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The intense events of the morning had left me
sitting on the divan in a gentle daze, rubbing absently at where my
limbs had been tied. The red coloring of my wrists and ankles and
the pleasurable soreness in my lower body were the sole lingering
evidence of what had just taken place, and even they were not
absolutely convincing. Looking around me at the cheerful openness
of the house's layout, arranged for comfort and modern luxury and
dappled in mid-day light, it seemed entirely surreal. In fact, the
only evidence that anything sordid had ever or could ever happen in
a room like this was me: the confused, naked woman sitting on the
divan, with a flushed face and skin glistening with
perspiration.

I looked around and realized that Master had
taken my clothes with him when he had left. This was all very
strange. I felt entirely exposed, sitting in the middle of this
large open space beneath a vaulted ceiling and waiting for other
residents of the house to stroll through and see me in my current
state of confusion and undress.

Minutes passed and my perplexity grew. Was
this some sort of hazing? Was it a test?

I heard faint whispering coming from down one
of the hallways that led off this main room. Out of the corner of
my eye I glimpsed a flicker of motion, but there was no one
there.

I lay back against the cushion of the divan
and tried to ignore the possibility that I was being watched.
Perhaps that's just the way it is, here, I mused. Both of the women
I had encountered here seemed perfectly comfortable moving about
the house in nothing but revealing lingerie. To the contrary, the
first one, Christy, had seemed miserable in the clothes she had to
put on to open the front door. Maybe that was just how things
worked around here. Privacy was a foreign concept, everything was
fair game, and everything was common property - even bodies.

Movement flickered at the corner of my eye
again, and this time I caught a distinct glimpse of a woman peering
out of a doorway at me. My gaze met hers and her eyes widened for
an instant before she ducked out of sight.

How long had she been watching? I wondered. A
few minutes ago I had been in no condition to pay attention to
things like that. Heat rose in my cheeks at the thought that she
had seen everything that had transpired with Master. My first anal
experience had been ... incredibly personal. And yet, the idea that
she had been watching was sort of hot, too. Now why was that,
exactly?

Footsteps sounded from further down the same
hallway where I had glimpsed my curious audience. It was Christy.
It surprised me how glad I was to see a familiar face, even if we
had only spoken a few words to each other. Something in her
demeanor made everything about this place seem natural and
comforting.

"My goodness, Jenny," she said with a faint
smile. "If I didn't know better I'd say you've just been
well-fucked."

The smile that came to my face was shy and a
little sheepish, and my hand rose again to try to smooth the muss
out of my hair. "If you didn't know better, huh?"

"If you think it's obvious now, just wait
until you stand up." She laughed. "Come on. There's a room where we
keep the new girl until she's initiated. There's a shower for you
there if you want it, and your uniform."

I stood up and gained an instant and intimate
understanding of what she meant.

Seeing the extremity of my reaction, her
smile widened. "That was your first time in the ass, then. No
wonder you were so noisy."

I looked at her in concern. "You could
hear?"

"No secrets in this house, Jenny. You'll get
used to it pretty quick. We kind of like it that way, really."

"How many live here, then?" I asked.

"Six of us," she said. "And Master,
sometimes. But he wants to introduce you himself, so the rest of us
are told to stay in our rooms until the initiation ceremony."

"Initiation?" I asked as I followed her down
the hall.

"Well, I suppose in a way everything is an
initiation, isn't it? But I can't talk about it, of course."

She stopped at a doorway leading into a very
small, carpeted room. A bed stood against one corner, and another
door opened into a private bath.

"You're in here until Master comes for you,"
she said. "It won't be long, so if you want to wash up I'd do that
now."

I edged past her into the room. "Thanks," I
said. "I really appreciate you helping me out the way you are. I
don't really know what's expected of me or anything."

She flashed me her infectious smile. "That's
the fun, isn't it?" she asked. "Master's not like one of those who
does anything to catch someone out. He likes helping women become
who they are. That's why everyone wants to come here." With that,
she shut the door.

I was left puzzling over her final words. I
cast another glance around the small room. A pure white lace bra
and panties lay on the bed. I went over and was surprised to see
they were in my sizes. Well, perhaps it was too early to be
surprised by anything. It was all so strange that any one thing
couldn't really stick out.

I moved past the bed and into the low
ceilinged bathroom. It too was almost empty. The toilet, sink, and
shower were all simple white porcelain, and only a single bar of
plain, unscented soap lay wrapped in plastic on the lip of the
sink. A sliding glass door enclosed the shower instead of a plastic
curtain. There was also no door between the main room and the
bathroom.

I looked into the mirror and touched my face.
Sweat was drying on my brow and I smelled unmistakeably of sex.
Without really knowing why, I breathed in deeply and savored the
scent. It was mostly the product of my own arousal, familiar and
ripe with past associations. There was also a lingering trace of
Master on me and that too was unmistakable. It seemed as though my
body was exuding the new fact of my existence. I was his, and every
part of me wanted it to be so. My pulse began to rise again.

I breathed in a final time, savoring a scent
I had never really found pleasant before now, and then stepped into
the shower. Twisting the labeled knobs I found I could control the
temperature and pressure of the water instantaneously.

As the hot water poured down over my skin and
the steam rose to fill the room, I found my thoughts drifting back.
With a shiver I recalled the constricted sensations of being bound
in half with my ass raised in the air. I could recall the thrills
of anticipation, nervousness, and pleasure, as I felt him toying
with my body where I could not see but could feel so very
intensely.

Of its own accord, my hand crept down my
stomach and began to stroke at my clit. I could hear his smooth,
rich voice in my head as he prodded me down the path of total
acceptance, becoming a vessel for him to fill.

I remembered the strong hands caressing me
and the quivering of my own body against his. My eyes closed and my
head bent back into the hot stream of the shower as my fingers
pushed inside. A gentle moan escaped my lips, and then another
louder one.

My eyes jerked open as I heard a sound from
the bathroom beyond the shower.

"You know I used to have a massage wand in
this bathroom. When I took it out I thought that would cut down on
the extra-curriculars."

Master had come for me. He was leaning
against the sink, his arms folded over his broad chest as he
regarded me with an amused expression.

I froze and then dropped my hand to my side,
blushing furiously. "How long - when did you get here?"

"Just now," he said. "I called from the hall,
but obviously your mind was elsewhere. I'd be tempted to let the
show go on, but we have some things to accomplish today."

My blush deepened and I turned off the water.
I bit my lip slightly as I regarded my Master. I wondered hopefully
if he would take advantage of the opportunity presented to him of
finding a wet and horny girl masturbating to thoughts of him in his
shower.

But no, apparently this scenario was not
unusual for him. He held out a towel. "You saw your uniform on the
bed?"

"Yes, Master," I said, unable to keep a
slight note of disappointment out of my voice.

"Then get dressed. We should talk before
lunch."

I toweled off hurriedly and then moved into
the outer room to slide the panties and bra over my still damp
body.

"I imagine you have questions," Master said,
looking idly out of the room's lone window.

"Well - " I said, struggling with how to
begin. "What am I allowed to know, Master?"

He turned to me in slight surprise.
"Anything," he said. "Why do you think I won't answer?"

"It just seems that way, " I said. "It's all
very secretive: the way this place is out in the suburbs and the
way it's made to look like such a quaint little house. And the way
Christy opened the door in those ugly clothes."

"I don't care for the word secretive," he
said.

"I'm sorry," I rushed to backtrack. "I didn't
mean -"

"It's entirely alright. But yes, I keep this
house discreet. That's better term for it. I keep it discreet
because it holds something very special. Something very unusual,
and because of that it's become well-known in some circles, even
famous. Discretion gives this house the peace and privacy it
requires to serve the purpose I built it for."

"But what is that?" I asked. "I don't
understand what this place is."

"It's a safe place. A place of comfort and
security where I take in women to help them experiment and grow
into themselves as the loving, submissive partners I know them
capable of becoming."

"A school, then? A training center?" I had
once heard there were things like that, but the concept had always
struck me as a little ridiculous.

"Oh, it's nothing that formal. I simply
learned some time ago what an incredible experience it is to see a
woman blossom into who she really is and to know that I had some
part in it. Over the years I gained something of a reputation, and
now I have women clamoring to come here. Far more than I could ever
bring, but of course they aren't all a good fit in any case." He
shrugged. "I make a very simple arrangement with the ones that
strike me as suitable. For six months they can live here, work with
me, and become who I think them capable of becoming, and then I
send them back out into the world."

"Christy mentioned you make them leave.
That's what she meant."

He nodded. "It's for the best, even if it
does sting at times. It would be unfair, I mean, and what seems
easiest is not always best."

"I don't understand," I confessed.

"They deserve lives, families, places in
society. I am not going to give them those things. They are here
for a short time and then I send them away. They may cry a bit and
they beg to stay. In particularly bad cases they fall into a
genuine depression. But even then, in the end, it's what's good for
them, and for me. I like to reconnect with them after the
separation has begun to lose some of its sting, and once they have
adequate perspective they are generally grateful that I handle
things the way I do. These are women that I could never be content
with, and they deserve someone who will give them more attention."
He studied the floor for a moment, and then brought himself back to
me. "Being here only a week, you're getting a much condensed
version. I would never take in another dominant's sub for a full
six month period. The bonds formed are too powerful. It would,
almost by default, violate all trust of your true relationship, the
one you share with Robert."

I imagined the intensity of emotions that
these women must go through and found myself jealous of them. I
wanted to know what that felt like, even if it meant experiencing
the lows with the highs.

Master, guessing the thoughts behind my
troubled face, shook his head. "Don't envy them. You have something
they'd do anything to have. You already have a very loving
dominant, a man who understands and accepts the pleasures and
responsibilities of a life with you based on genuine, visceral
trust. So what if your relationship has never been as intense as it
could be? I am going to teach you, and you are going to teach him,
and what the two of you build together will be what you have for
the rest of your lives. What these girls wouldn't give for that.
Some of them find it eventually, but just as many will not be
nearly so lucky. It breaks my heart to see them wasted on those who
don't appreciate what they really are, but we do live in an
imperfect world."

I nodded. He was right that I shouldn't be
jealous. Again, as it had after the night at the Tremboix Society,
the intensity of these new sexual discoveries were made all the
more exciting by my feelings for Robert and my ultimate trust that
what I learned was possible he would be able to provide for me.
Yes, there was nothing to be envious of. What I had was far more
valuable, and made every moment here the more valuable as well. My
face was shining as I looked up. "Yes, Master," I agreed. "Thank
you."

He nodded towards the door. "If you're ready,
it's time to meet your housemates for the next week."

A thrill of anxiety burrowed its way into the
still new warmth in my abdomen. I liked Christy very much, but what
would I have in common with these other women? What if they didn't
like me, the interloper? Awash with the newness of the situation, I
felt like a little girl on my way to my first day of school and now
facing the prospect of meeting my classmates and all their
potential cruelty.

"Don't worry," Master said. "I have a very
effective bonding exercise."

There was a hint of amusement in his voice as
he said it, and in an instant curiosity about what he had in mind
had all but replaced my nervousness.

I turned on point, straightening the strap of
my bra, and passed through the door he was holding open for me.

Voices were now clearly audible back down the
hallway in the main room. They had a babbling, excited quality to
them, and I wondered if my being here wasn't a bit bigger deal than
I had originally expected it to be.

As I turned the corner into the large central
room and came into view of the kitchen, the voices fell silent. Six
women were seated around the high table, and every pair of eyes had
snapped in my direction as I approached. I felt myself blushing
slightly under the scrutiny. I was not at all used to wearing these
skimpy clothes, particularly meeting these women for the first
time, but then again they were all dressed in the same fashion.

They were an eclectic group. But despite
their differences, none of them could be called anything other than
beautiful. They glowed with an openness that only now struck me
seeing them all side by side. I had thought it was just Christy's
personality, but no, it seemed either to be a product of this
environment or a requirement for admission.

Seeking a familiar face, I picked her out at
the end. It was only when I flashed her a quick smile that I
realized that her enthralled gaze was not for me. None of the women
were looking at me.

He had entered behind me, and their eyes were
only for him. Their faces all shone with a trust and anticipation,
as though only good things, new and exciting things, could ever
come from seeing Master again.

With a gentle hand on my ass, he guided my
faltering course forwards to the table.

"Girls, meet our guest. Jennifer will be
staying with us for the week."

Only then, at his prompting, did they turn
and look at me. My cheeks blushed anew and I smiled nervously,
unsure if I was supposed to introduce myself.

"Even though she's not a full-length
resident, I know you'll all treat her as though she were one of
us."

"Yes, Master," several of them agreed and the
others nodded obediently.

"Her shorter time here makes it all the more
important that her experience is a positive one."

Again they agreed, smiles breaking onto some
of their faces. I could feel excitement rising in the room.

There was a slight teasing note in Master's
voice. It was as though he and the women at the table were in on an
inside joke, as though they all knew what was coming and Master was
being deliberately slow in getting to it: tantalizing them under
the guise of introducing me.

Slowly, Master strode to the head of the
table, a hand stroking his chin and that infectiously mischievous
smile on his lips.

"For those of you who haven't heard," he went
on, "Jennifer and I encountered eachother at her audition for the
Tremboix Society. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Master," I agreed.

He nodded, his hands splayed lazily on the
wooden table and his eyes closed. "Quite a performance."

A slight rustling passed through his
audience.

When he reopened his eyes, they fell as
though by coincidence upon a small spiral-bound notebook lying in
the center of the table which I had not noticed.

"And what's that? The Log?" he said as though
surprised.

He reached out one hand and drew it towards
him. A collective shiver along the table confirmed that whatever
had everyone so on edge had a great deal to do with that
unremarkable little book. He licked a finger, drew it open, and
flicked through several pages.

"My goodness," he said. "Look at this. Would
you look at this. Four days I'm away and you ladies acquire a
rap-sheet like this?" He tutted softly, turning a page back and
then forward again. "Now I understand the nervousness. We have some
serious accounts that need settling, don't we?"

The sighs and shivering had stopped. He now
commanded the room in utter silence.

"Who was my record keeper this week?" he
asked.

"Me, Master," a blonde woman seated two down
from the end answered him. She had long, elegant limbs and a
delicate face that was fixed in an expression of nervous
expectation: a strange mixture of dread and excitement. Even
sitting down she was two inches taller than the women to either
side of her, and her pale skin was flushed.

Master shook his head and tutted again.
"Naomi, Naomi, Naomi. All this happens when I leave you in
charge?"

Naomi seemed to be holding her breath.

Master looked at her paralyzed, blushing
form. "That's ten spanks, isn't it? For a house poorly run?"

Around the table the women nodded in
confirmation.

"Would you come up here, please, where
everyone can see you?"

Naomi rose carefully from her chair and made
her way around the table. Master took his own chair and turned it
around so that the back of it faced the room.

Naomi stopped beside him and stood waiting
with nervous hands clasped over her bare stomach.

"Apologize to everybody, please. They are
going to be punished because you couldn't keep them in line. If you
had done your job, none of this would be necessary."

She turned and faced the onlookers. "I'm
sorry," she said in a weak voice. "I should have been better."

She seemed to include me in her apology. Not
yet understanding what that meant, I took it to be flattering.
Already I was a part of something.

"Thank you for your sincerity, Naomi," Master
said. "Now assume your position, please."

With several small steps she moved to stand
with her hips against the back of Master's chair. Tall as she was,
she was able to bend down and lay her hands on the seat of the
chair without her stomach or groin making contact with its
back.

She quivered as Master laid a casual hand on
the ass being presented to him. He ran his fingers over it and gave
it a playful pinch making her jump slightly.

"You're going to be better, aren't you,
Naomi? Once you've learned your lesson, of course."

"Yes, Master."

He took the band of her panties in his
fingers and then drew them down her ass and let them fall to her
ankles. Even from several feet away it was obvious that her now
exposed pussy was extremely wet.

With a ringing smack, Master brough his hand
down on her vulnerable backside. Naomi released a slight whimper
but otherwise remained still.

"How many was that, Naomi?" Master asked
her.

"One, Master."

His hand came down again, this time on the
other cheek.

"Two, Master," she cried out through gritted
teeth.

Master made it three, four, and five. With
each blow the woman sagged slightly until she was lying across the
top of the chair with her legs limp against the ground and her head
below her knees.

At five, Master stopped and ran a hand again
over the full curve of her ass.

"How quickly things change, hmm, Naomi?" he
said. "One moment you're the authority figure, ordering the rest of
the household around. The next minute here you are splayed against
the wall getting your ass cheeks pinkened in front of everybody by
the true master of the house because you were not worthy of the
responsibilities he left to you. It must be quite humiliating."

"Yes, Master," she agreed, discomfort audible
in her subdued voice.

She inhaled slightly as Master's caressing
fingers ventured between her legs. Her breathing began to quicken
as he fingered her, and her feet bounced against the floor in
silent gratitude.

Without stopping his expert fingers, Master
turned to look at the table and gave a warning look to his
onlookers. Don't let this be you, his look seemed to say, and then
he pulled his hand back and spanked Naomi's ass much harder than
any of the previous blows.

A moan of pleasure cut off into a shrieked,
choking gasp.

"What was that, Naomi?"

"Six, Master," she answered after a moment,
panting and grimacing.

He struck again, and again, and she counted
each. I felt my pulse rising as I looked on. The spectacle was
possibly the hottest thing I had ever witnessed, even if I didn't
understand why it affected me so strongly. Something in the
Master's enthusiasm and his obvious enjoyment of her vulnerable
body quivering beneath his hand made my head swim. Parts of me were
jealous of her, and parts were grateful that I was a safe distance
away where I could watch Master in his element.

"You're going to be better now, aren't you?"
He punctuated the question with another spank.

"Nine, Master. Yes, Master," she panted.

He nodded and considered her. Gripping a
cheek in each hand, he spread her ass and examined the slight
bruising becoming apparent. An evaluating hand caressed her
smarting flesh and again found its way between her legs.

As though he had resumed without any
interruption, she was instantly responsive to his touch. She began
to heave and her moans grew louder. She seemed either unaware or
apathetic to the room full of onlookers as she was coaxed towards
very public climax.

In his free hand, Master opened the spiral
notebook and flicked it to its last page.

"I think we need a new record-keeper," he
said over the moans he was evoking in the mostly naked woman beside
him. "Naomi's served her term. Did we have her successor
selected?"

"Me, Master," a tentative voice rose from a
dark-haired woman seated beside Naomi's empty chair.

"Clarissa, yes, now I remember," Master
agreed, wagging the notebook in confirmation. "I hope you've taken
this demonstration to heart."

Naomi voiced a series of particularly loud
moans, arching her back and reaching unmistakeable, full-throated
orgasm. With a faint splash she came onto Master's hand and her own
thighs and made a puddle on the floor between her spread legs.

Master turned and bent so that his mouth was
only inches from his ear. He uttered several words that only she
could hear, and she nodded.

Satisfied with her response, Master
straightened, gave her ass a final, sanctimonious little spank and
then helped her stand.

The look she gave Master was loving,
vulnerable, and profoundly trusting. "Ten, Master," she said softly
to him, and he kissed her forehead with affection.

"As the first to be punished today, Naomi,"
he said, "I give you the honor of explaining to our guest the part
that she gets to play in this little ritual."

"Yes, Master," she said, and then turned to
me with a slightly apologetic expression on her face, her panties
still at her ankles. "Every punishment Master gives us today, he
gives you, too."

 

I blanched and looked from her to Master. All
of it? Had I done something wrong?

"Tell her why, Naomi," Master instructed.

"Because he wants us to accept you and get
along, and by doing it this way we'll feel bad for you and guilty
about getting you extra punishment that you don't deserve."

I swallowed and met her gaze with large eyes.
I suppose when put that way it made sense, but I couldn't help but
wish there were some other sacrifice to be made for group morale
than my inexperienced body.

"Now apologize for the spanking you've earned
her, Naomi, and go sit down," Master said, squeezing her ass a
final time.

"I'm sorry you're being spanked because of
me," she said with touching sincerity. Then she stooped, pulled her
panties up, and made her way back to her seat.

When she had sat down with a wince, all eyes,
Master's included, turned to me.

"Jennifer," Master entreated me, gesturing at
the chair.

I swallowed again and stepped forward.
Bending over, I found that the back of the chair stopped just at my
waist so that leaning my weight onto it left my legs fully extended
to the floor. My palms were sweaty as I laid them on the bare wood
of the chair seat.

A tingle of electricity raced through me as I
felt his touch alight on my hip.

"Are you ready?" he asked me.

"Yes, Master," I said.

"I want you to be a good girl and take your
punishment well. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes, Master," I answered.

"Taking punishment well is an important skill
in a submissive, Jennifer. When Naomi was where you are now, she
was grateful that I was punishing her. That's how I know she
regrets being bad. The way she quivers and moans isn't about a soft
touch. It's about being reminded who is in charge. It's important
that you know it, too, and it's important that you show me you know
it."

"Yes, Master."

His hand squeezed my tense buttock
experimentally.

"Discipline is the entrance into this little
community. You want to be here, don't you?"

"Yes, Master."

"Then ask to be disciplined. Ask to be shown,
and then we can start."

"Show me my place, Master. Spank me."

He hooked my panties with a finger and
brought them to my knees, and with a swift, stinging slap he
fulfilled my request.

"One, Master," I counted dutifully when the
initial surprise of the pain had passed.

"Did you like that?" he asked.

"Yes, Master," I said. "Put me in my
place."

He spanked me again, harder.

"Two, Master," I gasped.

His third was harder still, and the stinging
deepened into a dull ache.

"Three, Master," I called out, my eyes
watering.

He brought the count to five, six, and then
seven and I called each one dutifully.

"You're being a very good girl, Jennifer," he
said. "I've usually got the new ones squealing by now."

"Thank you, Master," I said, pushing my face
into outstretched my arms and inhaling deeply of everything that
was happening. The sting of his contact was somehow more
pleasurable and enticing the deeper it burned. Tears were rolling
down my face, but it was purely a physical reaction. I desperately
wanted more.

I let out a breath as his hand struck my
raised ass. Eight, I counted. Nine. Ten. Eleven. My voice was
urgent, begging him for more in the simple act of counting. Twelve.
Thirteen. There were no pauses between them now, and I lost count.
His hand had grown violent, eager, and uncontrolled.

It was perhaps around twenty-five that he
stopped. He drew back, wiping a hand across his mouth. I turned to
look at him, unsure whether he was done with me and wanting to do
nothing that might remind him he had already passed well beyond my
prescribed punishment.

His broad chest was heaving from the exertion
and veins stood out on his arms. "Very good," he breathed,
collecting himself. "Very, very -" he did not finish the sentence.
"Stand up."

I raised myself off the chair and stood to
face him, slightly shy to make eye contact again after the sudden
and unexpected intensity of our session together. My cheeks were
pinkened slightly and I cast a distracted look at the table of
faces turned towards me. I had forgotten that he and I were not
alone, and yet, I still could not shake the feeling that we
were.

He brushed a stray lock of hair off of my
face with a rough thumb. "I can tell you're going to make good use
of your time here," he said, his breathing still slightly
elevated.

"Thank you, Master," I said.

Perhaps it was wishful thinking on my part,
but I thought I caught the slightest hint of reluctance as he
turned back to the notebook lying on the table. I moved to the side
and bent to pull my panties back into place, but Master stopped me.
"Leave them," he ordered. "We're just getting started."

I straightened and took a small step back. It
felt dirtier, somehow, to stand there in the room with my panties
at my knees waiting patiently for Master to call for me again than
it had being splayed out and loudly spanked and the focus of every
eye in the room. I felt a hot bead of liquid roll down the inside
of my thigh.

"Rachel," Master said, reading from the
notebook.

"Yes, Master," the soft-eyed brunette at the
far end of the table answered.

"You broke curfew Wednesday night."

"Yes, Master."

"And you knew that means the ruler, didn't
you?"

"Yes, Master," she confessed, her voice
quiet.

He gestured for her to come up and then
retrieved a wooden ruler from a drawer by the sink.

"You, too, Jennifer," he said, gesturing with
the ruler. "We should be a bit more efficient if we're not going to
be all afternoon at this. Pass that empty chair up so Jennifer has
something to hold onto."

The chair was passed forward Master stood it
next to the one I had just become intimately acquainted with.
Instead of folding over her chair, Rachel moved forward to hold the
back in her hands and then bent, pushing her shapely ass outwards
in invitation to the narrow band of wood in Master's hand. Next to
her, I followed suit.

"It's twenty for the third offense, isn't it,
Rachel?" Master asked.

"Yes, Master," she confirmed. Her eyes were
closed and her mouth was slightly open as she waited for
contact.

"If I didn't know better, I would say that
you don't particularly mind my punishments. In fact, at times -
silly as it might seem - I get the stange idea that you enjoy
them."

"I'm sorry, Master," she said, her breath
catching with urgency.

The yell she released when wood made contact
with her skin was almost triumphant. She counted obediently, but
several times she repeated a number. Master chose not to correct
her.

By the time she had called out ten, her chest
was heaving and her face was flushed with pleasure.

In what was probably his actual method of
punishing her, Master shifted his attentions to me and for the
moment left Rachel hot-faced and aching with unreleased
tension.

The first crack of the ruler caught me
completely by surprise. Unlike the spanking, it burned hot and
sharp in a line across my flesh. It was all I could do not to call
out, but Master was careful not to hit me in the same place twice,
and I found I could take the sting even if I did miss the intimacy
of feeling his hand against my skin.

When I had counted to ten, he returned to
Rachel. I noticed that he did not vary the position that he struck
her with the ruler very much at all, but she seemed to relish it
more and more.

"Thank you, Master," she called out,
positively writhing.

It was clear that this was a frequent ritual
and that Master was well acquainted with her response to corporal
punishment. When he delivered the twentieth smack he grasped her
desperate, thrusting hips, and pulled her against him. Her firm,
bruised ass pressed into his groin, and he held her as her body
responded still more powerfully. He reached around her front and
with a casual rub at her clit unleashed the orgasm she was calling
for so desperately. Her hips bucked against him and then her head
fell limply forward, her hair concealing her face.

With his hand still on her waist, Master bent
her back upright and pushed her forcefully towards the table. She
stumbled forward and caught herself, disheveled and flushed, and
then cast a submissive, grateful look back at Master as he watched
her retreat with a masculine belligerence so alluring that I could
understand why she would deliberately provoke him.

"Stand up," he said, turning back to me.
"Ten's enough for you. You'll hurt yourself playing her game."

I straightened, conflicted by this unexpected
offering. I was grateful for his compassion and tenderness for me,
yes, but I couldn't deny my disappointment. Seeing such an intense
scene unfold right beside me had put a lot of ideas into my head
that were now going to have to wait for another opportunity to be
explored.

Master consulted the book and looked up in
slight surprise. "Christy," he said.

I looked up, too. What could that sweet
little thing have done to break the rules?

"Yes, Master?" she answered him.

"Am I reading this correctly?"

She let out a little sigh. "Yes, Master."

"Not one but two counts of masturbating
between the hours of 9 am and 8 pm. My my. Too long a stretch for
you, is it?"

"I'm sorry, Master."

"Can anyone remind me the punishment for
masturbation during daytime hours?"

"A titty cropping," several of the women
called out with bright enthusiasm.

With pink cheeks, Christy picked her way up
front to stand beside me. She did not make eye contact, as though
she was sure that this shameful revelation would be enough to
undermine any potential friendliness I had towards her.

"Apologize to Jennifer, please, Christy."

"I'm sorry, Jen," she said, still looking at
the floor. "I wish I weren't getting you in trouble, too."

"Very touching," Master commented. "But
what's done is done. Present."

At the sound of his command, Christy reached
back and unclapsed her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She
gathered her breasts in her slender fingers and pushed them out in
front of her so that her small, stiffening nipples were pointed
prominently forwards. Unsure of myself, I followed suit.

We stood beside each other, Christy in her
panties and I now naked, waiting with our breasts held out for
punishment

Master retrieved a stiff leather riding crop
from a shelf against the wall and smacked it lightly on his palm as
he walked back, circling behind us and then pausing to Christy's
left.

"Is 11 hours really too long to restrain
yourself?" he asked her.

"No, Master," she said, the embarrassment
palpable in her voice.

"Eleven hours," he repeated. "Eleven. I'm
almost impressed by the way this continues to be a problem for
you."

She closed her eyes, the flush of humiliation
spreading across her body.

With a sharp whap, the tip of Master's crop
struck one of Christy's proffered breasts. She muffled a yelp and
stared in chagrin at Master.

"And what do you think, Jennifer? Eleven
hours isn't so long, is it?"

"No, Master," I said as neutrally as
possible, not wanting to cause Christy any unnecessary trouble.

With a sharp sting the tip of the crop landed
against the flesh of my right breast just above the nipple. He left
it pressed to my skin, and then slid it down slightly to rub at my
nipple with a playful little flick. A slight moan escaped my lips
as the nipple hardened and stood up under the stimulation.

"Eleven hours," he repeated to himself,
slapping at my tit thoughtfully. "Twice in the past four days she
can't make it eleven hours."

The crop went away and then a swoosh, slap,
and whimper came again from my left. Then two more.

Master's footsteps carried him behind us.
"But then again, pent up sexual energy can be quite powerful, can't
it, Jennifer? Quite overwhelming?"

I inhaled sharply as I felt the cool leather
shaft push between my legs and rub slowly over my moisture
slickened pussy, parting my lips tantalizingly.

"Yes, Master," I agreed, a tremor of need
coming into my voice as the leather teased at me ever so
gently.

He pulled it free and slapped the tip
directly againt my stiffened nipple. I released a shrill whine of
pain and clutched my hand tighter around the breast, inadvertently
pushing the nipple into still greater prominence, which he took
advantage of with another swish of the crop.

Master continued to split his energies
between us, but as the punishment continued, I found that more and
more often his attentions for me came in the form of tantalizing
caresses with the leather tip, while he continued to inflict
stinging strikes to Christy's breasts. The distribution had the
desired effect on both of us. Soon my nipples and pussy were
equally full and needy, and as he fulfilled their physical yearning
with little caresses of the leather instrument my head began to
swim. The more I responded, the less time he spent away from me. It
seemed it was all he could to to maintain the charade of punishment
as he circled, hungry to take me and my willing body then and
there.

I let out an uncontrolled moan as I felt the
stiff shaft of the leather crop push into my hole, and it proved
too much for him. The crop fell to the floor with a clatter and his
mouth was on my neck and his hands massaging my breasts that he had
been teasing for so long.

"Yes," I moaned as he cast aside the decorum
of the ritual. I could feel the engorged shape of his arousal
pressing against my belly and brought my hands to encircle his
neck.

In a fluid motion, he raised his foot and
stepped on the cloth of my panties where they remained spanned
tight between my knees. Then, gathering my thighs in one arm and my
waist in the other, he lifted me out of them and brought me to
straddle his waist. All the while his mouth and hands remained on
me.

With another equally deft movement he had
opened his belt and freed himself, and I could feel the hot,
pounding sensation of his cock pressing up against my thigh from
beneath.

"Take me, Master," I urged him.

I released another sharp moan as he lowered
me onto his thick cock. Even as large as it was, I had been so wet
for so long that it was not difficult at all to take him into
me.

At last, after so many minutes yearning for
it, I was being bounced on his cock with a quickening rhythm. The
world was colors and movement around me until I closed my eyes and
felt only the sensations of his body against mine and inside of
mine.

"I'm coming, Master," I shouted. "I'm
coming." And with an incredible flood of crimson, ecstatic release,
I did. Pleasure glowed in the deepest part of me as my fricton with
him only increased by my pussy muscles clenching around him.

And then first through the stiffening of his
body and then the hot spurt deep in my cavity I felt him come for
me, too, and I pressed my cheek to his so that I could feel the
pleasure that I was giving him. His body heaved in pleasure beneath
mine, and I embraced it as the warm glow of my orgasm deposited me
back in his arms.

After a moment, he slipped out of me and set
me down on my feet. I kept a hand on his shoulder until I had found
my balance, and raised my eyes to meet his.

"How embarrassing," he said, speaking to the
women at the table but never taking his eyes off of me. "I wasn't
supposed to let her come until we had finished for the day."

"Things happen, Master," I said.

"So they do," he agreed. With difficulty, he
turned away from me. "Eat," he said. "We'll finish with the log at
dinner. No one is off the hook, least of all Jennifer."

I appreciated his intentions in wanting to
seem tough on me, but I couldn't help but think it was a little
unconvincing. I could tell that the other women had seen how Master
looked at me, but I wasn't sure what this meant. Was he like this
with all new additions, or was I something unusual?









This concludes His to Train: First Discipline, the third
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: 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.






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.tkand
subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.
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