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"Well couldn't we do that
thing we did last night, sir?" I asked. "I'm too tired for the
ropes."

He looked at me with his steady gaze. His
handsome face flashed from fondness to an unreadable
expression."Tired?"

"Yes, sir," I said. Maybe it was wrong to
mention it. Maybe I should have just sucked it up.

He looked away for a moment. "Alright, that's
fine."

But I couldn't stand the disappointment I
heard in his voice. "Is that wrong of me?" I asked. "I didn't mean
to be selfish. You aren't mad?"

He pursed his lips and considered me, his
arms folded across his chest.

"Sir?" I just needed for him to say it was
alright. Or that it was not alright, and tell me how to make it
better.

"If you're tired, you're tired," he said.

"I'm not," I revised, recognizing his
displeasure. "It was a mistake."

"Jen," he said, walking to the window of the
living room and looking out at the lights of the city. "You know
the BDSM magazines that you keep hidden in the corner of the back
hallway closet?"

I blushed. How had he found out about those?
"Yes, sir," I said.

"I was looking through a couple of them the
other day. They can be very informative, can't they?"

My blush deepened. "Yes, sir, they can."

"Well, as I was reading, it occurred to me
that our relationship would not be very typical in that subculture.
You call me sir and you say you want to please me, but at the end
of the day, you really aren't that convincing."

A lump came into my throat as I recognized
the reprimand in his voice. "I shouldn't have said I was tired,
sir. I'm not. I didn't say it."

"That's not the point, Jen," he said, running
the fingers of one hand lightly along the windowsill. "This isn't
about one night, or one moment, or one request."

"Then tell me how to make it better, sir,
please," I urged him. I hated this. I just wanted it to be alright.
I'd do what he wanted, if he just told me what it was. I had gone
too far, I guess, and this was how he was telling me.

"I don't know," he said simply. "I think
perhaps we both have more to learn. Perhaps I am too lenient. I
don't want to lay the blame on you. What can you know about my
expectations but what I show you? What do you take your cues from
but my own instructions?"

He fell silent, and I waited for him to
continue.

"I have a friend," he resumed after a moment.
"Or rather, I know a couple who are very happy together in this
lifestyle. They are experienced in it. I think we should have them
over for dinner. I think that would be good for us."

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

"Perhaps we will both learn something," he
said. "But not tonight. Go to bed, if you are tired."

"I'm not tired," I insisted. "I want to
please you."

"Go to bed, Jen," he repeated, his eyes fixed
on the distant lights and no flexibility in his voice.

"Yes, sir," I said quietly, and left the
room.











I had trouble sleeping that night, but I took
comfort in the dinner he had planned. He thought it would make
things better. I wanted them to be better, and my trust in him to
make them better was unwavering.

It was scheduled for two nights later. Robert
was away until 9 that evening, so I kept myself busy going over and
over the penthouse and making sure everything was perfect. I took
my cues from Robert, and he seemed a little nervous about bringing
another couple in and sharing our relationship with them. He was
the perfect dominant, as far as I was concerned, but sometimes I
think he worried he did not do right by me, that he was too
indulgent of my shortcomings.

It was after nine when the three of them
arrived together. I was waiting in the front hall as I heard their
voices beyond the door and the key jingling in the lock. I stood up
and smoothed my dress, my stomach alight with butterflies. 'We'll
be in our roles for the evening,' Robert had advised me before
leaving in the morning.

I assumed a submissive expression and gazed
fixedly at the floor. No eye contact. That was a rule when I was to
be on my best behavior.

The men were laughing about something as they
entered.

"Ah, Jen, good," Robert said, seeing me.
"Come here."

I walked over and stopped in front of them,
my eyes never leaving the floor.

"This is Jen, Ewan," Robert introduced
me.

"Ah Jennifer," the man addressed me. His
voice was resonant and authoritative. He spoke quietly, as though
it would never occur to him that anyone would not hang onto every
word he spoke. "Robert has been telling me many things about you.
I'm very glad to make your acquaintance."

"Thank you, sir," I said, bobbing my
downturned head politely.

"And this is Joanna," he said. "You may look
at her."

I looked up. Unintentionally, my eyes flicked
first to the man standing on the threshold. His face was dark and
intelligent, and his cheeks were angular in a very becoming way. He
wore an immaculate suit and a coat was folded over an arm. Quickly
I looked away, knowing I had permission only to seek out my
counterpart.

I followed the direction the man's hand
indicated and took in a relatively small woman, perhaps a year
younger than me. Her hair was dark and tied back, and a studded
leather collar adorned her slender throat. She wore a tight,
low-cut leather vest and white leather skirt. Her black stockings
led down into three inch stilettos.

I gave her a small smile, thinking that it
was my role to welcome her into the penthouse. She only returned my
look with very large eyes and a meek expression that did not seem
to acknowledge my existence.

"Show her into the dining room," Ewan
instructed me. "Robert and I have some things to discuss in his
office before dinner."

"Yes, sir," I said.

I turned and led her out of the entrance hall
and around into the dining room. Her footsteps were small and
clicked quietly on the hardwood floor.

I went to offer her a chair, but when I
turned I saw that she had taken a kneeling position on the floor a
few steps back from the chair I had offered her. Were we not
allowed at the table?

A little taken aback, I watched her. She was
sitting back on her heels with her eyes fixed on the floor in front
of her. Her posture was stiffly erect and expectant, her chest was
thrust out, and her hands were clasped behind her back.

Her behavior made me second-guess myself. I
had assumed we would sit at the table, but now I didn't want to do
anything out of turn. The point of this dinner was to learn, after
all.

A little dubious, I walked over and lowered
myself beside her. I did my best to imitate her position as well,
but looking first at her and then back at myself I found that I
couldn't entirely manage it.

"Have you and Ewan been together long?" I
asked, feeling a little silly as we knelt together on the
floor.

Joanna did not respond right away. She
shifted slightly, still staring intently at the floor. "Master says
it's wrong to talk to other submissives without his permission,"
she said.

"Oh, sorry," I said at a loss.

I cast a sidelong glance at her rigid form.
Was this what was expected of me? Was this the standard I was going
to be held to? I didn't really know what to make of it. She
obviously took satisfaction in being this way, and I couldn't deny
that it turned me on a little bit the way she Ewan controlled her,
completely and unequivocally even in absentia. Would I be that way?
Would I be able to be?

We waited in silence for maybe twenty
minutes. I couldn't see a clock, but it felt like a very long time.
Doubts surfaced, swirled, and then faded, only to rise again.

Then voices came in from the hall, and the
door to from the kitchen opened.

"I just wish I knew what it is I do to
inspire such disobedience," Robert was saying.

"It isn't always something you do," Ewan told
him, as though we were not there. "Sometimes it is something you do
not do. There is no such thing as too firm a hand."

Beside me, Joanna shivered slightly in
pleasure at the sound of her master's voice, and in spite of myself
I envied her. I sat beside her, nervous, confused, and convinced I
was about to embarrass myself and Robert.

"Why don't you begin by playing around a
little with Joanna," Ewan offered. "And then we can see where
Jennifer differs and falls short."

"I don't want to overstep my bounds," Robert
said.

"Please," Ewan insisted. "Her body is your
body. Her pussy is your pussy. She won't object, I assure you. Have
her do something demeaning. She adores being demeaned more than any
other submissive I have ever encountered."

"Demeaning?" Robert asked, sounding
thoughtful. "Joanna, come here."

The woman placed her hands on the ground and
went to him eagerly on hands and knees. When she reached his feet
she sat back, resuming her rigid posture: chest out, hands clasped,
eyes on the floor.

"What are you feeling, Joanna?" I heard
Robert ask her.

I felt a pang of jealousy. That was how he
always began our sessions together: coaxing me into complete
openness and receptivity.

"Excited to make Master proud, sir," she
answered unhesitatingly in her quiet voice.

"And you understand you're to do as I
say?"

"Yes, sir," she answered. Everything in her
demeanor said 'this is a woman who does not need to be told to
obey.'

"Then I want you to behave like a horny dog,"
Robert told her. "A very horny dog."

Again without hesitation, she crawled up to
him and began licking his crotch. I could see her tongue running
wetly over the fabric of his pants as she buried her nose in his
groin. In surprise and slight annoyance, he put his hand down and
shoved her away. She sat back, hiked her leather skirt up her
thighs, and began humping his leg. I could hear the soft, meaty
thumping sound as her pussy made contact with his shin.

"Not me," Robert said, shaking her off his
leg.

She pulled back as though scalded and then
turned and scrabbled to the table. Again pulling her skirt up to
allow her to spread her legs, she began to hump the thick wooden
leg of the table. She barked and yelped as she did so. It was a
sort of pitiful sound, desperate and animal-like and without a hint
of self-consciousness.

"That's enough," Robert said.

Resentment for this dark, wordless girl rose
in my chest as I noticed a note of admiration in Robert's
voice.

She stopped and returned to him on her knees,
sat back, and waited. Her breathing was elevated and there was a
slight flush to her cheeks.

"This is quite eye opening," Robert remarked
to Ewan. Joanna blushed silently in pleasure.

"What else does she do?"

"Anything you like, my friend," Ewan told
him.

Robert considered it a moment. "Joanna, do
you see this chandelier above the table?"

"Yes, sir."

"The switch that controls its brightness is
on the wall there, by the door into the living room. Go turn it all
the way up."

She crawled over and reached up to the bank
of light switches. Realizing that there were more than one and that
she did not know which was the one she was intended to change, she
froze with her hand partially extended, staring at them in
chagrin.

"It's the one closest to the doorframe,"
Robert said.

Joanna winced. "Thank you, sir. I'm sorry,
sir."

She pushed the switch and the light in the
room rose to full capacity. I blinked at the sudden brightness.

"Good," Robert said. "Now stand up and go to
that window there and tell me what you see." He indicated the
floor-to-ceiling window in the penthouse's western wall.

She scrambled to her feet and again her shoes
made quick, quiet little clicks as she went to the window he had
indicated.

"It looks down on the street, sir," she
reported. "There is traffic and people on the sidewalk. Most of the
windows in the high-rise across the street are still lit."

"And with the light so bright in here, can
people down on the street see into this room?"

"Yes, sir," she confirmed. "One of them is
looking up at me now, sir."

"Take your top off for them."

Without hesitation, she unzipped her leather
tank top in the back and pulled it up with crossed arms. She was
not wearing a bra beneath it, and her breasts swung unceremoniously
into view as she struggled to bring it over her head. Now that they
were no longer compressed by the tight garment, she revealed
herself to be quite well-endowed, and my unwelcome sense of
inadequacy grew. When her top was completely off, she let it drop
to the floor and pressed her naked front to the glass.

"Jennifer," Ewan said.

I shivered as I remembered my role here was
more than just a spectator. Realizing that I had been staring at
Joanna, I quickly dropped my eyes back to their place on the
floor.

"Yes, sir," I said.

"Join her at the window."

I hesitated, my eyes darting instinctively to
Robert. Doing humiliating things, exposing myself in public, was a
familiar punishment, but it was always done away from our home and
away from people we knew. It allowed me to have a normal life, and
not be labeled as 'that exhibitionist slut.'

But Ewan knew none of this. He only knew that
he had given an order, and would judge me on how I responded. If I
had hoped that Robert would intercede, I was wrong. Silence reigned
in the room as the delay between the order and my compliance
stretched ominously.

Shakily, I got to my feet. I had lost
feelings in my legs from the kneeling position, and it was
difficult to stand and all the more difficult to walk to the
window. I did so haltingly, still hoping Robert would say
something.

I was desperate not to comply, and yet I
could not bear to refuse where Joanna had obeyed so perfectly. She
was an impossible standard, one that I was terrified to conform to,
but the notion of backing down was ten times worse.

I took my place beside Joanna, waiting for
the instruction that I knew was coming.

"She seems hesitant," Ewan remarked to
Robert.

I reddened in humiliation, glad that my face
was turned away from them that they would not see how bothered I
was by the words.

Robert didn't say anything. After all, what
could he say?

"Do as Joanna is doing," Ewan ordered.

Fiercely, almost spitefully, I pulled my own
top off and unbuttoned my bra. My lip was between my teeth and my
eyes were wet, but I wouldn't be outdone in my own house. The
thought of what I was doing dropped out of my head. All I knew was
that I was angry that I was embarrassing Robert and embarrassing
myself. Closing my eyes against the tears, I leaned forward and
thrust my own, smaller breasts against the glass beside
Joanna's.

"You didn't like that order, did you,
Jennifer?" Ewan asked. I could hear his footsteps as he moved
around the table.

I searched inside for a suitable answer. Did
he want me to say I liked it, or did he want to hear that I had
overcome my own desires to obey him?

"Tell me the truth," he ordered, seeming to
sense my inner conflict.

"No, I didn't, sir," I admitted.

"And is it your place to like or dislike a
command you are given?"

I sighed, accepting my mistake. "No, sir, it
isn't."

"No, it isn't," he agreed. "Let's try that
again, shall we? Bend over and press your pussy against the glass
and then tell me that you like it."

My insides clenched at the command. This was
all happening so fast. And yet, every instant I did not obey was a
mark against me. It all felt impossible.

My face flaming an ever deeper crimson, I
dropped my hands to my waist and unzipped my skirt. It fell with a
soft crumpling sound. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my
panties and pushed them down, and stepped out of them and the skirt
both. A wet spot was visible where my juices had leaked from
me.

Still bent over, I backed against the glass
and did my best to press my pussy to the glass. Looking between my
legs, I could see a few people on the sidewalk had stopped and were
staring up at the two undressed women arranged against the brightly
lit window above them. I would have taken comfort in not being the
only one on display like this, but Joanna seemed so compliant with
anything that happened that she was very poor company. It was hard
to commiserate with someone who did not seem to be bothered by what
was going on.

"Well?" Ewan prompted.

"I like it. Thank you, sir," I yelped in a
strained voice, remembering the other half of his order.

"What do you like?"

"Pressing my pussy against the glass, sir.
Having people look at my pussy, sir."

"You're glad I told you to do that?"

"Yes, I am, sir. Thank you, sir."

Trying to demonstrate that I was telling the
truth, I strained to push myself into greater prominence against
the glass. In doing so, I lost balance for a moment and jerked
downwards before I could regain my equilibrium.

"Are you wet, Jennifer?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," I said, my hidden face on fire
between my knees.

"And what about you, Joanna. Are you
wet?"

"Yes, sir," she responded. Her voice was
tense with exertion as she continued to press herself tightly
against the glass.

"You see, Robert, at the end of the day it is
simply a question of firmness," Ewan said. "Disobedience is just
the final symptom of a very slow-developing disease. You think you
are being kind and forgiving, but you are not. You are failing in
your duty as a dominant. You are letting them stray from the path.
Whatever leniency they want in the moment, they won't thank you for
it in the long run."

I gasped as I felt a hand alight on my side.
Ewan's fingers traced around my abdomen, dancing along my skin and
towards my groin. His fingers teased at my clit for a moment,
dipped between my lips to collect a bead of my juices, and then
withdrew.

"You see this, Robert? Look at how positively
she is responding to a little bit of firmness."

I felt him wiping his finger off on my
back.

"I know you care about her, and it makes it
difficult to be as firm as she needs you to be," he went on. "But
it gets easier, I promise you. Once you've made clear what the
boundaries are, she will stop testing them. After that, it is the
much more pleasant task of positive reinforcement."

His footsteps passed me. "Joanna, you are
being a very good girl this evening. I can tell that Robert is very
impressed with you."

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her blush
with pleasure. I bit my lip. Was it strange how jealous of her I
was?

"Alright, the two of you, back to your
places," he said.

I stood up and matched Joanna's pace as the
two of us half-walked half-jogged back to our previous spot, our
naked tits bouncing. We were in competition, she and I, and all
pretense that it was otherwise had fallen away.

"You're starting to get the hang of this,
Jennifer," Ewan remarked.

Beside me, Joanna preened herself at the
patronizing tone her master had for me. "Thank you, sir," was all I
could say.

"Come here and put your tit in my hand." He
held the hand out, a little above waist height, with palm open
expectantly.

I scrambled to my feet and went over to him.
I bent over at the waist so that my breasts hung forward, and then
turned slightly until my left breast came to rest on his
outstretched hand. I inhaled slightly as the contact
established.

He cupped it gently, then rolled my nipple
between his fingers and hefted it with a couple bounces. My nipple
began to stiffen against his rough palm, and I felt a new wave of
wetness welling between my legs.

"She's got a good body," Ewan noted to
Robert. "I can see what you like about her, even if she is a little
scrawny. And I would imagine she is eager in bed, is she?"

"Very," Robert breathed, clearly turned on by
the spectacle of my bent over form as I was fondled.

"Robert says you are eager in bed," Ewan
repeated for me, squeezing my tit to make sure I was paying
attention. "Isn't that generous of him?"

"Yes, sir," I said. "Thank you, sir," I said
to Robert. My voice was breathy and body-less as Ewan's fingers
continued their evaluation of my responsive breast.

"You want to make him proud of you, don't
you?" Ewan asked.

"Yes - sir," I answered in a halting voice,
living in the sensations he was evoking in my nipple.

 

"Then I want you to think very hard," he
said. "I want you to find an act that will mark tonight as a
turning point. I want you to think of something you can do to
impress us with your shamelessness and devotion that you could
never bear to do. I want you to think of something so frightening
that you would never do it, if you weren't doing it for him.
Something that proves your loyalty and obedience beyond any
question."

"Yes, sir." I was only half listening to his
words. His touch made it so hard to concentrate.

"I want you to take your time and really
think it through," he continued. His tone was almost seductive. "I
want you to be sure that what you come up with is the best possible
answer."

"Yes, sir," I said, although I was agreeing
more with his touch than his words.

But then his touch was gone. I was left bent
over, my eyes closed, thrusting my chest into fingers that were no
longer there.

"Go back to your place and think."

Aching slightly from unmet need, I turned and
went back to my place.

"While Jennifer is thinking, I invite you to
have more fun with Joanna," Ewan said to Robert. "She'll be mopey
all week if she doesn't get enough attention when I bring her out
to show off."

"Is that so?" Robert asked thoughtfully. I
was cut again by the interest in his voice. "Joanna, you would like
to entertain us?"

"I'd be happy to, sir," the woman
answered.

"Do you see anything in this room that you
could masturbate with?"

She looked up and surveyed the room. "May I
stand up and look, sir?" she asked.

"By all means."

She rose to her feet and went over to the
dark-wood cabinet in the corner. After a moment examining various
objects, she turned holding a long silver candlestick that did not
flair at top and presented it to view.

"No," Robert said. "That won't do. That's the
nice set."

Her face fell in fear. "I'm sorry, sir," she
exclaimed and turned and returned the silver object to its place on
the shelf. With great care, she drew the stocking from her right
leg, balled it up in her hand, and used it to wipe her fingerprints
from the candlestick's gleaming surface.

"You'll have to forgive her," Ewan apologized
for his submissive. "We're a bit more relaxed about those sorts of
things in our home. She didn't know."

Joanna continued to search the room, leaving
the cabinet in favor of the mantle. She didn't have much to work
with, and a nasty but very vocal part of me wanted to see her turn
around with that pretty face of hers all screwed up in dismay and
tell the men she couldn't do it.

She moved on to the fireplace, and her eyes
fell on the brass fire iron. One end was sharp and soot-blackened,
but the handle was pristine rounded metal with a slight ribbing
pattern for grip. She took it in her hands, feeling for sharp
edges. She didn't seem thrilled, but I could see the fear of
failure in her.

"Her, sir," she said, holding it out as she
had done with the candlestick.

"Wipe the soot off so that it won't stain
anything," Robert instructed.

Obediently she reversed her grip on the iron
and began drawing it against her bare stomach and the between her
thighs to remove the residue. It left long black smears that stood
out like brands against her smooth, alabaster skin. After a few
passes, she drew her hand across the metal and then held out her
palm to show that it was clean.

"Good. And are you a squirter, Joanna?"

"Yes, sir," she responded without hesitation.
I thought I detected the slightest blush come into her face as she
said it, but I couldn't be certain.

"Then there are towels in the closet at the
end of this hallway," Robert said, indicating the appropriate door.
"Go bring one from the bottom shelf and lay it here across the
table."

"Yes, sir," she said, setting the fire iron
down and going to retrieve the towel.

With chagrin I watched her return holding my
favorite bath towel: lavender, soft, and fluffy. I bit my lip,
knowing better than to object.

Preening herself meekly in the attention, she
laid the towel down across the broad table and then turned
expectantly to Robert.

He gestured for her to continue. "Start
slow," he instructed.

"Yes, sir," she said. The smile on her
downcast face was shy, at complete odds with her slavish obedience.
It occurred to me as though for the first time that she was a
woman, too, and not just some shameless creature that lived to
please other women's men. For some reason, I found the thought
extremely arousing, imagining myself in her place, and watched her
with a thousand times more interest than I would have thought I
would ever watch another woman masturbate.

She bent and removed first her tight leather
skirt and then a pair of black lace panties. With a questioning
look to Robert, she touched a hand to the elastic that held her
hair back in its severe ponytail. He shrugged his consent, and she
shook down her hair in a lush brunette cascade that fell to several
inches below shoulder length.

Slowly, she raised a knee and levered her
nude body onto the table. The bright light from the chandelier
hanging low over the table cast off her skin and accentuated its
pale contrast with her dark eyes, hair, and the neatly trimmed
triangle above pussy.

I could not bear to glance at Robert, afraid
of what I might find in his face. How beautiful he must find her, I
thought bitterly. But then I imagined it was me on the table, so
natural and with that slight shyness that made her perfect. That's
how I'll make him see me, I resolved. That's what this evening was
about, after all. It was to show us what was possible.

She was lying back on the towel now. Her legs
were spread wide and knees slightly bent. She let out a slight
breath as she slipped the tip of the brass handle inside of her. It
made a slight rasping sound as she rested the shaft on the edge of
the table and began to insert it into and out of herself. The only
sounds came from the rod and from her breathing as she slowly began
to respond to her own touch.

My legs were beginning to fall asleep again,
and I shifted my weight in excruciating, infinitesimal movements. A
thought was nagging at the back of my head, as though there was
something I was supposed to be doing. I had been given a task,
hadn't I? But I couldn't remember what it was, and the scene
unfolding before me was too distracting for me to worry about
anything else.

"Not quite so fast, Joanna," I heard Ewan
say. "We don't want you to come just yet."

"Yes, sir," she answered in a ragged voice.
Her hand slowed, but her breathing continued to deepen and quicken.
Her chest was heaving up and down. Her hand slowed still farther,
but still her body writhed with greater intensity.

"Not yet, I said," Ewan reprimanded her.

Her hand froze. "I'm sorry, sir," she gasped.
"I'm sorry."

"Just slower. Don't stop."

"I can't, sir. I'm too close." The urgency in
her voice was palpable. The poker was shaking slightly in her hand,
and her body continued to heave with each explosive breath.

"Would you like to wait until she can
continue?" Ewan asked Robert.

He considered the question, and I saw
Joanna's knuckles whiten around the brass shaft with its stationary
handle buried deep inside her. Even in her obvious discomfort, I
envied her. I could only imagine what it must feel like to be so on
display, quivering on the lip of orgasm, listening to your most
intimate experiences and abilities discussed by two fully-dressed
men in calm tones.

"Let her finish, then," Robert said at
last.

Almost before the sound of his words had
died, she released her trembling body into orgasm with a series of
quick jerks of the metal shaft. She stiffened, her hips slightly
off the table, and then she spurted a clear arc out onto the towel.
A second, weaker arc followed the first, and still more liquid
continued to dribble from her as she sank slowly back and her
breath continued in halting gasps.

"Say thank you to Robert for letting you
come, Joanna," Ewan said sternly.

"Thank you, sir," she murmured obediently.
She was lying back on the table, face towards the ceiling. Her
voice was breathy, almost kittenish.

"Now wipe yourself off and go back to your
place."

Looking a little lost, she sat up and wiped
her groin with my towel. Then she scooted forwards, lowered off the
table, and returned to her position beside me. Her face was flushed
a bright red.

"Jennifer."

I winced. What had he asked me to do? It had
been something. "Yes, sir," I answered.

He held out his hand as he had done before
and leveled his steady gaze on me. 'Now that we have enjoyed
ourselves with the good girl,' his gaze seemed to say, 'we will
have to deal with you, the troublemaker.'

I stood up, wobbly once again as I supported
myself on numb limbs. My eyes fixed on the floor, I went to him and
lowered my breast into his hand as I had done before.

"Have you been thinking hard for me,
Jennifer?"

I tried to ignore playful fingers. What had
he asked me to think about?

"What are you going to do for us, Jennifer?"
He prodded impatiently.

"I don't -" I began, trying to think.

"Don't what?"

I didn't answer.

"Don't you know?"

I gasped as his caress became a pinch, and
then a vise. Hot pain alit in my nipple, and I whimpered
slightly.

Without releasing me, he turned slightly and
began to pace. Whimpering in pain and confusion, I followed him as
closely as I could to minimize the pain of his tugging fingers.

"What, oh what, are you going to do for us,
Jennifer?" he was saying as he paced. "What, oh what, on your big
night to show that you are devoted and worthy of your master, are
you going to do?"

I couldn't think. What did he want me to say?
"I don't know, sir," I pleaded.

My knees wobbled for a moment as the pain in
my nipple doubled. "That's not good enough," he said.

What did he want? I thought I was just here
to please, to do what Robert wanted. I wasn't ready for the burden
of creativity. I didn't know. "Obey," I said at last, thinking it
might be a trick question.

"Aha!" he exclaimed, turning on me and
pulling me towards him by his grip on my private and hypersensitive
body-part. "The mark of a bad submissive is that she thinks she
doesn't have to do anything. Everything will be taken care of. All
she has to do is submit, right? A dog obeys, Jennifer. A real woman
gives herself, all of herself: body and mind. She doesn't just
endure humiliation and discomfort. She seeks those things out
because she wants to make her master happy."

"I do," I protested.

"Sir," he reminded me.

I caught a glimpse of Joanna fighting to
contain a giggle. My face flamed. "Sir," I repeated.

Ewan released me and I took an involuntary
step back. My nipple burned, but I clenched my fists and kept
myself from rubbing at it.

"Well, I suppose there is room for growth in
everyone," he said. "Joanna, get your clothes on. The three of us
are going to take Jennifer on a little walk."

"What do you have in mind?" Robert asked.

"A punishment needs to be a deterrent," was
all Ewan would say.

A chill ran up my spine as I watched Joanna
retrieving her discarded clothes from where they had been abandoned
throughout the room. I closed my eyes and tried to re-gather my
wits. Everything felt so inevitable. I would never be good enough
and I would never know why. And yet despite my dismay at failing
Robert, to have my flaws named and numbered and to be punished for
them aroused me for reasons I did not understand. My body ached
with unrequited need but I knew from the tone in Ewan's voice that
I was a long, long way from being permitted release.

When Joanna had re-clothed herself in her
tight-fitting leather outfit, she came over to stand patiently
behind Ewan's right side.

"Get our coats," he told her over his
shoulder.

It was only then that it occurred to me that
I was not going to be allowed to dress. Joanna had been ordered
into street clothes specifically so that I would be singled out. I
glanced at Robert, but his face was unreadable.

When Joanna returned with three coats, Ewan
indicated that I was to go in front of them. My head swimming and
my limbs unsteady, I made my way to the entrance of the
penthouse.

I started to look back, but stopped myself.
Be who they want you to be, I mumbled to myself, and pushed the
door open.

The colder air of the hallway washed over my
unclad body. I stood blinking and shivering slightly. I could feel
goose bumps forming across my body and the slightly pleasurable
tightness as I sensed my nipples growing stiff.

It was now near midnight, and the hall was
empty. My heels made no noise on the carpeted floor as I led the
way towards the elevators. There was one already waiting.

"First floor," Ewan instructed, and I pressed
the button as the three of them gathered in the small space behind
me. The cuff of Joanna's coat brushed against my naked ass and I
flinched slightly from the contact.

I kept my eyes on the ground and listened to
the little dings that marked the floors as we descended. You were
envying the attention they gave Joanna, I reminded myself, well
you're about to get a lot more of that.

With a final ding, the elevators opened. The
lobby was empty and the lights dimmed. Out into the open space I
led them, imagining eyes were everywhere in the still space. The
air was chillier here, so close to the outside, and I tried not to
think about how cold I was about to be. For some reason I seemed to
be worried more about that than I was about being naked on a public
street, escorted by a sadist and his perfect little girl toy. My
humiliation, or rather the awareness that I should be humiliated,
had been lulled to sleep by the need to live up to the expectations
placed upon me.

The glass doors opened under my touch, and
the icy air of the late night washed over me, caressing and
stinging my most intimate crevices. The dim illumination of the
lobby formed a backlight behind me. As if outside of myself, I
watched a man passing by on the sidewalk do a double take and
stumble slightly as he passed. Another couple went by in the other
direction. "Oh, don't look at her," I heard the wife say to the
man.

Ewan, Joanna, and Robert emerged behind me. I
turned first to Robert, then to Ewan, trying to convey in silence
and without raising my eyes that I was suffering this willingly for
them.

"Are you ready, Jennifer?" Ewan asked me
intently. "Are you ready to see what happens when you do not take
the initiative to please your master?"

"Yes, sir."

"You were very wet earlier. Are you
still?"

"Yes, sir."

"Aroused? Needy?"

"Yes, sir."

"You would like someone to touch your pussy,
then?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good. I thought you might." He turned and
gestured down the block. "Do you see that squad car over
there?"

"Yes, sir."

"And the policeman leaning against the
hood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Go and ask him to touch your pussy,
then."

The sense that I should object intensified,
but I couldn't think why. I could only think that it seemed like a
natural suggestion. If I showed myself to him, perhaps he really
would want to touch me. Perhaps he would play with my rigid
nipples, and run his finger down my stomach. Maybe he would tease
my clit and run a finger between my lips. When he did that he would
realize just how wet I was and how much I needed him to touch me.
He would keep going, then, after seeing how I responded. He would
want to help me, wouldn't he? I started to move my feet, one in
front of the other, in little steps.

"That's not going to happen." The voice cut
through the air like a knife, and I spun in confusion to see Robert
turned on Ewan, his face resolute.

"What do you mean?" Ewan asked him.

"You're going too far. This is a nice,
respectable girl. She isn't going to take a police record just to
play your games."

"Don't be a bore, Robert," Ewan chided him.
"You aren't sure they'll charge her with indecent exposure."

"I'm not going to let you strong-arm her into
getting herself arrested," Robert insisted, stepping in front of
me. "This is going too far."

"Look at her," Ewan said. "She wants to do
what I say."

"I am looking at her. She's in no state to be
making a decision like that. You've got her wound so tight she
hardly knows where she is."

For a moment Ewan looked like he was going to
respond heatedly, but then he raised his hands and stepped back.
"It's not my place," he said.

"That's right, it isn't," said Robert,
looking much larger than he normally did.

Ewan met his gaze for a moment and then
glanced at me. His expression seemed a little intimidated. "Well,
then I suppose that's as good a place as any to leave things." He
took another step back, beckoning Joanna to him. She went, and he
took her under one arm. She shivered as he rested his hand on her
ass.

"You two are nice together, by the way," Ewan
said. "I don't know if I mentioned it up at the apartment. This is
even a little bit touching. You might be wrong, but at least you're
wrong for the right reasons." He pointed at me. "You're luckier
than you know," he said. And then to the both of us, "We'll have
others weigh in on this at the introductions on Saturday.
Prudishness is not well-received at the Tremboix."

And with that he turned, Joanna firmly in
hand, and hailed a passing cab.

I watched them leave and then looked slowly
towards Robert. My eyes were very big as they sought his.

"Inside," he ordered.

He was incredibly sexy when he was angry. I
didn't know if he was angry with me or with Ewan. I was so
attracted to him that it really didn't seem to matter either
way.

He opened the door back into the lobby and
pushed me inside, but instead of heading for the elevator he
grabbed me by the arm and pushed me into the mail room and shut the
door behind him.

I came to rest against the far wall of the
small chamber, the cool brass of the mailboxes pressing into my
back. I looked at him, my palms against the wall, waiting for him
to do something.

"Look at yourself," he said. "I've never seen
you like this."

"I can be like her," I blurted. "I want to be
good. I want to make you happy. Tell me, sir."

He walked over to me and pressed his lips to
mine. Gratefully, eagerly, I kissed him back and bent my body into
his rough embrace.

He bent down, placed an arm behind my thighs,
and lifted me up to pin me against the wall. My legs wrapped around
his torso and I kissed him all the more fiercely, distracting him
as he fought with his belt buckle. In another moment, the buckle
was undone, the underwear pushed down, and I could feel the heat of
his cock freed against my leg. He took my weight in one arm again
and lowered me down onto him. I gasped through my teeth as he slid
in. My wetness formed a small dribble down his shaft and I could
feel it collected against his balls as they began to slap into
me.

His hands came up and cupped my chest, and
for a brief moment my tits were the only point of contact with
which he held me against the wall as he began to fuck my pussy with
all the raw energy and aggression I had seen on his face out on the
sidewalk. I dug my fingernails into his back and gratefully became
the receptacle for his freed bestial need.

My orgasm came almost embarrassingly soon. He
had only just begun to give me what I had been desperate to have
for the past half hour when I felt the surge rising from between my
legs into my abdomen and returning. My fingernails bit deeper into
his back, but I don't think he noticed. I was moaning and gasping
so loudly that it was surely audible in the lobby.

When it subsided I gasped in ecstatic
laughter and pressed my head back against the wall. He put his lips
and teeth against the side of my throat and fucked me all the
harder.

He seemed offended by the way my breath was
returning to normal as he plunged himself so deep and hard inside
me. His hand reached down and began to finger at my clit. The
combined sensations overwhelmed me, and it was all I could do to
hang on to him.

Within a minute I was rising towards climax
once again. With a final thrust he erupted within me, and a last
lingering caress of his hand sent me into bliss in his arms. Mad
and blind and heaving, we were locked together against the wall.
Hours of warm red bliss seemed to pass by as we held each
other.

Gently, he lowered me. I put down my feet,
found the ground, and managed to support my weight. My back was
sore from where he had pressed me against the mailboxes, but I
didn't care in the slightest. I rose to standing height and slipped
under his arm. My hand snaked around his waist and I buried my
cheek in his muscular chest.

He smiled and ran a hand through my hair.

"Upstairs," he said, turning with me.

I scooted in front of him and took his hand
down from my side and placed it on my ass in that possessive way
that I had watched Ewan and Joanna depart.

"To remind you I'm yours, sir," I said.

He gave my ass a little squeeze. "I never
forget."

I wriggled pleasurably at his words and
against his touch. "What was that about Saturday?" I asked.

"Oh, that," he said. "I've secured us an
invitation for a private club here in the city. I thought this
might become a more regular thing."

I considered the prospect and shivered
slightly. "You mean more like them, sir? And us in with them?" The
notion was exciting, certainly, but I could not help but be a
little frightened after all I had seen and experienced tonight.

"I'll be there with you," he said. "We'll see
what it's like together."









This concludes His to Expose: Unfair Comparisons. If you have
not already done so, be sure to check out these other BDSM and
Forced Exhibition themed titles from Jessica
Whitethread:






His to Expose: The
See-Through Outfit

Since coming to live with her dominant
Robert, neglect and boredom have become things of Jen's past. When
she finishes her to do list and goes to him for a little excitement
and attention, little does she know that he has in mind will bring
her as much excitement and attention as she will be able to handle.
Although Robert begins their outing by bribing Jen with a gift from
a sex shop, he is well aware that she secretly enjoys his hobby of
putting her in compromising and often humiliating public
situations. Her secret's safe with him, of course, but as for the
rest of what she might try to keep covered up … it's all fair
game.






His to Expose:
Self-Control

Robert has found a new toy, and he believes
he has a way to program it so that it will measure a woman's
arousal. When he catches Jen ogling a group of male models across
the street from where they are having dinner, he decides to bring
her in on his little experiment. If she can control herself and her
body's responses while sitting through a male underwear fashion
show, she'll be free to spend the rest of her vacation exactly how
she wants. Eager to please and a little tipsy, Jen boasts that the
challenge will be easy, but Robert knows her too well. For each
threshold you pass on the thermometer, he adds, you take off a
piece of clothing right there and then. Jen agrees, secretly turned
on by such high stakes, but she knows that if she isn't careful,
arousal and humiliation will form a compounding feedback loop that
will leave her the center of an impromptu exhibition more than
sufficient to steal the show.






The Dinner Party
Centerpiece

Erica's dominant, Jonathon, has come up with
an interesting way to involve her in a dinner party he intends to
throw for some of his old law school friends. Although she is
self-conscious around the high society that Jonathon moves in, he
is going to have her serve the food over the course of the evening
and has designed a very special outfit for her to wear for the
occasion. The guests of the party will be given buttons to trigger
a vibrating harness underneath Erica's dress and are encouraged to
use it as a way of thanking her for her prompt service. If that
weren't enough, an already horrified Erica is told that the penalty
of spill or misstep will be to serve dessert without the harness,
or the dress. As the night unfolds, her attempts to avoid this
terrifying prospect may accomplish nothing but to place her at the
center of a spectacle more provocative than anything originally
planned.






Blind in the
Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.
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