

Giving In

Book two of the Bought and Sold series

I overcame my initial fear of sleeping with my new master for the first time, but now I can’t see him in that role.

As he cracks down on the rules and disciplines me, I start to realize that maybe he’s worth my submission.


Chapter One

The first night being with my new “master” was a constant repetition of the first time having sex. Eventually I lost all sense of time or how much I came. While waiting for him to get hard again he would finger me until I came at least once, and never did he let me rest. Eventually, after I don’t know how long, he carried me to bed. I laid next to him, completely limp, unable to think about anything, and utterly exhausted. My pussy was so sore, I was sure my throat had bruises around it from his hand, and I was still so sensitive that it seemed every tiny movement made something rub against my clit in a painful ecstasy. I fell asleep fast, with him behind me holding me close. My last thought before going to bed was that I wanted this for the rest of my life.

The next day, I woke up still sore but feeling much better. He was already gone from the bed, and I stretched out. I played the night before in my head, and was already getting turned on. But I still felt weird about it. We had had amazing sex, he was very dominating, and he had taken my body like it was his. But I still didn’t feel like that was the case. I was trained to serve my master and to give my body to him, to do with what he pleased. But I was trained to do that to my old master, I wasn’t trained to do it to Anders. I wasn’t his, not really. He bought me, but I hadn’t given myself over to him yet.

Eventually he came in to check on me, and seeing that I was awake he told me that breakfast was ready. He handed me a soft black robe and I followed him to the kitchen. “I thought today we’d go and get you some nice clothes. To my friends who don’t know our dynamic you’ll be my new girlfriend, and I have a lot of parties and work events to go to.”

“That sounds nice, thank you. I don’t really have any clothes,” I said. Or much of anything, for that matter. “Do you have any hobbies, or things you like to do for fun?” He asked.

“Not much, I like to read, I’ll read just about anything. Before the house I was really into video games, but we didn’t have any there. I enjoy cooking. Not just know how to do it, we were taught how to cook really well, but I actually really like it. Especially baking,” I told him. I read a ton at the house, and because I liked it I got to cook all of the food for everyone in the house and for parties. Playing video games was really the main thing that I missed during the last year.

He had this big smile on his face as I talked to him. “That’s perfect. I have a decent-sized library, you’re welcome to anything there, but I’ll get you some more, it’s mostly business-related books and you’re pretty well-versed in that already. I don’t have any video games, but that’d be a good welcome present for you, huh?”

“That’d be awesome! Thank you.” I said to him. I would definitely need something to pass the time he was at work. His smile slowly faded and he got a more serious.

“This weekend I want to work on getting comfortable with each other, but I also want to spend time stressing our dynamic. We aren’t dating. I own you. My job is to do whatever it takes to take care of you, and your job is to obey my rules and do what I say without hesitation. I know you’re used to this, but it’s going to be different with me than your old master. I think it’d be best to slowly introduce my own specific rules for us, instead of telling you every one and then punishing you for failing because you’re not even used to them yet. Fair?” He asked, looking at me hard, making sure I understood how this was going to be.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure if he could tell that I tensed a bit when he said he owned me. Did he really, when I hadn’t given myself to him yet? “Use your words,” he told me sternly. “Yes, that’s fair. I understand.”

“Good. First rule is you’ll always address me as Master when appropriate. So instead of saying ‘thank you’ earlier, you should have said…?” He looked at me expectantly. I bowed my head slightly and said, “Thank you, Master.” The word almost tasted bitter in my mouth, and when I said “Master” I thought of Sir, not Anders. This wasn’t right.

“Good girl. I think I’m also going to keep the rule you demonstrated last night: when we’re at someone else’s place, at least someone who knows what you are, you’ll sit at my feet until invited on the couch or chair. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“And finally, at least for right now, this isn’t so much a rule, but if we are out in public or in the company of a friend who doesn’t know what you are, I’ll address you as your name. That’ll tell you to call me “Anders” and not Master. Otherwise, I’ll call you “pet”. Can you remember that?”

“Yes, Master.” I would have liked how he was making rules for me, IF he was my master. But he wasn’t.

“Good girl. Well, finish your breakfast, take a shower, and then we’ll go shopping. Maybe go to lunch afterwards, too. Do you have a favorite place?” His stern-ness had vanished and he was back to relaxed and playful. I perked up at the change, not because he was scary or rude before, just because I didn’t like the way he was acting like my master when he wasn’t.

The rest of the morning was uneventful, but really nice. We had gotten ready and gone shopping. He bought me just about everything I asked for. He wanted me to dress in nice clothes every day, but I got to pick the items themselves, which I appreciated. Then he bought me probably thirty whole books, in a myriad of genres, certainly enough to keep me busy for a while. I had asked about the video games, and he looked at me a little reproachfully, but he still bought me everything I asked for. I could certainly get used to this.

Exhausted from hours and hours of shopping, we finally went to lunch. The whole day he had treated me very nicely, giving me affection every once in a while, even held my hand a few times. I think he could tell that I needed that, even if we weren’t dating.

At lunch, sitting close together in a booth, he got a little more handsy. I had decided to change into a blouse and skirt that I bought earlier that morning, and he was obviously enjoying the way I looked. His hand remained on my thigh while looking over the menu and ordering with the waitress. While waiting, however, his hand moved slowly up my thigh, pushing up my skirt until he could reach out and touch my panties. We were in a secluded part of the restaurant, and the table had a large cloth over it, obscuring what was happening.

He was talking to me about his work, acting like nothing else was going on, but rubbed me over my panties with one finger while he did so, just softly touched me. It sent little shocks up my body and I loved it. He leaned in and said, “Another rule. I don’t care how short your skirt is, from now on you will never wear panties around me. Take them off. Now.”

I blushed and looked around. No one was looking at us, so I immediately did what he said, slipping my panties off under the table and handed them to him. He put them in his pocket and then gripped my thigh. “What should you have said after I gave you an order?”

“Yes, Master. I’m sorry, I got nervous and forgot.” I did feel bad at that. My training really was slipping from my mind around Anders; I hadn’t made a simple mistake like that since my first weeks at the house. My sincerity reached him, and he said, “It’s ok pet, just don’t let it keep happening.” “Yes, Master.” He smiled again and let his hand creep up my thigh. Without the panties he had full access and resumed talking casually while he rubbed my clit under the table cloth.

He pushed at my thighs, silently telling me to open them wider, and I immediately did so. Heat crept into my cheeks as my sensitive clit enjoyed more sensation. He saw my face and smiled wider, stroking me faster and pressing harder. I looked down at the table to hide my face and hoped to stop myself from moaning.

We continued like that even as the waitress brought our food and we began eating. It was getting harder to not moan out loud, and he was starting to rub up and down faster. I tried to focus on eating so I wouldn’t give us away, but an orgasm was very slowly creeping up on me, and it was getting harder to stay quiet. I gripped his leg and said, “Master, I don’t know if I can keep quiet. Please stop.” He didn’t stop his casual conversation but responded to my plea by rubbing harder, circling around my clit, pinching it softly, and returning to rubbing. He continued this rhythm, and I was gripping onto the seat with one hand and his leg with the other. I clamped my lips shut to stop from moaning loudly as the orgasm was coming up fast.

It was about to break, and I pushed my pussy forward into his hand to get it to break over me, but right then he pulled away. I let out a strangled gasp as I lost the orgasm, feeling my body spasm at the loss and looked to him with a different kind of pleading. He didn’t acknowledge what had happened, just continued on with his one-sided conversation and kept eating. Slowly I regained composure from edging and finished my meal. I was angry that he had brought me so close just to stop. I wanted to cum, but he denied me that pleasure.

After leaving the restaurant, back in his car, I was waiting for him to drive off but he just sat there. “Is everything ok?” I asked him. He leaned over and kissed me, his hands going to the sides of my face. I didn’t really feel like kissing him in that moment, but one of his hands went up my skirt again. I spread my legs wide, hoping to get the release I didn’t get in the restaurant, and when his hand touched my clit I moaned loudly into his mouth.

He immediately took his hand away and stopped kissing me. He undid his pants and pulled his already-hard dick out. He put his hand behind my head as he said, “Come on, pet. I’ve been dying to see how far you can get this down your throat.” He wasn’t pulling my head towards him, so I hesitated. I loved sucking dick, but I was so horny and frustrated at not being given an orgasm, I was not in the mood to be servicing him; I wanted him to service me.

He must have seen something in my face while I sat there. I was hoping he’d just think I was nervous and would go back to fingering me, but I think he actually knew exactly what I was thinking. “Are you upset I didn’t give you an orgasm earlier? You know, I would expect this of a pet in her first week of training, but not from someone like you, who’s chosen to be nothing but a sex pet for her master, service him and obey every command. Come on.” He pulled on my head a little, not forcing me down, but a strong suggestion.

I was ashamed of myself. He was right. I had chosen a life of obeying and servicing my master at any minute of the day, in whatever way he wanted. I was turned on by this lifestyle. I was so caught up in thinking that this man wasn’t my master that I completely forgot my training. I almost looked down and away from him, but I looked him right in the eyes instead and said, “I’m sorry, Master. You’re right.”

I still didn’t feel like this man was my master, or that I particularly owed him anything, but I knew that I needed to do this. I needed to see this man as my master, my old one had left me, and only by giving myself to this new man would I get back that happiness and the constant pleasure of being owned by someone. I couldn’t convince myself that I had given myself to him yet, but I acted like I did anyway, and immediately lowered my head to his lap.

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and swirled my tongue, lightly gripping his shaft. I began licking up and down, moving my hand at the same time. “I know it’s gotta be hard to view someone new as your owner, with no time to adjust. But you haven’t even tried to do so, you’ve been focusing on yourself. You’ve been selfish when you should have been serving,” he said to me.

He was right. I had let all of my training fly out of my head last night, so overwhelmed with the pleasure he had given me. I wrapped my lips around the head again and began bobbing my head up and down, moving my hand at the same time in unison with my mouth. I took him to the back of my throat and then pulled back up. I always enjoyed teasing just a little before taking it all the way.

“Try to remember what it felt like to give yourself over to someone, to trust them with your body. Remember what it felt like when you first entered the house. I know you want this. Enjoy it, give in like you did before.” His words seemed to ignite something deep down. I followed his advice, thinking about what it felt like when I first accepted being owned. I bobbed my head faster, getting turned on. I was still taking him just to the back of my throat and up, and without warning I brought my head all the way down, taking his cock fully down my throat. I heard him groan and he gripped my hair.

“Oh yeah, pet, there you go.” For a little while I brought my head up until the head was at the back of my throat, but then plunged back down. I was gagging already but I quickly went up and down like this until I was struggling for breath. Eventually I pulled my head back all the way up, jerking him off quickly with my hand while I licked him up and down, catching my breath. When I could breathe easily again, I took him back in my mouth, this time taking him all the way down my throat and back up again until he was barely in my mouth. As I quickened my pace, I moved my hand to massage his balls.

Anders was groaning loudly by this point. He tightened his grip on my hair, and began helping/forcing my head up and down on his cock. I was gagging and tears were welling up in my eyes, but I was loving the feel of his firm hand on my head and I wanted to taste his cum in my mouth. It didn’t take long of him lightly face fucking me before he finally slammed my head all the way down to his base and I felt his dick convulse, shooting his cum straight down my throat.

He held me there, and I continued lightly massaging his balls. Eventually his hand left my head, and I slowly pulled up, sucking lightly as I went. “That was great, pet. We’re making progress. Let’s go home.”

I sat back, smiling the rest of the way home. It’s weird how a place can be called home even after one night. Already I was looking forward to it. We got back quickly, spent the next hour unpacking all of the things that Anders – Master? – had bought me. It felt very official, moving my own personal items into the place, making it my own. It helped me feel settled with my new life.




Chapter Two

Afterwards I was exhausted, and I collapsed onto the couch. It was really starting to feel like home, now. Anders sat down in his chair next to the couch and looked at me. I was hit by a weird feeling – I wanted him next to me on the couch. “Come here, pet,” he softly said to me, and beckoned me with his hand.

I walked over to him, hoping to sit on his lap, but he directed me onto my knees on the floor in front of him. He was rubbing himself over his pants, looking at me intensely, and started stroking my cheek affectionately. I wanted nothing more than to jump on top of him, but what was happening right then was filling me with a consuming desire to do nothing but please him, whatever that may require. I reached out to unzip his pants, and pulled out his semi-hard cock. I leaned forward and began licking up and down, my hand lightly stroking him.

I worked him with my mouth like I did in his car earlier that day. “You seem to be getting it, pet. God you have such a dirty look in your eyes while you’re doing this.” His approval of what I was doing, and the arousal I could hear in his voice, made my heart soar and my stomach flutter. I couldn’t wait to hear the groan in his voice as he shot everything down my throat. He was so sexy.

I couldn’t stop myself from imaging riding him in his chair, bobbing my ass up and down, slamming down on his cock while he massaged my breasts and took one of my nipples in his mouth. I imagined getting off to quickly turn around, so he could see my ass shake while I jumped up and down as fast as I could. He would put his thumb up my ass and put his other hand on my waist to help me slam down on his cock.

I was again jerked out of my fantasy when he began roughly shoving my head all the way down to his base and then pulling me back up by my hair. I moved my hand to massage his balls and let him slam my head down as roughly as he wanted. It was so hot to be used like this that I was moaning on his cock. He was still sensitive from earlier, and it didn’t take long before he pulled my face off his cock and shot his load all over my face. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, wanting to show him how much I wanted it.

With my mouth wide open it was easy for him to slam my head back down on his dick again and continued roughly fucking my face. He slowly got soft and only stopped slamming my head down when he couldn’t get it down my throat anymore.

He finally let go of my hair and I leaned back, smiling up at him. He was looking back at me with affection in his eyes, but behind that there lurked a dark desire that I could see. I wondered what thoughts and fantasies were going through his head while he looked down at my cum-covered face. I wanted to know and fulfill every one of them.

He silently got up and led me to the bathroom to clean my face for me. “Your face is an open book, pet. I can read every emotion and thought that comes to your head. I like it, you’re adorable.” I blushed at that, and looked away from him. “I know you haven’t given yourself to me, yet.” At that, I was worried he might be mad, I was trained to do exactly that but haven’t done it yet. “I’m not mad, don’t worry. I understand. You can’t just submit because someone told you to, you have to be shown that the person deserves your submission. That they can take care of you and give you what you need. I seem to be doing that so far, yeah?”

I nodded at that. He’s been giving me so much affection, holding me accountable for my actions, applying rules, and turning me on so badly. I wanted to submit to him, to be treated like a fuck pet, to give him any pleasure he desires, and to be looked at with approval for pleasing him.

“Good. By the end of tonight, you’re going to be mine.” With that he walked out of the room, leading me with him. When we got back to the living room, he sat down on the couch and turned on the tv but picked up some work files from the coffee table. “I hope you’ll hang out with me while I do some work, but you can do what you want. Maybe set up some of your games? Either way, take off your clothes.” He didn’t even look at me while he said it, but I immediately took off the new clothes he bought me. I decided to just watch some tv next to him - I was feeling a little self-conscious and unsure what to do.

The afternoon passed slowly. I was still so turned on, and I could tell he still was, too, but he wasn’t giving me that kind of attention. I decided to try what I did last night, and put my hand on his upper thigh, leaning up against him. “Sorry, pet. No. Another rule: when you want sex, I want you to beg for it. Get on your knees in front of me, and tell me what you want.” I had a feeling he was making this rule because he knew I would be embarrassed, but it would also help me be more confident with myself and my body. It was a rule that would help both of us in multiple ways.

I immediately got to the floor and wiggled my way between his legs and the table. “Please, Master, I want to ride you so bad.” I still didn’t enjoy calling him “Master”, but it was getting easier for me. He finally looked away from his papers and said, “Good girl. But why would I reward a disobedient pet? Don’t think I haven’t forgotten the hesitation in the car.” My face dropped as he went back to looking at his papers. I touched his thighs again – maybe if I could get him turned on he would fuck me anyway.

I began stroking his soft cock, hoping to get it hard. “No, pet,” he said again. I paused and almost stopped. But I could get him to lose control, I was sure. I needed to cum so bad right now, whatever he said. I started kissing up his thighs, moving closer to his dick.

He put down his papers. “I said no. You’re being a brat right now. I’m gonna show you what happens to misbehaving pets.” He stood up, dragging me by the arm with him, and sat me on the couch. “Stay here. Don’t move, you’ll only make the punishment worse.” I didn’t say anything, too afraid of making him more upset. He was right, I had misbehaved, but I still wanted him. I sat there pouting and folded my arms, upset my plan didn’t work. He had walked out of the room, but he was back now. My eyes widened at the rope and tape he had in his hands. Was he going to tie me up and fuck me? Oh man, maybe my plan worked after all. Even if it was rough, that was fine – that’s what I wanted.

“Get on your knees on the couch, and lay your head on the arm-rest.” Before I could he had torn off a piece of the tape and placed it over my mouth. I followed his instructions, facing sideways on the couch, laid my head on the arm rest, and let my ass hang in the air. I was so ready for this. My hopes soared as his hand went to rub hard on my clit, and I moaned hard against the tape, pushing back into his hand.

He gave a wry laugh, “Did you really think I’d be fucking the brattiness out of you? I don’t think so. Your body is for me to take pleasure from, not the other way around.” His land left my sex and I whimpered loudly. He took the long rope and tied my ankles to the top of my thighs. He grabbed my arms and pulled them behind me, using the rest of the rope to tie my hands very tightly behind me. “Does that hurt?” I shook my head. It was incredibly uncomfortable, but not painful. I was too afraid of lying to him, not wanting to make my punishment worse. “Good.” He smacked my ass hard, and I jolted from the sudden sting of his hand.

“You’re going to sit like this the rest of the day, until I decide to use just your mouth for myself. If there’s something you absolutely need to temporarily be let out of the rope for, wave your hand at me. Otherwise, just sit here.” My hopes were dashed at his words, knowing he wasn’t going to give me anything, but was going to only take instead.




Chapter Three

The next hour or so seemed to pass so slowly. He had turned off the TV and all I could hear was him flipping through papers behind me. Every once in a while he would reach over and flick or briefly rub my clit, causing me to jump at the sudden sensation, but he would never do much more than that, keeping me in a constant state of wondering when the next touch would come.

I tried to pass the time by picturing him suddenly gripping my hips and slamming into me hard, fucking me without any consideration for me, just taking his pleasure for himself while I cum violently on his cock. I couldn’t stop myself from playing this over and over, being spurred on every time he reached out to briefly touch me, and I’m sure he could tell that I was wetter every single time.

After about an hour, I’m guessing, I heard him put down the papers and get up. He walked in front of me, and I moved my head to stare up at him from the side of the couch. He didn’t say a word as he took out his hard cock and tore the tape off my face. It stung for only a bit, but I didn’t have time to think about it before I let my mouth open to take in his cock. I couldn’t move my head, my arms were tied too tightly behind me to allow much movement forward, but it didn’t matter – he started thrusting into my face fast, his hand on the back of my head. He didn’t waste any time, pushing past the back of my throat on the first thrust. I had thought of the previous blowjobs of him pushing my head down onto his cock. This was nothing compared to that. His hands were firmly on my head and this time he was truly fucking my face, hard. I could feel his balls smacking into my chin, I couldn’t stop gagging and tears were already falling down my face from the force of slamming into me.

This time he didn’t pull back to cum on my face, but shoved down as far as he could, cutting off my breath while he held himself and came straight down my throat. He continued to hold himself even after the orgasm had passed, and grabbed hold of my hair hard. I looked up at his face at this, hoping to convey how turned on I was, hoping that maybe he would still choose to fuck me. He could see all of this in my eyes, and he pulled out of my throat without saying a word. With the tape back on my mouth, he left me laying there and went back to his work.

The rest of the night continued just like that. He would work for what I assumed to be about an hour or so, and then would return to please himself with my mouth. When the room got darker as the sun went down, he went to the kitchen and spent a lot of time making dinner. I spent a lot of this time reflecting on this punishment. He was denying me any concrete pleasure, and instead taking it just for him. But he was taking care of me all the while. He made sure that I wasn’t too uncomfortable, never in pain, and he let me out to go to the bathroom. When I requested he let me stretch out my legs, still tied up, he granted it. He was using me as his own personal toy, while still taking care of me. I was starting to think of him as my actual Master, he was even acting similar to my old one. Maybe he was someone worth submitting to.

I think dinner was done when he came back out of the kitchen. I thought he was going to untie me for dinner, but after disappearing to his bedroom for a minute, he just came over and pulled me to the ground. He positioned me with my face on the floor and my ass in the air. He got behind me, and my heart quickened. Was he really going to finally fuck me? Maybe he was proud of me for enduring the punishment and this was a reward.

I heard him unzip his pants and then a weird snap that I couldn’t place. I had no idea what was happening. Then, I felt his hands on my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. I felt his dick press up against my asshole, it had what felt like a small amount of lube on it. He pressed in hard, getting the head of his dick inside me without any preparation. He slowly inched in, pausing briefly before diving in deeper. I have had anal more times that I could possibly count, but I was used to having more lube than this, and at least a little preparation most of the time.

This was uncomfortable. He had pushed in without getting me warmed up, even if I was just about dripping wet from my fantasies, and he had put on enough lube to get it moving smoothly but not enough to make it completely un-painful. After he had gotten himself all the way in, he began slowly fucking me smoothly. It was a familiar mix of pain and pleasure, but I knew this was part of my punishment and I couldn’t enjoy it. He thrust in faster every time he pulled out, until my ass was loosened enough for him to be fucking me almost as fast as he fucked my pussy last night. The pain hadn’t gone away but the pleasure was increasing. I wasn’t entirely sure why, but I didn’t want to feel good from this.

Unable for me to tell him to stop, he fucked me for a long time, and I started to feel an orgasm bubbling from deep inside. Oh my god, was I really going to cum from this? He wasn’t trying to make me feel good, he wasn’t giving me any pleasure, but he was taking his own. “You are mine, pet. Your body is for me to use however I want. If giving you pleasure brings me the same, then that’s what I will do; but if you experience any pleasure when I’m taking it, that is merely incidental. You are my pet, and I own you… and this ass.” He brought his hand down on my ass over and over.

His words brought me over the edge. I couldn’t believe it, but my ass convulsed over his cock while pleasure rolled up over me, feeling like my heart was exploding. He started barreling into me, forcefully fucking my ass as hard as he could. I was screaming against the tape, screaming out of pain, out of unbelievable pleasure, and out of the immense emotions I was having as he took me for his own.

I wasn’t sure how long my orgasm lasted, but it felt like time had stopped for me while it went on for him. I was broken out of my lust-infused revelry when I heard him groan and give his final thrust into me as an orgasm overtook him as well. He slowly, agonizingly slowly, pulled out of me with a loud pop.

He untied me and let me fall to the floor in an exhausted heap. He took off the tape and asked me, “Are you ok?” I nodded to him. “Oh, pet, use your words for me, so I know you’re ok.”

“Yes, I’m ok,” I told him. “I’m sorry it took me so long, Master. My body is yours, do what you want with me, I just want to please you.” I just wanted his attention and his love, and I hoped he would continue giving me the amazing pleasure that I experienced last night, but he was right – I was here to give him pleasure and that’s all that matters. He laid with me on the ground, holding me tight and stroking my hair.

I hadn’t given my body to him before this, there was something blocking me from doing it. But he took it anyway, took me for his own and I tumbled down with him. I was his, now. I wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me. I was his, and he was my Master.


Further Reading

Thank you for reading!

This was Giving In, the second book in the Bought and Sold series.

Other books in this series:

1. Personal Pet

3. Re-Made

4. Given to His Friends

5. The Final Party

Similar books by me:

The Discovery, series

Taken to the Warehouse
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