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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.
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	Preview

	 

	“Any woman can give in to a little rough sex,” he went on. “A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they’ve learned what it is to give in and submit.”

	His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands – felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew in just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

	All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

	As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. “But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn’t have anything at all to do with ropes.” The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties.

	“Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?”

	“Yes,” I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

	“Yes, sir,” I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go.

	The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

	“I could take anything you possess right now, couldn’t I?” he asked softly. “Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take.”

	“Yes,” I breathed. “Yes.”

	His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

	“I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object.”

	“Yes,” I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past five minutes. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching.

	“When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly.”

	“Yes,” I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, “yes.”
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Submissive's Audition

	 

	The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures cast only a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the space was large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my head, felt low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was watching me.

	I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my dress. The fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over the few contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to protest when Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes had told me louder than words that today of all days was not a time to be on bad behavior.

	The men seated in a semi-circle around me seemed perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt they were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming absolute power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed, well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people lived.

	Their women lounged among them in various states of repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's feet, some of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had that air of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature of her dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors and demands.

	I could no longer tell whether the heat in my cheeks was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my legs was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body was responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

	"She's got nice little tits," one of the men remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

	My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the floor. My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had just become the subject of general conversation, stood up obligingly through the thin fabric of my dress.

	"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A second responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits when she's twenty."

	For some reason it seemed important that they know my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to speak without being invited to.

	"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples weren't popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not wearing a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

	My nipples stiffened further. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the chin of a woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with a nice little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked her.

	"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an eye over me and the breasts in question.

	"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

	"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me was resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were not as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in here and make me look bad in front of him?

	I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help but be bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

	"I don't mind the small tits," a third man noted. "It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of that."

	"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I make judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels during a spanking."

	Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my blush deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my hypersensitive body.

	"Well, we should begin, then," another, more authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are Jennifer Everette?"

	I turned towards the man who had spoken. He sat at the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

	"Yes, sir," I answered.

	"You are here under consideration on behalf of your dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

	Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest and reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

	"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into my voice and I stood taller.

	"And you understand the nature of this evaluation? Mr. Daniels has applied for the two of you to become members in our society. That membership has always been awarded or denied based on the dominant's ability to find and inspire submissiveness. In short, you."

	I shifted, feeling every eye on me as though each were a pinprick that I could not ignore. "Yes, sir."

	"I think I can speak for all of us when I say I know and respect Mr. Daniels to the utmost degree. But whatever his influence may be outside of these walls, our integrity as a society depends on maintaining our methods of evaluation in all cases. Mr. Daniels understands and accepts that, and thus places the outcome in your hands."

	I shivered slightly. I knew all of this. Robert had explained it to me, of course. And the man at the end here, he knew I knew it. It was all just a game, then. He was reminding me of the stakes, trying to make me more nervous than I already was. I tried to avoid that intended effect, but was not entirely successful. I could picture Robert upstairs, eating dinner. I couldn't bear the thought of climbing up those stairs to him with bad news.

	"I understand, sir."

	"It must be very flattering, to know that he trusts and believes in you this way."

	"Yes, sir."

	"After all, he is not a man without alternatives."

	The comment evoked a slight buzz of laughter from the rest of the room, and I got the uncomfortable feeling that I was the butt of this joke. Did he mean I was replaceable? Did he not expect me to pass their examination? Or worst of all, did he mean that he thought Robert would get rid of me if ... if I didn't represent him well? I tried to shut the doubts away.

	"Yes, sir," I agreed.

	"Do you think you deserve his confidence?"

	I knew from the way he asked the question that the evaluation process had already begun. There was a right answer and a wrong answer to all of this. "It's not my place to judge that, sir. If he has confidence in me, then he is right."

	Silence met my words. It was impossible to tell whether they liked my answer.

	"She's not going to give us any real answers now, Jack," one man said to the speaker on the end. "She needs to be loosened up a bit first."

	"Yes," the questioner, the one who had just been called Jack, replied. "I imagine we'll pull more honesty from her later on down the line, but I don't mind seeing how she carries herself when she is still moderately composed."

	A slight shiver of anticipation ran up my spine. What were they going to do with me? I didn't feel composed. I had felt lost and off-balance since I first walked into the room, but evidently things were going to get a lot more intense. I swallowed the saliva that was beginning to pool in my mouth and stared fixedly at the floor.

	"Tell us about your dress, then, Jennifer."

	I raised my eyes in confusion. "Sir?"

	"It's quite revealing, isn't it?"

	I blushed slightly, but he wasn't telling me anything I hadn't been painfully aware of for the past half-hour. "Yes, sir," I conceded.

	"We typically see more conservative attire from initiates. Did you choose that outfit, or did your master?"

	"He did, sir."

	"Ah," Jack said. "And why do you think he did that? Was he trying to impress us?"

	"He does it often, sir. He likes it when I wear revealing clothing."

	"It turns him on?"

	"That's part of it, sir, and he likes the way I react to it."

	"How do you mean?"

	"He thinks I'm cute when I am embarrassed, and he knows -" I stopped myself. Something in the man's tone was making it easy to tell him these things, but a voice reminded me that these were things I did not normally share. "He likes it when I am embarrassed, sir."

	"You were going to say something more," the man observed.

	I sighed an imperceptible sigh. Just be honest, Robert had told me. If you can be honest, then whatever happens happens. "Yes, sir," I admit.

	"And what was it?"

	"It - it turns me on, too, sir." I knew it was just my imagination, but it felt as though the scrutiny intensified. I was being judged for what I'd said. "I don't mean for it to," I added.

	"A natural reaction," the man noted. "Being looked at. Feeling eyes roving your body. Being on display."

	A new flood of wetness released deep inside of me. I shifted slightly on the spot.

	"You are feeling these things now?" the man asked.

	The heat in my face surpassed the heat between my legs. "Yes, sir."

	"Take your dress off then, if that is what you want to do."

	"I - " I began to protest. He was misunderstanding. I wasn't a slut. I wasn't comfortable like this. I wanted desperately to be away from all these prying eyes and prying questions. It was just - it was my body that liked it and wanted it. I couldn't help that. I couldn't help that I always responded this way.

	But I knew better to correct him. I knew better than to argue. I was here to make Robert proud of me. Robert understood - this and everything else - even if these strangers did not.

	"Yes, sir," I said.

	I brought a trembling hand to the back of my dress, feeling for the short zipper. My eyes were fixed on the floor and my chest thrust out as I strained to reach the zipper. My stiffened nipples rubbed against their thin fabric covering and I suppressed a moan. Nothing's even happened yet, I berated myself. Why am I already panting? Don't you know what this looks like?

	After another moment of inadvertently jiggling my thrust out chest at my audience, I managed to reach the zipper and bring it down. The sound it made as I began to undress seemed unusually loud. No one was talking. 

	And then the zipper caught. It was only halfway down, but I could feel it snagged in the fabric. In silent consternation I wrestled with it, first pulling and then pushing, but to no avail.

	"Is there a problem?"

	"I - the zipper's caught, sir."

	Several of the women giggled.

	"Do you need one of the girl's to help you?"

	"No, sir," I said quickly. "I can get it off."

	I put my hands to the bottom hem of the dress and hiked it up to my stomach, revealing my pale thighs and black lace panties. Cool air circulated between my legs and over the hot, wet cloth against my groin. Taking the dress first by the bust and then by the straps, I began to work it up over my head. Once it was over my face I was left in darkness with nothing but the sensation of the garment hem slowly rising up my body as I pulled the dress upwards, revealing more and more of my body to view. The constricted waist clung tightly around my breasts, tugging them upwards, and then the waist was at my throat, the hem was passing over my nipples, and I felt my breasts fall into view. The sounds of the onlookers confirmed that I was now all but naked, but my head and raised arms were still trapped within the thin dress as I fought to bring the rest of it over my head. Cool air caressed my breasts and my already hard nipples stiffened further.

	With a final shrug of my shoulders I wrestled free of my uncooperative garment and turned, face flushed and hair mussed, to my well-composed onlookers.

	"Set it where it won't be in the way," Jack instructed.

	I folded it in half and did as instructed. For some reason, putting physical distance between me and my clothing seemed as revealing and demeaning as stripping in the first place.

	"So you enjoy this, Jennifer? You enjoy being looked at?"

	Why was he making such a point of this? Why couldn't he just let it drop? "I'm -" I faltered.

	"Isabelle, go feel her panties," the man said to the blonde woman at his feet.

	She stretched her long legs and rose from the floor. Her walk towards me was sultry and mocking, and she extended her hand towards me long before she reached me, as though taunting me with the invasive gesture I was being instructed to accept without complaint.

	Her hand rubbed me once and I gasped in spite of myself as her fingertips brushed over my swollen clit. My legs weakened and for an insane instant I did not want her hand to leave. 

	"Positively dripping, sir," she informed her master, making a point of wiping her hand on my stocking. She did not look at me as she returned to her place.

	Jack eyed me, as though weighing several different courses of action.

	"Didn't your mother ever teach you not to play with your food, Jack?" One of the men said. Laughter greeted his joke.

	Jack cast an amused eye at the man who had spoken. "She taught me a taste for subtlety, Ashton."

	"Well not all of us have your restraint. If the girl blushes any redder I'm going to have to step in and give her what she's begging for."

	I dared a shy glance in the direction of the voice and inadvertently caught the man's eye. He was a handsome man just as the rest of them were, in his early-to-mid thirties with chestnut hair and hands clasped tight across his broad chest as he looked at me. His eyes glimmered in acknowledgement when my gaze found his own, as though he recognized my glance as a ringing endorsement of the suggestion he had just made. Blushing still deeper, I immediately dropped my eyes back to the floor.

	"She can come sit on my lap while you fuck with her head," the man said. "I won't distract her too much."

	Jack's amused smile widened. "You know the rules, Ashton. I'll open the floor for general evaluation in a moment." He pointed at me. "Jennifer, come here."

	I went to him. Was it wrong how turned on I was by the way they were talking about passing me around? Shouldn't I feel demeaned? Well, I suppose I did, but shouldn't I be bothered by it, instead of eager?

	"Come," Jack said, patting his leg.

	I sank into his lap and nestled against him as his arm came around to rest on my bare waist in a very familiar way. A musk, headily masculine with hints of cologne, infused my nostrils.

	"You'll have to forgive their impatience," he said, his free hand coming to rest on my thigh. "They forget that we have all the time in the world to get to know each other."

	Every slightest touch and caress of his hands sent electricity through my skin and deep into my body. I was shivering slightly, although it was much warmer here pressed against him than it had been alone in the center of the room.

	"What's important," he was saying, "is to see how you ... respond." His hand slid up the inside of my thigh and my breath quickened as I sensed its ultimate destination.

	"Any woman can give in to a little rough sex," he went on. "A firm hand or even a couple tight knots and most women think they've learned what it is to give in and be used." 

	His hand brushed upwards from my hip, caressing the side of my breast almost imperceptibly, and then ran back down and out over my sensitive stomach. He felt me trembling in his hands - felt each little, automatic response to every contact he made with me. The hand rose again and cupped my right breast, teasing at the nipple ever so lightly. I felt myself thrusting my chest into his hand, begging for more substantial stimulation, but his hand withdrew just far enough to maintain its infuriating lightness.

	All the while, the other hand worked its delicate touch up my thigh, claiming my body as his one inch at a time.

	As he continued to speak, his tone became quieter and more seductive, almost hypnotic. "But me, I can tell when a woman is truly, utterly powerless. It doesn't have anything at all to do with ropes." The tips of his fingers brushed the lace of my panties. "Do you know what I mean, Jennifer?"

	"Yes," I gasped. I felt paralyzed by need, not just his touch but his orchestration. He was playing my body, and every note seemed to match a perfect harmony I had never listened for before. All the while it seemed that the air I breathed was of nothing but his scent, issuing me deeper into his world of physical bliss.

	"Yes, sir," I repeated slightly less breathlessly in an attempt to hide my state from the onlookers. Jack, of course, knew precisely what he was doing to me. There was no concealing this experience from him. I would be safe in his arms, his touch told me. I could let myself go. 

	The hand between my legs rubbed over my panties and I let out an explosive breath as the friction tugged lightly at my swollen lips and clit.

	"I could take anything you possess right now, couldn't I?" he asked softly. "Anything that is yours is being surrendered up to me. I can feel it in every breath you take."

	"Yes," I breathed. "Yes."

	His fingers felt at the edge of my panties and then nudged them aside. The thought that I was somewhere where I was uncomfortable with my pussy being exposed seemed to flit back and forth somewhere in the distant recesses of my mind.

	"I could manipulate you and use you and you would not even think to object."

	"Yes," I repeated. Each word he spoke seemed infused with the pleasure his fingers were imparting to me. I held my breath as I felt them spread my lips and run along my sensitive folds. I had not opened my eyes in the past minute. Nothing else existed but the part of me that he was touching. 

	"When I put my fingers into you, you are going to be mine utterly."

	"Yes," I agreed before I understood what he was saying. Then when I did, I repeated, "yes."

	"Would you like me to do that?"

	"Yes," I moaned. It seemed an absurd question. What part of me wasn't his already?

	His fingers slipped inside and my pussy massaged welcomingly around them. Each tiniest stroke and movement sent a ripple of electricity and pleasure through my immobilized limbs. His thumb brushed against my clit and a throb encompassed my whole body.

	"I don't want to hog you," he murmured in my ear. "The other masters want their turn."

	My eyes remained shut and my dreamlike trance weakened only slightly. "No," I protested weakly. How could he stop and send me away? Did he think I could function without him?

	"You want to stay here with me? Even if I tell you to go away?"

	The reality of him pushing me away and ceasing his caress was beginning to penetrate my consciousness. I needed to communicate how dependent I was right now. "I'm your..." was all I could manage.

	"Oh I know, Jennifer," he moaned slightly teasingly in my ear. "I know, believe me. But this is not about being selfish. I want you to be good for them."

	With tantalizing slowness, the fingers withdrew. My body clutched at them, desperate for them to stay, but they receded implacably and then were gone.

	A sharp pain brought me back to the current moment. I gasped at the stinging sensation and blinked the water from my eyes. I looked down in confusion and realized that he had pinched my nipple, hard.

	"Time to go back out into the world, Jennifer," he said.

	I looked pleadingly into his deep charcoal eyes, not wanting to go, but his returning expression was unsympathetic. Are you going to betray the pleasure I've given you, his eyes said, by defying me now? 

	Frightened by the implied reproach, I shifted my weight forward and prepared to stand up. The hall was still dimly lit. The male and female faces turned towards me swam back into focus. Looking down, I saw that my panties had been removed at some point, but I could not remember when.

	My experience at Jack's hands had the feel of a unique and extremely personal initiation. I had taken a step towards being a part of this group, and I now seemed to sense what was expected of me.  My eyes sought out Ashton. His words earlier seemed, to my still relaxed and slightly fogged mind, as good a claim on me as anything else.

	I began to rise to my feet and Jack laid a steady hand on my elbow to ensure I didn't fall. As I gained my balance, he gave a final parting whisper that sent a new shiver through me and I glanced back at him with very large eyes.

	"Be generous with your pussy," were his whispered instructions, "but you save that ass for me."

	My insides clenched slightly at the idea. I was torn between excitement that he wasn't done with me and anxiety at the prospect of what he would do. I had never been brave enough for anal. Was that what he meant?

	I turned back towards the rest of the group and found Ashton with my eyes. He beckoned me to him and I went, feeling the breeze over my heated skin as I walked towards him. Every eye followed me as I approached him.

	"You made me wait," he said with a smile. "That's five spanks."

	"I'm sorry, sir," I apologized.

	He stood. "Miranda, bend her over and hold her hips in place the way I like."

	One of the women rose to her feet and came over beside me. With a hand to the small of my back, she pressed me over at the waist. With a stiletto-heeled shoe she nudged my legs wider and wider apart, and then rested her two hands on my hips. Judging by the firmness of her grip, she expected the blows to be very hard.

	"Like this, Miranda," I heard Ashton say. And then a much rougher hand was pushing me over until I was fully doubled over and gasping for breath.

	"Yes, sir," the woman said, embarrassed. "Sorry, sir."

	"I want you all to note the color of her ass right now," Ashton said from somewhere above and behind me. "A comment I overheard the other day would suggest that I am not viewed as a strict disciplinarian by some of you. Take notes, my friends. This is going to be a demonstration."

	I barely had time to contemplate my ill fortune before his hand came down. A moment of numbness and then fire engulfed my lower body and a yell of pain escaped from my lips. There was no question that the force of it would have sent me sprawling across the rough cement floor if it weren't for Miranda's tight, almost painful grip on my hips.

	His hand came down again and again I couldn't help but call out at the pain of it. My eyes watered and my already labored breathing became all the more strained.

	"That's still five left," Ashton called out. "I'm only going to count them if you can take them quietly."

	"Yes, sir," I gasped through clenched teeth.

	An instant of anticipation followed, in which I could hear him winding up. And then he struck. I clenched my jaw until it throbbed and ached, but stayed quiet.

	"Four," he said, sounding disappointed.

	Another blow followed, even as white burning pain penetrated deep into my flesh, I managed to remain quiet but for a muffled gasp.

	"Three," he counted.

	Just as he swung the next one, I felt Miranda wrench forward on my hips and then rock me backwards right as the blow arrived. The effect was for my bodyweight to be carrying me directly into the incoming hand as it struck me, and the resulting impact exploded another yell from my chest. 

	I choked air into my lungs and blinked away the tears threatening to escape my eyes. Apparently Miranda didn't want me to get off easy any more than her master did. What had I done to her?

	"Still three," Ashton announced.

	"We believe you, we believe you," one of the men said. "Can't you see that poor girl is about to break in half? For the love of God, just give her three normal blows and let it go. Half the girls in this room would be on the floor sobbing by now if it were them."

	A soft buzz of offended feminine voices met this claim, but quickly died under the disapproving look of the man who had spoken.

	"She's enjoying it. Look at how wet that pussy is," Ashton objected.

	"She's been soaking wet from the moment she walked through the door," the man countered. "The only thing that tells you is that you have one very horny girl on your hands."

	I closed my eyes and hid my red face between my arms as I listened to my would-be savior only adding to my humiliation. It was simply instinct, of course, because no one would be looking at my face when the pussy being discussed was raised into such a prominent and exposed position.

	I heard Ashton snort in annoyance and then deliver three quick blows to my awaiting ass. While mercifully lighter than the earlier ones, they stung my already developing bruises and still left me gasping when they had ceased.

	Miranda released my hips and I sank to my knees. Before I could resituate myself, a hand was on the base of my head, turning me to look upwards.

	"You understand that that had to happen, don't you?" Ashton asked.

	I blinked away the last traces of tears from my eyes. "Yes, sir."

	"Sometimes a girl like you needs softening up so she'll come quick when she's called."

	"Yes, sir."

	He pulled me up onto my knees and reached to undo his zipper. "Get me hard, then, and I'll find better things to do with you than spanking."

	"Yes, sir."

	He reached into his pants and drew out his cock, flaccid and soft but thick.

	I leaned forward and kissed the head with wetted lips. The skin was supple and sensitive. With several more kisses I moved up the shaft, and found myself breathing in the complex sexual scent of his groin. The smell and the feeling of another throb in his cock beneath my lips warmed me to the task. My pussy continued to ache from its teasing treatment in Jack's lap, and I wrapped my tongue around Ashton's cock more eagerly. Every caress my lips and tongue imparted was inspired by the hope that when he was hard, I would get to take this cock inside me and satisfy this desperate need.

	I drew back and wrapped my lips around the head and took him into my mouth. I could feel his pulse, and with each pulse the cock swelled thicker and longer and harder.

	After another few moments, I drew back and surveyed my handiwork standing straight out from his groin, velvet-skinned and filled to stiffness with hot blood.

	"I didn't tell you to stop," he said.

	Obediently I took him back into my mouth and began to suction my lips to him, drawing in and out. Unsatisfied, he put his hand on my head and forced himself deep into me, pushing all the way back to my throat. For a moment I choked, gagging as his girth filled my mouth. After a brief struggle I managed to accommodate him entirely and began to resume my movement up and down his shaft, ringing the head of his cock with my tongue when I could.

	His hand twisted in my hair in bliss, and I redoubled my efforts. Each throb of pleasure I felt in him sent its own thrill of satisfaction through me.

	And then he pulled me back and withdrew his cock. As it trailed out across my tongue I was vindicated with the faint salty taste of pre-cum. The engorged organ glistened with my saliva in the soft light.

	With another tug on my hair he indicated for me to stand, and I rose up in front of him, my eyes rising shyly to find his own gaze fixed hungrily on my body.

	He released my hair and took a breast in each hand. His rough fingers sent renewed chills through me as they kneaded my soft flesh and teased at my sensitive nipples. He lowered and took one into my mouth. A moan escaped me as I felt it rapidly stiffening beneath the caresses of his tongue. After several blissful moments, he released it with a parting pinch from his teeth that was on the verge of painful but not quite. His greedy tongue ran up the breast, over my collar bone, and his mouth pressed against my throat. I trembled slightly in his grasp, my need for him rising with each passing moment.

	I moaned again as I felt his hand tracing downwards over my stomach. Lower it went, and lower, and then palmed over my pussy, tugging slightly at its sensitive folds. A tremble of eagerness ran through me at the contact, and I felt his mouth smile against my throat.

	He pulled back and pushed my arms away from him, turned me around, and bent me over at the waist. I rested my hands on my knees, eyes closed, as he rubbed between my legs again, and then guided his cock against me. He rubbed it once lengthwise shallowly between my lips, coating himself in my copious juices, and then began to enter my soaking, desperate hole. I breathed out as I felt the ridge of his head pass into me, and then the exhalation became a moan as he penetrated deeper and deeper still, filling me as deep as I thought I could be filled in his very first thrust. He drew back and plunged deep again, falling into an aggressive rhythm that jostled me roughly with each pounding thrust. Hair fell into my face and the world shuddered steadily around me.

	At a sound from my left, I turned and was reminded once again of our audience. The women in particular seemed enthralled by the rough doggy fucking spectacle I was providing them. Several of them were openly fingering themselves as they watched.

	One of the men rose from his chair and approached us, undoing his zipper and revealing his cock. It sprang free, already rock hard, and he held it in front of my face.

	I opened my mouth obediently, but Ashton continued to fuck me so violently from behind that I had difficulty ushering the newcomer into my mouth. Once I managed to bring my mouth around it, I kept my lips tight to it to prevent being jostled free.

	The man began to thrust in time with Ashton, and I was promptly riding back and forth on two cocks, struggling only to maintain balance and take a gasping breath at each opportunity in the cycle.

	Ashton's pounding grew faster and deeper. Moans began to escape out past the thick cock in my mouth. I could feel myself drawing close to orgasm. It felt like hours that I had been building up to this.

	The sensation began to build and intensify, stronger and stronger. I kept expecting the wave to break, but it continued to build inside of me. Even though it was Ashton's cock driving the pleasure into me, I could still feel the lingering traces of Jack's touch on my body. It was what he had set in motion that was now wracking my body in a powerful throbbing ecstasy. 

	And then I climaxed. I felt liquid spurt out and coat Ashton's thighs and my own as they slapped against each other. My fists were clenched against my knees and world rolled around me for a blissfully long moment of ecstasy.

	In response, Ashton only increased the pace of our little trio still further. I could tell by his breathing that he was getting close. The man in my mouth was even closer. He gripped me by the shoulders and held me steady as he plunged fully into my mouth and came in a succession of long, hot spurts down the back of my throat. I struggled to swallow as he withdrew, and several long strands of cum and saliva escaped my lips and dripped to the floor.

	I could feel the true urgency in Ashton's fucking, now. He was almost there. As his intensity reached its greatest limits, I realized that what I had taken as the lingering effects of my previous orgasm were actually the approach of a new one. Just as Ashton plunged his deepest into me and filled my pussy with his hot liquid, the second orgasm arrived. My pussy contracted around him, pulling at his cock and its juices. With my mouth now free, the entire room was getting a demonstration of just how powerful these orgasms I was experiencing were.

	Slowly, Ashton withdrew from me and released my hips. Utterly spent, I sank to the floor. Beneath my breasts I could feel the wetness of where my saliva had fallen, and a dribble of Ashton's cum leaked from me to moisten my mound and the floor beneath me.

	"Good God," I heard one of the women say.

	I smiled weakly into the floor. My body was surrendering to pleasurable soreness and exhaustion. Distantly I wondered whether I had passed their tests, but I was too tired to worry. The lights seemed very far away, winking at me, and I slid into almost irresistible sleep.

	I awoke beneath a blanket. My cheek was stiff where it lay against the concrete. Two soft voices were speaking somewhere nearby. Groggily I looked around.

	The chairs remained in a semi-circle around where I lay sprawled, but the hall had emptied. Robert and Jack were standing nearby, speaking to each other in low tones. Robert glanced over and saw me sitting up, and the two men came over to me.

	"How're you feeling?" Robert asked.

	"Sore," I said. "But very good. Have I been asleep long?"

	"Only a few minutes. I was about to wake you."

	"I didn't mean to make you wait."

	"From the looks of things, you couldn't really help it. But if you can piece yourself back together, it's getting late."

	I found my clothing stacked neatly on the ground beside me and I dressed gingerly and then stood.

	Jack was watching me, arms folded across his chest and his expression unreadable. Memory of his whispered words came back to me, and I put the question on my mind into my expression.

	"You did very well today, Jennifer," he said, reading my inquiring face. "In fact, with a little guidance, I think you could become a very rare submissive."

	"Thank you, sir," I said, blushing. "And -"

	"Yes," he said, "obviously time did not permit for all planned activities. I've been speaking with Robert, telling him how impressed I was with your natural instincts. He is receptive, on the condition that you agree as well, to you and I spending a little more time together to better explore your potential."

	I shot a surprised glance at Robert. 

	"It's your decision," he said. "Each one of us is put in this world to learn what we are capable of."

	"And you and I would be ..." Was he giving me away? Is this what happened?

	"Back together in a week."

	Oh. Then I understood. In that moment I loved him, even though he probably had no idea what it meant to me. Dear, sweet Robert, who could make lack of jealousy seem like the most becoming, manly thing in the world.

	"Yes," I said.

	"Yes?"

	"Yes," I confirmed.

	"You leave with him, then. You won't be allowed any personal possessions so there isn't sense in going home first."

	"Oh." This had happened very fast. I looked at Robert. "I - can't it start tomorrow?"

	"Tomorrow?" Jack asked.

	I took a step and pressed myself into Robert's body and kissed him with fierce tenderness. I drew back an inch and looked into his eyes. "I want to be with you tonight," I said, very quietly. Of all the new experiences of the evening, it was that moment of closeness with Jack that lingered. I had a experienced a new kind of receptivity to another person, and I wanted to share that with Robert more desperately than anything. "None of this matters if it isn't for both of us."

	He brushed my cheek fondly and seemed to understand everything that had happened and everything that I did not know how to say. He turned with his arm still around me. "Tomorrow will be fine, won't it, Jack?"

	Jack's eyes glittered as he watched us. His expression was even more inscrutable than before. "You certainly straddle two worlds, don't you?" he said.

	"That's a yes, then?"

	Jack smirked. "Tomorrow won't be a problem. I'm only an uncompromising hard-ass once the training actually begins."

	And with that, he collected our coats from a nearby rack and ushered us out into the night.
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	"What is it?"

	Heather had looked up from the sofa to see Tim in the doorway to the kitchen, eyeing her with a broad grin on his face. He looked unusually good tonight. His light brown hair was a little longer these days, pushed just off his face. His shirt was open a couple buttons after their evening out, and fit him well enough to complement the fullness of his shoulders and muscled chest.  The color brought out his eyes. She always forgot what a perfect hazel they were.

	He shrugged with a mischievous expression and made his way into the room.  "I was just noticing how elegant you look when you hold a glass of wine like that."

	"Oh yeah?"

	He slid onto the cushion beside her and placed a long, soft kiss on her throat. "Yeah."

	She considered him playfully for a moment before downing the contents of the glass in question and setting it aside. "How about that?"

	He laughed. "Less elegant. More fun. Still gorgeous."

	She leaned back and pulled him on top of her. "What're you going to do about it?"

	His lips met hers. "I'll have to think of something."

	He reached a hand down to her thigh and slid it under her dress. 

	She shivered in anticipation. It could be hard work to get to this point with him. It took a nice dinner and a fun destination for the evening which she always had to come up with herself, but it was usually worth it. For moments like these, it was worth it ten times over.

	She mimicked his motion and cupped a growing bulge in the crotch of his pants. Something deep inside her trembled again. The sensation of getting wet was something she'd never get tired of. "I want you," she breathed. "Now. Here."

	He pushed her dress the rest of the way up, brushing his hands over her breasts with a soft, appreciative touch and working the cloth over her head. He laid it aside and returned his attention to her naked chest. His lips were soft as he kissed her nipple, first with playful lightness and then with more serious intentions.

	A soft moan escaped from her mouth as she lay back, savoring every piece of the pleasurable feeling.  Her body felt empty. She wanted him inside her, hot and hard.

	She managed to get her arms around in front of her and work open the buttons of his shirt. Her hands ran over his chest, up to feel the heavy muscles of his shoulders and down over his lithe stomach. She took his belt in her fingers and tugged at it a little before starting to open it.

	He leaned back to help her, and she squirmed a little as she felt the hard, hot shape of his cock press against her thigh. She shifted a little and got an appreciative hand on his ass before he shifted again to slide her panties down her legs and toss them lightly across the room.

	She tried to keep her sounds quiet as he entered her, but it was hard. It just felt so good. Her body stretched and tightened around him, her soft muscles massaging at the contours of his cock and ushering him deep into her. She wrapped her legs around his back and felt his taught ass against her calves and feet. "Fuck me," she whispered.

	He drove into her harder, deeper, and faster. He could penetrate her to her very center with just a thrust of his hips. She held him against her with one hand and knotted the other in the fabric of the sofa beneath her. Even when it started slow it grew intense, impossibly intense, as she felt the animal need overtake him. She could feel how he wanted her in every inch of his body and she reciprocated the feeling back, her toes curled, her eyes closed. God, it was good to feel like this.

	She started to come just as he did. He drove in harder and harder, on the cusp, and then exploded inside her. His hot liquid pumped inside her as she heard his harsh groan of climax. She closed in on herself, tightening around him and around the feeling of ecstatic pleasure burning out from her center.

	For a long minute she lay gasping and savoring. She loved the weight of his body on top of her.

	Sex was tremendous. Sometimes she wondered why anybody ever did anything else. Why didn't she herself do this more often? "That was incredible," she breathed.

	Tim rolled over to her side and kissed her cheek. "With you, it always is," he replied.

	She smiled and nestled against him. His body was warm and comforting, and she fit in perfectly, just under his arm, her cheek on his chest. She listened to the sound of his heart and his breathing as they savored the moment and the connection together. It was bliss, this afterglow. It was perfect. She wanted it to last forever. "You want to spend the night?" she asked, giving voice to her thoughts.

	He brushed hair from her cheek with a finger and made a pained expression.  "We've talked about this," he said.

	Her good mood weakened a bit. "Yeah, I guess. Okay."

	The cushion sagged for a moment beneath her as he lifted himself up. She watched him collect his clothes one by one and start to get dressed. She looked at the clock and contemplated another glass of wine and a book after he was gone.

	 

	 

	 

	"It wasn't even ten," Heather was protesting to Nicole the following day.

	The two sales reps were taking a morning break over the office coffee pot, sipping at the steaming liquid and cheering up quickly as they complained about their week.

	"Dinner, a show, and sex," she went on, "And it's all over early enough that I still have to come up with a way to occupy myself for the rest of the evening."

	"Why do you even keep this guy around?" Nicole asked her for what felt like the tenth time.

	Heather shrugged a little self-consciously. "I mean, it's not that the good parts aren't good - you know? It's just I wish they came around more often.  Sure, he can be a bit flaky and he's terrified of anything that even rhymes with commitment ... but that's just how men are."

	Nicole shook her head. "You know what your problem is? You just get too hung up on what you know. You know Tim's not the worst thing in the world and you think the universe will punish you if you try to go out and get someone who will actually treat you well."

	"You're so melodramatic," Heather dismissed.

	"Am I? What we need to do is get you out there and broaden your horizons.  It'll take you about ten minutes to see how much better you could be doing than hanging around waiting for Tim to decide he wants a real relationship."

	The two women were having their favorite argument, and so they barely noticed as the door to the break room opened and Katie the intern came in.

	"Any coffee left?" she asked.

	"Just got one started," Nicole told her. "I thought you were off this morning."

	Katie shrugged. "John wanted all hands on deck for the big visit this morning."

	Heather gave her a quizzical look. "The big visit?"

	"You didn't hear? Troy Baldwin is visiting the branch today. This morning.  Sammy's waiting any minute to get the call from downstairs that he's on his way up."

	Both women tensed.

	"The new CEO is coming here today?" Nicole asked.

	It had only been three days earlier when they had heard the news that Mitchell Medical Associates had been bought out. The shock that they were under new ownership quickly faded into the background as word spread of just what *i*kind* of new ownership. The man's name was Troy Baldwin, via some sort of holding company called the Baldwin Group, and he'd promptly named himself the new acting CEO.

	Over the twenty-four hours following the announcement, increasingly shrill emails had circulated around the office as more information was dug up. Articles were unearthed from local papers. Photos were discovered. The picture they painted was pretty clear.

	Handsome, intense, growing richer and more powerful every day by unwholesome amounts, merciless to his employees and competitors alike: beyond that, Troy Baldwin wasn't the kind of mystery anybody could get close enough to solve. But what little information there was all pointed to the same thing: nothing should put more fear into a sleepy little company than the prospect of coming under his hand.
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