped tightly in Gabriel’s right atop the small of her back.
Then it did stop, and Gabriel had begun to rub her blazing cheeks instead of spanking them.



Chapter Two
 
 
Gabriel Bleigen spoke very softly to Olivia Rogers as he rubbed her sweet, round bottom, from which a lovely warmth now emanated, his words as soft as he might make them and still have them heard over the sound of the interstate rushing by.
“You’ll soon learn to accept your punishments, honey, but you did very well for your first spanking.”
She answered him with a muffled, ambiguous sob.
“You’re already a very different girl from the one I put in this van, aren’t you? You’re almost naked, and you’ve had your first taste of real discipline. Now you’re going to suck my cock while I answer your questions, the way girls who have learned their place in an old-fashioned relationship do.”
Olivia shook her head. Gabriel pushed two fingers down between her thighs, not forcefully or very far, but enough to feel how much warmer her pussy had grown even than her bottom.
“Have you ever sucked a cock, Olivia?” He knew the answer to the question from her profile, of course, but making a new girl open up about her sexual history and her repression represented an essential early part of the training.
She shook her head more violently, her long hair swinging gently back and forth with the motion.
“Did your boyfriend ever ask you to? I know you have sex with him once or twice a week even if he hasn’t taken you in hand the old-fashioned way.” Again, Gabriel knew the answer; indeed, one of the protocols drummed into his head as a field trainer and case agent stated that a trainer must never ask a question to which he didn’t know the response he would get.
“Oh, God,” Olivia wailed, throwing her head back. “How do you know that?”
Gabriel patiently pushed his two middle fingers deeper in, touched her warm clit in its nest of soon-to-be-waxed-away curls. Olivia gave a little sob of forced pleasure. Even if he hadn’t had her profile to go on, his skill would have told him that with the help of the spanking and the submissive position Olivia Rogers now felt more erotic pleasure than she had ever felt in her life—much, much more than she found, above all, in the masturbatory habits that had brought her to the attention of the man who had chosen her.
“Answer my question or you’ll have to have the strap after all, honey,” Gabriel said, now rubbing gently and rhythmically, loving how wet Olivia got his fingers. “Did your boyfriend ever ask you to give him a blowjob?”
“Yes,” she sobbed.
“But you refused?” A firm circle at her clit, an arched back, a cry of helpless pleasure.
“Yes… I… but… I love him!”
Gabriel looked at Dan and Steven, sitting stonily in their hoods doing their job as orderlies to perfection, and winked. “If you love him,” he said to Olivia, “why wouldn’t you suck his cock?”
It was one of the questions Olivia would try with all her might not to answer, and now she exhibited one of the less probable responses to it: she started to struggle on Gabriel’s lap, not to get away but, as became immediately apparent when Gabriel released his grip on her arm, to kneel on the van’s carpeted floor between his spread knees, her eyes turned to the crotch of his jeans.
Olivia Rogers would suck the cock of a man she had just met, who had kidnapped her, rather than tell him why she wouldn’t do the same thing for the man she loved.
Gabriel unbuttoned the waist of his jeans and pulled them down to the floor, watching Olivia’s face all the while. His cock, impeded by no underwear, sprang up before his new girl, out of its nest of wiry hair. Olivia took in a sharp breath. Her profile suggested that her face had probably never even been this close to a man’s penis, though that level of granularity lay beyond the capabilities of the Institute’s data gathering, when one regarded the matter realistically—which field trainers, even more than the trainers at the manor house, must always do.
The assessors in the basement of the manor house, of course, who saw the raw data, needed no reminding: they were the ones who might catch a field trainer like Gabriel assuming that a girl like Olivia had never seen a cock close up, when in fact perhaps the limits of the Institute’s data gathering had concealed something important. Perhaps, an assessor might say, on a camping trip from which the assessment team had no surveillance data at all, Olivia had uncovered her sleeping boyfriend and looked at his somnolent cock for long minutes. Perhaps she had tried to work up the courage to take it in her mouth and finally, sadly, she had pulled his underwear back up. If such a hypothetical scenario had taken place, for Gabriel to act now as if Olivia had never had her lips anywhere near a penis would strike a terribly false note, and put her in a position of thinking Gabriel didn’t know everything worth knowing about her sex life.
On the other hand, Gabriel did know the size of Jared Wertheim’s cock, and though it was impressive, it was not as impressive as Gabriel’s own. The probability that Olivia had ever seen a cock as big as Gabriel’s up close was zero.
“Wh-what do I do?” Olivia asked in a breathless, almost hyperventilating voice. Her eyes darted up to Gabriel’s.
“Get your eyes down, first of all. Unless I tell you to, you must never look your master in the eye when his cock is uncovered in front of you.”
The rapidity of her breathing increased; Gabriel would have to ratchet things down a little to keep her out of danger of fainting. Her eyes went down again, and when she got another look at the enormous, rock-hard erection in front of her a whimper came from her throat. Kneeling up, with her very ordinary, but rather cute, black panties in a tangle around her thighs, Olivia looked absolutely adorable. The man who had chosen her would certainly get his money’s worth.
“Begin by asking permission to touch your master’s cock,” he said gently.
“My master,” Olivia repeated softly, pushing herself further into the dream as which Gabriel knew she now had begun to regard this experience. It corresponded, of course, as closely as Gabriel and his staff could make it correspond, with a great many of her masturbatory fantasies.
“That’s right, Olivia,” Gabriel said patiently. “You don’t have a boyfriend anymore. You have a master, now. Say, master, may I please touch your beautiful cock.”
Her eyes did not stray from Gabriel’s manhood, but she shook her head very slowly.
“Do you want the strap, honey?” Gabriel made his voice take on only the slightest edge of authority.
Again the slow shake of the head.
“Do you want to know the answers to your questions?”
A long pause, and then a single nod.
“You’ve always known that someday a man would come who would make you do this, who would make you suck his hard cock, haven’t you?”
Olivia’s eyes darted uncontrollably up to his, very wide. Her cheeks flamed scarlet, and as she lowered her eyes again her mouth turned down in a pout that tugged at Gabriel’s heartstrings. She hadn’t always known, of course; truly she had always feared that such a man would never come, and she had been about to settle for one who never would make her happy.
But of course she would refuse to answer this question, too. Instead she said, in a tiny whisper barely audible over the noise of the van’s progress toward the airport, “Master, may I please touch your beautiful cock?” Her breathing had calmed down: good, Gabriel could move things along more quickly.
There would be time enough—a great, great deal of it—to bring Olivia to answer the question and admit the dark secrets of her inner world. “Yes, honey, you may. I know you’ve touched your boyfriend’s cock a few times, but you’ve never learned how to do it properly, the way a girl should when she must give pleasure and serve her master’s lusts. Now you will begin your training. Remember that my associates here are watching, and that you will have to suck their cocks, too. You’ll have a tummy full of sperm in just a little while, to make you feel proud of how much you’ve learned.”
Gabriel reached his hand down and took Olivia’s chin in it, so that he could turn her face to the right to see where the orderlies sat.
At this cue, Dan and Steven quickly lowered their own black pants, to reveal erections almost as big as Gabriel’s. Olivia gave a little gasp.
“What kind of girl,” Gabriel began softly, “rides naked in a van with three men whose hard cocks she has to suck?”
The question made sense to Olivia, Gabriel knew, on a level that went beyond logic. As her breathing quickened again, and she raised her trembling hands as if uncertain whether to try to inflict some injury on Gabriel’s exposed cock and balls or to begin to learn how to caress them better than she had ever caressed her boyfriend’s, he knew she wasn’t thinking about the real answer—a girl who’s just been kidnapped and threatened with harsh punishment unless she does the shameful things the men tell her to do.
No: Olivia Rogers’ mind didn’t work like that. Her imagination had strayed into wanton paths for much too long to be able to look at such a question, from the man she had just called master, in a logical light. For Olivia Rogers the answer held a much greater simplicity: the kind of girl who rode naked in a van and sucked the cocks of strangers was the kind of girl who played with herself at least twice a day—sometimes as many as five times in a twenty-four-hour period, according to surveillance—thinking about having to suck strangers’ cocks and then having to do, and to suffer, much, much more. What kind of girl? The kind who now would suck these men’s cocks: Olivia’s kind.
“Please…”
“Answer the question, Olivia.”
She drew a panting breath, swallowed hard. “A bad girl,” she whispered.
Gabriel let go of her chin and used that hand to begin to pump his cock gently, loving the way it brought the blood rushing to Olivia’s cheeks to watch a man ready himself to enjoy her. The orderlies began to do the same.
“Bad girl, do you want to suck our cocks like the naughty little whore you are, right now, or do you want to do it after I whip you? That’s your choice. You’ve always known that someday you would have to suck hard penises, and swallow the seed that your masters give you. You just didn’t know it would be today. It’s time, honey. Suck my cock. Take it in your right hand, with your left underneath my balls, and rub it just like I’m rubbing it. Then open your mouth nice and wide and show me how ready you are to learn to please your master. I won’t fuck your face to start off, but I want you to think about what it will be like when I do, and even pretend that your mouth is a pussy for a man’s cock to fuck.”
“Oh, God,” Olivia whispered.
One more reminder. “Or do you want the strap, honey?” Gabriel asked gently.
She reached her left hand out first, under Gabriel’s scrotum. A little shudder went through her body as she touched him for the first time, and Gabriel couldn’t help the satisfied noise that came from his throat as her soft fingers weighed his balls gently in them.
“That’s it,” he said. “You’re doing fine.” He removed his own hand from his cock, and Olivia uncertainly took hold of it, moving her hand up and down. She licked her lips; Gabriel felt sure she didn’t even know she had done that.
“In your mouth, now, Olivia,” he said, enjoying the thickness of his voice that came from the pleasure her hands had already provided. “Suck the penis.”
Her lips parted, and her eyes went up to meet his, then down again as she realized she had broken a rule. “I’ll spank you for that later, honey,” Gabriel said.
That news had the effect he had intended: Olivia opened her mouth wide and took his cock inside. Gabriel gathered her long hair in his left hand, so that he would be able to see her face and then, later, control the motions of her head. Pretty Olivia Rogers had a cock in her mouth for the first time: the sight looked so arousing that Gabriel would have a difficult time holding back his orgasm. Inexpertly, a look of anxiety in her eyes, she began to move her mouth up and down to imitate sex, almost certainly thinking of exactly what Gabriel had told her to think about: her mouth as a pussy for her master to put his cock in.
“Very nice, honey. Very nice. Alright. Are you ready to hear about your new life? You don’t have to answer me now; just keep sucking my cock and learning to give pleasure. You are on your way to a place where you will learn many lessons about pleasing your masters. You have been bought by a wealthy man, a man who keeps a harem of concubines in a beautiful house on an island he has to himself. He has hired my organization, which you may simply call the Institute, to acquire you for him, and to train you for his pleasure. When we deliver you to him, you will be ready to serve as a junior wife in his harem, pleasing men and women alike while you live a very comfortable life as long as you obey your master. If you do not obey, of course, your life will prove much less comfortable.”



Chapter Three
 
 
Jared knew something about the email from Olivia was suspicious, but it took him a long while to put his finger on what it was.
 
Dear Jared,
I know this is going to take you by surprise, and I’m really, really sorry about that. There’s just no other way to say it, so I’m just going to say it: I’ve decided to go to Europe and stay there for at least a year. I need to get things sorted out in my head for a while. I’m not saying I don’t want to be with you, but I’m just not sure that I can spend the rest of my life with you. I know you’ll probably be surprised about this, too, but I do know that you were getting ready to propose, and I’d be lying if I said that that’s not what made me consider taking a break. You’re going to want to try to find me, I know, but please don’t. I’m going to cancel this email account right now and change my phone number, and I’m going to do my best to make sure you can’t find me. I’m really, really sorry about that, too, but like I said I need to be on my own to figure things out. You probably won’t believe it after reading this, but I love you very much. I promise that I won’t let the whole year go by without emailing you again, but for now please accept my decision as final.
With all my love, despite everything,
Olivia
 
For the first few hours after he read it, Jared had literally denied the very idea that it could have come from the girl he loved. He tried to call her, and then he drove over to her apartment and banged on the door, thinking that when he found Olivia he would give her a stern talking-to about network security, because clearly someone had hacked her email.
When her landlord emerged from his own apartment to say that just a few hours earlier a moving truck had taken away all of Olivia’s belongings and a man had paid off Olivia’s lease, telling the landlord that he was a cousin of Olivia’s, Jared’s first thought was that Olivia’s estranged grandparents must have found her.
Olivia had told him that her grandmother and grandfather, with whom she had grown up after the deaths of her parents in a car wreck too long ago for her to remember, disapproved of the idea of her moving away from the Midwest to New Hampshire, and now only sent her a Christmas card every year. It didn’t sound like the grandparents might be the sort of people who would try to intervene in their granddaughter’s life this way, but, Jared thought, you never knew.
He spent a few hours trying to figure out how he might find Olivia’s cousin, but in the process discovered that her grandparents seemed to know about her trip to Europe. To his email directed to an address he found on an old phone Olivia had left at his apartment when she got a new one the previous year, he received a brief note saying that yes, they had sent Bill to pick up her stuff, and that they hoped that when Olivia got back from Europe she would get back in touch with them.
The next twelve hours Jared spent convinced that Olivia had indeed gone to Europe, and that all his dreams of domestic felicity—as he couldn’t help thinking of it, since he and Olivia shared a love of Jane Austen’s novels—had come to an end. Then the suspicion started, though for the life of him Jared couldn’t figure out whether it was just wishful thinking to continue to doubt the reality of her departure.
It certainly wasn’t that Olivia didn’t have it in her to do this kind of thing. She had done more or less the same when she left Ohio on the spur of the moment and came to New Hampshire to work in the ski industry. Nor did Jared doubt that she had misgivings about their relationship. He had just thought that those misgivings concerned his financial security, and that when he told her about the new job he had just gotten at a major financial services company in Boston, she wouldn’t hesitate to say yes and let him put on her finger the enormous diamond he had bought with the signing bonus for the job.
But something just seemed wrong about the mail. All he could gather, though, at first was that the tone seemed much too breezy for a girl who despite her tendency to make sudden life-altering decisions seemed to take everything so seriously. Indeed, she didn’t make those decisions because of any flightiness in her character; she made them, Jared had always thought, because she felt so acutely the need to do something about the situations in which she found herself.
It wasn’t until the next day, when he ran into John Norcross, the CEO of his new company and the man who had hired him, that he began to develop tangible suspicions. He saw Norcross at the ski area where Jared had worked for four years, unable to find a job in the field in which he had gotten his master’s degree, economics, and where he had met Norcross by chance on the chairlift the previous winter, without knowing that that man had just invested a great deal of money in the resort.
Jared had been saying his goodbyes to his colleagues in the office, Saturday morning, and he had just come out from behind the busy ticket counter. Norcross, in his parka and ski pants, was in line to buy a lift ticket.
“I couldn’t help overhearing,” Norcross said, as Jared shook his hand. He had told one of his work friends about Olivia. Now he felt his face get hot.
Norcross continued, “Did your girl really just up and leave that way? Nice guy like you, I would expect her to have more consideration.”
Jared felt his brow furrow. “That’s just it,” he said, disarmed by Norcross’ solicitude and not even thinking about how strange and even inappropriate it was to discuss the matter with his new boss’ boss’ boss. After all, Norcross had met Olivia—they had gone to a party at his sumptuous chalet the previous April. He continued, “It seems really weird.”
“She definitely didn’t seem like that kind of girl to me. I mean, I only talked to her for a few minutes, but she seemed very much in love with you.”
Now the flush in Jared’s face seemed to grow much hotter and the oddness of the conversation struck him hard. The party at Norcross’ chalet had been for twenty-five or thirty of the ski resort’s top employees, in honor of Norcross buying the large stake in the place that Jared hadn’t known about the first time he met the billionaire on the chairlift. Olivia and Jared had been dating for only a month or so at that point, and it had indeed seemed to be going very well. The heat in his face came directly from the memory of the sex he and Olivia had had in the hot tub at the resort afterward.
He remembered it as the best sex they had ever had, as she almost seemed to him to be asking him to take her roughly, the way he had always wanted to do, standing up, turning her back to him, looking over her shoulder with her beautiful blue eyes seeming to say that he should know what to do now. And he did know: Jared most certainly did know what to do with a girl who bent over like that, looked at him like that. He had taken her hard, had gripped her shoulders and ridden her harder, as Olivia cried out in what had seemed to him ambiguous but enormous pleasure in his masterful fucking.
For the following twenty-four hours, he had thought that maybe he had just happened to fall in love with a girl who actually craved the kind of sex Jared, raised as a gentleman in a proper New England family, had never thought it gentlemanly to ask for from any of the six girls with whom he had slept. But the next night, kissing her on the couch of his apartment and overcome with desire, he had said, “I think maybe you should suck my cock now,” and Olivia had giggled and said, “Oh, Jared, none of that stuff, please,” in a voice that told him she didn’t want to do any such thing.
And then she had made him promise, to his surprise, not to ask her to submit to him the old-fashioned way the government seemed these days to be promoting as a path toward better civil order. Jared had to admit the idea of an old-fashioned relationship appealed both to the gentlemanly side of him and to the dominant who had never had a chance to come out. But he had never considered it so seriously that he would refuse Olivia his promise. “Oh, no,” he had said. “That’s fine.”
The inexplicable magic of the night in the hot tub after Norcross’ party, when she had let him take her from behind, had vanished, never to return. At least, he had thought wistfully in the months since, they had that night—and at least Norcross had called him two days later and invited him to interview for the job in Boston. Jared had even thought he might be able to broach the subject of dominating Olivia in bed after he had told her about the job and proposed. A foolish, outmoded, romantic notion, he knew—that once you put a ring on a girl’s finger you had a right to master her in the bedroom—but one that appealed to him greatly, if only as a way to liven things up in a mature relationship.
“Well, thanks,” he said awkwardly to Norcross. Time to change the subject. “I’m looking forward to starting Monday. You won’t be disappointed in me, John.”
Norcross smiled his thousand-megawatt boardroom smile. “I know we won’t, Jared. You’ll get through this thing with your girl, I know. A few weeks and you’ll be ready to get out there again. I can tell there’s an alpha in you just getting ready to come out and play. Take my advice: once you’re settled in Boston, go have a drink after work at a bar that’s right near our offices in the seaport. The Cosmopolitan, it’s called.”
Jared felt his left eyebrow go up in puzzlement. He certainly didn’t need a great deal of advice when it came to picking up women; before Olivia he hadn’t ever lacked female companionship when he wanted it. “Why that one, John?” he asked.
“I think you’ll see. It’s got a certain vibe. A power-is-the-greatest-aphrodisiac vibe, if you know what I mean. It’s the kind of place that’ll make you forget about an ex-girlfriend who couldn’t be bothered to tell you in person that she was leaving town.”
 
* * *
 
That night, as he moved the few possessions he had brought from New Hampshire into his new apartment only a few blocks from the office where he’d be starting on Monday, something in what Norcross had said clicked fully into place. Olivia would never just have left like that, without a final conversation. In fact it wasn’t what had happened with her grandparents, was it? She had had it out with them, tried to get them to see that she knew what she wanted for her life.
He looked around at the apartment. The lease cost ten times as much as his rent in the little New Hampshire town three towns away from the resort, and he still could hardly believe he now earned enough money to afford it. Only the seventh floor of twenty-five, but that almost seemed to him a metaphor for the way he would now begin to rise.
Without Olivia.
He looked out the window for a while at Boston Harbor, growing increasingly dissatisfied with his initial plan to sit on the one chair he had brought and watch his new panoply of video options, now that he could subscribe to every pay service in the world. Just down the street, he saw a sign flashing.
Cosmopolitan.
Jared thought he could tell what Norcross had meant about the vibe immediately. The spare, gleaming, ultra-modern place was crowded, it being a Saturday night. Even with all the more or less standard bar goings-on surrounding him, though, Jared could tell that this place served the needs of wealthy men from the surrounding business community. It obviously served those needs above all in the persons of young women who sat at the long bar and looked around nervously, as if waiting for something they weren’t sure they wanted.
As if waiting for corporate sharks to come and escort them first to tables and then to elegant apartments high above the city, where the men’s powerful hands would take down the lacy panties donned especially for the girls’ night out, so that powerful cocks could do as they pleased between trim young thighs and pert young bottom-cheeks.
Jared stood for a moment, looking at the scene, thinking of Olivia and not sure whether he could face the Cosmopolitan now that he had seen the reality behind Norcross’ recommendation. He had decided to grab a seat that had just opened at the bar, intending to nurse a drink and just to try to get a contact high off the action around him, when a woman’s voice spoke, very close to his ear.
“Jared Wertheim.” It wasn’t a question.
He turned to see a gorgeous blonde, about his own age of twenty-six. Shoulder-length hair pulled back gently into a knot. Little black dress.
“Do I know you?” he asked, in confusion rather than in accusation. Then, trying hard to get into the mood, “If I don’t, I should.”
A small smile appeared on her face, carried much more in her hazel eyes than in her mouth, and seeming to his surprise more sympathetic than flirtatious. She shook her head.
“I have something to tell you. About Olivia.”



Chapter Four
 
 
On the plane they had made Olivia dress in a short lacy see-through white nightgown. By the time she woke up in that nightgown Sunday morning, her third new day in what Gabriel and the others called the breaking facility, the little nightgown had begun to seem like normal clothing, and having to take it off, or having it taken off her, seemed nearly as normal. The two other girls she had seen here at the facility both wore them.
Mostly, when Olivia had to please Gabriel or another man, or when they spanked her, or, more frequently, when they used her now-hairless pussy, they left the nightgown on, perhaps since it could so easily be raised to give convenient access both front and back, for punishment and sex. Sometimes, though, as if to indicate to her that whether she wore any clothing at all or not lay entirely within their discretion, they made her take it off before they used her or whipped her.
One of the other girls, Becky, had waxed Olivia’s pussy and rear cleavage on the first day, so that when Gabriel raised her nightgown he always said, “I’m so happy you’re bare down here, now, honey. Your owner will love the way your pussy looks,” or words to that effect. He would also tell her from time to time that she could expect to wear panties again when her owner gave them to her, but that they would be of a very different style than she had accustomed herself to wearing in her old life.
“Now that you’re nice and bare down here,” Gabriel had said the afternoon of her first day, just yesterday—Friday—though it seemed like an age ago, “you’ll look sweet in a thong, especially a really little one. Your owner will only have to pull it aside when he wants to fuck your sweet young pussy or your bottom.”
Gabriel said a lot of things like that. It had begun in the van when Olivia had learned to take his cock nearly as deep as he could thrust it; the sound of his degrading words somehow unlocked in her the Olivia who couldn’t help playing with herself no matter what she did. That Olivia—that secret girl—swallowed the semen of the three men so greedily that she earned high praise from Gabriel even before he told her to get up from the floor of the van, because they had arrived at the airport, where a private jet waited to take her wherever she now was.
As she sucked his cock and the cocks of the men she now knew as the orderlies, Dan and Steven, the answers about what sort of life they had in mind for her, with all the coarse and humiliating detail, seemed to flow around her, making her more and more wanton as she knelt before these men Gabriel said were now her masters and learned the shameful ways of their pleasure. Why, she kept wondering, hadn’t Jared just made her do this? If only he had said that he would whip her if she didn’t, Olivia knew now she would have fallen to her knees for him, too, and she wouldn’t have stopped pleasing him until his semen, like Gabriel’s, had spurted down her throat.
The way her body responded to Gabriel’s account of what would happen to her seemed to Olivia to make it terribly hard to deny how much she needed this. Listening to her captor, sucking the cocks he made her suck, her mind kept flashing back to the night in the hot tub after the party, when the thing that happened in the bathroom wouldn’t leave her mind and she had seemed to go a little crazy with Jared.
She remembered standing up, bending over, and looking over her shoulder at him. She remembered him coming toward her, entering her, his hands on her shoulders as he fucked her wildly. The way he had made her cry out and the way he had made a growling, satisfied sound in his throat. Then, later, playing with herself long into the night, thinking about the thing in the bathroom and the sex with Jared, until finally she came very hard and lay exhausted, and decided she must put a stop to it the next time it came up.
And now there she was on the floor of the van, a captive who should resist, shouldn’t give in to her body’s shameful responses, who should be searching for any means of escape she might find. Instead, she sucked men’s penises for the very first time: three of them, long and hard, until the men held her head down and made her swallow everything they gave her. And all the while, Gabriel told her of her fate.
“We will first take you to what we call the breaking facility,” he said, his tone gentle and calm, as if by performing her shameful service Olivia had earned a look at his softer side. “You will spend two or three days there, learning to be a good girl for your training. When I’m sure that you’re ready to obey your masters I will take you to the Institute itself, where you will be assigned to a training master, and undergo the rest of your instruction in serving the pleasure of your owner. After that, your owner will take you home with him. Then you will serve in his harem for as long as he wishes. It’s a place where a girl’s need to belong to a man is taken to its logical extreme, if you like. You will be punished from time to time, and you will be enjoyed sexually very frequently whether you wish it or not, but you will not be harmed.”
And the private jet, the white nightgown, a four- or five-hour journey—Olivia had lost all track of time by then—and another ride in another van with Gabriel and the orderlies, though this time without having to suck their cocks. This ride took her into an underground parking structure; out the rear window of the van she saw only a rural landscape that could be anywhere in the Western or Southern states, as far as Olivia could tell. A walk to a room like a nice hotel room, and the command to lie down and go to sleep. The lights were turned off. Though Olivia had expected to lie in bed all night in mental agony, she fell almost instantly into a deep slumber.
In the morning it had begun in earnest. Gabriel woke her up, and made her take a shower in the gleaming white bathroom while he watched through the glass of the shower enclosure, his face impassive except for the small, pleasant smile that never seemed to leave it. Olivia turned away, but he told her she must face him as she washed, and he instructed her to lather her pussy and bottom thoroughly before rinsing them.
Olivia thought she had probably never blushed so hard, but his words in the van about punishment with the strap seemed to make it difficult to disobey any command he gave. Then, after Olivia had dried herself, Gabriel introduced her to Becky, who wheeled in first a sort of beauty parlor chair with stirrups like an examination table, then a cart with everything needed to wax Olivia between her legs.
Gabriel had left, and Olivia had thought that perhaps Becky would tell her where she was, and whether it was true, but she would say nothing as she first cut Olivia’s pubic hair with clippers, then expertly ripped away the cloth strips she had applied, only making Olivia’s eyes water a little though her face felt hot. After Olivia had tried, “Won’t you at least tell me where I am?” Becky had finally said, “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’m not allowed to tell you anything. Just be as good a girl as you can, and everything will be all right.”
When Gabriel returned, he began by inspecting Olivia between her legs, making her lie on the bed on her back and hold her knees wide open for him. If she had thought the shower embarrassing, with the command to wash between her legs and between her buttocks, this exposure seemed ten times more humiliating.
“When a master says open to you, honey, this is what you will do, wherever you are.”
Olivia’s upper lip quivered, but she held her knees apart, knowing she would be whipped if she didn’t obey.
At last Gabriel said, “You may get up and put on your nightgown, Olivia.”
Then he had sat in an armchair that dominated one corner of the room, and made her stand in front of him, while he began to ask her terrible questions.
When had she masturbated for the first time? When had a boy first touched her breasts? When had she first allowed a masculine hand to touch her between her thighs? When had a man first taken down her panties? How had all those things felt?
“We already know,” Gabriel said softly, “how very naughty a girl you are, honey. Now we want to hear about it in your own words.”
“Fine,” Olivia said, close to tears and not sure why she should be so, given how much she’d already been through at Gabriel’s hands. Why did it make her feel like crying to think about telling a man all the things she had never told anyone at all, least of all the man she had thought she loved? Shouldn’t it have made her cry when she had to suck Gabriel’s and Dan’s and Steven’s cocks? When she had to shower with Gabriel watching? When he had inspected her between her legs and between her bottom-cheeks?
She looked down at his big hands. She had definitely cried when he had spanked her, hadn’t she?
As if he could read her mind, Gabriel said, “Do you need a spanking, honey? Is that what you need, to get you ready to answer my questions?”
Olivia struggled to think of some reply that might make the whole thing stop, because it was suddenly overwhelming. She had sucked his cock, and she had even begun to accept that she couldn’t escape from this Institute place and would become a concubine on a private island—she truly didn’t seem to have any choice about that. But now to admit to Gabriel that she masturbated many times a day, thinking about billionaires and their punishment straps, on their private islands, seemed impossible, and the fact that she didn’t know why it should be so hard made the whole thing worse.
She thought that by hesitating she might buy some time to get hold of herself, but Gabriel to her surprised dismay reached out and took her around her waist. His arms felt just as strong this morning as they had in the van the previous afternoon: somehow, Olivia realized, she had fancied that it might have been a one-time thing—that she could be spanked, give oral sex to three men in a van, and then her body’s perverse needs would be satisfied.
If anything, though, the feeling of being mastered called an even greater response from her body now. She gasped as he pulled her over his lap, not pinning her legs between his the way he had the day before but just laying her down across his thighs the way daddies did with their little girls.
Olivia didn’t struggle as much as she squirmed; the bodily behavior appropriate to this position, somehow.
Gabriel said in a stern voice that somehow also had a gentle note, “Hold still, honey.” He put his left arm around her waist to enforce her obedience, and with it made her raise her backside. He pulled up the little nightgown and cupped both her bottom-cheeks in his right hand, so that Olivia whimpered. “Present this to me properly. Raise it up to tell me you know what you need, even if you can’t say it in words.”
Even if you can’t say it in words. Olivia did: she pushed her bottom up. How could she? She felt the little cheeks rise, held gently by her new master’s huge hand.
Why not Jared? Why couldn’t Jared do this?
“You never told your boyfriend how much you needed a spanking, did you, Olivia?”
“No,” she sobbed, suddenly hoping that with that one syllable the need to answer any further questions would go away.
Gabriel started to spank her.



Chapter Five
 
 
As he spanked Olivia Rogers’ lovely little bottom, Gabriel’s mind turned to what Charlotte Elkins Nakama, academic dean of the Institute, had told him before he returned to Olivia’s room to inspect her and interview her, the first step in the breaking routine of any girl who played with herself as much as Olivia did.
He didn’t say anything as he punished his new girl, but instead just let her feel the way his hand imparted the discipline she so desperately needed. He enjoyed the bounding of the firm round apples as they quickly grew pink under the painful ministrations that made Olivia yelp louder and louder, and let his mind go over Charlotte’s words.
“Olivia’s here because the right man—or, I suppose, from her perspective the wrong man—caught her playing with herself,” Charlotte had said to him on the phone from her office at the manor house, only a few miles away from the breaking facility. “It’s very important that she not realize that, however, until she sees her owner for the first time and recognizes him. He’s insistent on that point, but from the standpoint of her training it means things are a little complicated.”
Gabriel had frowned, listening to his boss. “But her profile says that she’s ripe. Why doesn’t he just come and sample her?” Ripe was the term Institute trainers and assessors used for a girl who, though still repressed in certain important areas, had enough positive sexual experience that she didn’t stand in danger of harm if an untrained dominant like the man or woman who had purchased her enjoyed the concubine-in-training as he or she liked. Girls reached ripeness at various stages and in various ways; some, like Olivia, arrived that way.
“There are complications, is all I can tell you, Gabriel.”
“Okay. So you’re telling me that when I interview her about her self-pleasure I can’t mention that I know she got caught by a powerful man, even though it’s pretty certainly the most powerful lever I have?” He didn’t try to conceal the ruefulness in his tone.
Charlotte laughed. “Exactly. Pretty good challenge, right?”
“Right,” he responded, a little grimly.
The cleansing tears had come for Olivia, now, over his lap. Her bottom and upper thighs had assumed a nearly crimson hue under Gabriel’s firm hand, and now he stroked it, considering his next move, knowing that the most important thing was to get as much material as he could for the assessors, watching and analyzing the video and data feeds in the Institute’s underground control center.
“Please,” Olivia sobbed.
“Please what, honey?” He kept stroking her little bottom, rubbing the whole sweet, warm backside, then making a little circle with his fingertips in the wonderful, rosy place where buttocks met thighs, and the pressure would travel to Olivia’s certainly wet pussy, while making her think also about her virginal anus and what her fantasies told her happened to a girl’s anal virginity when she was sold to a wealthy man.
She didn’t answer.
Gabriel spoke softly. “When you play with yourself, honey, what happens after a spanking?” He intentionally made the question terribly ambiguous, so that the assessors could measure what happened to Olivia’s body as she tried to figure out what he meant: whether he intended to ask about her fantasies or about her atavistic instinct of shame about her masturbation.
The latter won out, it seemed. Olivia spoke to the floor in a very tentative, quiet voice. “You learn not to… not to touch yourself?”
Gabriel went with it, noting again to himself that he must not refer to her being caught, but hopeful that he had found another lever. He could circle back for the fantasies later. Either way led to the next stage for Olivia, to which he couldn’t help looking forward: her first fucking by him, her breaking master. The first time his hard cock would enter the pretty pink cunt of his new girl.
“That’s right, honey. Your master needs to punish you with his hand, his paddle, his belt, and even his cane, to teach you how to behave. A girl who can’t keep her hands away from her pussy is stealing pleasure from the man who owns that pussy, and owns her bottom, too. Your boyfriend didn’t make that clear to you, did he?”
“No!”
Gabriel had accompanied his words with gentle squeezes and firm touches, especially as he recited the litany of the disciplinary implements Olivia would soon feel across her backside.
“In a little while you’re going to have a real moment of truth, Olivia. I’m going to fuck you.”
“Please, no.”
“Yes, honey. Of course I am. You’re going to stand up, and I’m going to bend you over the arm of this chair, push your face into the cushion, and fuck you the way you know you’ve always needed to be fucked.”
Silence. A tremor went through her sweet little body, over his lap.
“First, though, you’re going to answer my questions. When did you first play with yourself?”
Olivia gave a little sob. “I was eighteen.”
“Of course you were.”
“I was thinking about the coach of the football team. There was this rumor that he had spanked a cheerleader for letting her boyfriend go all the way, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Oh, God.”
Gabriel heard the shame take hold. “Where were you, honey?” he asked gently, so that she knew he wasn’t judging her harshly for this youthful peccadillo.
“In bed. I put my hand in my panties even though I knew it was wrong. I kept thinking about the cheerleader being punished for having sex, and then I thought about the coach spanking me, because I had my hand between my legs, and I just couldn’t stop. I… I finally had to change my panties, because the ones I had on got so wet.”
“And then?” Gabriel asked, absolutely certain he knew the answer though of course this kind of thing wasn’t in her profile.
“Oh, God. I got those completely soaked, too.”
“If only a man had been there to take you in hand that night, Olivia, and paddle you the way I’m sure the coach would have, if he’d only known.”
Olivia shook her head. “No.”
“Yes, honey. I’m going to recommend that your owner keep a paddle on your dresser.”
“Why?” she whispered, head bowed again to the carpet.
“You can guess, honey. To punish you with, when you touch yourself. You have an owner, now, who will know how to discipline you, before he fucks your sweet cunt, just as I’m going to.” Gabriel began to push his two middle fingers gently deeper in, until he could stroke her warm, wet pussy-lips. Helplessly, Olivia, pushed her bottom back to meet them, begging for more—begging her master to bestow the pleasure she instinctively knew she must not steal from him by touching herself there.
But her words tried to belie that need. “But it’s not wrong,” she whispered, as if hoping to convince herself. “It’s not. It’s my body.” Her voice lost itself in a wordless whimper, as he touched her clit, caressed it delicately.
For a few moments Gabriel let her move her hips on his hand, shamelessly, as he knew she had never done with a man before—had never shown her boundless need for submissive pleasure—but then he removed the hand and said, “What’s true for other girls, or even for women in general, isn’t true for you, Olivia. You need to have your cunt owned by a man. You’ve been begging for it since that night in your bed. You need a paddling when you forget the rules, and touch your master’s property without permission. Playing with yourself is most definitely wrong for you, from now on, and when you are caught doing it you will be severely punished.”
“No,” Olivia whispered, but even a man less well trained than Gabriel Bleigen—even the girl’s boyfriend, he felt sure—could have heard the yes there.
“When did you let a boy touch your breasts for the first time?”
“Eighteen,” Olivia whispered, her resistance to the questions gone. “School dance.”
“Did you masturbate that night, thinking about it?”
“Oh, please.”
Gabriel gave her a sharp spank. “Answer me, Olivia.”
“Yes, of course! Okay? I do it… I do it so much!”
“Do you do it after your boyfriend fucks you, when he’s fallen asleep? In the bathroom, in front of the mirror, with one hand over your mouth and the other between your thighs?”
“How do you know these things?” Olivia wailed.
Charlotte might not like Gabriel coming so close to the area he wasn’t to touch, but he had seen a huge lever there, and he felt sure he could navigate the interview safely.
“When did a man first touch your cunt?”
“Please don’t call it that!” Again, in her voice, the opposite feeling came strongly through: to hear the vexatious, needy place between her legs called cunt brought out feelings Olivia had tried very hard to hide, had successfully hidden, for a long time.
“Olivia, I will call your vagina whatever I like, as will your owner. As will the other men and women who use it, and your mouth, and your anus.”
“Oh, God.”
Gabriel spanked her again, and she cried out. “Answer me. When did a man first touch your cunt?”
“Ow! Nineteen. College. We didn’t… go all the way.”
“I know,” Gabriel said, beginning to rub again, so that Olivia sobbed with ambiguous pleasure. “You went all the way with the boyfriend you dated later that year, in his dorm room, with his roommates outside in the common room.” This detail the Institute profiling team had acquired from cross-referencing a blog post the asshole boyfriend had written.
Again Olivia pleaded, “Please tell me how you know all this. It really scares me.”
“Of course it does. Did you masturbate after you lost your virginity in his dorm room?”
She had reared her head back to make her plea, turned her face to try to look at him. Now she bowed it back down. “You know. You know everything, don’t you?”
“You played with yourself all night, didn’t you, thinking about the way when you said Can’t we wait? And
he said No, you’re losing it tonight,
and unbuttoned your jeans.” Perhaps a little risky to rely so thoroughly on a blog post written by an asshole, but Olivia shuddered at the words. The safest part was the masturbation, about which they had no actual data but was, for a girl like Olivia, absolutely certain.
“Yes,” she sobbed.
“Stand up,” Gabriel said. As she obeyed, and as he bent her over the arm of the chair, pulling her nightgown all the way up, over her sweet breasts and just under her arms, he said, “We don’t know everything, honey, but we know a lot of things. We don’t know how you felt about losing your virginity that way, or about playing with yourself after sex either that night or every time your boyfriend fucked you.”
He fondled the warm, red bottom he had spanked. Olivia had bowed her head obediently, putting her face in the chair cushion where her master had just sat and gripping its corners with her hands.
“Arch your back, honey,” he said. “Show me you want to be fucked by a man who knows enough not to let you play with yourself. Show me how ready you are for your master’s cock.”
With a little whimper, she obeyed, presenting Gabriel with the sweet prospect of her bare pussy, the little dimple of her anus just peeping out above. He put his left thumb there. Olivia started, a shudder going through her whole body.
“When did a man first touch you here, where you always touch yourself when you masturbate?”
“Never,” she whispered. “Never.”
“I’ll keep my thumb here now, as I fuck you,” he said, adding a note of authority to his tone that seemed to make Olivia tremble. “Because it won’t be long now before your owner deflowers your bottom.”
 
* * *
 
That first fuck in her cunt had been heavenly, as with his right hand underneath her hips he had made Olivia come three times, screaming her submission into the cushion. It brought her morning session to a close, as he presented her with the pink nightgown from her closet that meant she had been punished that day, and watched her change into it.
Really, Olivia Rogers didn’t need much breaking at all. That afternoon, as soon as her lunch tray had been removed by Becky, he sent Dan and Steven in to fuck her while he watched on the same video feed the assessment team at the Institute were watching, his eyes moving between the Eiffel Tower in which the orderlies engaged Olivia, deep ensconced in mouth and cunt and manfully enjoying themselves, and the stream of psychometric data that accompanied it. He was not such a datahead, as the assessors called themselves and the trainers who had an insatiable appetite for the numbers that governed everything the Institute did, as to find the measurements by which they judged Olivia’s arousal and well-being more diverting than watching two dominants fuck a pretty girl. The live notes the assessment team added to the stream as the lines for galvanic skin response and vaginal humidity flowed by, detected by a tiny sensor Becky had implanted when she waxed Olivia’s pussy, did hold a fascination for him, however. When he saw Heather, one of the assessors, add the note, Arousal 10: we could transfer her immediately, but better to give her the full two days, Gabriel sat back, very satisfied.
The next day, Saturday, Olivia would have her first butt-plug inserted, and she would exercise with it inside her, in the breaking facility’s little gym. She would write letters to her grandparents that would integrate seamlessly with the fake email the Institute had sent to Jared Wertheim. She would be allowed to go to the entertainment room to watch a movie or choose a book. She would probably have another spanking for forgetting a rule, or making eye contact, or showing reluctance to pee with a man watching, but really, they already had in her what the trainers called an angel.
Gabriel didn’t know why someone had even gone to the huge expense of having Olivia Rogers picked up. Couldn’t a man with that much money simply take her in hand, especially after what he had caught her doing? If Gabriel had caught Olivia masturbating, he would have sorted out her submissive desires then and there, instead of paying a fortune to have others do it for him.



Chapter Six
 
 
She said her name was Renata Collins. All she would tell him at the bar, speaking directly into his ear, was that what had happened to Olivia held no danger, “except to your relationship.”
Then she gave him a card and said, “Tomorrow, two p.m.” She turned and left the bar.
The front of the card had her name, and an address in the Back Bay. On the back, a feminine hand had written,
 
To get Olivia back, you’re going to need to let your alpha out. Be ready to show me who’s boss.
 
Jared finished his martini quickly, looking around to see if he could see any sign of Renata, but though there were many young, blond women in the Cosmopolitan, she no longer seemed to be among them. He left the bar completely mystified; walked back to his apartment completely mystified; got into bed completely mystified.
Let my alpha out. The same word Norcross had used. Jared knew what an alpha male was supposed to be, of course; indeed he had always thought he must be one, since he tended to take charge of any situation, whether in school or at work, where he perceived a leadership vacuum. When Norcross had interviewed him for this job, Jared thought, he had most impressed the billionaire with his answer to a question about how he saw his role on a team. “Captain,” he had said without hesitation. “I’m the one who makes sure the team gets the job done, leading by example.”
“What do you do when a team member is letting the team down?” Norcross had asked.
Again, the answer came to Jared without even needing to think about it. “Discipline is an important part of any team effort. People need to know where the boundaries are.”
Theoretically, that was what an alpha did, wasn’t it? Alphas led, and kept the rest of the pack in line.
What could that possibly have to do with Olivia, though?
 
* * *
 
Renata buzzed him up to her top floor condo in a beautiful old brownstone. The door to the apartment, off the stairwell, stood open. He heard her voice inside call, “Come in, Jared.”
She stood naked in her living room.
Jared felt his brow crease and his eyes narrow, but he said nothing. Let the alpha come out. A beautiful, naked young woman, the hair between her legs missing, so that he could see the cleft of her pussy. Her hands at her side, making no attempt to cover herself, as if someone had commanded her to show him everything.
Let the alpha come out. Sex: dominant sex. Fucking Olivia in the hot tub, his hands on her shoulders, hearing her cry out under him as if Jared were punishing her with his cock and feeling that he could never get enough of that pleasure, or of Olivia submitting to him.
“You’re wondering what this has to do with Olivia,” Renata said.
“Yes,” Jared admitted, not even attempting to keep the frustration out of his voice. Had she dragged him all the way here just to play some sex game? Did she really know anything about Olivia? He couldn’t deny that his cock had gotten hard at the sight of the violin curve of her hips and her bare breasts, and above all the bareness between her thighs. Her note about letting ‘his alpha’ out made him think he could willingly fuck Renata here in her living room, if she weren’t engaged in some bizarre kind of tease, to show her how strong his alpha could be; to take out on her pussy the frustration of the last year with Olivia and the desperation of the last two days without her.
“Olivia is a submissive like me,” she said gravely. “Someone else noticed it, and had Olivia picked up and taken to a place where they are training her to please the man who bought her.”
“What are you talking about?” Jared spoke angrily. It was all he could think of to say to her, in response to a story so clearly fictional, told to him for reasons at which he couldn’t even guess.
“I know it sounds insane,” Renata replied calmly, “but I promise you it’s true. I was trained there myself, and I served an owner for a year. It made me a wealthy woman.”
Jared folded his arms across his chest and resisted the temptation to take a step back. His alpha was coming out: he could feel that fire, and not just in the hardness of his cock at the thought of Renata—and Olivia—in training.
“Picked up,” he said. “What does that mean? You’re not saying that they kidnapped her, I assume.”
To his astonishment, Renata responded by kneeling in the middle of her living room. “Sir,” she said. “I’ve asked you here so that I can help you find her and win her back. It won’t be easy, but I think you can do it. First, though, you must learn to take your pleasure like the dominant you are. It’s the only way to understand what a girl like Olivia really needs, which is, I’m sorry to say, exactly what she’s getting right now at the Institute. They have told her to forget you, and if you don’t intervene, she will, eventually, do just that, despite it not making her as happy as she could be with you.”
“The Institute?” The naked woman seemed so calm and confident that Jared had to work hard to keep his composure, to continue to let the alpha out even in circumstances so confusing.
“Show me you can dominate me, sir,” she said, “and I will tell you what I can.” She looked down at his shoes. “My body belongs to you here and now. Show me that you know how to enjoy it, and someday you may be able to enjoy the woman you love the same way.”
The gentlemanly part of Jared protested, but the alpha now had full rein. To fuck Renata Collins represented no unfaithfulness to Olivia, even if this strange story were true. His blood seemed to boil in his veins as his aroused mind shouted for details about this Institute and the training it gave.
He stepped toward Renata, the gentleman receding and the dominant taking over. What astonished him most was how natural it was to say, “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.” How natural it was to unbutton his jeans and lower them and his briefs, to lay his iron-hard cock on her tongue and relish the sight of the beautiful blond girl he had met only the night before, her eyes turned respectfully downward as he put his hands around her head and began to enjoy a girl’s mouth in the way he had always dreamt of doing, fucking her there, thrusting in deep and hearing the wet sounds of submission she made.
“You have been trained, haven’t you?” Jared heard himself say. The pleasure was so great he knew he would have to pull out soon if he wanted to enjoy this girl as he suddenly felt she needed to be enjoyed. “Will Olivia be able to take my cock like this when I get her back?”
A wild, erotic hope seemed to blossom inside the alpha part of him: Olivia, submitting to him utterly. Spanking Olivia, taking her anally, putting her in lacy panties and a butt-plug and making her wear them all night. And Olivia loving him all the more for it.
He pulled out. “Look at me, slut,” he said. Where had slut come from? The alpha: he had let the alpha out and now he would never lock it up again.
Renata looked up into his eyes, and he thought he could see surprised admiration on her face, as if she hadn’t expected he would respond so quickly or so forcefully.
“Will Olivia be able to take me that deep, when I fuck her face on our wedding night?”
Renata nodded. “Yes, sir.”
“Will they train her for anal?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Turn around and bend over, slut, with your ass nice and high, and tell me where the lube is. I’m going to show you how well I can enjoy you.”
Renata shook her head. Somehow Jared could read the gesture as he didn’t think he had been able to read the many similar gestures Olivia had made, when the gentleman had been ascendant. He stooped down and pulled the brown leather belt from his jeans’ waist.
“Do I need to whip you?” he asked. “Is that what I need to do before I have your ass?”
Another shake of her head. A perfect look of ambiguous fear in her eyes.
“Well, I’m going to whip you anyway, for disobedience. Turn around. Bend over with your backside in the air. Show me the bottom I’m going to fuck.”
She obeyed. Jared doubled the belt and wrapped it around his fist. The gentleman said, What are you doing?! The alpha said, I’m giving a girl my firm hand, just the way she wants it.
“You may be well trained,” Jared said, putting his hand on Renata’s waist, “but I guess you still have something to learn about obeying me. Where is this Institute?”
Renata shook her head. Jared brought the belt down once, twice, three times across her bottom, leaving curled red streaks and making her cry out. “Where is it?” he asked again.
“I don’t know! Girls get taken there in planes and vans with no windows.”
Worry entered Jared’s mind. “Did they kidnap her, then?”
“Not really. They have a profile that says she needs submissive training, and they know how to bring that part of her out.”
“When were you there?”
“Two years ago.”
“Why are you helping me?” Another shake of the head. Jared gave her three more lashes with his belt.
Renata yelped. “Please, sir. Not so hard!”
“I’ll whip you just as I please, Renata. Answer my question.”
“I can’t tell you that.”
Jared brought the belt down again and again, holding her weaving hips still with his left arm around her waist as she struggled against him. He imagined whipping Olivia this way, for not telling him about her submissive nature, for not admitting that she played with herself the way he had always suspected, and now felt certain she did, longing for the punishment, he was sure, that he had always wanted to give her. “Tell me,” he said in a new alpha voice he seemed to have unlocked in his chest.
“Another man,” Renata sobbed. “Rivals with the one who bought Olivia.”
“Who?”
“I don’t know. He emails me from a dummy account.”
In her voice he heard compliance and honesty. Whipping her had kept him hard as rock, and his dominance pushed him onward even more forcefully to show her that he would take charge of this situation, and of her.
“Where’s the lube?” he asked softly.
“End-table drawer, sir,” she whispered.
“Is your ass very well trained?”
“Yes, sir. Very. Shall I open my cheeks for you?”
Jared smiled. “Yes, slut. That would be very nice.”
With her nose to the carpet, Renata reached back and took her whipped bottom in her hands, spreading it open and showing him a sweet pink anus that looked just as demure as if it were virginal. When he began to lube her, though, she sighed and opened to him so readily that her training became completely obvious, and when he thrust inside, enjoying a girl’s bottom for the first time—because the gentleman had always stood in the way, even that night in the hot tub when it seemed like Olivia might actually want him in her ass, arching her back and seeming to present it to him—Renata, though she cried out at the impalement, seemed to know how to work her bottom on his shaft in a way that brought on his orgasm very quickly.
He held the heart-shaped bottom as he fucked it, put his hands on hers and pressed the cheeks together around his cock, enjoyed her tightness without compunction. Finally he grunted, the ecstasy took hold of his hips, and he spurted his seed into Renata’s anus.
“Thank you, sir,” she murmured. “You showed me what I needed to see.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
Olivia played with herself her third night, on Master D’s hall, Tuesday the sixteenth of March, and paid a terrible price. Her first three days and two nights, she had kept her hands in front of her, as Laura, the hall-girl who had helped her settle in after her initiation on Sunday, had advised her to do.
That had been after Miss Charlotte had announced to the little gathering in the foyer—Amanda, the other new girl, Laura, and Rachel, the other hall-girl, along with Master D, who had pushed Olivia to her knees over the mat with her name on it, bent her face to the floor, and begun to fuck her with his enormous cock and no further ado, as Master B was fucking Amanda over the mat just to Olivia’s left—that Olivia had a masturbation problem.
“Amanda,” she had said, “will have to learn to allow herself the pleasure we know she feels as her new training master fucks her. Olivia, on the other hand, is here because she can’t seem to stop giving herself that pleasure. Laura, what is the penalty for masturbation here?”
Laura had answered promptly, “Six strokes of the cane, and the virtue keeper for a day.”
Even as she felt the cock pounding into her pussy and the strong hips of Master D slapping against her bottom, Olivia wondered about the virtue keeper. Soon the masters had arisen and departed, and Miss Charlotte had begun to tell Amanda and Olivia the rules. Miss Charlotte wore the same sort of little white nightgown Olivia had been wearing when she took the sleeping pill at the breaking facility. But someone had removed Olivia’s before she woke naked in the little room just outside the foyer, with Laura beside her rubbing her shoulders to wake her up, though in a way that made Olivia blush, since her breasts seemed also to be included.
“You had Gabriel, didn’t you?” Laura had asked softly. Olivia could only nod. “He must have had fun with you.” Olivia’s blush had increased. Laura had reached her hand down to place it gently between Olivia’s legs. “Sore?” she had asked. Olivia had been saved, as she saw it, by Miss Charlotte clapping her hands and telling the hall-girls to bring Olivia and Amanda into the foyer for their initiation.
She had not been saved for long, of course; later that day Master D had made Olivia kiss Laura between her legs for a full ten minutes, while Deirdre, another girl on their hall, fondled Olivia’s pussy. Olivia had never been with another girl that way, outside her most shameful masturbatory fantasies, and the taste of Laura’s pussy made her feel faint even as Deirdre’s skillful hand made her sob with pleasure while she licked and kissed her new friend to one shuddering orgasm and then another.
Laura had been the one to lead Olivia up the grand staircase and across the landing to Master D’s hall, once Miss Charlotte had finished and Olivia had picked up the mat that bore her name, though it seemed she must always lay it down with the name upside down to her, because her name belonged to her masters, now.
“You’ll want to keep your hands in front of you, while you’re in bed, before you fall asleep,” Laura had said after she had shown Olivia the sumptuous bathroom where the stalls had no doors, and Olivia had finally managed to pee as Laura watched.
“What?” Olivia asked, confused.
“Miss Charlotte said you have a masturbation problem,” Laura responded simply. “You probably won’t be able to stop yourself, once or twice, but it helps if you keep your hands right in front of your face, in bed.”
The first two nights, after paddlings and fuckings and learning to pleasure other girls, Olivia had done that successfully, though she went to bed so exhausted each night that she couldn’t really have imagined wanting to touch herself down there, the way she had done every night and every morning since her discovery of the practice at eighteen.
That confidence, though she only recognized it as confidence in hindsight, trapped her on the third night, perhaps because Tuesday had been such a good day: her second day of classes, and she had felt much less embarrassed now that she knew the routine of aerobics and how to mount the dildo the way the other girls did, and had even been able to enjoy deportment and feminine pleasure instead of feeling like all the other girls were watching her. She had watched a movie in the media room—an old romantic comedy selected by the girl who would have her ass night at the end of the week.
She had thought that she would fall right asleep when she got into bed, so she hadn’t gone through the ritual of putting her hands in front of her face as she had done the previous two nights. But suddenly, perhaps because being at the Institute had begun to seem normal to her, she started to think about Jared.
If it were normal to be here, having sex multiple times a day, being spanked for the slightest fault in deportment or even for no fault at all, kneeling and opening your mouth to enormous cocks until you didn’t even gag anymore when your master thrust in balls deep, going down on other girls… why couldn’t that have been normal for her and Jared? Why had she said no when Jared had told her to suck his cock, and now all Master D had to say was “Mouth,” to claim for himself the very same pleasure Olivia had denied to the man she loved?
She felt, not with her mind but deep in her body, that she would cry unless she could soothe herself somehow; unless she could make it feel better to be the girl who would now be taken to some billionaire’s private island, where she would have a carefree life of exactly the kind of sex that, with the help of Gabriel, Miss Charlotte, and Master D, she now knew she couldn’t live without.
Olivia didn’t want to weep, so she comforted herself the way she always had: she put her hand between her legs. The fantasy came to her mind instantly: Jared would come and get her. He would find a back door into the manor house. He was so smart—the most intelligent man Olivia had ever met, really; he would figure out where they had taken her, and…
And he would be happy that someone had decided to train her to please him. He would come into her bedroom, he would command her to show him her bare pussy, and say how pretty it looked and how much he had always wanted to have her waxed. He would tell her sternly to play with herself for him. I won’t fuck you unless you show me how much you need it, Olivia. And make no mistake, I’m going to paddle you, too, for stealing so much pleasure from me, and for lying to me about how much you need my cock.
“Oh, God,” she whimpered, realizing suddenly that she had one hand in front and one hand behind, under her nightgown, as she lay on her side. Her right hand’s fingers made little circles on her clit; her left middle finger had come up against her bottom-hole. Jared would want her there, above all. Jared would want anal, and he wouldn’t give her a choice about it.
No one had told her how they would know what she did in her bed by herself, but everything she had seen made her think they must have a way. Olivia had grown very expert at playing with herself in absolute silence, though, forced to the skill by how much she did it; even in public restrooms, even in the bathroom at the party, before the hot tub, where the man… the wealthy man…
The door of her bedroom opened, and the light came on. Olivia closed her eyes, didn’t want to see who it was.
Miss Charlotte’s voice said, “Get your hands away from your private parts, Olivia. Then get out of bed and go to the foot of it, and bend over on your elbows.”
The memory of what Miss Charlotte had said the punishment would be for playing with herself made her heart jump. She turned in the bed to see the dean standing there in a pink nightgown. The wild thought that Miss Charlotte herself must have been punished tonight went through her brain and seemed to set off fireworks below her belly. In her hand Miss Charlotte held one of rattan canes that seemed to hang in every room of the Institute.
Olivia had frozen. She couldn’t seem to remember how to move anything but her head and her eyes, as she watched Miss Charlotte advance to the bed, take hold of the blue comforter in her right hand and rip it away together with the top sheet so that now Olivia’s shame lay fully revealed, her blue nightgown wreathed up above her waist so that what she had been doing with her hands confronted Miss Charlotte’s eyes with complete frankness.
“Olivia,” said the magnificent blond woman, whose age seemed impossible to guess, though the girls tended to guess late thirties, not tall or imposing in any way but by her simple presence and the way it exuded tightly controlled sexual submission. “You won’t like what happens if I have to have Master D come in here to get you into position for the cane.”
The thought of Master D, and of the implements in his training room, where Olivia had spent two hours on her first day and a half-hour each day since, learning to be a good submissive lay as Master D called it, got her into motion. It wasn’t that any of those things seemed more frightening than the cane, but something about there being a paddle, three straps, and a many-tailed whip in addition to the cane scared her nearly out of her wits even as the unbidden warmth blazed up between her legs. Master D had used the whip on her, explaining that in the right dominant’s hand it could provide a range of sensations she could hardly guess at, but that in terms of pain and true disciplinary value it didn’t hold a candle to a forcefully wielded cane.
She took her hands away, feeling a rush of blood to her face as for a moment she lay so exposed to Miss Charlotte’s view. Was it the nightgowns that seemed to have the power to renew the shame of nakedness? At first she had wondered why the Institute permitted the girls any clothing at all—now the suspicion she had started to develop at the breaking facility seemed confirmed in Olivia’s blush. She hurriedly smoothed the sheer white cotton down, looking up at Miss Charlotte to see that, yes, she had upon her face that terrible disapproving look that evoked the expression of a Victorian matron confronted with the dreadful sin of masturbation.
Olivia scrambled out of bed. Miss Charlotte stepped back to allow the miscreant to assume the specified position. Olivia felt the dean’s hands rolling up her nightgown, exposing the same bare bottom at the sight of which she had just taken such apparently moral offense.
“Did you not understand, Olivia, what I told you at your initiation about self-pleasure?”
“Yes, miss,” Olivia whispered. “I understood.”
“What did I tell you?”
“Miss, you said that masturbation is forbidden.”
“What did I just catch you doing, Olivia?”
“Miss, I…” Olivia had thought she could just say it. She had done the crime, and, really, at this point in her career as a concubine she didn’t have it in her to deny to herself that she wanted to know what the cane felt like. Why not admit her sin and receive her punishment, like the good girl her masters said her owner had purchased?
But though she could admit to herself that she craved discipline and mastery, it seemed she still couldn’t admit it even to the woman who in the world seemed to Olivia the most likely to understand. If she couldn’t admit it to Miss Charlotte, how could she possibly admit it to Jared, should he do what she had fantasized, slip into her room here, and command her to play with herself for him?



Chapter Eight
 
 
Charlotte found Olivia Rogers one of the most interesting cases she had ever handled. Girls who masturbated, of course, represented the Institute’s stock-in-trade, and the process of shaping their self-pleasuring ways to the benefit of their owners’ enjoyment went back to the earliest days, when the first training protocols had come into being under the direction of Mademoiselle Anne-Marie and later Miss Abigail. Abigail herself had, according to the Institute’s records, given birth to the idea of a place where girls like her could get what they needed when the man who would become her master caught her playing with herself.
Just as Olivia’s new owner had caught her in the bathroom. The interest Charlotte found in this case didn’t stem entirely from the restriction he had placed on the girl’s training, that she not realize who he was until he sampled his new concubine for the first time. That restriction certainly heightened the challenge, however.
“Olivia,” she said, beginning to rub the girl’s pert bottom-cheeks with her left hand, to prepare her for the cane, “you have developed over your years of frequent masturbation the idea that the places between your legs belong to you.”
“Miss, no, miss. I…”
Olivia’s protest had justice behind it, and here, Charlotte thought, lay the real interest in her case. But she shifted the cane to her left hand and gave the girl a sharp spank on her right buttock and then her left. Olivia cried out; she probably hadn’t realized how much skill the academic dean of the Institute had at open-handed correction, even with her delicate hands.
“Silence, girl,” Charlotte said. “You were, I imagine, going to say that as you thought about men by the dozen fucking you and whipping you—binding you and taking you to a house very much like this one, where they could teach you to be a good girl—you knew that really it would be best for your life if someone else could take responsibility for your vagina, and above all for your clitoris. Am I right?”
Of course Charlotte was right; it had been a very long time since she had felt anything less than complete certainty when it came to another woman’s submissive desires. She really didn’t even need to read the assessors’ reports anymore, though she always did to keep her eyes open for new dynamics and to stay abreast of the way the data teams developed their techniques.
The question now with Olivia, however, posed itself in the possibility that the girl, a pickup, might continue to resist confessing her submissive orientation. A great many changes had come about in the Institute’s capture methods since the advent of truly big data, advanced psychometrics, and the corporate laws that allowed them to arrange with a wealthy man, as had happened in Olivia’s case, simply to have a girl put in a van and brought to the breaking facility. Even more drastic changes had begun to take shape now that the Institute had allied itself with the Pretorian Guard and the Order of Ostia in promoting updated but traditional dominant-and-submissive marriages around the world. But the Institute’s assessors remained adamant about the distinction between girls who needed capture and those who found out about the Institute through the network and came to one of the offices begging for training and sale to a man or woman who could at last meet their aching need to submit.
“Miss, please…”
Charlotte gave an even harder spank, to the center of her little rump, low down, where the pain would travel to Olivia’s clit.
“Answer me, Olivia Rogers. Am I right?”
“I d-don’t know, miss.”
“How can you not know, Olivia? How can you masturbate twice, three times, sometimes even five times a day, and not know whether you want a man to take you in hand, to take charge of your pussy and punish you when you touch it without permission?”
“Oh, God,” Olivia whispered. “Because… because Jared…”
Ah,
Charlotte thought. Very interesting.
“Your boyfriend. But you had your chance with him, didn’t you?” She rubbed again, with two insistent fingers right at the warm crease where Olivia had engaged in her naughtiness in bed just a few minutes before. The misbehaving girl moaned into her covers. “You told him not to talk about that stuff, and you went right on masturbating in the bathroom, thinking about men dominating you.”
Olivia gave a wordless wail, then cried, “Miss! How do you know these things?”
“We like to pay attention to girls who steal pleasure the way you do, Olivia.”
Charlotte allowed herself a smile at this entirely true statement that nonetheless would mislead Olivia Rogers thoroughly. The Institute only paid attention to certain girls: girls who field trainers identified as prospects for pickup and, in some cases like Olivia’s, girls who previous clients expressed an interest in seeing evaluated. The precious conversation between Olivia Rogers and her boyfriend about her sucking his cock represented the very first piece of good data the Institute’s assessor team had on the case after the surveillance footage of the resort hot tub. The incident itself, when Olivia’s new owner had caught her in the bathroom, went into the file under the heading Anecdotal.
Olivia would certainly take away from Charlotte’s words, however, the idea that somehow the Institute could detect female masturbation anywhere in the world, and brought the naughty perpetrators of the shameful act in for training. Charlotte didn’t mind leaving that impression. She had long since, under the tutelage especially of Miss Abigail, let go of the idea that it made sense to try to remove girls’ shame about their self-pleasuring ways, for two reasons that seemed to her entirely persuasive: first, the shame could never actually go away, and second, playing with that shame resulted in white-hot dominant-and-submissive arousal.
Charlotte pushed her fingers deeper, claimed the girl’s pussy-lips, pressed inside her there. “This belongs to your owner now, Olivia, and soon you will know that for certain, I believe.” Olivia sobbed with shame and pleasure. Charlotte withdrew the hand, loving the silky feeling of Olivia’s arousal on her fingers. “Six cuts for self-pleasure,” she said, taking the cane back into her right hand.
“Please, miss…” Olivia pleaded, suddenly not as keen, Charlotte could hear in her voice, to feel what the cane was like.
But Charlotte pulled her arm back at full length and struck hard. A punishment at the Institute always must be a true punishment.
Olivia screamed, and—as girls almost always did when they got the cane for the first time—threw her hands back to try to ward off the next fiery cut, starting to rise at the same time.
“Do you want twelve, girl?” Charlotte asked coldly. “Bend properly and put your hands where they belong! I venture to say this will make you think twice the next time you’re tempted to touch yourself!”
Olivia turned to her with tears already on her face. “Please, Miss Charlotte. I thought… b-but it hurts so much!” She held her bottom in her hands so adorably, with the little nightgown’s fabric spilling down around them, that Charlotte could have kissed her if the duty to correct her behavior were not so strong.
“Of course it hurts, Olivia. I need you to learn not to show such terrible disrespect to your owner. You touched his property without permission. There are consequences for that here.”
“But…”
“This is your last chance before I double the six to twelve, girl. You will bend over the bed and present your rump, and you will stay there until you’ve had your caning like a good girl. Then I will fasten you in your virtue keeper, and we will put this misbehavior behind us.”
At the mention of the virtue keeper, Charlotte saw horrified fascination come into Olivia’s eyes. Since her arrival no girl had had to wear one, so Olivia still didn’t know the nature of the device. The breath came in little puffs from her nose, and her brow furrowed in apprehension. At last she turned around and bent over, making little whimpers of anxiety.
As Charlotte finished the caning Olivia cried out piteously, and shifted desperately from foot to foot to try to take away some of the pain from the pretty red welts the cane made across her pale little cheeks. She stayed bent over, though, and she kept her hands in front of her, sobbing into them.
Charlotte laid down the cane next to Olivia on the bed, and went to the locked chest in the closet where the disciplinary implements were kept in each girl’s room. She slipped the chain from around her neck, with her dean’s key upon it, inserted the little thing into the lock and opened the chest.
Olivia had doubtless looked at the chest with apprehension many times already in her three days here. Charlotte took out the virtue keeper: a simple collar attached to cuffs that would imprison idle hands far from a naughty pussy. Before Olivia knew what was happening, Charlotte had slipped the collar around her neck and locked it with its tiny padlock, also opened, like every lock at the Institute, by the dean’s little key.
“Hands in the cuffs, now,” she said.
Not resisting, Olivia allowed her wrists to be encircled.
Charlotte said, “You’ll wear the virtue keeper tonight and all day tomorrow, and through the night tomorrow night as well. As you can already tell, I’m sure, it will make it impossible for you to steal more pleasure from your owner.”
“Yes, miss,” Olivia said in the resigned voice of a submissive who isn’t sure she likes a disciplinary measure, but can no longer deny she craves such things.
“Now climb back into bed, Olivia, and let this be a lesson to you,” Charlotte said with tenderness in her tone for the first time. “Your hall-mates will help you get by in class and at meals while you wear the virtue keeper. Everyone will know why you’re wearing it of course, and your shame at their knowledge will also help keep you from another offense.”
“Yes, miss.” Olivia straightened up with a wince, walked gingerly around to the side of her bed, and got in. Charlotte pulled the covers and the comforter back over her.
The older woman turned off the light, and then she sat on the edge of the bed and stroked Olivia’s cheek. Charlotte loved the sight of a pretty girl in collar and cuffs, unable to touch herself and burning down below under her nightgown in a way she would not be able to satisfy.
“I think we both know,” Charlotte said softly, “that you’re going to be a very good girl for your owner. It’s just a question of how well you’ll be able to show him you know what pleases him, and what he deserves from you as his concubine.”
“Yes, miss,” Olivia whispered.
“Do you think you can answer my question, now?” Charlotte asked softly. “About why you couldn’t tell your boyfriend that you wanted your vagina to belong to him?”
This question of course differed subtly from the one Charlotte had actually asked earlier. Olivia might notice, and she might not, but in any case to have it put this way—more explicitly tied to her inability to talk to her boyfriend about her submissive needs—would move her along significantly, Charlotte thought.
Olivia’s voice came out as the barest of murmurs, as if she were afraid even to hear her words herself. “I wanted to him just to know. I wanted him to tell me, and show me, and…” Here her voice fell even lower. “Make me. Just, you know, put the paddle on my dresser and make me keep it there.” A little shiver went through her body as if at the powerful thought of seeing that paddle every day and remembering what it meant.
“If you had another chance, sweetheart,” Charlotte said gently, “would you tell him? Do you think you’ll be able to admit to your owner that you need his mastery?”
“Oh, miss.” Olivia had had her eyes closed, but now she opened them, so that her pupils glittered in the half-light that filtered in from the hall. Her brow wore an expression of contrition. “I think I could try,” she said, “but… honestly?”
Charlotte bent down to kiss the troubled little mouth, loving the way Olivia’s soft lips yielded to hers, as, Charlotte knew, she gratefully gave into something that had always troubled her in her fantasies almost as much as it had excited her. She let her lips, and then her tongue, linger with the merest hint of dominance on the younger girl’s sweet mouth for a long moment.
“I know,” the dean said when she raised her head again, and stroked Olivia’s tear-stained cheek anew. “It’s hard. It’s always hard.”



Chapter Nine
 
 
“Slut,” Jared said, “where are we going?”
He had grown quite used to calling Renata slut over the past two weeks. It never failed to send a jolt to his cock, and it never failed to progress him in the educational enterprise, as he had come to think of it, on which she had set him going—though from the moment he had come in Renata’s ass, that first Sunday, he had seen that he could and must take charge of it.
Whether or not he got Olivia back, either as a result of help from Renata or by some other means he would devise on his own, his alpha would not head back into the darkness. Jared Wertheim hadn’t ceased to be a gentleman, but under the pressure of Olivia’s departure from his life, no matter whether she had gone to Europe or had actually—as Renata seemed honestly convinced—been semi-consensually kidnapped for the purpose of sexual training, the gentleman inside him had received a wolfish, dominant companion who it seemed could make the gentleman sit up and beg.
It had served him well in his new job at VoFina, the massive firm that handled the assets of a third of the wealthiest people on earth. Stepping up to the plate on his second Monday there and volunteering to lead a team of analysts, he had already earned himself an inside track to promotion. Even as he said, “I’ll do it,” in the same voice he had used with Renata the day before when he told her to spread her butt-cheeks, he could sense that three weeks before he might well have let somebody else take the opportunity.
Calling Renata slut and seeing in her eyes that she loved bringing out his dominance so thoroughly, loved how quick he had become after only two sessions to discipline her severely and use her roughly, satisfied Jared even as it built his confidence. But every time he did so, at the back of his mind, he wondered who was calling Olivia slut at that moment, and what might have happened if he had managed to call her that even once—maybe just that night in the hot tub, or the next day when he had dared to tell her to give him a blowjob.
He couldn’t deny that he liked playing with Renata, and that he found the sex incredibly pleasurable—the best sex of his life, after the hot tub with Olivia—but his love for Olivia hadn’t abated. The gentleman found it paradoxical that he should feel that love grow even as he did what many people would probably call cheating on her. At first Jared tried the technical argument on for size: Olivia had left him, in one way or another, since Renata maintained that the Institute’s assessors would never have picked her up if she hadn’t had a deep need for what she would get from her training and from her service to her owner. It wasn’t cheating to screw around with beautiful blond submissives if your girlfriend-almost-fiancée left you.
But the truth was less technical, and perhaps less forgivable by Gentleman Jared and the generations of cultured ancestors who loomed behind him. Jared loved Olivia, but his dominant liked to master submissive women whether he loved them or not. Whipping Renata; ordering Renata to play with herself while he watched; fucking Renata’s heart-shaped ass—to the new Jared, despite his hunger to have Olivia back and to try doing all these things with a woman he truly loved, enjoying Renata’s submission posed no ethical dilemma whatsoever.
The third Sunday had arrived, and Jared sat at the wheel of Renata’s Porsche, in the little mews parking area behind her brownstone building. He had driven sports cars before, once or twice, but never one like this. Renata had told him that everything she owned came from her service at the Institute. She had said that Olivia, if she wanted to, could do similarly well for herself, though it would be a while before she realized it.
Jared had wondered, as he had listened to her tell him these things the previous week, whether he ought to feel a pang of doubt at this news. Renata had studied his face, as if to see whether his purpose held. But the man who looked back at her had only two days before come forward to lead the team at VoFina, only five days after starting the job. He felt no doubt at all: if Olivia came back to him, he would buy her a Porsche like this one, if she wanted.
“Head west on the Pike, sir,” Renata said.
Jared started the car, smiling at the roar of its powerful engine. “You’ll give me road head once we’re out of the city,” he said.
“Yes, sir,” Renata replied, a lovely light pink stain coming to her cheeks.
 
* * *
 
By the time Jared pulled the Porsche up in front of the enormous house in the Berkshires, Renata had brought him to the point of orgasm several times. Each time Jared had stopped her, lifting her face off his lap and praising her skill, but wanting to keep himself ready for what lay in store at their destination. Renata had said only that her real master—the man who had sent her to Jared on loan, in effect—wanted it to be a surprise. Here the gentleman stood Jared in good stead: he sensed immediately that to try to force the information out of her wouldn’t just be futile, but more important, an example of terrible manners among dominants.
Each time he lifted his slut’s face from his cock and told her to lean back in her leather-upholstered seat again and play with herself—Jared had forbidden her to wear panties the previous Sunday, and told her she must never wear them unless he expressly instructed her to do so—he would ask a question about their destination, to tease her a little. Every time, in the adorable soft whimpering voice Renata used while she played with herself, she said, “Sir, he’ll punish me!”
The final time, when Renata assured him they were only fifteen minutes away, he said, “Won’t he punish you anyway? I know I would.”
Renata giggled at that. “Sir! That’s not fair!”
“Slut,” Jared replied, “I think I’m learning that fairness doesn’t enter into the matter.”
At the portico of the massive Victorian mansion a valet was waiting to add Renata’s Porsche to an impressive clutch of sports and luxury cars up and down the long drive.
“Hello, Sam,” Renata said. “This is Mr. Jared Wertheim.”
“Nice to see you, Miss Renata,” said the valet. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Wertheim.”
When Sam had driven off in the Porsche, Jared looked at Renata. “A party?” he asked. “Am I underdressed?” He looked down at his jeans and simple Oxford-cloth shirt. She smiled and reached into her clutch to pull out a domino mask.
“No, sir,” she said, handing him the mask.
Renata led him, wearing the mask, into the marble foyer of the house, where a gray-haired, slightly portly man in a black suit with a crimson tie greeted her by name.
“Mr. Hedges, this is Mr. Jared Wertheim, here for his first Sunday gathering,” she said. “Sir, Mr. Hedges is the majordomo here at Three Oaks.”
“Welcome, sir,” said Hedges. “I very much hope you will enjoy yourself. Miss Renata, the hunt bedroom is free, I believe.”
She led him up the stairs to a landing and a hallway from which the doors it seemed of many bedchambers opened. One stood ajar, and in it Jared found that the walls were covered in hand-painted scenes of a hunt, but not with hounds and red jackets. Instead, mythological creatures, half men, half goats—satyrs?—pursued lovely young women, their enormous, human erections demonstrating their hunger. Indeed, several of the creatures had caught their quarry, and were enjoying them over fallen tree limbs, much to the nymphs’ apparent shame and pleasure.
“Do you like the pictures?” Renata asked softly. When Jared turned from the walls to look at her, he saw that she had begun to unzip her dress.
“Yes,” Jared said, looking intently at the lovely spectacle before him now, as Renata, blushing, let the dress drop and started to unhook her bra.
“Every room in the house has naughty pictures,” she said with a smile. “The master bought it from a man who had built it specifically for the sort of Sunday gatherings that still happen here. Look in the closet, sir. There are some robes in there. Take off your clothes and put them away in there, then put on a robe.”
“Why?” Jared said, crossing his arms over his chest and feeling that the time had come to put his foot down a little. Driving to the Berkshires with Renata’s face in his lap was one thing—a very pleasant thing, actually—but stripping naked in a strange house for a gathering whose nature he didn’t know seemed to him quite another. Not that he didn’t think he would like the answer—but part of his newfound dominance had arrived in the form of the knowledge that to make of his life what he wanted he needed to feel in control of himself, and in control of his surroundings.
Renata smiled; Jared could tell that he had timed this request for information well. “Sir, my master has brought you here to understand the world into which Olivia was taken.”
“Can I understand that world without taking off my clothes?” He raised an eyebrow.
“Yes, sir,” Renata said, her mouth crooking up at the corner a little mischievously.
“May I take a look at that world fully dressed, and then come back here to get into a robe, if I choose?”
“Yes, sir.”
Jared narrowed his eyes inside the mask. “How?”
 
* * *
 
It so happened, he learned then, that several private galleries overlooked the ballroom where it appeared the main gathering took place. Renata had received instructions to have Jared in one of the black robes he would see all the men in the ballroom wearing, for his greater ease in enjoying her in the private gallery to which she would lead him, but it seemed that didn’t represent a necessity.
“My master will probably find it annoying that I couldn’t persuade you, though,” Renata confessed as she led the way down the hall, naked and apparently comfortable thus. Jared felt sure that even if they had encountered Mr. Hedges again, neither Hedges nor Renata would think it odd that she had no clothes on.
“And punish you?”
She nodded.
“How often do you see him?” Jared asked curiously.
“Once or twice a week,” Renata said. He thought he could sense some hesitation in her voice.
“In Boston?”
They had arrived at a narrow doorway, one of four on a separate little corridor at the end of the main hallway. Renata nodded, and opened the little door.
The gallery, which contained two armchairs and, between them, a low bench that might, Jared thought before he noticed the straps attached to it, be used as a footrest, measured perhaps five feet by five feet. It was illuminated entirely by the light that blazed in from the ballroom, through a screen that must have absolutely concealed Jared and Renata from the men and women below them, even if they had decided to wrest their eyes from the activities they did, suffered, and observed in that beautiful baroque space with walls full of naked gods and goddesses.
Jared got one look at what the gathered guests did in the ballroom, and said to Renata in a low voice, “Lie down on the bench. On your front.”
“Are you sure you don’t want to get into a robe, sir?” she asked coyly.
“Lie down and spread your cheeks this instant or…” For the first time he noticed that a paddle, a whip, and a cane hung on the wall. Lube waited on a little table below the disciplinary implements. “…your master won’t be the only one who punishes you.”
So he fucked Renata in the ass while he watched three beautiful girls being punished in the ballroom below. Three man in black robes and masks like his whipped their bottoms raw, over three punishment horses, as they cried out in shame and pain. Four other men stood by, with other naked girls at their feet, having their cocks sucked. By the time Jared pulled out of Renata’s bottom-hole, leaving it frothing with his semen and sure that her cries of passionate discomfort had been audible down below, for he thought he had seen one of the men look up, the girls on the punishment horses had been made to request anal sex, and were receiving it with the greatest vigor from each man in turn.
“My master wants you to know,” Renata said, turning her face over her shoulder to look at him, “that Olivia is in training to be one of the girls down there. She will beg for many cocks to fill her bottom, after her owner has other men thrash her soundly simply because they enjoy it. If you intend to get her back, you will have to be ready to put on a robe, and to pick up a whip.”



Chapter Ten
 
 
Three weeks after Olivia had arrived at the Institute, Miss Charlotte brought her to the guest suites, so that her new owner could sample her.
“Now if he decides to take your bottom tonight, and not wait for your ass night, that’s his privilege,” Miss Charlotte warned her, as they stood outside the door of the suite. The dean gave Olivia a sweeping glance, head to toe, as if to be sure the submissive appearance of the girl to be sampled, in her translucent white nightgown, with her hair—seen to by her hall-mates—flowing down her shoulders, and holding her rolled-up mat before her ready to lay down and kneel upon, measured up to the Institute’s exacting standards for girls brought to wealthy men’s room to be whipped and fucked.
“Yes, miss,” Olivia said softly.
“This man has paid a great deal of money for you,” Miss Charlotte said in a didactic tone that seemed to Olivia to have about it an air of ritual, as if the dean said the same to every girl she brought for sampling. “I need not tell you, I think, that that entitles him to enjoy you exactly as he pleases. You must do your best to give him his way. If he reports you for reluctance in furnishing your body to him, you will be severely punished, Olivia, and you will have only yourself to blame.”
“Yes, miss.”
Miss Charlotte knocked on the door, and a few seconds later it opened. Olivia, well-instructed in this point, kept her eyes lowered as she followed Miss Charlotte into the room. She saw black loafers with no socks, and pressed jeans.
“Charlotte,” the cultured, middle-aged baritone said. “So nice to see you.”
“You too, John,” said Miss Charlotte. “Olivia, you may kneel.”
The loafers receded; John—Olivia’s heart beat faster, somehow, to know the name of the man who had purchased her for his pleasure—clearly knew the ritual. A harem, Gabriel had said: this man kept a harem of concubines on a private island. No one had mentioned the fact since Gabriel had vanished from Olivia’s life, to be replaced by Master D and the rest of her teachers—Miss Charlotte above all—but now the sound of his first name and the sight of his shoes and pant legs seemed to call the image back to Olivia’s mind. John, the man who keeps several girls for fucking, on his own island.
Olivia unrolled the mat, with her name, in blood-red cursive, reversed so that John could read it easily. She knelt upon it.
“Mouth,” John said. Startled, feeling her eyes grow wide, Olivia let her eyes rise two feet to see that his strong hands had begun to unbuckle his belt.
At the same time, though, Olivia’s response to the command had become almost automatic in her three weeks at the Institute. She opened her mouth wide and put her tongue out, curling it down over her bottom lip.
He had his cock out. She saw her new owner’s cock before she saw his face. She had learned a great deal about the workings of dominance and submission in her time here so far, but she honestly felt she had never imagined that such a perfect symbol could befall her. From the standpoint of her masters, and of the Institute, Olivia didn’t need to see John’s face; she merely needed to please his cock, where his true mastery sat.
He hadn’t dropped his jeans but merely loosed his belt and unbuttoned his fly so that he could withdraw his manhood and his scrotum, over a pair of black briefs that somehow made Olivia’s mouth water. She had grown used to the idea that her body had such shameful responses since the day Gabriel had taken her away in the van. They always startled her though when she noticed them, and never more than her mouth’s watering did now. A man whose face she still hadn’t seen, who—unlike the masked orderlies in the van whose cocks seemed to represent only an extension of Gabriel’s own—had decided to appropriate her mouth, her pussy, and her bottom to his own use and without her input in the decision, held in his right hand, lightly, the cock to which henceforth she knew she must devote her service. And Olivia’s mouth watered at the sight of his black briefs.
Miss Charlotte continued smoothly as if such an interruption represented an entirely standard part of an owner’s introduction to his new concubine, which of course, Olivia thought, it must be—at least in the case of experienced owners like John.
“Olivia, in a moment you’ll realize that you’ve already met John.” What?! “I’m sure you’ll be a good girl for him.”
The cock came toward her. What did Miss Charlotte mean? How had she met this man? Who was he? His erection wasn’t small, but after Jared, whose cock had been longer and thicker than the two she had had inside her before him, and above all after the masters of the Institute, John’s manhood seemed much more, well, manageable. Somehow, though, the idea that it jutted out from the hips of a man who had a private island and could afford to keep a harem on it, made Olivia feel like she would have no trouble submitting to its service.
And somehow she knew him. He held his cock steady in his hand, pumping it gently. With the knuckles of his left hand, he stroked her cheek. Desperately Olivia kept her eyes only on the erect penis they had taught her to take as deep as this man wanted to drive it into her. If she looked up, he would whip her.
He laid the head on her tongue. Her owner’s cock, in her mouth. He would put it there whenever he wanted, from now on, if he felt like fucking a girl’s face. His right hand came around the back of her head, and his left hand joined it. With a small sound of satisfaction from deep in his chest, he sheathed himself inside Olivia’s mouth, balls deep, and held himself there.
Olivia saw only his fit lower abdominals, in the blue t-shirt he wore under a black blazer. Not a bodybuilder, but obviously a gym-goer, she thought, surprising herself with her strange detachment. She breathed steadily through her nose, as Master D had taught her.
“Look at me, Olivia,” came the voice, which now shook her body as it rumbled through his.
She tried, but she couldn’t see more than the fabric of the t-shirt and perhaps the hint of a shaved chin, though John had bent his head so he could watch his new girl with his cock deep in her mouth. He held her head still, and withdrew his cock until only the head still remained, enforcing her mouth’s service, and now she could see his face: blond hair graying a bit at the temples, ice-blue eyes.
Her composure left her, and her body began to tremble as she recognized him.
“Shh,” he said, and began to fuck her face in earnest.
Mr. Norcross. The billionaire who had caught her playing with herself in his bathroom. Who had called her a naughty girl, and told her something needed to be done about it. That her boyfriend should take her over his knee and let her feel his firm hand where girls who played with themselves needed to feel it.
The party at John Norcross’ chalet had reached the stage where everyone had had four or five drinks, in addition to the wine with dinner. They were swapping ski stories the way all skiers do, and every time Olivia looked at Jared, so handsome with his animated face and his wavy brown hair and chocolate eyes, she had felt impatient to go, and to slip into the hot tub at the resort the way he had suggested they might, when he picked her up at her apartment.
The stories were fun, and John Norcross himself seemed fascinating and very welcoming—in fact he had seemed to take an interest in Jared and his career that made Olivia feel like she had something to be proud of in this boyfriend she had started dating the previous month. But drinking always seem to make her horny, though she would never have admitted it, and the thought of snuggling up next to Jared in the hot tub wouldn’t let go of her.
When she went to the bathroom, the touch of her own hand distracted her, as it had it so often, though usually at more or less public occasions she didn’t feel quite so tempted. What the hell, she thought. I don’t want to be clinging to Jared and begging him to take me away from the party. I might as well just get myself off. It won’t take long.
So she assumed her favorite position for wanking in the bathroom: in front of the mirror, with her jeans around her knees and her panties at her thighs, blushing as always but also loving the way the naughty wetness came so quickly as her fingers moved up and down in the chestnut thatch while she watched their progress closely in the mirror.
Why did it work so very well, to watch herself like this? She thought she knew, but she didn’t think she could ever admit it: Olivia liked to think about what would happen if someone were watching her do this naughty thing here in a billionaire’s beautiful, gleaming guest bathroom. She liked to think about what Jared would do, if he walked in—what he might say about his naughty girl, what he might threaten, and do, with his belt …
The door opened.
John Norcross didn’t even say, when he stepped into the bathroom, that he had opened the door by mistake. He had simply looked at her, their eyes meeting in the mirror, and he had said that she needed a spanking.
“That’s very naughty,” Mr. Norcross said with the merest hint of authority in his voice that nevertheless made Olivia’s knees go weak. “You ought to tell Jared that you got caught. You’ll want to ask him to put you over his knee and spank you. You’re clearly very much in need of his firm hand.”
Then, afterward, in the hot tub. Getting up and bending over. Looking back at Jared, on the verge of telling him that she probably did need a spanking. That Mr. Norcross had seen her with her fingers in her pussy. That Olivia played with herself so much that sometimes she thought she might have something wrong with her. That she would like to try being punished for her shameful ways. That she would like her pussy to belong to Jared, and be disciplined when she forgot.
But Olivia hadn’t managed to say any of that. And Jared had taken her, and the pleasure she had felt in his dominance had frightened her. When he had told her—in a way so much gentler than the command mouth to which Olivia now responded automatically—to suck his cock, her fear had overcome her desire, and that had been that.
She told herself that when Jared hadn’t made her suck his cock he had proven himself unable to meet her needs. But truly the fear that she might need those things and what it meant about her had stopped a dominance-and-submission dynamic between them in its tracks before it had even really started.
“Yes,” Norcross was saying, as he thrust in and out of her mouth now, “when you couldn’t get your submission going with your boyfriend, I called Charlotte here, and asked her to run a profile on you. Just as I thought, you turned out to be a girl who needed a spanking very badly. Now I can promise you that you’ll get what you need with great regularity once I bring you home.”
He spoke to Miss Charlotte, then. “Thanks, Charlotte. I think I can take it from here. I’ve sampled enough of your wares to know my way around the suite, and where to find the paddles and the pillows and the butt-plugs.”
“Very well, John,” Miss Charlotte replied. “I’ll come get her after breakfast. As always, here at the Institute we know you have a choice when it comes to your concubines. We hope always to be worthy of your business. Olivia, be a good girl for Mr. Norcross. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Olivia heard the door close behind Miss Charlotte, as Norcross continued to enjoy her mouth, her head held firmly in his hands and his cock moving in and out at a steady rhythm.
“Alright,” he finally said, pulling his hardness out of her mouth for the first time in long minutes. “Get up and go into the bedroom, sweetheart. Kneel on the bed, and then bend down and present me with that sweet ass of yours. You can take the nightgown off.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
When he arrived in the bedroom, having taken off all his clothes so that he could pump his cock gently while he played with Olivia, Norcross admired the lovely backside he had purchased for a long time, just enjoying the feeling of having a beautiful young woman utterly at his disposal. He wondered what Jared Wertheim was doing right now. The young man certainly had a great deal of promise, but it would never have worked out between him and Olivia—at least not without a good deal of experience that Jared simply hadn’t had.
After he had fondled Olivia’s bottom and beautifully waxed cunt to his satisfaction, bringing her to two obvious orgasms, he got the rope from the closet. Taking his time, Norcross secured the girl in place over the pillows the way he liked best, using the special fixtures built into the bed by the thoughtful engineers of the Institute. Then, climbing onto the bed himself, he enjoyed her cunt with his cock at great length, not saying anything himself but delighting greatly in her helpless sounds of pleasure as he fucked her.
He kept himself from a climax that would spoil his fun, and pulled out for the moment. He left Olivia tied up while he went to the kitchen to get a glass of water, not neglecting to get one for her as well, with a straw so that she could drink it despite her position tied securely to his bed. When he approached, she turned her face to him, her expression wide-eyed and unfocused; he could see that he had taken her into that private world where a submissive’s fantasies take over, as her master lets her simply enjoy the way he uses her.
“Drink, darling,” he said, putting the straw to her lips.
“Darling?” she mumbled. “Sir?”
“You don’t think I find you darling, Olivia?” Norcross asked with a little smile. “Drink.”
She sipped from the straw. He made her drink the whole glass. “When you wet the bed,” he said conversationally. “I’ll call housekeeping. It’s one of the things I like best about these guest suites. Even in the most luxurious hotels they’ll look at you askance if you make the beautiful young woman you brought to the theater pee on the furniture.”
Olivia gave a little whimper at that.
“Do you mind having your masters and the other girls watch you on the toilet much, darling?”
Her brow furrowed, and she gave a little nod. “Yes, sir.”
“That’s very good to know,” Norcross said with a reassuring smile. “You’ll do a lot of that on Key Freda, with men and women watching and commenting on how well you do it and how pretty you look when you pee.”
Olivia gave a little start at the name, and then a shudder at the news concerning her master’s wishes when it came to displaying her most embarrassing bodily functions. Norcross knew she had grasped exactly what the words Key Freda meant—she had just heard the name of the island where she believed she would be imprisoned as a concubine for, they had told her, as long as Norcross wanted.
Ah, the Institute. With every year it seemed they got better at their mission of pleasing both owners and concubines. Their latest technique of using the new corporate laws to pick up girls based on their data profiles seemed to Norcross to represent no exception.
“I imagine you’re still a little confused, darling, about some of what you’ve learned since I had you brought here. This matter of making you wet the bed, for example. I imagine that if you considered it you would find it rather incompatible with some of the things they’ve told you concerning my wishes for you, and your modest conduct as my junior concubine on Key Freda.”
Olivia returned his gaze steadily with her brows lifted. He hadn’t asked her a question, of course, so she knew not to speak, but Norcross could tell that he had brought to her mind questions that had lain there dormant since the moment Gabriel had mentioned submission to her. Norcross stood up and brought the glass back to the kitchen. On the way to the bed again he took the black leather paddle from the top of the dresser, where he had laid it just as the trainers had suggested, and opened the top dresser drawer to take out a thick purple butt-plug and a bottle of lube.
He put the plug and the lube atop the dresser, ready for use, and went to stand behind the bed, over which Olivia lay spread-eagled on a wedge-shaped cushion that raised and spread her bottom and cunt beautifully for him. Her sweet little cunt-lips glistened in the relatively bright light Norcross preferred for his sessions of mastery, so that he could enjoy the sight of his concubine’s charms yielded up to him and so that she would know he did so, and could herself watch him master her.
“You’re going to wet the bed now, darling,” he said, “while I watch. You may do it while I paddle you, or you may do it when I put your butt-plug in, or you may wait with the plug inside you until you can’t bear it anymore.”
“Please, no…” Olivia whimpered. “Sir, please…”
“Hush, Olivia,” Norcross said, and gave her a sharp spank with the paddle, at which she cried out in surprise and discomfort. “I have no interest in hearing what you think about the matter. I want to explain to you now, while it becomes entirely clear to you that wetting the bed for me is what you need and even wish to do, about how I see your need to submit, and its role in your life. I’ll begin by paddling this little bottom ten times, to punish you for masturbating in my bathroom.”
He made no further ado, but delivered ten hard swats with the paddle, all in the middle of her backside. She screamed and writhed against the ropes, but her bottom remained just where he had put it, and Norcross felt his cock get very hard again at the sight of the little cheeks clenching in agony, trying to soothe away the smart as the pink oval in their center grew redder and redder.
“Girls who don’t belong to me,” he said, as her cries subsided into sobs and then whimpers, “are free, as far as I’m concerned, to take down their panties in private as much as they want.” A spank to the right, and then the left. The sound of Olivia’s answering cry told Norcross he had taken her into her fantasies again. He smiled.
“I know you do that, from your profile, darling. I would have known it just from what I found in my bathroom.” Three spanks, not as hard, so that he could keep paddling her as long as he wanted, now that he had turned her whole rump bright pink. Olivia gave little yelps, but her writhing against the ropes had become languid, as if just to remind herself that her master had bound her in place.
“But girls who come to a party at my house need to know better than to abuse themselves in my bathroom.” He began to paddle her slowly and steadily as he continued the lecture. “Girls who behave so immodestly need to learn some important lessons about their bodies, and if I can’t rely on their boyfriends to deliver those lessons, sometimes I have to take drastic measures, especially if I wouldn’t mind having the girl in question as part of my harem.”
One more hard spank. Olivia cried out and began to pee, with a sob of shame.
“There you go, darling,” Norcross said. “First the pee, and then the butt-plug.” He watched the golden stream gush helplessly from her cunt. Olivia made shameful little noises, as if having violated standards of modesty so thoroughly she wanted to show her master just how naughty she could be.
As the stream slowed to a trickle, Norcross tapped Olivia’s right bottom-cheek with the paddle. “I want you to think about how immodest I think it is for a girl to pee in front of a man while she is lying in his bed.”
“But you made me do that!” Olivia wailed.
Norcross gave her a sharp spank with the paddle.
“Address your master more respectfully, young lady,” he said sternly. “Girls who wet the bed must say sir.”
“But, sir, you made me!”
“Yes, darling,” Norcross agreed amiably. “I made you do it because I want you to understand about what your modesty and your shame mean to me. Before I bought you, if someone had told me that you couldn’t keep your hands out of your panties, I would have chuckled, but I wouldn’t have taken it upon myself to punish you. I’m sure you’ll agree that too much masturbation can be a distraction from matters of more importance, so I believe that there’s always a reason to provide a frequent self-abuser like you with some needed discipline. But, as I said, I’m not truly so patriarchal that I would want to see girls get punished for simply playing with their naughty little cunts.”
Norcross passed through the bedroom to get a towel from the bathroom. When he began to soak up some of Olivia’s pee with it, and to wipe her pretty pussy dry, she whimpered in a way that gratified him greatly; she definitely seemed to be taking his lesson seriously. He returned to the bathroom and dropped the towel under the sink. Then he went to the dresser and got the butt-plug and lube. He sat down on the end of the bed.
“So when I found you in my bathroom with your panties down and your fingers so busy between these sweet lips…”
He ran the tip of the plug up and down, and just penetrated her pussy with it a bit so that she gave a soft, happy cry, as if longing for him to resume his fucking there.
“…my first thought was that something so immodest should properly be the affair of your boyfriend. On the other hand, I could tell that Jared—although clearly a great guy—just wasn’t prepared to give you what you need. And so I talked to Charlotte. The long and the short of it, darling…”
Norcross had lubed the plug, and now he pressed it against the lovely little flower of Olivia’s virginal anus.
“…is that while I don’t think every girl needs training in my particular reimagined version of the patriarchy, I’ve become quite adept at recognizing those who do.”
He pushed the plug firmly, and Olivia cried out. The cry became a moan as Norcross seated the plug inside her anus.
“Lovely,” he said. “You’re clearly learning to open. Are you looking forward to your ass night, darling?”
“No, sir,” Olivia sobbed.
“That’s a fine answer,” Norcross said lightly. He turned the plug in the pert bottom, and Olivia gave a yelp of discomfort. “An immodest girl would look forward to having me use her anally. I’m sure you do understand, Olivia, however, how much you need my cock here. Do you understand that?”
He gave the plug a little tug, and then seated it again deep inside her. Olivia made an adorable little whining sound.
“Yes, sir,” she whispered.
“Has your training master used bigger plugs than this one in your bottom?” Idly Norcross cupped her cunt, made a firm circle around her clit.
“Yes, sir,” she sobbed.
“And you’ve watched, what, how many other girls have their ass nights, now?”
“Three, sir.”
“Well, I’ve deflowered four Institute girls’ backsides, and I think an ass night is one of the most wonderful occasions I know. I think I can promise that even if you’re sore for a day or two you’ll never forget being properly mastered.”
He climbed onto the bed. Goodness help him, but he loved to fuck a girl whom he had just made wet the bed, before he called housekeeping. The plug made her cunt so tight that the pleasure seemed almost too great.
Under him Olivia writhed at the motions of his cock almost as wildly as she had while he paddled her, crying out in mingled pleasure and discomfort.
“Shh, darling,” Norcross said, and began to come inside the girl he had bought.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
Jared learned at the beginning of April that John Norcross had purchased Olivia as his concubine. He and his team of five men and women, two of them much older than Jared but by now deferring to him automatically as the team leader, had come to the enormous office of the senior vice president of analytics—Norcross—without knowing why. On the elevator up to the top floor, the others had joked nervously about unemployment benefits, but Jared had held his peace, calming them down with his easy silence.
True, the results on the new initiative in distressed energy stocks seemed mixed so far, but Jared had no doubt at all that he could defend them whether face-to-face or in writing, if Norcross would give him a chance. He thought, given that the man had hired him and then expressed an interest in his welfare—even, Jared remembered suddenly, telling him about the Cosmopolitan, where he had met Renata—he could at least persuade him to hear what Jared had to say.
Frankly, although five days had passed since the afternoon in the Berkshires at Renata’s mysterious master’s house, Jared still found himself reliving the moment he had come in her ass and realized that his nature entitled him to wear one of those black robes. She had led him back to the hunt bedroom, and he had put it on and gone down to the ballroom. How could he be scared of Norcross when he had whipped Renata over the punishment bench, and fucked her and several other girls in front of his fellow masked dominants, as they welcomed him companionably to their gathering?
Now visions of what he would do when he found Olivia—how he would kiss her, what he would say, what he would insist upon, the way he would put her over his lap to make things clear to her at last—occupied his mind in the elevator. The men who wore those black robes knew what to do with a submissive, and now Jared understood himself to be one of them.
Instead of a dressing-down, they found an open bar. Norcross had summoned them to congratulate them: their initiative’s latest results had come in. Jared’s team had made seventeen billion dollars for VoFina’s investors, and three billion for VoFina itself.
“Brilliant work, Jared,” Norcross said, shaking his hand. “Just brilliant. I don’t think I need to tell you that your bonus will contain a good chunk of that three billion. You should start looking for a house.”
Jared wondered briefly whether the man who had driven down from New Hampshire—the gentleman ski bum—would have been able to take the news with the confident smile he returned to Norcross. “Thanks, John,” he said. “And thanks for this incredible opportunity.”
Norcross wandered off to congratulate the other members of Jared’s team. Jared turned to survey the elegant furnishings of the corner office. He stepped closer to the enormous desk, to get a look at the old-fashioned desk toys that seemed to him to exude a version of corporate manhood that had nearly disappeared from society: the metal balls that swung on wires, a mechanical piggy bank with an organ grinder that must be a hundred years old at least.
On the desk was a file folder, off to the side of the rest of Norcross’ paperwork. The man was too important even to have a computer on his desk. The typed label on the file folder said, “2578 Olivia 20320311.”
Jared glanced around, feeling so detached from the scene in Norcross’ office that he might as well have been floating in outer space. Olivia was a common name. Of course it was. 20320311 didn’t have to mean 11 March 2032, the date she had disappeared.
Taking a quarter from his pocket, Jared leaned forward across the desk to put the quarter in the arms of the organ grinder’s monkey. He lifted the cover of the file folder. There was a picture inside, at which Jared needed only a single searing glance.
Olivia, masturbating, or maybe just offering her hairless pussy to the camera because someone had told her to. On her back on a bench not unlike the one over which Jared had fucked Renata at the house in the Berkshires. Her knees up and spread wide so that Jared could also see that the bottom of the woman he loved bore six red stripes that could not have been made by anything but a cane.
On her face, a look of helpless, aroused, cheek-chewing submission, as if she knew the man looking through the lens, and the one looking at the picture, planned to exercise his natural right as a dominant to fuck her, and she couldn’t help getting wet at the thought.
 
* * *
 
“Sir, I didn’t know that it was your boss!” Renata pleaded. “How could I have known that? I only know what my master tells me!”
“Well, I’m not going to let your master toy with me anymore. If he wants me to take down Norcross, he has to give me more information. Much more.”
Jared had left work immediately, though he had managed without much difficulty to keep himself together in Norcross’ office and with his team afterward. The detachment continued to aid him: maybe the idea that he now belonged among the big dogs like Norcross and Renata’s master had seeped so deeply into his mind that although his love for Olivia remained the same guiding principle of his life it had been for the year they had spent together, and although his anger at Norcross’ deception blazed like fire in his chest, he had no doubt he could keep his calm and see this through.
At least he knew a great deal more about how to find Olivia than he had known that morning.
He had called Renata, had told her when she said it wasn’t a convenient time that he didn’t care whether it was convenient for her or not. She had said submissively, “Yes, sir,” and she had been waiting in her apartment when he arrived. Now she sat on her couch while Jared stood before her, arms crossed, interrogating her.
He felt like whipping her not in play, or in the sort of half-play they had engaged in thus far, but for real. In anger.
At the same time, to his surprise, he knew for a fact that to do so would utterly violate the dynamic between them. Jared had grown into an alpha who spanked girls when they needed it. When he got Olivia back he wouldn’t hesitate to spank her, when she needed correction and guidance.
But never in anger.
Renata looked up at him, and in her eyes Jared could see that she knew exactly what was happening in his mind: he saw a little fear, as if she worried that he might not have developed the control necessary to keep his rage in check, but also real contrition. Renata clearly knew her part in the charade her master had decided to put on would put Jared through the wringer, and—he thought he could see in her face—she didn’t think it fair despite her inability to disobey.
Well, he thought, I’m not going to take her to task for that, let alone whip her bare backside. These big dogs have played all three of us for fools, Renata—you, me, and Olivia. It’s not going to go on much longer, though, if I have anything to say about it.
“I have a video I’m supposed to show you,” she said. “It’s all very complicated, but my master thinks Norcross is going to invite you to his island. My master thinks you shouldn’t go unless you’ve seen the video and decided you still want to try to get Olivia back.”
Jared shook his head. “More games,” he said.
“Watch the video,” Renata insisted. “It may not give you all the information you want, but I think it will give you what you need, even if it’s hard to take.”
The video that Renata showed him on her laptop seemed to show a living room so large that the word salon came immediately to Jared’s mind. In that room twenty girls or more knelt on white mats, wearing little nightgowns of white, blue, or pink. They faced an area to one side of the room, where a low platform stood: it seemed the camera had been placed on that platform, angled to show the kneeling girls and the bench—of a kind now familiar to Jared from his trip to the Berkshires—at the center of the platform.
Behind the kneeling girls, in armchairs, sat men in black robes of a cut very similar to the ones worn at Renata’s master’s house. They, like the girls, were silent.
The double doors to the salon, just visible in the frame at the back of the room, opened. A beautiful, almost middle-aged blond woman, wearing one of the white nightgowns, led Olivia into the room and up the aisle.
Olivia wore only a pair of seatless, lacy red panties. As the blond woman led her onto the platform, Jared saw the way the seat of the panties had been tailored to expose the sweet curve of her cheeks and the shadowy valley between them. His cock leapt at the sight. On Olivia’s face sat a look of apprehension, but along with the anxiety he saw a sort of determination, as if she had resolved to accept her fate.
Jared turned to Renata. “What’s going to happen?” he demanded.
“I think you can guess, sir,” she replied gently.
As the blond woman strapped Olivia down to the bench, her pretty bottom raised and presented to the audience, the double doors opened again. John Norcross, dressed in a dark red robe of the same cut as the men Jared could tell must be the masters of the Institute, walked slowly and arrogantly up the aisle.
Still no sound came from the video but the creak of chairs and the sounds of the straps being buckled around Olivia’s wrists, elbows, ankles, knees, and waist. Jared thought he could see his beloved girl tremble, and maybe he heard a little whimper come from her as the mistress—for that must be her title—fastened the waist strap so that the inviting backside could not be moved so as to evade its master’s wishes.
Part of Jared wanted to force Renata to tell him exactly what he must now watch. But he knew; of course he knew. His cock swelled at the idea, and he understood suddenly why Renata’s master would demand that Jared see this. If he could watch another man deflower the anus of the girl he loved, and, instead of raging pointlessly against the unfairness of it all, go and get her so that he, too, could fuck that sweet bottom, could lay claim to it, to her cunt, and to her mouth so that no other master would ever fuck it without his permission, so that Olivia would never touch her little pussy without permission, or without taking a trip over her husband’s knee…
Then Jared would be the dominant Olivia needed.
Norcross stepped onto the platform. He put his hand on Olivia’s bottom possessively. Part of Jared—the gentleman, who hadn’t been making very many appearances lately—thought that he should be going mad with jealous rage right now. He wasn’t, though. As he heard Olivia moan under Norcross’ probing, dominant fingers, he thought, as I had Renata’s ass, Norcross will have Olivia’s.
“Lube her,” Norcross said, withdrawing his hand. The mistress brought a little bottle. Olivia whimpered as the place framed so wickedly by the red lace was prepared for fucking.
The mistress stepped back. Norcross unbelted his robe. Jared felt himself grow as an alpha when he found that he could watch the man who had stolen his girl pump his cock to get it ready to take that girl’s ass.
Looking down hungrily, Norcross stepped forward and, though the camera angle didn’t let Jared see anything up close, must have pressed his cockhead against Olivia’s lubed anus, for she gave a little wailing cry. Norcross gripped her hips in his hands, over the strap that pinioned her waist and kept her bottom just where he wanted it.
“Are you ready to be a good girl for me, Olivia?” he asked.
“Yes, sir,” she whimpered. It was the first time Jared had heard her voice in a month. His heart felt like it would burst with love. This was the way he was supposed to feel. He felt happy for her, because he understood now that what she would get from Norcross—and, then, if he had anything to say about it, from Jared himself—was what she had always needed.
At the Institute, they had trained her to give pleasure. As he watched Norcross thrust inside Olivia’s little bottom and begin to ride it, to the sounds of her cries of aroused discomfort, he flashed back to the night in the hot tub, and the look on her face as she glanced back over her shoulder. He had known in his cock and in his chest that that look meant fuck me hard. Now, though, he understood that it had much more meaning than that.
It had meant claim my body. And discipline me. And make me, in the most filthy, the most intimate, the most shameful way of all.
If Jared had just fucked Olivia’s ass that night, would all this have been avoided? he suddenly wondered.
On the video Norcross, with narrowed eyes and breathing hard, but still completely self-contained, looked down at where he impaled his new girl’s rump, driving fast and hard, without regard for her comfort, let alone her pleasure, her face a mask of submissive woe at the way he used her anus for his own enjoyment. He came with a shout, and held himself in deep for a long moment.
Then, stroking her back softly, as if petting a furry kitten that trembled under his touch, he said, “Time to go, darling. I know you’ll love my island.”



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Olivia loved the North. She didn’t think any place could capture her heart the way the White Mountains of New Hampshire had captured it. But Key Freda came very close indeed, despite being tropical instead of snow-covered. As they approached their destination, the paradise where Olivia would, it seemed, henceforth serve as a sexual submissive in the lap of luxury and wanting for nothing, she couldn’t get over the natural beauty of the Caribbean laid out before her.
When the little boat from Key West neared the island, Audrey, the senior wife whom Olivia’s master—for so she could not help thinking of him, though every time she put it that way to herself she blushed to realize that her darkest fantasies seemed to have come true—had put in charge of Olivia, pointed the little harbor out to her. Behind the dock rose an enormous, beautiful house in a very contemporary style, seeming to blend into the surrounding rain forest.
“You can see one beach next to the dock,” Audrey, a twenty-eight-year-old redhead who had taken off her sundress as soon as the boat had put out from the dock to reveal a dancer’s body with high breasts and a waxed pussy whose peeping coral lips made Olivia feel a little faint. “There are three others, and they’re all nicer for swimming. Master uses this one for parties, though, because it’s the longest.”
“How often does he have parties?” Olivia asked, glancing at the bridge of the boat where Norcross stood with the skipper, already wearing only his swim trunks and looking like the master of all he surveyed—perhaps because he was master of all he surveyed, including the naked girls in the boat’s passenger cabin at the back.
Olivia had been allowed to wear a sundress herself, to travel from the Institute, but of course she had nothing under it. Audrey, who was waiting in the limo with the blacked-out windows when Norcross led Olivia out from the manor house where she had just had her backside deflowered, told her to take off the seatless panties, and, when Olivia had complied, handed the lacy things to Norcross.
“For my collection,” he had said, pocketing them in the inside breast pocket of the blazer into which he had changed at some point between the salon and the limo. “You gave good ass, Olivia. Thank you. I’ll have you there again soon, and next time I’ll let you play with yourself while you get it.”
“Yes, sir,” Olivia had whispered.
“Audrey,” her master had said, “tell your sister-wife how kind I am when it comes to letting my girls play with themselves while I fuck their asses.”
Olivia had turned frightened eyes to the older woman, who had smiled. “He’s very kind, Olivia. I hear you have a masturbation problem. Is that right?”
Olivia felt herself turning bright pink. “Yes…”
“Sister,” Audrey supplied.
“Yes, sister,” Olivia said.
“Were you punished often for it, at the Institute? Or did you get it under control?”
“Only once, sister,” Olivia said. “But…” She glanced over to Norcross, in the facing seat of the limo. “But master paddled me, because I played with myself in his bathroom.”
Audrey gave her another reassuring smile. “When master is away, he usually gives us permission to make love to one another. Instead of playing with yourself, you’ll play with my pussy, and I’ll play with yours. Doesn’t that sound nice?”
“Yes, sister,” Olivia had whispered.
“But if you’re caught touching yourself,” Audrey said, the smile vanishing, “I’ll have to cane you, and send a video of the discipline to master.”
“Yes, sister.” Trembling, Olivia looked down at her hands.
On the boat, Audrey had taken away Olivia’s sundress and covered her in sunscreen, as their master watched with evident satisfaction. Audrey made Olivia bend over the bench at the back of the boat while she spent a good deal of time applying the lotion to the new girl’s bottom and between her thighs.
“Kiss sister,” said their master, sitting on another bench a little ways away. Olivia cried out as Audrey’s lips and tongue replaced her fingers. At the Institute Olivia had had to pleasure other girls and to receive pleasure from them nearly every day, with the training masters watching. To have a girl go down on her in front of the man who owned them, on his boat, seemed much more embarrassing, though. She tried to keep herself quiet, at first, so the skipper wouldn’t hear, but Audrey simply had too much skill, and Olivia found herself pushing her bottom back to ride the tongue that forced such pleasure.
And of course after Audrey had made Olivia come, it was Olivia’s turn to bend the redhead over the bench and, having blushingly covered her in sunscreen, to kneel behind her on a towel and to push her face shamefully into her new sister’s bottom so that her tongue could reach the tangy center of Audrey’s pleasure. After that, on the long boat ride, Audrey had kept Olivia close beside her, kissing her and playing with her nipples from time to time.
Now she answered the question about the parties. “Once a month?” she said a little doubtfully. “You kind of lose track of the time down here.” She bent down to kiss Olivia’s nipples and Olivia sighed. “So pretty,” Audrey said. “Do you know how much I want to spank you?”
Olivia giggled nervously. “No, sister,” she murmured.
“How strong were your fantasies about other girls, before they took you?” Audrey asked.
Olivia felt her face growing hot again. “Strong?” she said. “I mean, it was always men telling me I had to, you know, do stuff.”
Audrey giggled at that. “Do stuff? Like what you just did to me? Like what you had to do all the time at the Institute? Putting your tongue in another girl’s cunt?”
Olivia bit her lip and nodded.
“So you know,” Audrey confided, “master will probably have me use a strap-on with you tonight. He likes to have a new girl’s senior wife show her who’s in charge.”
Olivia had trained with strap-ons at the Institute, but not like what happened in her master’s bed that evening, when they laid her on her side between them, with master in her bottom and Audrey’s strap-on in her pussy. Master was content to let Audrey demonstrate her authority, pounding the big pink dildo into Olivia with a practiced motion, swinging her hips easily as she twined her arms around the junior wife’s shoulders, murmuring encouragement while Olivia cried out at how terribly full she felt.
Master had followed through on his promise, and so Olivia had permission to rub her clit desperately, and so to come and come and come, but even more than anything she had learned at the Institute, that first night on Key Freda made her feel that her self-pleasure ‘problem’ wouldn’t be such a problem anymore. All the fantasies of discipline, of filling, of shameful bending to wicked acts, were coming true. Not that for those imaginary things to happen in reality somehow took the fantasies away—in fact, they only seemed to grow stronger. But now Olivia knew, beyond any threat of a caning, that she didn’t have to play with herself to experience the merest shadow of submission: she would submit in her master’s bed whether she wanted to or not.
From the next bedroom came a cry of passion: Pearl and Zoe, whom Olivia had met at dinner, had been commanded by master to spank each other and then to make love.
 
* * *
 
Master’s harem consisted, presently, of the four of them: Pearl, twenty-nine; Audrey, twenty-eight; Zoe, twenty-six; Olivia, twenty-three. Pearl and Audrey were the senior wives, Zoe and Olivia the junior wives. Norcross liked to pair his girls: Olivia and Audrey would remain coupled, the older girl told her over breakfast her first morning, until Audrey departed.
Master had left at sunrise to return to work, kissing first Audrey and then Olivia deeply as they stirred in the big bed. Only the four girls, attended by the staff of a cook and two maids, sat down to breakfast.
“Until you’ve departed?” Olivia asked. “What do you mean, departed?” A little chill seemed to go up her spine as she sat at the lovely table on the veranda, wearing the little red sundress again, though of course still with nothing underneath it, since the girls were forbidden to wear underwear unless specifically told to do so.
Platinum blond Zoe giggled. “You make it sound like you’re worried it means we’re, like, taken off on a boat and dumped over the side.”
Brunette Pearl laughed, too. “Actually I think that’s what I thought when I first came here. Don’t you remember, Zoe? At the Institute they don’t tell you anything.”
Audrey looked at Olivia over the silver teapot from which she had just poured some Earl Grey. “You’re not supposed to know this,” she said. “In our first year we’re all supposed to think that when a girl leaves here, master, I don’t know, takes her to some third-world country and leaves her there—if he doesn’t dump her over the side of a boat.” Audrey glanced over at Pearl and Zoe, who both nodded.
“What?” Olivia asked.
“The Institute is different from what you think it is, sweetie,” Pearl said. “It’s much better. After a year, you’d learn this anyway, and it will help you to know it now. After a year, if you leave service, you get a lot of money. A lot. If you stay, you get the same amount for each year, up until the age your owner agreed on with the Institute. For us it’s thirty.”
Olivia’s heart began to beat very fast. “So… wait…” She tried to think it through. If she was going to get paid, that must mean…
Audrey said, “You’re wondering about what’s keeping us here, if there’s money at the other end of it, because in that case it’s got to be the money, and not some security system or something, or guards with guns, or whatever, forcing us to stay here as master’s harem.”
Olivia nodded slowly.
Zoe giggled. Terribly puzzled, Olivia looked over at her, wondering how it was possible to be lighthearted about the matter. “There’s nothing keeping us here, sweetie. Even if you go now, you’ll still get some money. Not all of it, but enough to keep you from having to get a job for a while.”
“But… they captured me. And master… he’s… I mean, he owns us, right?”
“How many times,” Audrey asked with a raised eyebrow, “have you tried to escape?”
Olivia felt the blood rush to her face. “But… the strap! When Gabriel… he was my first master… in the van he spanked me so hard!”
“Does it seem odd to you,” Pearl asked with a smile, clearly beginning to enjoy the little game, “that after playing with yourself for so many years, thinking about submitting to a man, you should find yourself ‘forced’ to do just that?”
Suddenly Olivia saw Jared’s face again, approaching from behind her, in the hot tub. Then his expression when he told her to suck his cock the next day and everything unraveled. The very same look John Norcross had given her the night before, here on Key Freda, when he told her to get into bed and lube her anus for him.
“Olivia?” Audrey asked. Olivia realized her face had crumpled in grief. She looked down at the beautiful fruit on her breakfast plate. “What’s wrong, sweetie?”
“My boyfriend,” she said bitterly, looking up again. “I think… I mean, maybe I could have had this with him.”
Pearl reached across the table to take her hand. “Then just go home at the end of the year and go get him. You’ll blow his mind, and the money won’t hurt either.”
Olivia shook her head. “I don’t think he’ll want me now. After, you know, everything.”
“That’s silly,” Zoe said decisively.
“You don’t know him,” Olivia said automatically. Something in her that she didn’t want to examine, because it hurt too much, said that she couldn’t go back now. She couldn’t go get Jared, because he wouldn’t take her back. He would say that she should have told him about the fantasies, about the masturbation. He would send her away, and then where would she be?
“No,” Audrey said thoughtfully, “we don’t. But if he’s not into this stuff—you know, Institute stuff—then you shouldn’t be with him anyway, should you?”
That was it, Olivia thought. Jared wasn’t into this stuff, really. That look on his face wasn’t really the same as master’s look, was it? She had just fooled herself into thinking it was, for a few moments. The hot tub, and the thing about sucking his cock—well, maybe he had sort of tried it on, but when she told him no, that had been the end of it, right?
“That’s right,” Olivia said, forcing herself to look and sound cheerful. “And I have master now, don’t I?”
Her sister-wives smiled back at her. “We all have master!” Zoe said, giggling.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Norcross looked across the aisle of his private jet at Jared Wertheim. Norcross had dispensed with ethics as a viable proposition quite some time ago: the experience of bringing a bright young man to fuck a harem of girls, among whom would be the bright young man’s former girlfriend, seemed to him merely piquant—and entirely enjoyable.
Jared’s expression as he looked out the window at the gorgeous seascape below them here at the end of the three-hour flight down from Boston, through most of which both men had worked silently in their seats, had a pleasing assuredness to it: invited to his boss’ private island, he seemed confident in his ability to come off as an alpha, while at the same time projecting not jadedness or even placidity but sheer animal energy. The little spectacle Norcross had arranged for himself as a sideshow at this edition of the Mayday party he held every year on Key Freda looked well on its way to smashing, cock-hardening success.
“So, John,” Jared said easily, turning from the window as if aware that Norcross had turned his attention to assessing him, “what kind of a party is it that you’re taking me to?”
Norcross chuckled. “The best kind. Wait and see, my boy.”
My boy. Too much? Of course not. The corner of Jared’s mouth quirked up as if in acknowledgment of his junior status.
“Anything I should know about the guest list?”
“A whole pack of the biggest dogs on the planet,” Norcross said. “With entertainment to match their tastes.”
“Entertainment?”
Norcross gave his best wolfish grin. “Wait and see.”
 
* * *
 
The first ten guests to arrive at the Key West Marina, titans of industry and finance all, shared Norcross’ launch for the little journey to Key Freda. He watched Jared, the only man among them who hadn’t attended one of Norcross’ parties, closely, glad as always to see his possessions admired and glad to see that Jared had struck up an easy conversation with Kevin Lin, the head of the biggest bank in the world. Over the noise of the launch’s engine he could hear that Jared had used his status as a newcomer and as Norcross’ hottest analyst to interest Lin in his opinions on the energy markets—with Norcross’ eco-architecturally innovative house as the spur to the immensely valuable small talk.
With the engine revved down for the glide into the dock and the figures of the girls—Norcross’ own supplemented by thirty flown in from the Institute—visible on the party beach in the late afternoon sun, he addressed his guests.
“Gentlemen, you may notice something a little different about our companions tonight.”
“John,” Lin said, “you’ve outdone yourself. Have you planned a game for us?”
Norcross laughed. “No, no game. Just a very great deal of pleasure.” He looked at Jared, whose brow had a furrow in it that showed that he didn’t fully understand what he saw, across the blue water and the sand.
“The girls’ veils will remain on all night, so that you gentlemen can’t tell them apart with the help of their faces. Comparisons will have to be made in other ways.”
A ripple of laughter ran through the guests.
Each of the girls who stood on the beach, all of them holding hands in a line to await the arrival of the host, wore only a full-face hood, in one of several bright colors, that exposed nothing but her eyes and the bridge of her nose. Against the blaze of the fire pits in front of them on the beach, ready to cook the sumptuous fare brought in the previous day, their lovely nakedness looked charming in the extreme.
“What you can’t see is that the girls have been gagged as well, with the traditional ball gag with which I know you all have great familiarity.”
A murmur from his guests.
“Don’t worry, gentlemen—of course you may pull up the veil and replace the gag for your own enjoyment, but I ask you only to uncover the mouth and, if the girl speaks, I ask that you whip her, or bring her to the punishment station to let someone else to do it. The girls have all been told that they’ll be punished if they speak, but as you all know very well some girls can’t stop themselves from being naughty.”
A little spontaneous applause from two or three guests arose at that. The sheer objectification for which Norcross’ parties had become justly famous tended to provoke a certain giddiness even in the men who ran the world economy.
 
* * *
 
By five o’clock the second launch-full of guests had arrived, and the party was complete. On the beach and throughout the extensive gardens that linked the party beach to the other more secluded ones, men walked in ones and twos, most of them with an arm around a naked waist or a hand on a pert bare bottom, or sat in beach chairs to have their cocks sucked by a girl whose silky, stretch-nylon hood he had raised to pull down her gag for the moment so that he could take his ease in her mouth as she knelt before him.
At the punishment station set up just behind the party beach at the opposite end from the dock, girls were being whipped in pairs: Norcross had directed that two wooden X frames and two benches be put there for the purpose and that one of the Institute girls be assigned to carry out the discipline if the man who brought the girl wanted only to watch—or even to depart and enjoy another girl.
The time for Norcross’ little sideshow with Jared and Olivia had come. Pearl, who had handled the initial pairings of men and girls, had brought Zoe to Jared. Zoe had then gotten Jared a rum-and-tonic and led him off to show him the little island. On Norcross’ instructions, Pearl had kept Olivia at one end of the line of girls and Zoe at the other, so that Olivia had not noticed Jared’s presence—Pearl had confirmed the fact to Norcross when he raised her white hood to kiss her, and to pull her gag out, a few minutes after their arrival.
“She didn’t see,” Pearl whispered.
“You just earned a trip to the punishment station, didn’t you?” Norcross said, smiling.
“Yes, sir,” Pearl replied, with a smile of her own. Norcross kissed her.
“On your knees now, darling. You’ll have your whipping later.”
Now Zoe brought Jared back to the party beach, leading him by the hand. To Norcross’ satisfaction, and perhaps a little to his surprise, it didn’t appear that Jared had taken any freedoms with her sweet body, though of course it was hard to tell. He had half-expected Jared to have a little fuck on one of the beaches, but he certainly approved of the decision to keep his wits about him. The rum-and-tonic only appeared half drunk, if that.
Around them the sounds of dominant sex began to fill the warm night air, as men told their girls to bring paddles, or riding crops, or butt-plugs and lube from the crates at the top of the beach placed there the way an island resort might place its snorkeling equipment. In the shallows the head of South America’s energy grid fucked a pale girl in a blue hood from behind, her cries muffled by gag and veil.
Olivia, told that as the most junior wife her job would be to wander through the party and alert Pearl to any shortage of girls, food, drinks, or lube, had come to the veranda to confer with her senior wife in an inconspicuous corner where they might take out each other’s gags by special permission of Norcross in order that the party go smoothly.
Norcross had scripted this moment very closely, and now he had great enjoyment in watching it unfold. Pearl had replaced Olivia’s gag: now Olivia, in a red hood, turned to see Zoe, in a yellow one, coming up the path from the east beach, with Jared just a step behind. Audrey was just coming out of the house, having gone in to make sure those who had claimed beds for some more intimate fucking had everything they needed. All four of Norcross’ girls were naked but for the exotic way their heads were completely covered, as if for a rite dedicated to a perverse deity, there to play their roles in this little drama.
Olivia drew back, and a little murmuring sound came from her throat, through her gag.
“Hush, girl,” Norcross said to Olivia. Then, to Zoe: “You there, in the yellow hood, bring that gentleman over here. I think this girl should please him now.” Then, to Olivia again: “Turn around and bend over this railing, girl. Present your backside. My star employee is going to have a fuck.”
Olivia looked into her master’s eyes wildly. Norcross looked steadily back. “Do as I say, girl, or I’ll have him take you to the punishment station for a caning.”
With a frightened sound, Olivia obeyed, looking back over her shoulder at the handsome boyfriend from whom Norcross had taken her away into this life of submission.
In the twilight, Jared probably couldn’t see what a delectable bottom now awaited him until he was only ten feet away or so. Norcross saw him smile and nod, as Zoe led him forward and Pearl stroked Olivia’s rump, as if offering it to the young man as a party favor.
“Would you like the cunt or the ass, my boy?” Norcross asked. “They’re both quite enjoyable. They belong to me personally, actually. Arrived last month.”
The best moment of all. Olivia gave a little gasp, and then a moan. She arched her back. Pearl rubbed her bottom in the very center, moved her fingers deeper in, to make Olivia offer herself even more fully.
“Is she wet, girl?” Jared asked, and Pearl nodded slowly, as if herself mesmerized by the moment.
Jared turned to Norcross. “I’ll have both the cunt and the ass, if you don’t mind, John,” Jared said.
Norcross spoke to Audrey, who stood by in her pink hood. “Lube for Mr. Wertheim, please.”
Olivia seemed to tremble as Jared unfastened his belt, standing right behind her. Pearl continued her ministrations with her skillful fingers.
“You know,” said Jared, pulling the belt out from its loops. “I think you met my ex-girlfriend Olivia, John, before she left for Europe.”
Norcross smiled. Olivia had turned her red-veiled head to look back at Jared.
“She and I never really could talk openly about sex the way I think we should have.” Jared doubled the long strip of black leather and wrapped it around his fist.
Perfect,
Norcross thought. The triumph could only complete itself now that Jared had made it clear he knew exactly what was going on. Norcross had no fear of losing Olivia: tonight she would finally acknowledge her needs more fully than she could ever have acknowledged them otherwise. She needed to belong entirely to a man she could depend on to claim her utterly. Olivia Rogers, like all loving submissives in Norcross’ opinion, could only have a single master.
Jared addressed the red-hooded girl now, and though everyone there—Norcross, Pearl, Audrey, Zoe, and above all Jared and Olivia—knew exactly how the old, old trope of the veiled girl had sprung to erotic life here, tonight on Key Freda, that Shakespearean-operatic bed trick spun its enchantment nevertheless, letting the players communicate in a kind of imaginary realm where truths could best be told, and heard, through fiction.
“I think Olivia had desires she never told me about. I’m pretty sure I discovered them one night after a party.” He turned to Norcross. “The party was at your house, actually, John.”
Norcross lowered his chin and looked purposefully at Jared. As their eyes met, something like fire seemed to pass between them: a gout of dragon’s flame on either side, meeting in the middle with neither the victor.
Jared turned away, as if dismissing the need to hold Norcross’ eyes, and nodded to Pearl. She stepped away from Olivia’s backside: something about the nod, some truly authoritative quality, seemed to communicate to her submissive soul exactly what this young alpha wanted. For a moment Norcross envied Jared. He felt his eyes narrow.
“I think,” Jared said, putting his hand on Olivia’s waist and stroking her soft, pale skin, “that something must have happened that night, at your party, John. It doesn’t really matter what, but it brought something out in Olivia that I should have worked harder to foster, and to nurture. My mistake, and the gain of whoever gets to master her, in Europe or wherever she’s actually gone.”
He had glanced up at Norcross for a moment, with an expression of mock nonchalance, but now he looked down again at Olivia’s little bottom. He laid the belt against it, across both buttocks, and Olivia gave a soft cry through her gag and her hood. “This sweet ass reminds me a lot of Olivia’s, I have to say,” he said, loud enough for them all to hear though apparently really to himself. He tapped Olivia’s right bottom cheek, and then her left, with the doubled leather. The sounds of a much louder punishment filtered up from the beach, along with the moans and wet slaps of energetic fucking.
“I’m very sorry, Red—I hope you don’t mind me calling you that—but I’m about to take out on this sweet rump of yours a bit of my frustration at losing the girl whose cunt and ass I should have claimed when I had the chance.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
You are coming home with me, Olivia Rogers,
Jared thought, and the next time I give you the belt the circumstances will be a great deal more intimate. For now, though…
He started to whip her, hard. Through her gag the girl he loved, her face covered in the exotic red veil that somehow made it possible to say things so much more clearly than he thought he could have said them otherwise, cried out. He had arrived knowing he would say such things, of course: he hadn’t practiced them, but after his experience dominating Renata and the way he had responded as a true alpha when he found the file on Norcross’ desk, he knew they would be there when the time came to make the attempt that the red hood seemed to make… not easier, maybe, but much clearer—much more decisive.
Olivia tried to squirm, but Jared held her fast with his arm around her waist and kept whipping the bottom that began to clench and unclench with the agony of her punishment. He brought the belt down over and over, making the pert little cheeks quickly into a mess of fiery welts. Her muffled cries took on a pleading quality, as if begging him to stop.
“Red,” he said, slowing down, but still punctuating his words with lashes that brought whimpers from Olivia’s throat. “I can see you’ve learned to take your punishment like a good girl. I’ll bet that when they trained you they gave you a great deal of discipline. If I ever have a girl like you to take care of, I promise I won’t hesitate to whip her this way, or over my knee, when she misbehaves.”
Norcross spoke. “This one has a serious masturbation problem. We keep a paddle on top of her dresser, and I hear the one in the pink hood over there—the one holding the lube—who’s this girl’s senior wife, had to paddle her soundly a few days ago, for playing with herself in bed.” Jared glanced over at the girl veiled in pink, and she nodded.
What was Norcross up to? Had he thought that Jared wouldn’t recognize Olivia? No: this business with the hoods and the gags seemed like it should be intended to keep him from knowing the identity of the girl in the red hood, but the game must be much deeper. Norcross wanted Jared to know that his possession of Olivia was complete.
“Actually,” the older man continued, “funny story—I found her masturbating in my bathroom, during a party. I think maybe it was the same party where I met you and Olivia, in fact.”
Jared felt the wrath of an alpha flare inside him. He finally understood.
He turned back to Olivia and reached forward to lift the bottom of her hood, to pull the ball gag out and down under her chin. He didn’t look at Norcross to see whether the man would try to stop him; he didn’t care if his super-boss cashiered him right now and sent him back to Key West on the launch in disgrace.
Again he took Olivia around her naked waist. “Is that true, slut?” he asked softly. “Did you play with yourself in the bathroom?”
“Yes,” she gasped, and the sound of her voice after all these months seemed to fill Jared’s chest with golden light in place of the anger. “Yes, sir.”
Riding that light, he raised his arm and then brought the belt down again. Now Olivia, free of gag and veil, gave a full-throated cry. “You call me sir now?”
“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.
Another lash. “I should have whipped you that night, shouldn’t I?”
“Yes, sir. But… but I didn’t tell you.” A little sob came from her chest. “I’m so sorry, sir.”
Jared didn’t speak in reply, but dropped the belt to the teak planking of the veranda, and held his hand out to the girl in the pink hood for the lube. When his now-practiced fingers began to press at her little anus to prepare it for his pleasure, Olivia gave a little cry of surprise.
“Don’t worry, slut,” Jared said. “I’m going to have your cunt first. I just want to get you nice and ready back here so that I don’t have to wait when it’s time to take you the way I should have taken you a long time ago.”
“Oh, sir,” she whispered. Jared didn’t think he had ever heard a sound as wonderful as the word sir coming from Olivia’s lips.
Jared dropped his pants and his briefs. His hard cock sprang out. On a masterful whim, he said, “Pink, please kneel and put my cock in this naughty girl’s cunt.”
Olivia made a little sobbing, laughing sound, then, something between a giggle and a wail, and she turned her head back over her shoulder. Jared couldn’t resist: he took the top of the hood and ripped the thing off her entirely, so that he could see, so that he could make sure that the expression on her face now was the same one he had seen in the hot tub—the one whose meaning he now knew. The need he could now satisfy.
The girl in the pink hood knelt and pumped his cock so expertly that he couldn’t help grunting with pleasure even as his eyes met Olivia’s. Her chestnut hair had been put into a bewitching bun that somehow made her look marvelously submissive. When Jared grunted, she suddenly smiled, very mischievously, as if she had caught him out enjoying sex when he should simply be using his cock to discipline her, a very serious matter.
Jared couldn’t help smiling back. He stepped forward the little bit necessary to let the one in the pink hood place the head of his cock where it belonged, where he could feel Olivia’s wetness making his path easy. He looked down at the arousing sight of having one girl attend his fucking of another, and then back up into Olivia’s eyes.
“Face forward now,” he said gently, “so I can enjoy my fucking. Girls who play with their little cunts and get their bottoms whipped for it need to learn what their masters use those cunts for.”
Olivia’s brow crinkled and she bit her lower lip, her whole face a mask of arousal so great it looked like she might be about to cry. Her cheeks had gone bright pink. She gave a tiny nod and turned to face the night beyond the torchlight that pooled on the veranda.
Jared held her hips and began to fuck, thrusting hard from the very start so that his own hips slammed into Olivia’s well-whipped backside, making her cry out loud with every stroke. It was like the hot tub—exactly like it, except ten, fifty, a hundred times better. They understood each other. Could Jared take Olivia away from here? It didn’t even matter anymore, because they understood each other at last: the girl he loved needed him to master her just as he needed to claim her as his own.
The pleasure was so great that Jared almost immediately had to slow down, pull out, put the glistening head of his cock between her cheeks, against the little portal he had readied for his final pleasure: the ass Norcross had deflowered, which Jared would now reclaim.
“You’ve had another cock in here, haven’t you?” he said softly, as he began to lean forward, demanding the pleasure of Olivia’s tightest place.
“Yes, sir,” she moaned, turning her face back just for a moment, as if to reassure herself that Jared still loved her. Then, to his thrilled surprise, she reached her hands back and held her bottom open, offering the pink dimple.
“They trained you well, didn’t they?”
“Yes, sir,” Olivia whimpered.
“I’m so glad they waxed your cunt, too,” he said. “I’m going to keep it that way.” Jared pushed again at the tiny anus, and with a sob she opened and he entered, the pleasure of her rear passage so great that he groaned at the delicious sensation.
“Oh, sweetheart,” he said, not really forgetting to call her slut but too much in love with her at that moment to manage the degradation. “Oh, your bottom feels so good.”
“Thank you, sir,” Olivia whispered, her voice thick with the erotic discomfort of a full anus. “Thank you for disciplining me.”
“I’m going to fuck this anus now,” Jared warned. “Put your hands back on the railing.”
“Yes, sir.” Olivia obeyed, her little bottom-cheeks closing delightfully around Jared’s cock as she removed her hands.
Jared took those cheeks in his hands and began to ride in and out, only at half his cock’s length to begin with. But then, nearly maddened with the pleasure, taking Olivia by the shoulders, he impaled her fully and, with her submission ringing out over all the other erotic sounds of the night, used her punished backside as a place to seek his release.
With five or six mighty thrusts he had found it. As he shouted with his climax, his cock at last spurting into the little bottom of the girl he loved, he noticed something out of the corner of his eye. A girl in a green hood had just unveiled herself: Renata. She pulled down her ball gag and gave him a radiant smile as Norcross put his arm around her. Renata pointed at Norcross with a subtle little gesture, her hand in front of her full, naked breasts. My master, she mouthed.
Jared threw his head back and laughed. His cock, though softening now, remained inside Olivia’s backside, and she gave a little yelp as if at the new sensation of the man who had just mastered her ass laughing.
“Sir?” she asked tentatively. “What is it?”
“You’ve been a very good girl, sweetheart,” Jared said softly. “Would you like a reward?”
Olivia giggled. “Yes, sir,” she said. “But why were you laughing?”
“Shh. Good girls wait until after their rewards to find out just how wonderful a place the world is.”
Gently he pulled out of her bottom. Olivia made a sad little sound as if despite the discomfort she wanted him to stay there. Jared put one hand on her waist and the other between her thighs, and began to bring her off.
“Do you remember that I used to do this for you, in bed?” he asked, as Olivia made sounds she had never made in bed, back in New Hampshire.
“Yes, sir, but…”
“But not like this,” Jared agreed, finding an easy, low rhythm for what he wanted to say, as he forced his girl to climax. “Not with a whipped bottom… and a fucked ass… bent over… outside…” Olivia was almost there now. “With all these people… watching me train… my… slut’s… little… cunt.”
He gave one final, fierce rub with his two middle fingers to her sopping clit, and Olivia screamed out an orgasm that seemed to tighten every muscle in her body—the sort of orgasm he had always wanted to give her.
Still stroking her bottom gently and admiring the curls of red he had made with his belt, Jared straightened up and realized Norcross and Renata had approached.
“I would say that I’m giving this girl back to you, Jared,” Norcross said, “as a performance reward, but I’d be lying.”
Olivia turned her head to look at him, her eyes still a little wild from her orgasm but also wide in surprise.
“You just took her back, my boy, so I can’t give her to you. The best I can do is not garnishing your wages to repay me for what I forked over to the Institute.”
Renata spoke. “My services came free,” she said with a crooked smile.
“So,” Olivia asked, bewildered, “this whole thing…?”
Jared said, “I think we can call it a highly advanced executive training program.”
Norcross laughed. “Fine by me.”
“Did Miss Charlotte know?” Olivia asked.
“Of course,” said Renata. “It’s part of the Institute’s new focus on long-term relationships for men like Jared and women like you.”
Jared couldn’t resist squeezing Olivia’s bottom at that. “I’m going to take you in hand, sweetheart. That paddle is going to stay on your dresser, I promise. We both know you’ll feel it across your backside nearly every night before bed.”
“Before bed,” Olivia whispered, nodding, a little smile on her face.



Epilogue
 
 
The paddle stayed on Olivia’s dresser until their first child, John Norcross Wertheim, came home from the hospital, eighteen months after the party on Key Freda where Jared re-claimed the love of his life. Some nights Olivia didn’t get paddled, but it wasn’t because she hadn’t confessed to Jared at dinner, her lips always twitching with a threat to smile, precisely how many times she had played with herself that day, thinking about the shameful things they had done the night before.
John Norcross retired from VoFina that same year, and took up year-round residence on Key Freda. Jared and Olivia traveled down at least once a year after that, though Jared’s status as a rising star in finance, and the couple’s role in the kinky version of the government’s New Modesty movement embraced by the Institute, left them less time for tropical vacations than they really would have liked.
They built their own first vacation home, though, at the ski resort in New Hampshire where they had fallen in love. They told the architect to make the two hot tubs, one outdoor and one indoor, the focus of his blueprints.
 
 
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?
 
Thoroughly Trained
Sweet, modest twenty-year-old Anna Greenway has always covered her ears any time her friends tried to talk to her about sex. But the laws of her society have changed in recent years, as Anna discovers when she meets Martin Lourcy, an experienced, handsome man employed by the Institute, whose mission is to train submissive women for sexual service. To her shock, Anna soon learns that Martin has been granted the authority to bring her with him to the Institute to be taught about strict discipline and to have her sexuality awakened and mastered.
When Anna defies him, Martin does not hesitate to bare her bottom and punish her soundly, explaining that from now on she will be expected to obey him in the way she was raised to believe a wife should obey a husband. But Martin will do much more than merely teach her to submit to his every command. He will show Anna the intense pleasure and incredible passion of yielding herself to his skillful, dominant lovemaking, and soon his mastery of her body will be so complete that every hard spanking and blushing climax will only increase her desire for more.
Soon enough, however, Martin realizes that something is quickly going terribly wrong. Anna is obviously falling in love with him, and even worse, he is forced to admit to himself that he is falling in love with her as well. When her training is complete, Martin knows Anna will graduate from the Institute program and be sold to a wealthy, powerful man, but when that day comes will he be able to give up the girl he longs to claim as his own?
 
Shared by the Barbarians
In the time since she was abducted from her world by a cruel, tyrannical general, eighteen-year-old Jalinda has been given little reason to trust any man, let alone three barbarian brothers who take it upon themselves to rescue her. But the rough, handsome warriors intend to share a wife, and they mean for that wife to be Jalinda. Shocked by the thought of belonging to three men, she refuses to go along with their plan, but her lack of cooperation is quickly overcome by way of a switch applied to her bare bottom.
Upon reaching their home planet, the brothers waste no time in beginning their shared bride’s training. As Jalinda soon discovers, she will be expected to submit to them absolutely, and disobedience will result in punishments far more humiliating than a mere bare-bottom spanking. Her barbarian husbands will protect her, provide for her, and love her, but they will also enjoy her in any way they desire. She will be claimed by each of them and by all of them together, in private and in public, in ways that will leave her blushing crimson yet also burning with need.
Despite her shame, before long Jalinda finds herself craving the intense pleasure which results from surrendering herself to the brothers’ masterful lovemaking, and with each passing day she grows fonder of the men who freed her from the sadistic general and made her their own. But her former captor is not an enemy to be taken lightly, and when he comes after the brothers with an army at his back, intent on vengeance, can they protect both their world and their woman?
 
A Wife’s Correction
After an abrupt change in the planet Harmonia’s government, laws are put into place which alarm twenty-eight-year-old attorney Martha Allen Ames. From now on, every husband will have the right and the responsibility to correct his wife when her behavior warrants it and to teach her to surrender herself to him completely in the marital bed.
Though Martha holds out hope that her own husband, Ben, will not be too strict in his application of the new laws, he proves more than ready to apply the strap and the paddle to her bare backside when she fails to obey him. But she quickly discovers that an occasional sore bottom is far from all that Ben has planned for her, and soon Martha is both blushing crimson and begging for more as her husband takes her hard and thoroughly, enjoying her in ways he never has before.
Despite her shame and defiance, Ben’s mastery of her body leaves Martha burning with passion, and his dominance increases with each passing day. But even as her desire for her husband catches fire, the couple must prepare to demonstrate Martha’s newfound obedience and submission to convince a skeptical government that she has been well and truly corrected.
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