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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.









Bonds and Bindings






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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No?"

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

"Nervous?" he asked.

"A little. But excited, too."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh, alright."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mr. Robles?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Really?" Jack asked, sounding pleased.

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

"Simon and Vickerson," Jack supplied.

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

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

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

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

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

"That's everything then, is it?"

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

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

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

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

The girl rose and backed towards the
door.

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

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

He nodded in dismissal and she left.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Do you want to learn what that means?"

"I do, very much, Master."

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

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

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

"Teach me, master."

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

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

"Dangerous, Master?" I asked.

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

"What don't I know, Master?"

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

I shook my head slightly in confusion.

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

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

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

"Teach me, Master," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

"The rope," Master requested.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Do they frighten you?" he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"May I stay, Master?" she asked.

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

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

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

With difficulty, I nodded into the pillow as
demonstration.

"Can you turn to see the mirror?"

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

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

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

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

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

"It's not particularly comfortable,
Master."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes – yes, Master," I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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









First Discipline






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 unmistakably 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 once again, 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 each other 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 brought 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 discipline chair 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 unmistakable, 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 my outstretched 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 strange 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 unclasped 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 against 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 with 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 do 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 painful 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 friction
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?









Flirting with Boundaries






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 and 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 in
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 one of my
breasts, 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.









Final Discipline






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

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

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

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

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

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

"You failed bunk inspection."

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

"Up here."

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

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

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

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

"Tell what, sir?" she asked.

"Why did you fail the inspection?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

"A mistake that you've made before."

She fell silent.

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

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

"Show me, then."

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

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

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

"With the hand?"

"With the hand, sir," she confirmed.

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

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

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

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

"Count for me," he instructed.

"Yes, Master."

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

"Are you ready?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," she said almost inaudibly.

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

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

Another thwack sounded, followed by several
soft whimpers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And you deserve it, do you?"

"Yes, sir. I know I do."

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

"Eleven, Master. May I have another?"

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

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

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

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

"And is it going to happen again?"

"Never."

"Never?"

"No, sir. Never."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

"I understand mistakes are made."

"Thank you, sir."

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

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

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

"Yes, sir," I said.

"Tell the others what we did on
Wednesday."

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

A rustle of interest met the words.

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

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

"Yes, Master."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded.

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

"Yes," I responded almost inaudibly.

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

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

"Can you repeat that for me?"

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

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

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

"And you understand why I care?"

"Yes, Master."

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

"Yes, Master."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The orgasm?" I asked.

"What about it?"

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

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

I nodded in confusion.

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

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

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

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

"I don't know."

"Sure you do."

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

"Two nights ago?"

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

"Afraid of what?"

"What do you think?"

"That I didn't mean it?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?" he asked.

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

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

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

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

"No, I don't."

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

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

"Have you said it to any of them?"

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

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

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

I was quiet for a little while.

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

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

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

"You do?"

"Yes."

"He comes tomorrow, you know."

"I remember."

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

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

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

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

"The others?"

"Yes, the others."

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

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

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

I didn't say anything.

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

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

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

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

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

"I'll be there with you."

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

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

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

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

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

-----

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

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

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

"Good, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A knock sounded.

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

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

"Hey," I said a little breathlessly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I forgive you."

--------

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

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

"No."

He nodded.

"You're not surprised."

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

"I suppose they do."

"Well, goodbye then."

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

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

"Goodbye."
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It was one of those lazy Sundays and Robert
was in his study, reading. I had finished the weeding in our little
garden, and I spent a long time in the shower, drawing circles with
the water droplets on the tile and wondering what I could find to
do with myself for the day. Sometimes I liked it when he left me
alone to my own devices, but today was not one of those days and I
was bored.

When I had toweled off, I didn't get dressed.
I needed his attention, and it had been days since we had last
played and since he had last let me call him sir.

On quiet feet, I moved down the hall towards
the closed door of the study. A soft baroque concerto was audible
through the crack under the door. Without a word, I pushed inside
the room. He was sitting, intent upon the leather bound book in his
hands.

He did not look up at the sound of the door,
so I walked forward and sank to the ground in front of him, sitting
primly on my ankles, my body nude, gleaming, and expectant before
him. I watched him patiently, knowing that he would not make me
wait long.

After a moment, he looked over the top of his
book, taking in my position and expression in a glance.

"Jen," he said, by way of acknowledgement.
"You finished outside, I take it."

"Yes, sir," I said.

An amused smile came to his face. He placed a
ribbon in the book and allowed it to fall shut in his lap as he
regarded me. "The tools are put away?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you're looking for something."

"I want to make you happy, sir. May I
pleasure you?" It was an offer he rarely refused, and my one
guaranteed way to secure his attentions for the near future.

The amused smile widened on his face and he
sighed an almost indulgent sort of sigh as he placed the book on
the bookshelf beside him. "Bring me a drink."

"Yes, sir." I backed onto my feet and went to
the kitchen, fixing his whiskey sour precisely the way he liked
it.

I brought it back into the study and held it
out to him. He took the glass, and as I turned to resume my place
on the floor he reached out and gathered me back into his lap,
enfolding me in his arms.

In surprise and gratitude, I snuggled against
his broad chest, burying my face in his collar and breathing in his
rich exotic smell. The soft fabric of his shirt felt incredibly
smooth against the skin of my bare breast as I held myself against
him.

Holding me to him, he took a sip from the
glass and then set his face in my hair, kissing me and resting his
cheek against my head.

"You're good to come to me," he said softly.
"Sometimes I get distracted and forget what a good girl you are.
I'm glad that you don't let me forget."

"Thank you, sir," I said, trembling
pleasurably as he caressed the outside of my thigh with a gentle,
strong-fingered hand.

"What kind of man can get lost in his work
when he shares his home with such a delightful and eager woman?
Such a beautiful, delicate thing?"

I stiffened in surprise and then in
excitement as I felt his free hand roaming down over the curve of
my thigh and then rising back up between my legs. His index finger
probed briefly between my lips and then rose to tickle at my clit.
I wriggled wordlessly against him in pleasure.

"I think today is a good day for a little
adventure, don't you think?" he said softly, continuing to tickle
at that sensitive spot.

"Yes - yes, sir," I said haltingly, my breath
weak and my words distracted as his almost casual touch released a
wave of pleasure into my abdomen.

"Well I have a fun little idea." He took
another sip from the drink I had brought him. His finger continued
its potent dance against me and my body continued to respond.
"Would you like to take a trip?"

"What kind of trip, sir?"

"We're going to go buy you a new toy," he
said, "as a reward for making me happy. And then we are going to
have a little fun on the way back."

"Thank you, sir," I said, catching my breath
as the pleasure of his touch began to compound and build deep
within me.

"You deserve it," he said. "And to show your
appreciation, you are going to indulge in one of my little games.
That sounds fair, doesn't it?"

"Yes, sir," I said, my voice sounding
high-pitched. I was writhing weakly in his arms now, feeling the
release of orgasm now firmly on its way.

"Good," he said, and with a deft little
tickle he released me over the precipice. I clutched at myself and
rocked back against him, a moan escaping my lips as the intense
pleasure of climax consumed me. After a moment, it had faded into a
warm glow and I lay weakly against his shoulder as he stroked my
hair.

"Now go put some clothes on," he said. "I
need to call for a cab."
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 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



