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"Now where did I put the notebook?" Master
asked himself aloud. "It seems I just had it."

The answering silence in the room was
palpable. I could feel my heart beating in my throat. I, like the
other women, had by now recognized how much I needed Master's
strictness and discipline. I had recognized how it thrilled my
senses and pumped adrenaline in my veins as I watched him and felt
myself being weighed and measured by his perfect scrutiny. But the
secret pleasure didn't make the emotions any less real. It didn't
make the nervousness, fear, and even shame any less real. It
heightened them. It plunged me into them in their fullest
force.

"Ah," he said, remembering so dramatically
that it occurred to me he had not really misplaced it all. "Yes,
here it was." He retrieved it from the windowsill.

Through the window's glass, the moon was
shining, full and round just above the horizon. The lingering
traces of sunset were still visible in the sky, giving it a soft
purple color that was just beginning to yield to the cold blue of
night.

"Mary-Anne," he read from the top of the
page.

There was a chagrined gasp. "Yes, Master,"
she answered him in her throaty, appeasing voice.

"You failed bunk inspection."

I turned just enough to catch how her face
fell and reddened at the news. "I..." she began, but trailed
off.

"Up here."

She drew a breath and stood. The legs of her
chair made a scraping sound against the hardwood of the floor and
she winced.

"Here," he repeated unsympathetically,
pointing to a spot at the head of the table.

She moved into place on unsteady legs and
then turned back to regard us - the audience of her humiliation and
punishment - with that blushing face. She reddened very
attractively, I noticed with slight envy. Her cheeks took on a very
soft glow and her eyes stayed very round as she watched Master.

"Tell me," he said to her as she stood at
attention.

"Tell what, sir?" she asked.

"Why did you fail the inspection?"

"I - I don't know, sir. I didn't know I had
until you told me."

"You know, Mary-Anne, I don't really believe
you."

She looked at the ground, flustered and
stammering. After a few seconds she fell silent and she closed her
eyes. Master watched her coolly. After a moment, she opened her
eyes and raised them to meet his. "I kicked a pair of shoes under
the bed. I didn't see them until the bell was already ringing and
didn't have time."

"I see." He studied the notebook again and
then closed it with a decisive snap and laid it on the table in
front of her. Her eyes lingered on it apprehensively.

"You don't think I'm not unreasonable in my
standards here, do you?"

"No, sir," she said, flushing anew.

"We are all here to learn to be better and
happier in our domestic lives, aren't we?"

"Yes, sir."

"So it puzzles me when a girl like you comes
here and does not seem interested in living up to the discipline I
am trying to instill."

"I am, sir," she protested unhappily. "I
didn't mean to. It was just a mistake."

"A mistake that you've made before."

She fell silent.

"It just disappoints me," he said. "I care
about what happens here, about how each of you are doing and
progressing. I suppose it is naive of me to assume that you care,
just because I do."

"I care, Master," the hapless woman
protested. "I care so much. I don't mean to be disobedient."

"Show me, then."

Needing no further prompting, she turned and
went to the cabinets on the far wall. In another moment she had
returned, holding out a long wooden yard stick.

Master took it from her, looking slightly
impressed. "What's the mandated punishment?" he asked Emily, the
woman seated nearest to him.

"Twenty spanks for failing bunk inspection,
sir," she informed him dutifully.

"With the hand?"

"With the hand, sir," she confirmed.

Master nodded and waved the yardstick at the
rest of us. "She wants to suffer more than the rules require.
That's the sign of regret. That's the sign of someone who wants to
do better. That's the sign of someone who understands she – like
all of you - needs a firm hand."

He gestured back at Mary-Anne. She pulled a
chair from the table, arranged it facing away towards the back
wall, and then bent over the back of it. The wooden back pushed her
hips and ass up as she bent further and planted her palms against
the seat cushion. Only the subtlest hint of reluctance, in the way
she bit her lip as she bent down, revealed her dismay in the face
of the approaching pain.

When she had arranged herself with her ass
presented and her legs straight ad slightly spread, she dropped her
head so that her hair fell over her ashamed face. "Will you punish
me, Master? So that I will do better in the future?" she asked
dutifully and submissively.

He moved to stand beside her and gave a sharp
tap to the inside of each of her thighs, making her jump and spread
her legs a little wider. He laid a hand on the upper part of her
ass, caressing the fabric of her panties, and she trembled visibly
as his fingers first touched her. Holding the yard stick loosely,
he ran it over the ripe curve of her ass, and she trembled
again.

"Count for me," he instructed.

"Yes, Master."

He gathered the fabric of her panties in his
fingers and pulled up along her skin, exposing her bare ass cheeks
and rendering her panties nothing but a thin strip of bunched cloth
running between her legs. As the shadow of his hand shifted away, a
very obvious stain of wetness became visible where the fabric
covered her pussy. I might have been embarrassed for her if I
weren't so incredibly aroused, and if such a sight wasn't pretty
normal for the girls that lived here with Master.

"Are you ready?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," she said almost inaudibly.

With a resounding thwack he swung the wooden
stick into the taught flesh of her ass. She called out in surprise
and pain and then quieted down as a sharply defined band of red
appeared on her pale skin.

"One," she announced to her disciplinarian
and attentive audience. "May I have another, Master?"

Another thwack sounded, followed by several
soft whimpers.

"Two, Master," she counted breathily. "May I
have another?"

The stick arrived again and her knees
buckled, but the back of the chair supported her and kept her in
position. I could hear her breathing through gritted teeth.

Master cocked his head, waiting for the
count. He was turned towards us and his expression was one of
amused rebuke. 'This is all she can take?' his expression seemed to
be saying. Again I almost felt bad for her with her red ass in the
air being good-naturedly mocked by her master before everyone in
the house, but the truth was that in the deep parts of me, the
secret parts of me I still did not really understand, I wanted to
be in her place.

In another moment she had regained her
composure, counted, and obediently asked him to continue.

After she had called out the tenth, Master
paused to give her a moment to catch her breath. She felt at her
flesh with sheepish fingers and winced as she touched the welts
left by the hard stick.

"Remind me why we're doing this, Mary-Anne,"
Master prompted her.

"Because I was bad," she said to the seat
cushion. "Because I was disorganized and lazy - Oh!" Her confession
ended in a high-pitched moan as Master pushed the yard stick
between her thighs and rubbed between her legs. With a deft twist
he pushed the wooden end inside the damp cloth and pulled the
panties down her thighs, exposing her hopelessly wet pussy to
view.

When the panties had been lowered to her
ankles, she stepped out of them. Master flicked them away and ran
the yardstick once again up along the curve of her body.

"Disobe-" she tried again, but was again
unable to finish.

"And you deserve it, do you?"

"Yes, sir. I know I do."

With a swish and a crack the yardstick
collided with her now completely bare ass and she released a moan
that was very obviously not only from the pain.

"Eleven, Master. May I have another?"

And on it went, up to twenty, with her
fingers digging into the cushion and her face flushed and fixed in
that mixture of embarrassment and grateful contrition.

"Twenty, Master," she said at last. "May I
have another?"

"No, I think that might be enough. Are you
sorry for what you did?"

"Yes," she breathed, slumping over the
chair.

"And is it going to happen again?"

"Never."

"Never?"

"No, sir. Never."

"Don't make promises you can't keep," he
chided with an affectionate note in his voice, and he dismissed her
with a light final tap of the yardstick.

She straightened, strands of hair plastered
to her glistening face. She looked around with a hand pressed to
her chest in remembered modesty, and went to retrieve her panties
from where they lay discarded on the floor. Once she had retaken
her seat with a sore wince, the pregnant silence returned in the
room.

"I don't need to look at the book for this
last one," Master said. "I heard about this particular
transgression almost the moment it happened."

The breath caught in my chest as I sensed
this had something to do with me.

"I don't know if any of the rest of you heard
about it," he went on. "There was some experimenting that went on
the other night."

I groaned inwardly and sank back into my
chair. Master's eyes did not find me. They lingered on each of the
others in turn, but did not yet alight on me. He knew where I was.
He knew what I was feeling. He wanted me to squirm.

"Would the person I'm referring to care to
identify herself?"

I closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath. I
had opened my mouth to reply when I froze at the sound of a
familiar voice.

"It was me," Christie's voice said.

I turned in surprise and tried to catch her
eye, communicate in some way to stop, but she did not see me.

"Ah, yes, Christie. I've heard all about your
little role in the night's events. You can be sure that I do not
forget those who enable misbehavior. But right now I am looking to
get to the bottom of this - unless the person I am speaking of is
prepared to let you take all the blame ..."

"It was me," I said at last, his final
insinuation proving too much for me.

I raised my eyes to find his already locked
on me. I held his gaze for a moment, and then quailed and looked
down.

"Come up here where everyone can see you,
would you, Jennifer?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed, and rose to obey.

"You've been here six days now," he
observed.

"Yes, sir."

"I understand mistakes are made."

"Thank you, sir."

"But there is something I simply do not allow
in this house, and that is what you were found doing two nights
ago."

"Yes, sir," I said, feeling the blood rise in
my cheeks. "I understand."

"We had a very good time together on
Wednesday, didn't we?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

"Tell the others what we did on
Wednesday."

I looked back at the attentive faces sitting
along the table. "Master bound me and put a lit candle in my mouth
that dripped hot wax when I moved."

A rustle of interest met the words.

"And then he brought me to orgasm with a
vibrator while I held the candle," I finished. The memory of it
still had the power to intoxicate me, and I found myself swimming
slightly to be recounting and reliving it with Master himself
standing beside me and listening.

"The pleasure it gave you brought us very
close, didn't it?"

"Yes, Master."

"Which is why I was so dismayed to learn that
barely twenty-four hours later you were overheard trying to
recreate the scene with Christie in your bedroom."

Several gasps escaped from the women at the
table who hadn't heard the story. It was their reactions, more than
anything, that finally drove home how out of line I had been.

"I didn't - I'm - " I began to apologize, but
I didn't know what to say. I had just wanted to know if it had been
real, if it was a repeatable experience or if I had just been
intoxicated by him. I was so afraid it had all been a dream. But of
course I didn't know how to say any of this. I could only look at
the floor.

Seeing my confusion, dismay, and obvious
regret, he seemed to take pity on me. He walked back and retrieved
the chair that Mary-Anne had so recently been spanked over, drew it
up beside me and seated himself in it.

"Here," he said, inviting me onto his
lap.

I sank down gratefully, feeling through
physical contact with him that it would be alright and he was not
completely and forever angry with me.

"Eagerness is not a crime," he said gently.
"Enthusiasm is more beautiful than the most exquisite
features."

I raised my eyes almost to his at the new
sympathy in his voice.

"Do you remember," he asked in a voice low
enough that it was for my ears alone, "when I said I expect things
out of my women?"

I nodded.

"I asked if you were mine. And what did you
say?"

"Yes," I responded almost inaudibly.

"Yes," he agreed. "That's the most important
thing in the world to me." He ran a hand through my hair and
continued in a more normal tone of voice. "That's why I have to
make you understand that only I get to do that to you. Not
Christie. Not even you. It's only me. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Master," I affirmed so quietly that the
words made it little past my throat.

"Can you repeat that for me?"

"Only you, Master. Only you get to do that to
me."

"I'm sorry, I couldn't hear you. And I know
nobody else heard you."

"Only you get to do that to me, Master," I
repeated more loudly.

"And you understand why I care?"

"Yes, Master."

"And you like that I care, don't you?"

"Yes, Master."

"And I punish you because I care. I hope you
understand that, too."

"Yes, I do, Master," I said again.

He nudged me off his lap and spread his legs
slightly, indicating for me to lay myself across his knees.

I was surprised to find myself blushing at
the request. After everything I had experienced and been subjected
to, I was shocked by this? But the childhood associations were so
strong, and being bent over his knee was so demeaning, so
humiliating, and so ... intimate. So personal.

Blood was pounding in my ears as I lowered
myself down and positioned my stomach and thighs against his lap.
My breasts rested against the outside of his left thigh and my
groin against the outside of his right. I could feel the heat of
his skin through his pants. The fabric slid, textured and soft,
against my bare and sensitive stomach.

I closed my eyes and felt him lay a hand on
my ass: simple and casual and possessive. He cupped the cheek
slightly in his palm.

"Jennifer, I want you to repeat after me:
'I'm yours, Master, and only you can spank me.'"

"I'm yours, Master, and only you can spank
me," I repeated dutifully, feeling the words as I said them. It
seemed a perfectly obvious thing, really. How much more could I be
his than when I was spread half-naked in his lap with my red face
buried against his thigh and my trembling ass presented for his
hand?

"'Please give me a spanking so I'll
remember.'"

"Please give me a spanking so I will
remember."

My eyes were closed when his hand came down
the first time. I tensed and bit my lip against the sudden sting.
The contact jostled me slightly over the firm muscles of his thighs
and he put a hand to my shoulder to steady me.

"One," I said to the floor, trying not to
think of how many pairs of eyes were currently fixed on my
reddening ass.

After five or so and after the initial shock
and stinging had become softened with endorphins, I started to
appreciate what was happened. I felt a part of his will, working
with him to subdue this disobedient streak in myself and more fully
submerge myself in the identity of his submissive. "Thank you,
Master," I choked out as I counted. I understood and embraced the
purpose of every sensation. I was rocking and pressing against his
legs, feeling his thigh press against the bottom of my breasts and
his knee occasionally brush my groin. Master the person became an
impossibly distant figure, all powerful. I lived in the world of
his strong, supporting legs and mercifully punishing hand. The rest
of him was beyond reach and understanding. "Thank you," was all I
could communicate to those other parts of him, but the parts in
contact with me understood me utterly and I understood them. The
pain and rebuke of his hand communicated with me in every language
necessary.

As the spanking continued, I became aware of
an unexpected sensation. The rhythmic jostling against his leg, the
emotions of being draped over his lap and spanked, and the feeling
of closeness and security as I felt him and breathed in his smells
were having a very powerful effect on me. The incredible scene of
Mary-Anne's punishment had been one thing, but this was obviously a
lot more personal and a lot more physical. I could hear
myself moaning out the number after each contact, and with each one
I felt myself drawing closer to some precipice. The thought
occurred to me that under other circumstances I would be terribly
embarrassed by what was possibly about to happen, but in my
position it felt like such a natural reaction that I began to
embrace it rather than run from it.

Over and over I rocked against him, felt is
hand on me, his firm fingers pressing into my flesh and the heat
and scent of his body filling me.

I moaned louder and more urgently, one long
unbroken exclamation as I felt myself seizing up and the muscles of
that deep, private part of me tensing and clenching against
invisible stimulation. I let myself yell out, 'Oh God', and felt
myself come with a hot, wet burst into the fabric of my
panties.

My wet cheek was pressed against the cloth of
his pant leg, my arms wrapped around his thigh, and he had stopped
spanking me.

Everything stopped. Murmuring from around the
table reminded me of our audience.

A wave of embarrassment washed over me and I
felt a sudden remorse that I had taken pleasure in what was
supposed to be my punishment. I looked up guiltily, trying to
communicate that the orgasm had been accidental - that it didn't
mean I hadn't learned the message he was trying to impart, but
Master's eyes were not on me.

"You're dismissed," he said, not to me, but
to the others. I listened to the scraping of their chairs and the
clicking of their footsteps until the room was empty.

 

"Hey," Master said when the last echoes had
faded. He rubbed a hand on my back in a physical, tactile question.
"Are you alright?"

"I'm alright, Master," I said.

He put his hands on my arm and hip and helped
me up so that I was sitting in his lap again. Again my questioning
eyes sought out his and now I found their soft grey gaze. Is it
better now? my eyes asked him. Have I done something wrong?

He leaned forward slightly and kissed my
forehead with light lips.

"The orgasm?" I asked.

"What about it?"

"Are you mad? You were trying to punish
me."

He laughed softly in surprise. "Is that why
you're so tense all of a sudden?"

I nodded in confusion.

"Don't be," he said. "It makes me feel good
to know being around me affects you that way."

A flush of pleasure rose inside me and I
nestled against his chest.

"But I want to know why you did what you did.
After the talk we had, after the things we said to each other, I
was very surprised to hear."

The pleasure seeped away as quickly has it
had come and I buried my eyes in the fabric of his shirt for a
moment.

"I don't know."

"Sure you do."

I took a breath and thought about honesty. "I
just ended up very confused, I guess. Everything happened really
fast."

"Two nights ago?"

"No. With you. It all seemed too easy and too
fast, and as soon as you were gone I got very afraid."

"Afraid of what?"

"What do you think?"

"That I didn't mean it?"

"Well ... they're easy things to say, aren't
they?"

He put an arm around my waist and stroked his
fingers absently over my bare skin. "You're right."

A sudden, horrible lump caught in my throat.
"I'm right?"

"You're right. They are very easy things to
say, and we've known each other only a few days. It would be
unrealistic for me to expect you to trust me."

I swallowed the lump. "It was just all so ...
I couldn't bear the thought of losing it. I wanted to see-"

"-If it was just the props? If you could feel
that way without me?"

I said something so quietly that even I
couldn't hear it.

"What?" he asked.

"Yes," I repeated in a very small voice.

He rubbed the hand along my side, squeezing
me slightly against his thick torso. The way he held me made me
feel both very small and very valued.

"I'm not angry. I understand. I understand
completely. The trust will take time, but it will come." He put his
face in my hair and I could feel his warm breath in it. "Little
moments, coming and going, and little promises kept. Days and weeks
go by and we know each other a little better every day."

I found myself smiling as I listened to him,
and I laid a palm to his chest beside my cheek. "Do you say this
with all of them?" I asked.

"No, I don't."

I close my eyes and listened to his
heartbeat. "What makes me so special?"

He kissed my neck. "I'm only just beginning
to find out," he said. "But I'm already convinced. I'm very much
looking forward to knowing better."

"Have you said it to any of them?"

He took a moment, lost in consideration. "No,
not in a very, very long time."

I bit my lip and tried to believe him. "And
what if you get to know me better and I'm not what you think I
am?"

"You don't have to be anything. I just want
to know you better."

I was quiet for a little while.

"Will you look at me, Jennifer?" he
asked.

I nudged at his unyielding chest and then
pulled back from it. I turned and brought my eyes up, fighting
against a strange sort of gravity, and looked at him.

"I want this," he said. "I want you to want
this. I'm not saying it on a whim. I know what I'm asking."

"You do?"

"Yes."

"He comes tomorrow, you know."

"I remember."

I let out an exasperated, impotent sigh.
"When I'm with you," I said, "the answer always seems so
obvious."

He waited to see if I wanted to continue.
When I fell silent, he put a gentle hand to my jaw and stroked my
cheek with his thumb. "Then be with me. We'll be together and the
answer will always seem obvious. What is good now will just get
better. We'll learn from each other and -" he broke off and ran a
hand through my hair. "Can't you see what we could have? Right here
or anywhere."

I looked into his eyes, trying to not get
lost in them, trying not to melt at his touch, trying to remember
to think. God, why was I fighting this?

"And what about them?" I asked at last.

"The others?"

"Yes, the others."

"You won't have to compete for my time with
them. We can put them somewhere else. I can buy us our own house,
or we can stay here. It doesn't matter to me."

"But they'll still be here? You'll still do
this?"

He took in a breath as he understood what I
was asking. "You want me to send them away. You want me to
stop."

I didn't say anything.

"This is who I am, Jen," he said. It was the
first time he had called me that.

"I didn't say I wanted you to give it up," I
said. But I wanted you to want to give it up, I finished in
the echoing recesses of my own mind. And who wouldn't want that in
my position, after what he was asking me to give up? After what he
had just admonished me for? It all seemed so terribly hypocritical
that for a moment I couldn't look him in the face.

I disguised the reaction by laying my cheek
back against his chest and nestling against him with my head under
his chin, and the contact calmed me. He was just talking about what
he knew. He had lived in that world for so long. Who was I to
expect him to change in the drop of a hat?

"We'll work it however makes you happy," he
said. "We'll figure it out. We won't stop until we've made it
perfect, you and me. Don't you think? We could find something
wonderful together."

"I'm just not looking forward to tomorrow," I
said.

"I'll be there with you."

"No, not when I tell him. I owe him that
privacy at least."

"How do you think he'll take it?" he
asked.

I sighed. "Robert's wonderful. He'll be
gracious. He's never not gracious. I'm the one who always ..." but
I didn't finish the thought. There was a lump in my throat. "It'll
just be better when it's done."

"Yes," he agreed. "Better when it's
done."

And he sent me away for the night and I
tossed and turned for a very long time, wondering if it wouldn't be
easier to fall asleep if I had someone warm to hold onto.

-----

The seventh day dawned steel blue. The sky
was cold and very far away. The sounds around me felt very far away
as well.

I ate a simple breakfast and went looking for
Master. He was in his study on the phone. I waited patiently until
he had hung up, and then made a slight movement that would announce
my presence.

"Jen," he said without immediately turning
around. "How're you feeling?"

"Good, sir."

"He'll be here soon, you think."

"Early in the morning, he said when he left
me here." I fell silent, debating how to say what was on my
mind.

"What is it?" he asked, sensing my
hesitation.

"I was wondering if I could be wearing
clothes when I talk to him. The ones you took when I first
came."

"You're embarrassed at how I have you dress
in this house?"

"I don't think that's it. I don't know. I
just - I need to talk to him on equal footing."

"Alright. They're on the top shelf of the
closet at the end of this hallway." He handed me a keyring. "It's
the stubby brass one here."

I thanked him and went down the hall. Inside
the closet were shelves of neatly stacked outfits. Eight of them
for eight women, I assumed. I found mine at the top, washed and
neatly folded, and an echo from another life came into my head as I
remembered picking it out. How nervous I had been that this strange
man wouldn't like me. Now he was going to give me everything I
could have ever wanted.

I wanted to be ready when he came, so I took
the outfit to the front hall. It was my first time setting foot in
it in seven days. How isolated this little world is, I thought to
myself.

I got dressed and sat on the long wooden
bench, trying not to think. Why was I already out here waiting? At
least inside the house there were things to take my mind off what
was about to happen. Out here, trapped, I could do nothing but play
potential conversations over and over again in my head.

Fortunately it was only ten minutes, but it
felt like half a day or half a lifetime or an entire one, lived out
in the repetition of a single terse conversation with someone I was
about to wrong.

The sound of a car stopping came to me
through the door. I couldn't go to the window. I couldn't open the
door. I sat on the bench.

Footsteps came from a walkway. I managed to
get my feet under me and I stood back against the inner door that
led into the house.

A knock sounded.

"Come in," I said. "The door's unlocked." My
voice shook slightly.

The doorknob turned and the door opened. He
was standing there. It seemed impossible that he hadn't changed.
His face was the same. It had been such a very long week. How had
he not changed? But thank God he hadn't. Something hadn't.

"Hey," I said a little breathlessly.

"Jen," he said. He could tell something was
wrong. "Are you alright?"

What a silly thing, but it was the question
that broke me. It was so simple. It had no complications. It was
just someone who cared about me, asking if I was alright.

I ran to him and he took me in his arms. "I
got confused, Robert. I got so confused. Do you forgive me?"

He held me and made a shushing sound. "Tell
me tonight, if you want to," he said, "but I forgive you now
without hearing anything about it. I'm just so glad to see you
again that I don't care."

I was crying and laughing as he held me. Real
life was back. Robert was back, and with him all the comforts of a
world I understood, where people who cared about each other
committed to each other and sex wasn't a tool to undermine a
lifetime's worth of knowing and caring and loving. Robert seemed so
out of place here.

He was a man who wouldn't hurt a fly,
standing bewildered on the threshold of a house built for
exploiting everything contrary to that in human nature, holding a
woman laughing through her tears for a reason he could never
understand. Or maybe he did.

"I haven't been unhappy," I hurried to assure
him when I had my breathing back under control. "It's been ... I
don't know how to describe it. I'm glad of so much, but I got lost,
Robert. I got lost. Forgive me."

"I forgive you."

--------

He was sitting in the chair he had been
sitting in my very first day in the house. I remembered walking
this same path, following Christie with big round eyes, and it felt
like it had been an entirely different person leading an entirely
different life that had made that naive journey.

"You're not staying," he said, without
looking at me.

"No."

He nodded.

"You're not surprised."

"A little surprised, a little hurt, and maybe
a little jealous, but those things come and go, don't they,
Jennifer?"

"I suppose they do."

"Well, goodbye then."

"Thank you. I'm sorry it got all mixed up,
but I'll always remember my time here."

"Yes," he agreed, "I suppose so will I.
Goodbye."

"Goodbye."









This concludes His to Train:
Exclusive Discipline, the fifth and final installment of the
His to Train series. If you've enjoyed yourself and have not
read the prior installments in the His to Train Series, be
sure to give them a look:






His to Train: Flirting With Boundaries

It's been three days since Jennifer arrived
at the master's house, but when looking back on them she remembers
only a whirlwind of new experiences that overwhelm any sense of
time. In only that short period it has fulfilled all the lofty
hopes that brought her here, but it has awakened new deeper, secret
hopes as well. In quiet moments, she even dares to think that it is
special to the master, too, even as experienced and worldly as he
is. As together they delve ever deeper into the submissive dominant
relationship and push at the boundaries of what she thought herself
capable of and comfortable with, the promises that they would not
become too attached begin to erode. In the heat of the moment – and
the moments get very hot indeed – who can say what will be said and
what plans may be changed to address these unexpected feelings?






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.






His to Train: Bonds and Bindings

After an intense, almost overpowering
experience at the hands of the Tremboix Society's mysterious
leader, Jennifer has been offered the opportunity to spend a week
with him and begin to explore her true potential as a submissive.
It means temporary separation from Robert, but the allure of what
Jennifer has tasted is simply too strong to ignore. Once reunited
with the man whose touch thrills and controls her so perfectly,
Jennifer begins the long road of self-discovery - rich with
challenges and with pleasures - as she begins to learn what it is
to have a master and just exactly who hers is.






His to Train: First Discipline

Jennifer's first hours in her new master's
house have been intense ones, but she knows they have only
scratched the surface. Before she has done little more than catch
her breath, it's time to meet the other submissives in the master's
household and learn just exactly what she has gotten herself into.
Far from being allowed to wade in slowly, Jennifer's initiation
into this tight little community will mean getting tossed directly
into the center of its many different flavors of discipline and
power play. By the time her first morning has come to a close, she
will have a lot more to think about than why there isn't a number
on the mailbox.











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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