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The oranges were pre-loaded every morning, so
all it took was a push of a button. The machine whirred its gears
and the rich-colored liquid of the orange juice filled my glass.
They were nectarines, I think, or the kind that grow in Florida,
and it only took two of them to fill the short-necked wineglass a
little more than halfway.

I was still a little timid in the face of the
luxuries of the house. I couldn't shake the nagging feeling that I
was doing something wrong to be enjoying myself this much, so when
I pulled the chilled bottle of champagne towards me I covered it
with a towel before I opened it to muffle the pop of the cork. If I
was too blasé about it, someone was sure to jump through the large
plate glass window beside me. "What's the special occasion?" they'd
demand. "That bottle is thirty dollars." I would have to make
something up on the spot, or say "Master likes me to have nice
things," or something equally empty. It just felt good.

It fizzed musically as I poured the mimosa,
and I stowed the bottle inside the door. Drink in hand, I wandered
down the hall to the library. Master had it laid out so that the
good literature was in front of you as you walked in, particularly
Russian: Tolstoy, Dostoyevsky, Nabokov, presumably to improve the
reading habits of the people that stayed with him, but in this
instance I felt no guilt at all burrowing right across to the low
shelf two rows back against the south-facing wall, replete with its
rows of cheap, raunchily covered hundred and two hundred page
romances. I just couldn't read literature while sunbathing. It felt
so unnatural.

At last, armed with sunscreen, mimosa, and
two dog-eared paperbacks clutched under an elbow, I found myself a
beach chair along the pool and settled in. This would be the
perfect morning, I told myself. If only I was in a state of mind to
appreciate it, it would have been the perfect morning.

But I only made it a few pages before I put
down my reading. The hero had just made his first appearance with
mussed hair, a perfect smile, and a danger streak a mile wide.
Normally I'd have eaten it up, and yet today it all seemed so pale
and hollow. It wasn't a fantasy I was interested in.

I looked across the pool and saw Christie
lying back with her eyes closed. I needed to talk to someone, and
she was the closest thing I had to a friend here.

"Hey, Christie," I said, joining her.

"Hey yourself." She cracked an eye at me.
"Oh, it's you." She rolled over onto her elbows and looked at me
sideways.

"I'm sorry, I thought you looked awake."

"I was." She looked more closely at me and
seeming to recognize that I was looking for a serious conversation,
she rose up a little more primly and wriggled closer. "Tell me,"
she said.

"Tell you what?"

"Well, how you've been getting on here. With
Master. He's taken with you, I can tell."

"You can?" I asked, startled. "I mean, it
feels like that sometimes, but I don't want it to get lost in
wishful thinking."

She arched an eyebrow at me and I
flushed.

"I mean - I just mean - isn't he like that
with anyone new? I've only been here three days."

"You're enjoying yourself, then?" She
asked.

I pretended not to notice she had forgotten
to answer my question. "It's completely different than what I
expected," I said. "But better, almost." I looked at my feet. "Is
it always this ... distracting?"

"Distracting?"

I made a vague gesture.

"Oh, you mean you're horny as hell."

I blushed.

She wriggled even closer, to an almost
conspiratorial distance. "It feels so wrong, doesn't it? It seems
to go against everything."

"He makes it seem right, though," I said.

She nodded and smiled off at the bushes.
"Yeah," she agreed.

"He said he has something special planned for
me this afternoon," I confided in her after a moment.

"Special?"

"I think that's the word he used. I was
particularly ... distracted, when he said it."

"Special," she mused. "That's quite a
word."

I fell silent, tracing the arcs of tiling
along the edge of the pool with my eyes.

"Well, you've certainly captured Master's
attention," she concluded after a moment's thought.

"You think so?" I asked. I was immediately
ashamed of the eagerness in my voice. I wasn't here for this. This
was all just a learning experience. It was never supposed to be
more than that. But then again, how could I have known?

Christie seemed to notice my turmoil and she
lowered herself down onto her chest and laid her cheek on her
hands. "Well, who knows, anyways," she said. "We're here learning
to submit to the unknowable, right?"

"Sometimes I don't remember," I said. "It
feels empty thinking what I could take away if I couldn't take it
all."

She gave me a knowing look. "Just enjoy
yourself," she advised me. "What's the use of worrying?"

I shrugged and sat back. "I suppose you're
right. Easier said than done, though, when I'm just here. It's hard
to put my mind on other things."

"How well I know it," she agreed with a note
of finality.

I kicked a little pebble into the grass and
stood up. "I'm going to go splash some water on my face."

She waved me away without sitting up and I
was left again to my own thoughts as I passed into the outer lounge
and then back along the corridor to the small bathroom in the
eastern corner of the house. What could he have meant by something
special? Did he mean special to me? But that felt like everything
that had happened so far. It all felt special and new. Or special
to him? Special in comparison to everything else around here? I
really was going to drive myself crazy, and over something I really
shouldn't have been worrying about.

But because I couldn't stop thinking about
him, I turned my disobedient mind to the physical things. I thought
about the tingling that ran up my spine. I thought about the almost
electric excitement that ebbed and flowed when I heard his voice. I
thought about the slight trace of fear with which I looked at him -
not fear that he would hurt me, but simply at how utterly he was
able to influence my will and desires - how open and defenseless I
was to him. But as the thoughts grew more intense, I had to fight
against them, too. It was too early to get carried away.

He had asked me to wait for him in the small
room off the front hall at two o'clock, and it was only just before
noon now. The word 'special' rang in my head, like it hadn't been
meant to refer to what he had in mind, but for me, instead.
Special, meant for me.

At last I conceded defeat. I wasn't going to
get my mind off of it. All I could do was go to wait for him now
and hope that by some merciful circumstance he got back from his
business early. I had never been so impatient for anything in my
life than to see him again and to be under his influence again. I
felt a dull, needy ache deep in my lower abdomen.

The little room, the only one in the house I
had not yet set foot in, was dark when I cracked the door open. I
reached inside and fumbled until I found a light switch. A dim lamp
swelled to brightness, illuminating a small, largely unfurnished
room. A leather divan sat against one wall and a narrow closet was
set into the wall across from me. Save for those two things and the
lamp, the room was bare.

I slipped inside and breathed in with relish.
More than any room in the house, this place smelled of him. There
was also the hint of scented candle and leather.

I went to the divan and sank to its soft,
supple cushion. My hands kneaded its texture and the sensation
released a wealth of associations that sent a thrill of
anticipation through me. I lay down and pressed a cheek to it and
breathed in the rich leather musk. Only a little longer to wait and
I would see what this room was for.

For a moment it struck me how odd the average
woman would find my excitement. I had been asked to wait in a dark,
windowless room by a man I knew so little about, in all likelihood
so that he could come and spank me, tie me up, or in some other way
make me the receptacle of his authority and discipline. And here I
lay, so impatient that I had come two hours early almost whimpering
in need for it to begin. I might have had a very different reaction
only a few days ago, but since then I had learned a great deal
about myself and about what I wanted and about what this man in
particular could do to me and what he could make me feel. If I felt
any shame or embarrassment, it was only that I had disobeyed him
and entered before I was told.

Fantasies played out in my head as I lay on
my side against the cool leather. The minutes passed slowly and my
head swam through visions that gradually became more vivid than my
dimly lit surroundings. Maybe because of the darkness or maybe
because I hadn't had anything but a mimosa since breakfast or maybe
because I had managed to get so little rest the night before, I
fell into a light sleep.

---

It was probably the ropes that woke me. For a
moment or two I strained against them sleepily, trying to roll over
into a more comfortable position and not understanding why my
wrists were held in place. I pulled harder and a slight throb of
pain where the ropes constricted against me brought me back to my
senses.

I opened my eyes and in an instant remembered
where I was. I was on my back looking up at the ceiling. My arms
and legs were spread apart by the tension of the ropes, and my
uniform had been removed.

I stared down in surprise at my naked body.
By the feel of the leather against my bare skin I could tell that I
was still on the same divan, only reoriented. I looked around for
the one I had been waiting for, but he was not here. He had come
and gone, it seemed, or someone had. The thought of his hands
moving my limp, sleeping body was sent a shiver of heat through my
bound limbs. I imagined him sliding the skimpy lingerie over my
skin and setting it aside. As if in long-delayed response, my
nipples stiffened slightly in the empty air at the thought of the
recent ghostly touch that had bared them.

I strained to listen for a sound that would
tell me what would happen next, but all I could make out were the
normal sounds of the house, distant chatter and a few notes of
music.

"Master?" I said aloud.

A few moments passed and I could feel the
welling of moisture between my spread legs. Bound in this empty
room I imagined myself like some helpless offering to a terrible
beast, like Andromeda on the rock waiting to be devoured.

With a creak, the knob of the door rotated
and I turned toward it so fast that a hot pain shot through my
neck. Master was there, his exquisite body undressed and his hand
light on the door panel.

"You're awake," he said.

"Yes, Master," I said.

He approached me and with a cool hand he
tested my bindings. I shivered as his fingers brushed my wrists and
ankles and as his probing tugs stretched my body wider for him. I
watched his face, waiting for him to speak, but he seemed in no
hurry to explain what was happening.

Satisfied with the ropes, he trailed a
lingering finger across my bare chest and straightened. As he
traced across my nipple, he took it and rolled it lightly between
his fingers.

My pulse quickened and I thrust my chest
outwards into his touch, but in another moment his caress had
become a vice. His grip tightened and hot pain lanced through me,
but I did not take my eyes from his face even as my teeth clenched
in silent discomfort.

"Are you ready for what I promised you?" he
asked me, loosening his grip only slightly.

"Something special?" I asked. "I'm ready,
Master."

His lips turned in an amused smile. "Is that
the word I used? Well, as good a word as any."

He released me and turned away to go to the
closet on the far side of the room. He produced a key from his
pocket and opened it, but the door swung open in such a way as to
hide my view of the contents.

He reached in a retrieved something and then
turned back to me, leaving the closet ajar behind him. In his hand
were several objects, among them a long, blood-red candle. I stared
at it in incomprehension, my eyes drawn to it.

"You've been enjoying yourself here, haven't
you, Jennifer?"

"Yes, Master."

"Then it's time I stopped coddling you."

My surprise must have shown on my face.

"You think I haven't been?" He took my head
in his hand so that his palm lay against my throat and his thumb
stroked my cheek roughly. "It's not all so easy. I make demands of
my women."

"Your women?" I asked stupidly, still shocked
that he had referred to my intense experiences of the past three
days as coddling.

He moved forward so that he was straddling my
supine body. "Aren't you one?"

"Yes, Master," I said immediately. A warm
rush filled my chest at the words and a slight flush came to my
cheeks. Caught unawares by the intensity of the feeling, I would
have looked away, but still he held my face towards him in a rough
grip.

He bent forward and kissed me, occupying and
possessing my mouth with his tongue. "Then it's time I treated you
like it," he said when he withdrew. "I get tired of the exercises
and games and taking it slow with the new girl. But I have to,
because none of them come to me ready. Except you, maybe. That's
what I think."

"Me, Master?" I asked.

"I think I see it in your eyes that you're
ready the way the others aren't. It's in the eyes I see it. Fuck
me, they say. Use me. Take me so hard that I know you're using me
for your pleasure and not my own. That's what I see in your eyes.
That's what you want, isn't it?"

"Yes, Master," I breathed.

"Maybe you shouldn't have been so obvious. I
like the thrill of the chase a little bit, but then again sometimes
I want myself a really dirty girl like you. I want someone just as
dirty and slutty as I can find, who I don't have to be slow
with."

He had lowered himself so that he was sitting
on my thighs, his skin against mine. His hand rested on my hip as
he continued to hold my face towards his with his other hand. It
was a symbolic gesture. I could never have looked away now. He was
praising me for things I had never known about myself, but now that
he had said them and said that he liked them, I couldn't bear the
thought of being any other way. So I looked at him, submissive and
patient for him to do what he clearly wanted to so badly.

He produced a match from his pocket, struck
it, and lit the candle before setting it aside on the floor. The
clean scent of its smoke infused the air.

"Do you trust me, Jennifer?" he asked.

"Yes, Master."

"Good," he said. "That's good. Because this
isn't something I would do with just anyone."

"I trust you, Master," I repeated. But even
so, my chest felt tight.

He laid a hand on my on the pale, sensitive
skin of my stomach. He could feel my slight trembling. He could see
the trepidation that, in spite of my need to please and be brave
and be open-minded, I could not shut out entirely.

"If it becomes too much for you, I want you
to tell me," he said. "I want you to say so, alright? I want you to
say 'Awry.'"

"Awry," I repeated.

"This is a safe room," he said, "where two
people who trust each other can explore things that they would not
do with other people."

I watched him, still at a complete loss for
what was about to happen. I pulled lightly at my wrists. The
bondage I understood. The bondage I liked. But it also made what
was coming all the more terrifying, whatever it was. But I was
grateful that he was speaking this way with me. It reminded me why
I was not, in my conscious mind, afraid.

He bent and retrieved the candle from the
floor. It had burned down from its sharp point of wick into a
deepening caldera of burning wax.

"This is specially formulated wax," he told
me. "It burns hot. Very hot. As hot as something can burn without
being able to cause first degree burns."

My eyes locked onto it, but I nodded to show
that I understood.

He put a finger to my lips and nudged it into
my mouth. I opened slightly to allow the finger inside and he held
it between my teeth, pointed towards my throat.

"Say the safe word, Jennifer."

"Awry," I repeated perfectly intelligibly,
and understood now why he had chosen that word in particular.

He withdrew the finger and retrieved a
crooked metal tube from the floor. He allowed a drip of hot wax to
fall into the metal opening and then pressed the base of the candle
into it.

"Cry out if you like," he said. "Some like
quiet; they want to watch the struggle. But I like the sounds." He
closed his eyes for a moment in relish. "I've said it before,
haven't I, Jennifer? The way a natural submissive responds drives
me absolutely wild."

He checked the candle's placement again and
then held out the base of the metal tube in front of my mouth. I
opened and closed my teeth on its edge, wrapping my lips around the
coolly gleaming surface. The crooked angle made the tip of the
candle lean downwards towards my stomach and its gleaming pool of
burning hot wax poised above my chest. I watched it transfixed as
my slight trembling transferred up along the object and made the
point of fire bob and waver.

My tight, constricted breath played out
around the metal tube, causing it to vibrate as though I were
blowing across the mouth of a bottle.

He bent again, feeling on the floor, and then
straightened with a vibrator in his hand. I felt my body clench in
incredible anticipation. It was surprising, even frightening, how
strongly I responded. The sight sent a throb of hunger, need, and
vulnerability through me. He could do anything, absolutely
anything, and I was frozen in place and trying desperately to
remain still for the candle and its ever more precarious bead of
super-heated wax.

 

He held it up where I could see it and with a
buzz the vibrator purred to life. My breathing was becoming louder
and more ragged as he made a slight circle in the air with the
buzzing device.

Slowly he lowered it until it was humming
against my upper stomach, just above my sternum. A slightly numbing
vibration pulsed through my clenched abdomen and my hyper-anxious
muscles loosened slightly. It was a very strange sensation. In any
other situation it might not have even felt particularly sexual. It
was just such a contrast to my tightened, anxious body.

Unintentionally, my mouth opened slightly in
pleasure. The instant froze as I realized what had happened and
came to my senses, and then white-hot pain lanced through me,
radiating from a point between my breasts where a bead of wax had
fallen. In only another instant it had cooled into a flat splash
mark, blood-red against my alabaster skin. I released a whimper and
he looked up at my heaving breasts and the cooling wax.

"How did that feel?" he asked.

I closed my eyes in an expression of
discomfort, unable to communicate verbally.

"We just need to go deeper," he said. "It's
only a little longer before you will be begging for more of it.
Once you go looking for pleasure in the pain, you'll find it very
quickly."

I blew out a breath that whistled against the
tube and tried to relax. The touch of the vibrator withdrew and his
hand was caressing over the soft skin of my stomach. He followed
the side of my body down, creating a slight grip against my hip
between thumb and fingers. My back arched slightly as I felt him
kneading at the tight muscle of my ass, and then the vibrator was
on me again.

Now it was working up my inner thigh, a place
of less ambiguous sensation. My body understood this contact very
well indeed. I curled my toes and fingers as he traced the vibrator
upwards with infuriating, tantalizing slowness. For every inch up,
he circled half an inch back. My teeth were clenched against the
candle base in my mouth and my breathing was high and tight in my
chest. My knees were pulling inwards involuntarily, trying to push
his playful touch towards its ultimate target, but the bindings
restrained me. I was left at his mercy, begging for more no matter
how much he gave me. I released a long, low moan.

"You like that, don't you?" he asked.

"Yes," I gasped around the candlestick.

"You want me to have you bucking and moaning
right here."

I screwed my eyes shut, urging the vibrator
on with every inch of my body. I sank down slightly along the
leather, as far as by bindings would allow, trying to push myself
onto his stubbornly tantalizing device.

At last the quivering head of the vibrator
reached my pussy, traveled up and pulsed against the hood of my
clit. I released another long moan, louder and more urgent. A hot
tremor of ecstasy jumped through me and the candlestick slipped in
my teeth.

Fire and warmth and sharp pain needled into
me from my skin into the depths of my organs. My moan became a
whine and I strained in instinctual recoil against my bindings.

But he was right, too. The pain didn't take
me away from the moment or detract from my pleasure. It was simply
an intense feeling along another axis, something else to experience
in a moment when the only thing I asked of the universe was
more.

Another drip followed before I had regained
control, and again the pain and heat ran up and down me.

'Ahh,' I moaned again. The vibrator felt so
good. It felt so incredibly good. It was an exquisite torture to
fight to remain still.

A finger began to enter me. It ringed my
soaking hole, probing at my tightly clenched muscles and pushed
inside. I jerked more violently and splattered wax in several
drops. "Oh God," I gasped, barely registering the wax as pain. I
just recognized them as punishment for moving, and the thought of
that inherent discipline in this posture was driving me crazy. I
wanted to yell and writhe at the incredible ecstasy of his vibrator
and hand on me, and yet I was not allowed to, and it all was just
driving me fucking nuts.

I released another yell as I felt myself
nearing the precipice of orgasm. Nearer and nearer, and then over.
I pulled reflexively against the bindings - pulled so tight I could
feel them burning my skin. Wax was dripping from the candle as I
shook and I felt the burning on my skin without discomfort. "Oh
God," I yelled again with teeth clenched around the metal tube.
Waves of ecstasy passed through me, peaking in noisy distortion
that made my world spin.

I lay back and gasped for breath. My chest
was heaving and my limbs were sore. The vibrator had been moved off
of me. I looked down to see a pool of congealed wax on my skin. I
stared at it in amazement. What had just happened?

"That was incredible," he said. To my
surprise his own breathing was heavy, too, even husky.

He took the candle out of my mouth and
extinguished it with a sharp breath. In two smooth movements he
freed my wrists and then my ankles in turn, and pulled me by the
shoulder into a sitting position. "Did you like that?" he
asked.

"Yes, Master," I breathed in answer.

He kissed me roughly as before. I bent into
him, feeling the cracking of the brittle wax and shrugging it from
my skin as though it were the most inconsequential thing.

"God," he said, "I almost can't control
myself when I watch you."

"Don't," I said.

A grin cracked his face. "Don't? Are you
telling me what to do?" He grabbed me by my upper arm, spun me, and
threw me onto my stomach. "Are you giving me orders?"

He bent over, a hand wrapped around my
stomach and his face in my hair. "Are you forgetting who is control
here?"

I bit my lip as I felt the hard, hot
impression of his cock against my ass.

"All the reinforcement I do," he breathed
into the back of my neck, "and you still forget."

He reached around and grabbed my breast,
massaging it roughly at the threshold of pain. I moaned again and
collapsed back into his strong arms and against the divan beneath
me. He put a hand in my hair, gripping it tightly so that my head
was pulled back slightly, and pushed his cock into me.

I let out a shrill breath as his girth
stretched me tight around him.

"You're a dirty fucking slut, Jennifer," he
grunted. "To act that way with me."

"Yes, Master," I agreed, my voice shaking as
he began his blissful punishment.

He pulled out and spanked my ass hard. His
grip on my hair was still tighter. "I treat you too well," he said,
and then pushed back into me, making my legs shake against the
cushion.

"Yes, Master," I moaned.

He started to fuck me with all the pent up
intensity of our now finished exercise of restraint. "But even when
you're bad, you're still mine," he said, gloating. "Even then."

"Yes. Yes. Ah, yes."

I continued to repeat the word as I bounced
against him. I felt a second orgasm approaching. Nearer, yes,
nearer, yes. Yes. Battered against the cushion and plunged into,
again and again. Each moment seemed infinite and yet over far too
quickly.

Soon I felt his thrusts becoming urgent,
aggressive and demanding, and then he stiffened against me and I
felt the spasms of his orgasm within me. The feeling of his hot,
precious liquid filling me was the final sensation to push me into
my own final ecstasy. I came loudly and uncontrollably, my pussy
clenching against him.

Breathing heavily, muscles swollen in
exertion, he sat next to me and rolled me back into his arms. The
sweet soreness in my body melted into the comforting strength of
his touch, and I pressed myself against him.

"That was tremendous," he spoke into my neck,
kissing my skin.

I caught my breath and closed my eyes to bask
in the affection of his tone.

"I'm very glad you're here, Jennifer. You
know that, don't you? Do you know how glad it makes me that you
took me up on my offer? Even when I made it I had no idea."

"Thank you, Master," I murmured. "I think I'm
even happier about it than you are."

He held me for a minute, running a hand
through my hair. "I've never had chemistry with a sub like we have
together. It just all feels so incredibly natural, as though I
don't have to manage your experience or my own. It just flows out
as the most incredible thing."

"Incredible," I agreed, my eyes still closed
as I listened to the rhythm of his heart and felt his breath on my
neck.

"So you feel it, too?" he asked.

"Of course," I agreed, pausing slightly as I
heard a note of conflict in his voice. "What?"

"I - I'm glad it's as good for you."

"What is it?" I asked, submissive but
encouraging.

"I'm on the verge of doing something I
shouldn't do."

"What?"

"It's not play. It's becoming real - true. I
look at you and say I want you to become mine, to surrender
yourself, and I want it. Desperately. But I know I can't ask it of
you."

"Ask it of me."

"What?"

"Ask it of me. I mean, ask it but don't ask
it. Just say it. Ask. You shouldn't but ask."

"Stay with me. Longer than the week.
Stay."

"Six months?"

"Longer."

"Yes."

"You want to stay?"

"Yes."

"And what about ... ?"

I pressed myself further into him, screwing
my eyes closed tighter against a world of contradictions. "I don't
know. I just - it doesn't matter. I'll deal with it. It doesn't
matter, though, compared to this."

"It's been such a short time."

"Are you trying to convince me to say
no?"

He fell quiet - just held me against him and
breathed against my neck.

I couldn't think about Robert now. I couldn't
think about it. There was only one decision and I couldn't bear to
spend the afterglow of making it worrying about the consequences
and the people it would hurt, even if they were incredibly dear to
me. "Well," I said quietly, "you haven't convinced me to say no. I
don't want to leave."

I felt the smile of his mouth against my neck
and neither of us spoke after that.









This concludes His to Train:
Flirting With Boundaries, the fourth 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.






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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