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The morning sun was glinting through the
blinds as I looked at his sleeping form. He was stretched back
contentedly, his broad chest rising and falling gently with his
breathing. His handsome face, so familiar and comforting, was fixed
in a distant smile that inspired one on my own lips as well.

I leaned over with a light hand on the bed
beside him and woke him with a kiss. He stirred, and I began to
make my way down his chest planting soft, light kisses in tiny
little steps that carried me ever lower. I felt his breathing
change, but rather than looking up I continued down over his
sternum and his tensing abdominals as he raised himself onto his
elbows.

I began to trace along the sheet where it
covered his nakedness, but his hand came down and hooked me under
the chin and drew me up to renew the kiss I had planted on his
sleeping lips.

"What is this?" he asked, his mouth smiling
against mine.

"Your wake-up service. I wanted to be sure we
had time before you have to drop me off."

He cast an eye at the alarm clock. "I didn't
hear the buzzer."

"It hasn't rung yet. I couldn't sleep."

"No?"

I gave an embarrassed little laugh, more a
quiver of my body against his than an actual vocalization.

"Nervous?" he asked.

"A little. But excited, too."

He kissed me again, and when our lips parted
I returned to my previous task working down his body. The sheet
pulled away in my fingers to reveal his cock already stiffening for
my attentions. I laid a hand on it and felt the beat of his heart
as the organ swelled pulse by pulse in my light grasp.

I bent and held it between my breasts,
sliding down its length until I could kiss the tip and then back
down.

"You feel guilty," he observed. "Even though
it was my idea, you feel guilty."

I released my grip and turned up to him with
soft eyes. "I just want you to have something nice to think about
while I'm gone."

But as I bent down again and wrapped the now
hard cock in my lips, I felt a slight twinge that told me his words
weren't false. My wetness and eagerness to please were not only for
him. My sleepless night was not because of him.

Even as I felt a throb of pleasure run
through Robert's body, I could still feel Jack's ghostly, lingering
touch on my skin. I could still remember it with such vividness
than when I moved to straddle Robert and lower myself around his
shaft, it was the memory of Jack's fingers exploring me that made
me gasp and shudder.

"Be generous with that pussy," Jack had
whispered, "but save that ass for me."

The words hung in my head as I quivered and
bucked in the ecstasy born of Robert's pounding hips and thick
manhood. I couldn't shake the unwelcome impression that even now,
even in the midst of trying to please my good, honest, generous
partner, all I was doing was continuing to carry out that command –
the command Jack had uttered in my ear as he passed me off to be
roughly fucked by the various dominants of the Tremboix
society.

As the recollection inserted itself into my
mind, I felt a wave of heat and lurched precipitously towards
orgasm. I bit my lip and threw my head back, trying not to think
about why I was reacting this way. I clutched at my breast and
looked down at the lithe, muscular man beneath me. Because of him,
I told myself. Nothing else.

The orgasm that ignited and roared through me
was every bit as strong as the one that had left me gasping and
drained the night before. I collapsed forward onto Robert, my eyes
closed and my moans more necessary than breathing. I felt him take
my hips and continue fucking me, feeding the noise of my pleasure
to an almost overwhelming level. His body tensed against mine and
his come spurted hotly into my hungry, receptive pussy.

I pressed my face against the sheets,
staining them with my perspiration, and breathed deeply. You're
just a little confused, I told myself. You'll understand this all
better soon enough.

I gathered myself and rolled off the bed.
Looking into the bedroom mirror I could see my face was deeply
flushed.

"So you want me to ride out with you?" he
asked, sitting up in the bed.

I turned at looked at him, my vulnerability
inarticulate but plain on my face.

He saw it instantly, as he always did. "I'll
get dressed."

I showered quickly and pulled on my best
lingerie - black lace. After trying on at least five different
outfits, I settled on a skirt and low-cut black top – simple,
flattering, and sexy enough I hoped.

Robert made simple conversation as we rode in
the back of the town car. He was at ease, talking about a zoning
development meeting with the mayor's chief of staff. He knew that I
needed the sound of his voice even though I couldn't manage to pay
attention.

The car drove out of the city and twenty
minutes through the suburban sprawl and its light pre-commuter
traffic until we turned down a two lane road lined with trees and
dotted irregularly with simple, two-story houses.

To my surprise, it was the driveway to one
such house where the car pulled in and stopped.

I glanced out in slight confusion at the
non-descript building. It was painted a beautiful shade of pale
robin egg blue but was otherwise entirely unremarkable.

Before I could remark that this was not at
all what I had expected, Robert had taken my hand. "Remember," he
said, "you're doing this for me."

I stared into his eyes, unsure how to
respond. Did he know? Was this his permission for all the emotions
and sensations swirling through me? "Yes, sir," I said at last, and
then stepped out of the car. The door closed behind me and the car
backed out onto the road.

I took a moment to better appreciate my
surroundings and to try to slow my heart rate down. Everything
seemed very ... normal. Could there be a mistake? I had imagined a
dungeon deep below the city's high-rises, or some ill-lit warehouse
similar to where the Tremboix society convened. But this? This
seemed too real. This wasn't some atmospheric fantasy. This wasn't
some surreal dream where people spoke in low melodic voices and
everything seemed pre-scripted and I was just along for the ride.
This was real life. This was me standing on a lawn, alone, in a
skimpy outfit and no cell phone. I didn't even know what town this
was.

The moment dragged on, motionless, but there
was only one way to go from here. My heels made little clicks on
the brick walk as I made my way to the front door. I felt
over-dressed.

Tentatively, I knocked on the oak door. It
felt very thick, and the noise my knuckles produced sounded very
quiet. I knocked again, louder.

After a few seconds, the doorknob turned and
the door swung opened. It struck me as strange that it had not been
locked, but maybe those were just my city instincts.

A woman stood on the other side of the door.
Her lustrous auburn hair was tied back in a ponytail and she wore
wide, rumpled jeans and a loose fitting grey turtleneck of heavy
cotton. The clothes were unflattering to say the least, and she
moved in them as though they made her deeply uncomfortable. Looking
beyond her I could glimpse only a very small, very nondescript
outer hall.

Between the clothes and the surroundings, the
woman should have appeared completely normal, even plain, and yet
despite it all she seemed to ooze sensuality in a way I could not
put my finger on. Perhaps it was in her face: in the undeniable
elegance of her cheekbones and thick lashes and how large her brown
eyes were as she raised them to meet mine.

"Jennifer?" she asked in a soft, warm
voice.

"Yes," I said. Until that moment I had not
truly accepted I was at the right address.

Her eyes brightened. "Thank God. You're
earlier than I thought you'd be. Come in. Come in."

"Is something wrong?" I asked, taken aback by
her apparent relief.

"Oh, no. Sorry. I just hate door duty, is
all. Come in."

She ushered me inside with an enthusiastic
hand on my forearm. As soon as the door had closed behind me, she
wriggled out of the ill-fitting clothes and laid them on a bench
against the wall. Within a moment, she stood before me completely
unabashed in red satin panties and matching bra. Her only other
adornment was a black leather collar fastened about her throat,
which I realized the turtleneck had been chosen to conceal. I
couldn't help but stare. She was every bit as attractive as I had
somehow, despite the ugly clothing, been convinced that she must
be.

She made a face. "Master puts me in street
clothes when we expect a visitor. I was resigned to waiting all
morning. Did you find this place alright? I'm Christy," she added,
as though only then remembering that we didn't know each other.

"Well – I guess I have," I said dubiously.
"This isn't really … what I expected."

She laughed. "I was that way, too, when I
first came. I didn't understand it at all. But Master likes it this
way, and after you spent a little time here you start to understand
why. I mean, he brings you around to his way of thinking about most
things in the end." She frowned at me. "Here I am talking, and I'm
sure you're just dying to see him. God I remember how I was when I
first showed up." She breathed in as though savoring an intense
memory. "You'll have to stay here, though, while I go find
him."

"Oh, alright."

She flashed me a final encouraging smile and
then disappeared through a door opposite the one I had just
entered. I listened to her light footsteps recede into silence and
then sat on the bench beside the woman's hastily discarded
clothing.

Out of the few but revealing words she'd said
to me, it was her use of 'Master' that burned in my mind for some
reason. I had always thought of it as a very extreme word. I
associated it with dark sex dungeons full of sharp implements and
whips where women were gagged and blindfolded and then tortured in
some terrifying exercise of human perversity. I associated it with
a woman completely losing her identity, turning into a robot or a
slave without any will of her own.

But the way the girl had said "Master" was so
different - so casual. Her tone had been deep with fondness and
trust and reverence. There was no fear. There was no anxiety. It
was just ... Master: the one in charge. Sort of domestic and
affectionate. I was surprised by how turned on I was by it. The
word itself was enough to reawaken all my impatience to be back in
the embrace of the mysterious leader of the Tremboix society – to
be once again with the man whose easy authority made me feel
completely safe in the openness and vulnerability that he had
inspired in me as no other man ever had.

I perked up as footsteps sounded beyond the
door. I looked up with hungry, eager eyes to see the face of the
man I only knew as Jack and wanted to call Master.

Instead, it was only Christy returning. She
opened the door and beckoned me inside.

"Master is with Mr. Robles, but he says for
me to bring you in to him."

"Mr. Robles?" I asked.

"Oh, he works for Master, but I don't think
they'll talk long. He comes and goes. It's just through here."

I followed her in the doorway and stopped on
the threshold, met with an astonishing sight. The interior of the
house shone in utter and almost impossible contrast to the plain
exterior and humble entranceway. We stood in a broad,
high-ceilinged foyer brightened perfectly by dappled sunlight from
long, high windows not visible from the street. Ultra-modern
furniture, striking but tasteful, complimented every contour of
wall and offered every comfort. Some thirty feet across from us the
polished hardwood of the foyer transitioned into the sleek tiling
of a lavish kitchen. A high and narrow table of dark-stained wood
stretched beyond the corner paired with six or seven stools. The
architecture was bright and open. This house has no secrets, only
pleasures, the walls seemed to say.

Catching my incredulous stare, the girl
laughed a soft, throaty sound. "Home," she said simply. "Well," she
amended, her face falling slightly, "for the time being,
anyway."

"What do you mean?" I asked, my eyes still
busy taking in the scene.

"He doesn't let any of us stay," she
explained. "It's his first rule. I'm sure he'll explain that to
you, though."

She ushered me on and the sound of voices
became audible as we veered across the hall to our left. We passed
through a high doorway and into another, lower-ceilinged room in
which two men sat in deep conversation.

One of these men was Jack. His strong,
handsome face was attentive as he listened to the other man's
words. I felt a sudden urge to go to him and renew that contact
that had been so brief but so overpowering, but Christy motioned me
to keep quiet with a wave of her hand. With restraint, I followed
her lead as she moved just far enough to enter his line of sight
and knelt on the soft carpet.

"All in all, though, I think Tammy's past the
worst of it by now," the other man was saying. "She's going out on
the weekends, and I've seen her working in the garden on nice
afternoons. You know how much she enjoys gardening. She might - and
I try not to be premature when I tell you this - have a potential
romantic interest in her life."

"Really?" Jack asked, sounding pleased.

"He's a lawyer at that big firm over on
Westbrook Avenue."

"Simon and Vickerson," Jack supplied.

"Right, that's the one. I don't really know
much about him beyond that. I've seen him dropping her off in the
evening and she seems happy."

"Well, whatever comes of it, it's good news.
Good things come to people who look for them. And then there's the
promotion I asked her to be considered for. Has her VP made a
decision on that?"

"Good news on that front, yes," the man said,
nodding.

"Excellent. Excellent. She needs the
opportunity to succeed professionally more than most do. I always
thought she relied on it too much for her self-esteem, but who am I
to judge?"

The man nodded sagely and closed a manila
folder open on his lap.

"That's everything then, is it?"

"Yes, sir, that's everything I have for you
this week."

"Good. Good. You'll see yourself out then,
will you?"

"Yes, thank you, sir." The man stood and
exited past us.

Without turning, Jack addressed us. "And you,
too, Christy. My thanks for seeing Jennifer in."

The girl rose and backed towards the
door.

"I know you dislike the task," he added
before she had left, "But yours is such a warm personality. I
couldn't think of having the other girls do it in your place when I
want our newest guest to feel welcome."

She blushed deeply at the compliment, her
eyes fixed on the floor. "Thank you, Master," she said softly.

He nodded in dismissal and she left.

Slowly, as though he could sense my
impatience, his deep charcoal eyes turned towards me.

"Jennifer," he said simply, "I'm glad you
could come."

"Master," I responded, eager to try the new
form of address.

He smiled. "You've heard that word, have you?
Good. We'll teach you the meaning of that word very thoroughly
before you leave here."

A slight shiver ran down my spine. God, was I
already wet?

He stood and walked over to me. "I like a new
toy that arrives early in the morning," he said. "There is so much
time left in the day to try it out."

He laid a finger under my chin, tilting my
face up to meet his. With a slight pressure, he bid me stand and I
rose to my feet, my eyes never leaving his.

"You've been on my mind a very great deal
over the past twelve hours," he said to me.

The number surprised me. Had it really only
been that long?

"I'm usually such a patient man," he went on,
sliding a finger beneath the strap of my top, just brushing my
skin. "What is it about you that so undermines my
self-control?"

I trembled slightly at his touch and the tone
of his voice. His words were deep with intensity, and yet I did not
believe him for a moment when he said his self-control was
compromised. He seemed to have so much of it that it bled over and
controlled me, too, without him being entirely conscious of it.
Simply having him standing in front of me, looking and touching me,
was enough to paralyze me until next he told me to move.

"And all nicely wrapped," he murmured. "I can
always tell an outfit chosen with care. We'll put these clothes
somewhere safe for the week. I wouldn't want them to wrinkle."

His gaze held mine as he began to strip my
clothes from me. A slight blush rose to my cheeks but I did not
break eye contact. My God, he didn't beat around the bush. There
was the slightest hint of a challenge in his deliberate movements.
I am making you naked in front of me, his eyes were telling me.
There is no secret or thought or emotion you possess that I cannot
choose to uncover. You walked in my door, knowing who I was and
what I wanted, and now you will be utterly mine.

I acknowledged this truth with the simple
gesture of raising my arms over my head and allowing him to pull
the top away. My eyes never wavered.

He laid the garment to the side, unzipped my
skirt with one hand, and then held it at my knees for me to step
out of it. The skirt too he laid aside.

He walked back to stand in front of me, very
close but not quite touching. He took a hand and laid it on my bare
abdomen just above the groin. I trembled slightly, my stomach
lighter than air, and his hand moved down. It slipped into my
panties and down until his palm and fingers rested on my pussy.
There was a slight roughness in his fingertips against my shaved,
sensitive skin.

"This is mine, now," he explained. "For the
next seven days. This and everything else."

I gasped slightly as I felt a finger part my
lips ever so slightly. The finger rubbed back and forth, becoming
lubricated in my juices.

"And your pussy knows it, too," he
observed.

Again a slight blush rose to my cheeks. "Yes,
master," I acknowledged.

"Do you want to learn what that means?"

"I do, very much, Master."

"That's good, because you will live it,
whether you choose to understand and embrace it or not. This is not
a spa, and it's not a vacation. It's a place to learn."

"Yes, master," I breathed as he continued to
probe into my willing body.

"I'm talking about who you are and what you
are, not just how you act or how you are treated. When I talk about
training, I am talking about identity: your identity as a
submissive – who and what you choose to become and who and what you
choose to become those things for."

"Teach me, master."

He withdrew his hand from my panties and a
hot surge of disappointment ran through me. He raised the hand to
my face and held out finger I had felt pushing into me. The heavy
scent of my juices filled my nostrils, and obediently I took the
digit into my mouth and sucked it clean. He pulled it slowly from
my lips.

"God," he breathed, "you are a dangerous one,
aren't you?"

"Dangerous, Master?" I asked.

"And you don't even know it. It's lost on
you."

 

"What don't I know, Master?"

He pursed his lips, his eyes searched my own.
"You need to see yourself the way I see you," he decided aloud.

I shook my head slightly in confusion.

He reached around my back and unhooked my
bra. "Do you think it's narcissistic to be turned on by your own
body?" he asked, pulling the bra away from me to expose my
breasts.

"I - I don't know, Master," I said, wanting
only to say the right thing.

"Some do consider it narcissistic," he said.
"But the truth is that your body and the positions and situations
you place that body in are at the very center of your sexuality."
He cupped my left breast in his palm and rolled my nipple between
his fingers. It stiffened pleasurably and I took my lower lip
between my teeth as I felt him play with it. "Some people devote
half their lives to their body and yet the only joy they take from
it is indirectly, through the compliments of others. It seems like
such a waste to me."

"Teach me, Master," I said.

He released my breast and pointed behind me.
"Do you see the divan by that mirror there?"

I turned to follow his gesture. "Yes,
Master."

"Kneel on it with your back facing the wall
and your hands down on the cushion."

I walked forward and began to assume the
position he had described. A low bell sounded from somewhere else
in the house and in another moment rapid footsteps announced the
appearance of a new woman. She was tall and slender and even
trotting across the floor in stilettos she managed a certain grace.
Her hair was untied - thick and dark, almost black - and she was
dressed in matching black lace bra and panties and with a soft
leather collar about her neck.

She stopped when she had entered the room,
awaiting instruction.

"The rope," Master requested.

I couldn't be sure, but I thought I caught
the briefest of jealous glances from the unfamiliar woman, but then
she turned and left the room.

Master walked over to me. Again I couldn't
help but tremble slightly under his touch as he laid a hand on my
outstretched ass, toying at the fabric of my panties. And then the
touch was gone.

"May I ask a question, Master?" I asked.

"Of course," he said. His voice was slightly
distracted, and I turned to see him removing his shirt.

For a moment, the sight absorbed me. I forgot
what I was going to say as I watched the slight bulging of the
muscles and tendons of his bare torso as he pulled his shirt off.
His lithe, tanned body gleamed in the ambient sunlight from the
windows.

After a moment, I remembered myself. "Last
night, Master - you said submission isn't about ropes."

"Do they frighten you?" he asked.

"No, Master," I lied. "I just remember you
saying it."

I jerked slightly as his fingers slipped
beneath my waistband and drew my panties down to my knees and then
off my legs. With a negligent flick, he tossed the panties to land
on the divan in front of me. A deep wet spot was unmistakable in
the narrow band of cloth.

"Fear can be a very good thing," he said as
though I had not even attempted to deny mine. "I'm going to teach
you to embrace that fear and learn to use it. I told you that
bondage has nothing to do with powerlessness, and that's true. But
this isn't a lesson in powerlessness."

As I considered what he had said and tried to
quell the unease in my stomach, the woman's footsteps announced her
return. She held several short coils of soft cotton rope looped
over one forearm.

"Bring them here," Master instructed her,
holding out a hand for the ropes. "Put her in the Raised Vee
position."

The woman delivered the ropes and then moved
to stand on the other side of me. Her grip was firm as she took me
by the waist and pulled my ass out and up while simultaneously
bending my back forwards.

My arms folded and my face pressed down
against the cushion. Master's hand pushed between my stomach and
thighs and looped a rope around my waist. With a tug, the rope came
taught and began exerting a growing pressure upwards until I was
straining and arching my back uncomfortably just to keep my knees
on the cushion. The rope pulled tighter still and my knees came up
and for a brief moment I was hanging painfully by my waist and
struggling to breath. I wondered momentarily what I was hanging
from, but I could not turn to look if there was a hook in the
ceiling. After several uncomfortable seconds the woman slipped a
loose pillow beneath my knees and I was able to take some of my
weight off the narrow constriction around my waist.

Next she took my arms and pulled them back
until she was holding a wrist against each of my ankles. The
position pulled my torso further down until my face was between my
knees. Short ropes bound me wrist to ankle and elbow to calf, and
then two lengths of rope looped beneath the divan to pull each of
those bindings outwards and fix them in place.

When the process was finished I found myself
completely immobilized, bent in half with my legs spread wide, my
ass up, and my face pressed into the cushion of the divan.
Breathing was slightly difficult, but I could manage it.

"Thank you, Melissa," Master said. "That is
well done."

"May I stay, Master?" she asked.

"Not today," he said. "I think it would be
better if she and I were alone while she is still so new and
impressionable."

A disappointed silence followed, and then I
heard her footsteps leaving.

"Jennifer, can you move your head?" Master
asked.

With difficulty, I nodded into the pillow as
demonstration.

"Can you turn to see the mirror?"

By pressing first my forehead and then the
top of my head against the cushion, I could leverage myself into a
position where I was looking out between my legs at the wall and
mirror behind me.

I saw myself, pink and soft and completely
immobilized, bound in this humiliating posture. My shaved pussy was
on prominent display, and its wetness made it gleam slightly the
light from the window to our right. In fact, at this angle, I
appeared to be nothing but my thighs, ass and pussy, with an unsure
face and two breasts just visible between my spread legs. Master
was standing beside me, looking at me in the mirror. His broad,
bare chest rose and fell as he watched me acclimatizing to my new
position. A strong hand rested on my ass cheek.

"Do the ropes cut off circulation?" he
asked.

I was tempted to lie and get him to loosen
the bindings a little, but decided against it. It was impossible
not to trust his experience and confidence, even when I had already
crossed so many boundaries for him. "No, Master," I said.

"Then I want you to look at yourself. Do you
like being in this position?"

"It's not particularly comfortable,
Master."

He rubbed an idle hand over my pussy and my
body clenched slightly in need. "So you want me to untie you?"

"I - I want you to do what you want with me,
Master," I said.

"Does it excite you to see yourself like
this?"

I closed my eyes briefly as his finger made a
light pass over clit. "Yes, Master," I breathed.

"You're eager to please," he said. "That's a
very good thing. But I don't want a slave."

"Then I won't be one, Master."

He toyed idly at my wet opening, dipping just
the tips of his fingers into me.

"You see, Jennifer, I think submissiveness is
an overrated quality. Anyone can be submissive. Anyone can submit.
Don't you think?" As he asked the question, he stroked a wet finger
across my clit and a spasm of pleasure ran through my body.

"Yes – yes, Master," I gasped.

"The mind is an obedient organ. If I tell you
to do something, you can choose to do it, even if the only reason
is to make me happy. But your body – your desires – is what is
incapable of lying." He pushed his fingers in a little deeper as he
talked, paying little attention as he sent ripples of intense
pleasure through my body as if I were just a paper weight he was
fiddling with during conversation. "And that's what I want to
respond to me. Body. Desires. I want a woman who understands her
needs to be controlled and used and humiliated and disciplined. I
want a woman who quivers when she looks in a mirror because she is
turned on by her own powerlessness and vulnerability."

At first, distracted by his fingers, only
individual words registered in my horny brain. Control.
Powerlessness. Used. Vulnerability. I wanted those words. But as he
continued to speak, I began to understand his expectations. It was
a simple thing, in the end. Be yourself and embrace your instincts,
and if you have the right ones, everything will be alright.

I looked at his powerful body beside mine, in
control, casually teasing my most intimate folds. I looked at
myself, soft and vulnerable and immobilized so completely that I
could barely breathe. I felt a new wave of wetness release inside
me as I studied my own humiliating posture with the most private
parts of me unceremoniously hoisted in the air for any and all to
see and touch and tantalize. This was his point. Me, being in this
position, was what he wanted to turn me on. And yes, knowing that I
was completely helpless and that anything could happen to me and I
could do nothing to stop it was incredibly arousing. What turned
him on turned me on, too. That was what it meant to be a
submissive.

All of this I came to realize as I stared at
myself in the mirror. For one very strange instant, I wanted
something very painful to happen to the soft, vulnerable woman
being reflected back at me. I wanted to see things hit that upright
ass until it was deep, tender red. I wanted to see her fucked by
something far too big for her tight little hole to take. I wanted
to hear her squeal and watch her wriggle. What was wrong with
me?

I looked at Master. He saw the recognition in
my eyes.

"I learned the same thing many years ago," he
said, turning slightly and looking at himself. "It's only when your
satisfaction comes as much from playing your own role as in seeing
your partner play theirs that you can truly inhabit a fantasy."

I gazed at his strong, exquisite face and
imagined him aroused by his own power and dominance. Imagining that
was hot as hell, too. I was learning all kinds of things, strapped
here head over pussy on this divan.

"So tell me, Jennifer," he said, "turning
back to me. You are looking at yourself, wanting to see your body
ravaged. What is its most sensitive and vulnerable place?"

I moaned through gritted teeth as his fingers
tickled a spot deep inside me. I looked at myself upside down,
quivering under his manipulation, and my eyes slowly migrated up my
legs. I knew what was on my mind and I knew precisely why it was on
my mind. He had planted the thought there last night, one more
tantalizing victory in his effortless manipulation of my body and
desires.

"I did save it for you, Master," I said. My
voice shook slightly. As impossible as it was to say anything else,
the thought still frightened me more than a little.

"Good," he said, a smile coming to his lips
and his finger stroking me encouragingly. I let out an explosive
gasp as he touched an especially sensitive place.

Again the hot surge of disappointment burned
through me as he took his hand away and turned from me. He moved
several steps out of my view, and then returned holding a thick red
object, tapered at one end and attached to a flat based by a narrow
neck. A butt plug. I watched him nervously.

He held it lengthwise against my pussy,
parting my lips and rotating it to cover it in my juices. After a
moment, he removed it and inspected it. Apparently unsatisfied, he
reached down between my legs and began to toy with one of my
nipples. His fingers were slightly moist from my pussy and felt
incredible. I closed my eyes, pressing my breast into his hand, and
felt another release of wetness. Understanding that that simple
physical result was his intention only turned me on more. Once
again I got the impression that to him my body was an instrument
that he could play and manipulate so effortlessly that it required
no conscious thought.

With an attentive face he collected the new
juices from my folds, inspected the butt plug again, and then
turned his attentions to his target.

His finger, wetted from the same source as
the toy, pushed very gently against my tense, puckered hole. At
first, my muscles resisted. I tried to relax. As I did so, I
realized that despite the discomfort of my bound posture, it was
actually surprisingly stable. I went limp, turned my face from the
mirror, and focused only on the sensation of his finger. Once the
rest of my body had relaxed, my anus was eventually able to follow
suit.

Slowly he began to push into me. Once past my
outer resistance, his finger slid in smoothly until I could feel
the full length inside me. I gasped, expecting pain. Instead, it
was only a very strange sensation of fullness where I had never
really experienced it before. His finger began to withdraw and I
felt my muscles contracting around him, holding him in as they had
just tried to hold him out. Rather than fight me, he simply
maintained a gentle pull and after another moment I managed to
unclench once again. His finger slipped from me and I experienced a
strange emptiness. It had not been the same ecstasy of penetration
I knew so well, but I missed the finger now that it was gone.

When the coaxing pressure returned, I found
myself quicker to accept it. It was not immediate and there was
still resistance, but I relaxed myself again and ushered him into
me. As he moved past my outer ring I realized it was two fingers,
rather than one. I was panting slightly into the cushion. My heart
was beating very fast. It was excitement, I realized. I was
excited. This was a completely different kind of pleasure I had
never felt before. It was as though I was discovering a sixth sense
after 22 years with five.

Then the two fingers withdrew. My nervousness
returned, but my excitement along with it. The plastic was slightly
cold as it brushed tantalizingly between my cheeks. It had looked
so big. Wasn't this moving a little fast?

Once again I felt the gentle, insistent
pressure. I breathed out into the cushion and tried to relax.
Slowly, the muscles loosened, and the tip moved into me. I felt
myself stretching. Each moment felt as though I had reached my
utter limit, and then I would manage to take a little bit more into
me. Each passing moment redefined normal and what was possible,
until there was a slight twist of the plug and I realized that it
was almost entirely inside me. I was breathing very shallowly as I
felt myself stretching over the very widest part. My body seemed in
a strange limbo between comfort and discomfort. Everything was just
very strange and very new.

And then I felt myself close down over the
neck and the butt plug was inside of me. I experimented by
clenching, and with a pleasurable shudder I pulled the large cone
further into me and felt the flat base come against my cheeks. The
feeling was indescribable.

"There," I heard Master say. "What a good
girl you are."

I panted in gratitude. It had been hard, and
his acknowledgement of what I had done made the pleasure of
succeeding and the pleasure of sensation all the greater.

"Do you like my butt plug?" he asked.

"Yes, Master," I said into the cushion.

I let out a loud gasp as he fingered
rewardingly at my clit. The simultaneous sensations of the butt
plug and his touch were incredible.

Then the rope that was holding me up by the
waist went slack and I swayed, almost losing my balance, but then
his hand was on my hip holding me upright. The motion rubbed me
around the plug and redoubled the now increasingly pleasurable
sense of fullness.

With the new freedom I turned my head,
curious to see why he had released me. He had stripped the rest of
the way. His thick cock hung, slowly swelling and stiffening as he
watched me with an expression of undisguised lust, clearly turned
on by the sights and sounds of my struggle with the large
object.

He's going to fuck me with the butt plug in,
I realized. My muscles clenched around the thick plastic in
delicious anticipation. The thought that I would have been
terrified of this prospect only ten minutes before did not cross my
mind. I simply felt, saw, and wanted.

He glimpsed the lust with which I was looking
at him and he reached out a hand and spanked me lightly. The sudden
blow clenched my muscles tight around the foreign plug and I let
out a low moan. "Patience," he said. "I want you fully primed
before I take you."

I could feel the heat and stiffness of the
cock against my leg. Over the span of several pulses I could feel
it grow harder and firmer as he stood behind me, pressing
experimentally against the base of the plug.

Acting on a wicked impulse, I turned my head
back to its original position facing between my legs and looked up
to see his full balls hanging between his thighs. I puckered my
lips and blew a stream of air at them, and was rewarded with a
slight throb in his cock where it pressed against my thigh. I also
earned myself a second spank, this one slightly harder.

He tugged slightly at the butt plug, gauging
my resistance, and then pushed my hips forward and began to guide
me back onto his hard cock. I released another long moan as he
pushed into me. The sensation of being filled in both openings was
almost overwhelming. His girth would have been enough to completely
occupy me on its own, but with the added fullness of the butt plug
I was stretched to my utter limit.

He drew out and then pushed still deeper into
me. My bound hands were clenched around my ankles, holding on as
though I weren't already tied in place. He drove himself completely
into me and I let out a shrill moan and gripped my ankles until my
nails were biting in my skin. Even at my utter capacity I wanted
more.

Satisfied that I could take all of him, he
began to pound in and out of me. His fucking was measured at first,
but became rougher as he saw that not only could I handle it, but
wanted it – needed it – to be as physical as he wanted it to
be.

Almost overwhelmed by his increasing tempo
and everything filling and pleasuring me, I felt an orgasm
approaching almost immediately after so long being casually teased
and toyed with. The sensation grew deep within me, fed by two
sources, until it became an overwhelming need for release and then
that release came. I turned my face so that my moans were muffled
by the seat of the divan and let myself get fucked all the harder
as an electric pulse of ecstasy moved through me. I felt myself
contracting around both penetrating objects and could feel the
separate, unique pleasures they gave me simultaneously.

I was still awash in the fading pleasures of
the orgasm as I felt a tugging at the butt plug. Instinctively I
resisted, wanting to keep it inside of me, but the tugging
persisted and I soon realized it was Master. Significantly looser
now, I did not have nearly as much trouble releasing the plug as I
had had taking it in. When the thickest part was out and the rest
had followed easily, the sensation of emptiness returned, but only
for a moment. Before my muscles could re-accustom themselves to
their former tightness, he had pushed himself into me.

The added feelings of his hot cock in my ass
only intensified this new, strangle pleasure Master had shown me.
He pushed his full length in, farther than the plug had reached,
and then resumed fucking me. Within moments he had reached the same
intensity with which he had pounded into my pussy, but my ass,
sensitive and inexperienced, made it all feel a thousand times more
so.

More, more, more, my brain was repeating in a
mindless loop as the sensations built and crescendoed until I could
not think at all. I was moaning something again, but each part of
me seemed to be operating independently.

When I felt him stiffening behind me, I knew
that he was close. It was as though I had been holding back but did
not know I was doing so. My body gave in to everything happening to
it and for the second time in as many minutes, I was rapidly
approaching climax. It arrived almost as Master's did. My muscles
clenched around his shaft and in another moment I felt the spasm of
his cock and the hot spurt of his come deep in my ass.

He pulled himself from me and I sank back
onto my ankles. I felt the dribble as his come dripped out of me
onto my ankles and the cushion of the divan. I was still panting
lightly as I felt him untying the ropes that still held me in
place. When they were undone, I lay forward on the divan, relishing
the soreness and exhaustion that were my trophy of his rough
attentions.

I looked up with tender, appreciative eyes as
I felt his hand stroking my hair.

"The girls will be eating lunch in a few
minutes," he told me. "When you're ready, I'd like to make
introductions. And I know you must have questions and I want to
answer them." He leaned down and kissed my temple. "I don't usually
start so fast, but after last night I was very impatient to see you
again. After all, you won't be mine for very long."









This concludes His to Train:
Bonds and Bindings, the second installment of the His to
Train series. If you've enjoyed yourself and have not read the
prior installment in the His to Train Series, be sure to
give it a look:






His to Train: Submissive's Audition

Jennifer's dominant, Robert, has applied for
the two of them to become members in the highly exclusive Tremboix
Society, a BDSM network of the city's most powerful and
influential. Though Robert Daniels surely falls within that
category, he agrees that they must go through the Tremboix's
rigorous screening process. Rather than questionnaires or resumes,
the Tremboix uses only one metric to assess potential couples: the
worthiness of the submissive. So it is that Jennifer finds herself
standing alone before a gathering of the city's most powerful and
sexually dominant men with only one task: obey.






You might also be interested in His to
Expose: Jessica Whitethread's BDSM Exhibition-themed trilogy
that follows Jennifer and Robert's adventures prior to the His
to Train series:






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.






His to Expose: Unfair Comparisons

Jen's partner Robert has always been a gentle
and forgiving dominant, often indulging her whims and preferring to
let her play her part rather than resort to harsh discipline or
exploit her naturally trusting ways. But Jen's obedience has begun
to slip, and Robert is forced to accept that a change is needed. To
begin anew, he invites a fellow dominant and his submissive to
dinner, thinking that their much stricter relationship might
provide the eye opener he is loathe to inflict directly on his
supposedly fragile submissive. Jen is excited at the prospect, but
soon realizes that the evening will be far more intense than she is
prepared for. As the night escalates, she will find herself torn
between her natural reservations and the need to prove herself an
equal of the visiting submissive in the eyes of their men. In
shockingly little time, the drive to prove her devotion and
obedience will have her doing things she never thought she could do
… and still falling short.






Otherwise, you might find what you're looking
for among these popular BDSM titles from Jessica Whitethread:






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.






For information about future releases from
this author and similar authors from the Red Spot Press, please
visit us at theredspotpress.tk and
subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.
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