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Audrey

I knew instantly, when I checked my email, that the worst day of my life had just begun. The lingering odor of my meager dinner of pasta with garlic and olive oil had already turned my stomach slightly as I awoke in my tiny, shabby apartment in the suburbs of Paris. The email with the subject ‘International Energy Partners Program Sunsetting’ finished the job, sending me into full nausea.

My heart sinking, I read the awful news.

Dear International Energy Partners Intern,

We write with what we’re sure will be distressing news. Due to the bipartisan budget agreement reached last night, all nonessential international programs have been suspended immediately. This includes the International Energy Partners Program.

Your stipend has been terminated as of today, and your visa sponsorship will expire in thirty days.

We regret any inconvenience this may cause.

Office of International Energy Cooperation,

Department of Energy

I read it three times, hoping the words would somehow rearrange themselves into something less catastrophic. They didn’t. I sank onto my lumpy mattress, my legs suddenly too weak to hold me up. The single window in my studio apartment let in a gray morning light that seemed to match my mood perfectly.

Thirty days.

After all my work, all my dreams, I had thirty days before I’d be illegal in France. The walls of my tiny apartment seemed to close in around me. I’d only been in Paris for two months. I’d barely gotten settled, had just started making progress on my research into behavioral interventions for energy efficiency.

“This can’t be happening,” I whispered to the empty room, my voice, in my own ears, thick with emotion.

I forced myself to get dressed, pulling on the one professional outfit I’d brought with me—a gray maxi skirt and blue blouse that had seemed so sophisticated back in Illinois. Now, after seeing the stylish Parisian women every day, it felt hopelessly provincial. But it was all I had.

The commute to my office was brutal—ninety minutes on three different trains, standing most of the way. Metro Line 4 was particularly crowded this morning, pressing me against strangers in that uncomfortable Parisian intimacy I still hadn’t gotten used to. A businessman’s briefcase dug into my hip while a woman’s perfume made my already unsettled stomach churn.

When I finally arrived at the International Energy Partners office, a sleek but modest space in the 8th arrondissement, I found my coworkers—all three of them—in similar states of shock.

“Audrey,” said Philippe, our French supervisor, his expression grim beneath his salt-and-pepper beard. “I’m afraid I have nothing to add beyond what you’ve already been told. The American side has pulled all funding without warning.”

“But… what about our work?” I asked, hating how small my voice sounded. “The behavioral intervention model is showing real promise. The data from the pilot program⁠—”

“Is excellent,” he finished for me, his accent thickening with frustration. “But without funding, without sponsorship…” He spread his hands in that quintessentially French gesture of elegant helplessness.

“What about my visa?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“We can provide a letter explaining the situation,” said Martine, the office administrator. Her normally warm eyes were sympathetic, but practical. “But without program sponsorship, your options are limited. You’ll need to find another position with visa sponsorship, or…”

“Or go home,” I finished.

“I’m afraid so,” Philippe confirmed.

I swallowed down the sob that threatened to rise as I understood that I would somehow have to pay my way back across the Atlantic, with money I didn’t have.

I walked out of the office in a daze, clutching the letter Martine had hastily printed for me like it was a lifeline rather than what it truly was—a formal documentation of disaster. The bright Parisian day seemed to mock my misery. Tourists strolled past, cameras clicking, while I stood frozen on the sidewalk, my entire future collapsing around me.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Another email. Probably the official deportation notice, I thought bitterly. But when I pulled it out, the sender wasn’t a government agency.

Selecta Corporation.

I frowned. Everyone knew Selecta—the massive global conglomerate that seemed to have its sleek red logo on everything from energy infrastructure to pharmaceuticals. They had a European headquarters right here in Paris, their gleaming skyscraper dominating the skyline not far from where I stood.

The subject line made my breath catch: ‘Opportunity for Qualified Young Women: Selecta Arrangements Program.’

I opened it with shaking fingers.

Dear Ms. Campbell,

Our algorithms have identified you as a potential candidate for the prestigious Selecta Arrangements program. Based on your profile, education, and current circumstances (visa status: pending termination), we believe SA could provide you with the stability and advancement opportunities you seek.

The Selecta Arrangements program pairs promising young women with established business leaders who serve as sponsors and mentors. Benefits include:

• Immediate visa regularization

• Subsidized accommodations in central Paris

• Monthly stipend

• Networking with industry leaders

• Career advancement opportunities

Our preliminary assessment suggests you may also qualify for our substantial ‘First Intimacy’ bonus payment.

To learn more, please click below to access the full program description and application.

Regards,

The Selecta Arrangements Team

I stared at my phone, my pulse quickening. It seemed too perfect, too convenient. How did they even know about my situation so quickly? The email had arrived just minutes after my program’s termination became official.

But I couldn’t ignore a potential lifeline. With trembling fingers, I tapped the link.

The page that loaded made my eyes widen and my cheeks flush hot. Images appeared of beautiful young women in elegant settings, always accompanied by older men in expensive suits. The men’s hands were placed possessively on the women’s shoulders, waists, thighs. One photo even showed a young woman kneeling beside a man’s chair, her head resting against his knee while he stroked her hair.

I scrolled further, my blush deepening as I read phrases like ‘complete obedience expected,’ ‘physical discipline as necessary,’ and ‘intimate availability.’ When I reached a section titled ‘Intimacy Requirements’ with explicit details about what would be expected of ‘SA Associates’ by their ‘SA Sponsors,’ I nearly dropped my phone.

An older woman passing by gave me a curious look, and I realized I was standing stock-still on a busy sidewalk, my face flaming red. I quickly tucked my phone away and hurried down the street, looking for somewhere private where I could process what I’d just seen.

I found a small café on a side street, the kind of place tourists never discover. The bell above the door tinkled softly as I entered. Inside, the air smelled of coffee and fresh pastries, and the muted conversations created a gentle background hum. I chose a corner table with my back to the wall, ordered a café crème from the tired-looking waiter, and pulled out my phone again.

My hands were still shaking. What Selecta was describing wasn’t a job or a mentorship program—at least, not in any conventional sense. It was… I could barely bring myself to think the word. Prostitution? No, they made it sound more like a relationship, albeit one with clearly defined power dynamics and expectations. The word ‘arrangement’ suddenly took on a whole new meaning.

I sipped my coffee, wincing as it burned my tongue. The pain helped ground me. I needed to think clearly. Thirty days until my visa expired. No job. No way to pay rent beyond this month. No money for a plane ticket home. And even if I could get home, what was waiting for me there? My parents’ struggling farm? The community college where I’d already completed all the relevant courses? The small-town existence I’d fled from?

I took a deep breath and forced myself to scroll back through the Selecta Arrangements information, this time reading more carefully. The language seemed carefully crafted—all about ‘mutually beneficial relationships’ and ‘guidance’ and ‘structure.’ I skimmed testimonials from women who claimed the program had changed their lives, given them opportunities they never would have had otherwise.

And then there was the money. The basic stipend, which I could apparently get for a month while I looked for a sponsor, was already more than triple what I’d been making at the energy program. And the ‘First Intimacy’ bonus… I nearly choked on my coffee when I saw the figure. It was enough to pay off half my student loans in one lump sum.

I navigated to the qualification questionnaire, my curiosity overcoming my embarrassment. The questions started innocuously enough—age, education level, career interests. Then they became more personal: relationship history, sexual experience, comfort with ‘traditional’ discipline.

When I reached the question “Have you ever engaged in sexual intercourse?” my finger hovered over the screen. I glanced around the café, irrationally worried that someone might be watching over my shoulder, but the few other patrons were absorbed in their own conversations or phones.

I tapped No.

The screen refreshed, congratulating me on qualifying for the ‘First Intimacy Premium Program.’ A new section appeared, explaining that virginity was highly valued by certain SA sponsors, who would pay substantial bonuses for the privilege of being a young woman’s first sexual partner.

My face burned so hot I was sure everyone in the café could feel the heat radiating from me. This was insane. I couldn’t possibly consider this. Could I?

But my finger kept scrolling, and its tip kept tapping: Yes, I spoke French; No, I didn’t have any allergies. At last, the questions gave way to one last button.

For a long moment, I stared at the screen, heart pounding so loudly I was certain the elderly Frenchman at the next table could hear it. My index finger hovered over ‘Accept Terms and Conditions,’ trembling like a leaf in autumn. I hadn’t read all the way through the terms—there were dozens of pages, and part of me, insanely, had started to insist that through Selecta Arrangements I would embark on a mysterious adventure into an exclusive world of luxury. Who wouldn’t want to do that?

Another part told me this was madness. Complete madness.

And yet…

“Mademoiselle? You want something else?” The waiter’s voice startled me so badly I nearly dropped my phone.

“Non, merci,” I stammered, my practiced French almost deserting me in my panic.

He shrugged and moved away, leaving me alone with my impossible decision. I looked down at my phone again, at that innocent-looking button that would change everything.

Thirty days until deportation. No job. No prospects. No money.

I pressed before I could think anymore, squeezing my eyes shut as my finger made contact with the screen.

When I opened them again, the app was already downloading, the reddish-silver SA pulsing on my screen as the installation completed. My heart was racing so fast I felt lightheaded. What had I just done?

The app opened automatically, its interface elegant and minimalist. A message appeared:

Welcome to Selecta Arrangements, Audrey. We’re delighted you’ve chosen to explore this opportunity. Before we can proceed with matching you with potential sponsors, our medical team needs to conduct a standard examination to verify your eligibility for the First Intimacy Premium Program.

Below the message was a scheduling calendar. To my surprise, there were appointments available as soon as today—one in just thirty minutes, in fact. The location pinged on the embedded map: Selecta France Headquarters. I zoomed out slightly and realized with a start that I was less than a ten-minute walk away.

It felt as if some invisible hand had guided all of this, making each step forward seem like the path of least resistance. The coincidence was eerie, but in my desperate state, it felt like fate.

I paid for my coffee with some of my dwindling cash and stepped back into the Parisian sunshine. The walk to Selecta HQ seemed both endless and instantaneous, my mind racing with questions and doubts even as my feet carried me inexorably forward.

The building itself looked very imposing—a gleaming tower of glass and steel that reflected the clouds above, making it seem as if it extended infinitely into the sky. The corporate logo, that ubiquitous red SELECTA, crowned the structure, visible from blocks away.

I stood on the sidewalk across from the towering edifice, my stomach twisting with uncertainty. What was I doing? This wasn’t like me at all. I was the practical girl from Illinois who’d worked two jobs to put herself through community college, who’d created an energy conservation program that had caught the attention of international researchers. Not someone who signed up for… whatever this was.

Then again, I’d never been really desperate before.
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Audrey

Taking a deep breath, I crossed the street and approached the building’s entrance. The doors slid open silently, revealing a vast marble lobby with ceilings so high they seemed to disappear. The space was quiet; the business day had gotten underway on the many floors above my head. A massive sculpture dominated the center of the lobby—twisted metal forming what looked like a stylized human figure in a position my racing mind thought must represent surrender, or perhaps supplication.

I approached the security desk, a curved counter of gleaming black granite manned by a guard in a crisp red uniform. He looked up as I approached, his expression shifting subtly when he saw me. There was something in his eyes—recognition, or perhaps expectation—that made my skin prickle.

“I… I have an appointment,” I said, my voice coming out smaller than I intended.

Before I could elaborate or show him the app on my phone, he nodded. “SA medical screening, fifteenth floor.” His tone was matter-of-fact, as if young women came in for this sort of thing all day. Perhaps they did.

My face instantly flooded with heat. I could feel the blush spreading from my cheeks down my neck, and I fought the urge to turn and run. What did he know? How did he know it? Was I that obvious? Or was this really so routine?

“Um, yes,” I managed to stammer. “How did you⁠—”

“Elevator bank C, to your right,” he interrupted, handing me a visitor’s badge. His eyes flicked meaningfully toward a set of elevators across the lobby. “They’re expecting you.”

My fingers trembled as I clipped the badge to my blouse. The plastic felt cool against my skin, emblazoned with a temporary ID number rather than my name. I walked toward the elevators, acutely aware of my reflection in the mirrored walls, of how out of place I looked in my simple gray skirt and blue blouse among the sophisticated Parisians. My blonde hair, which I’d hastily pulled into a ponytail that morning, suddenly seemed childish.

The elevator doors opened the moment I pressed the button, as if they too had been waiting for me. I stepped inside an empty car lined with more mirrors and dark wood paneling. The button for the fifteenth floor was already illuminated. I pressed my back against the wall as the doors closed, enclosing me in the silent, upward-moving box.

Fifteen floors gave me too much time to think. What kind of medical exam would this be? Part of me didn’t even want to know. Another part kept saying, It can’t be that kind. Can it?

The elevator doors opened with a soft chime to reveal a reception area unlike any doctor’s office I’d ever seen. The walls were a soft silver-gray, illuminated by recessed lighting that seemed to glow rather than shine. There were no medical posters, no health pamphlets—only a sleek desk of what looked like brushed steel, behind which sat a woman with immaculate dark hair pulled into a severe bun.

Unlike the lobby guard, the receptionist smiled—a practiced, professional curve of red lips that didn’t reach her eyes.

“Audrey Campbell,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “I have an appointment at⁠—”

“Yes, of course,” she interrupted smoothly, her fingers already tapping at the tablet embedded in her desk. “We’re expecting you. Please have a seat. Nurse Georges will be with you shortly.”

I perched on the edge of one of the chairs in the waiting area, a modernist piece that looked more like sculpture than furniture. The leather felt cool against the backs of my thighs even through my skirt.

There were no magazines, no television—nothing to distract me from my racing thoughts. The only sound came from the soft click of the receptionist’s nails against her tablet. I tried not to fidget, tried not to look as terrified as I felt.

The question returned, the one that made my heart race: what kind of medical exam was this going to be? The app had said, explicitly, that Selecta wanted to verify my eligibility for the First Intimacy Premium Program. I tried to tell myself that didn’t represent a euphemism for confirming my virginity. Would they actually… check? The thought made me cross my legs tightly, my face heating up again.

“Mademoiselle Campbell?”

The voice, crisp and accented, startled me from my thoughts. I looked up to see a woman standing in a doorway I hadn’t noticed before. She wore a pristine white uniform that seemed both modern and somehow reminiscent of a more traditional nurse’s outfit, fitted in a way that emphasized her slim figure. Her steel-gray hair was pulled back into a perfect bun, and rectangular glasses perched on her nose, through which sharp gray eyes assessed me.

“I am Nurse Georges. Please follow me.”

I stood on legs that felt suddenly wooden, smoothing my skirt nervously. She turned without waiting to see if I had followed. I hurried after her, through the doorway and into a corridor lined with identical doors.

She stopped at one, tapped a code into a small panel beside it, and pushed it open. “In here, please.”

The room beyond seemed dazzlingly bright after the muted lighting of the reception area. I swallowed hard at the sight of the examination table with its metal stirrups. Going to the gynecologist had never felt like a comfortable experience, but under the current circumstances the sight of the table made my tummy flip.

I stood frozen just inside the door of the pristine little room, my eyes darting around its confines. Along one wall, a glass-fronted cabinet displayed an array of medical instruments I couldn’t name—some looked familiar from my annual checkups back home, but others seemed more ominous, their purposes unclear.

“I’ll be just a moment getting ready,” Nurse Georges said, her voice brisk and efficient. “Please remove all your clothing.”

She turned to wash her hands at a small sink in the corner, her movements precise and economical, as if she’d performed this routine thousands of times. Which, I realized with an obscure flush of embarrassment, as if for all the girls who had had to undress here, she probably had.

I glanced around the room, searching for the familiar blue paper gown that was always provided at my doctor’s appointments back in Illinois. There wasn’t one draped over the exam table or hanging on any of the hooks on the wall. My heart began to race.

Nurse Georges noticed my searching gaze and turned to me, drying her hands on a paper towel.

“You won’t need a gown for this examination,” she said frankly. Her French accent made the statement sound somehow both clinical and slightly imperious.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I’d still like to have one, please,” I said, hating how small my voice sounded. “I’m not comfortable being… completely exposed.”

Nurse Georges sighed—a short, impatient exhalation that made me feel like a troublesome child. She fixed me with a direct stare through her glasses that made me want to look away, but I forced myself to meet her gaze.

“Mademoiselle Campbell,” she said, her tone cooling several degrees. “If you wish to succeed in the Selecta Arrangements program, you will need to learn not to question instructions. The examination requires full access to your body. A gown would merely hinder the procedure you’ve requested.”

She tilted her chin downward and narrowed her eyes a little. “You have a simple choice. You may undress as instructed, or you may leave. But I should warn you that if you choose to leave, your application will be marked as withdrawn, and you will not be permitted to reapply.”

My heart hammered against my ribs.

Thirty days. No money. No visa.

The words echoed in my head like a terrible mantra. I thought of my tiny apartment, of the email terminating my internship, of the dwindling funds in my bank account. I thought of having to call my parents and admit defeat, of returning to the small town I’d fought so hard to escape.

My fingers shook as they rose to the top button of my blouse.

“I’ll need your verbal confirmation of consent,” Nurse Georges said, picking up a tablet from the counter. “For the record.”

I took a deep breath. “I consent,” I murmured.

Nurse Georges nodded briskly and made a note on her tablet. “Good. Please proceed.”

My fingers felt numb as I continued unbuttoning my blouse. The clinical lighting seemed to grow harsher with each button that came undone. I slipped the garment from my shoulders, folding it with shaking hands before placing it on a small chair in the corner. My skirt followed, then my simple cotton bra. I hesitated at my underwear, my last shield against complete vulnerability.

“Everything,” Nurse Georges reminded me, not looking up from her tablet.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my plain white panties—so practical, so midwestern—and slid them down my legs, stepping out of them with burning cheeks. The air-conditioning raised goosebumps across my exposed skin. I stood there, naked and trembling, my arms instinctively crossing over my breasts.

Nurse Georges finally looked up, her clinical gaze sweeping over my body as if cataloging every detail. There was nothing sexual in her assessment, yet I’d never felt more exposed in my life.

“Arms at your sides, please,” she instructed.

I forced my arms down, my fingers curling into fists at my thighs. She looked me up and down. Then, to my surprise she held up her tablet in front of her, its back to me. I heard a soft, continuous beep, and then a chime.

“This assesses important aspects of your biometrics,” the older woman said. “You keep yourself in good shape, Audrey. Bravo. You’re in the top decile for attractiveness.”

I swallowed hard, my brow furrowing. To my dismay, the nurse’s objectifying words had stirred something down below my belly that I absolutely didn’t want to think about.

“Now, onto the examination table,” she said. “Lie back and place your feet in the stirrups.”

I approached the table, the paper covering crinkling loudly in the silent room as I sat on its edge. The surface felt cold against my bare bottom, making me flinch. I swung my legs up and lay back, staring fixedly at the ceiling as I placed my feet in the cold metal stirrups. The position forced my knees apart and bent them back, fully exposing the most intimate parts of me to the cool air and Nurse Georges’ scrutiny.

“Scoot down further, please,” she directed. “Bottom at the edge of the table.”

I inched down until I felt the edge of the table beneath me, my legs now spread even wider. I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing I could disappear. This was beyond embarrassing—it was mortifying. Yet some desperate part of me kept whispering: thirty days, no visa, no money.

I heard the snap of latex gloves and the squeak of wheels as Nurse Georges pulled a rolling stool between my spread legs. I jumped when her gloved hand touched my inner thigh.

“I’m going to install something called a perineal sensor, now, Audrey,” she said in an even tone that contrasted with the worrisome words—install… perineal sensor. What could she possibly mean?

I felt my breath catch. “A perineal sensor?” I managed to whisper. “What’s that for?”

“It’s a microscopic device that monitors physiological responses,” Nurse Georges explained, her tone as casual as if she were discussing the weather. “Selecta Arrangements associates who wish to qualify for luxury sponsors must have one—that includes the first intimacy program, obviously, which is exclusive to luxury sponsors. It helps your sponsor understand your responses to sexual intimacy.”

Before I could protest or ask more questions, I felt something cold and wet between my legs. I gasped, my body instinctively trying to pull away.

“Remain still,” Nurse Georges commanded. “This is a specialized antiseptic solution.”

I bit my lip and forced myself to relax back onto the table, though my heart was thundering so loudly I was certain she could hear it. The cold wetness was followed by the light pressure of her gloved finger exactly where she’d said—that sensitive strip of skin between my most private openings.

“This won’t hurt,” she assured me, though her tone suggested she wouldn’t particularly care if it did. “The sensor is nanoscale. You’ll feel a slight pressure, then perhaps a warming sensation as it calibrates.”

I felt her fingertip press firmly against that intimate area, and then a curious prickling sensation, like tiny electrical pulses. It wasn’t painful, exactly, but it was intensely strange—the feeling of something foreign making itself at home in a place I barely acknowledged myself.

“There,” she said with clinical satisfaction. “Installation complete.”
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Audrey

I heard a series of soft beeps, and realized Nurse Georges must be monitoring something on her tablet. The prickling sensation intensified briefly, then subsided into a gentle warmth that radiated outward in a way that made me shift uncomfortably on the table.

“Now we’ll calibrate the sensor,” Nurse Georges continued, setting her tablet on a small stand where she could glance at it. “It needs to establish baseline responses.”

I had no idea what that meant until her gloved hands suddenly moved to my breasts. I gasped in shock, my eyes flying open.

“What are you⁠—”

“Lie still, please,” she interrupted firmly. “This is necessary for proper calibration.”

Her hands cupped my small breasts, her touch impersonal yet somehow deeply invasive. I felt my face flood with heat, the blush spreading down my neck and chest. To my absolute horror, I felt my nipples hardening against her palms, betraying a physical response that had nothing to do with my conscious feelings.

“Good,” she murmured, glancing at the tablet. “The sensor is picking up your sexual responses perfectly.”

I wanted to disappear through the floor. This wasn’t a medical exam—it was some kind of perverted evaluation. And yet I couldn’t bring myself to protest, to demand that she stop, to get up and leave. Thirty days echoed in my head like a death knell. No visa. No money. No future.

Nurse Georges began to circle my nipples with her thumbs, watching the tablet screen intently. I couldn’t help the small whimper that escaped my lips as her thumbs continued their little circles. My body was responding in ways I couldn’t control, and the knowledge that some device had measured those responses made it all the more humiliating.

“Please,” I whispered. “Can you… can you stop?”

“I told you. The sensor needs to establish baseline arousal patterns,” Nurse Georges explained dispassionately. “Your responses are quite strong. That’s good—it means you’re naturally susceptible to dominant sexual stimulation.”

She removed her hands from my breasts and checked her tablet again. “The perineal sensor is functioning perfectly. We’ll proceed with the examination to verify your eligibility for the First Intimacy Premium.”

I tried to keep my gaze fixed upward as I heard her moving about, opening drawers and preparing instruments. The paper beneath me crinkled loudly with each involuntary shiver that passed through my body.

“I’m going to examine your genitals now,” she announced, as dispassionately as if she were about to check my throat for strep. “You’ll feel my touch. Try to relax.”

Relax? I almost laughed hysterically at the suggestion. How could anyone relax in this position? But I took a deep breath and tried to loosen my tense muscles as her gloved fingers gently parted my labia.

“Good,” she murmured, more to herself, or maybe to a recorder app on her tablet, than to me. “External genitalia appear normal and healthy.”

I felt her fingers exploring, touching parts of me I’d barely acknowledged myself. The casual nature of her touch somehow made it more bearable—and yet, to my mortification, I could feel a warm, liquid sensation gathering between my legs. The horrible sensor must be detecting that too, I realized with fresh embarrassment.

“Now I’m going to use a speculum to examine your vaginal canal and cervix,” she said. “You’ll feel some pressure.”

I heard the clink of metal and then felt something cold and hard pressing against the opening to my virgin sheath. I gasped as the speculum entered me, the sensation strange and invasive, but not quite painful.

“Breathe,” Nurse Georges instructed, sounding almost bored. “If you focus on your breath, it will help you relax.”

I tried to think only about my breathing as I felt the speculum open inside me, stretching me in a way I’d never experienced before. A bright light suddenly appeared between my spread thighs, and I realized she was using some kind of examination light to peer inside me.

“Mmm,” she hummed thoughtfully. “As expected, your hymen is intact. Clear evidence of no prior penetration.”

I squeezed my eyes shut tighter, as if that could somehow shield me from this invasion of privacy.

“I need to document this for your file,” she said. “Hold very still.”

I heard a soft click, and my eyes flew open in alarm. “Did you just⁠—”

“Take a picture? Yes,” she confirmed without a hint of apology. “We’re talking about a good deal of money here, after all. Verification is essential. It’s also important that you have a thorough understanding of what will happen when your first sponsor thrusts his penis into your vagina.”

To my horror, she held up her tablet in front of my face.

The screen displayed a high-resolution, clinical image of my most intimate parts spread open by the speculum. Nurse Georges pointed with a gloved finger to a little white ring in the middle.

“That’s the membrane we call the hymen,” she said. “When a man’s penis enters you, it will rupture your hymen. That will cause some discomfort, but it will pass quickly. More important, perhaps, your submissive sexuality will make the discomfort itself a source of excitement.”

I turned my head away, my cheeks burning with humiliation.

“Please, I don’t want to see that,” I whispered, though I didn’t feel sure that the nurse’s mortifying words hadn’t disturbed me more than the terribly graphic image. I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes.

“You should familiarize yourself with your own anatomy,” Nurse Georges replied, her tone matter-of-fact as she finally lowered the tablet. “It’s important for you to understand what your sponsor will be purchasing.”

Purchasing. The word made my stomach clench. Is that what this was? Was I selling myself? The clinical framing of Selecta’s ‘arrangement’ suddenly felt like a thin veneer over something much more primitive.

“We’re not quite finished,” Nurse Georges continued, removing the speculum with a slick sound that made me wince. “I’m going to examine your rectum as well.”

I tensed immediately. “My… rectum?” I stammered, my voice barely audible.

“Of course. Selecta Arrangement sponsors have the right to expect full sexual access to your body, especially at the luxury level where the First Intimacy Program comes into play,” she explained as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “I need to assess your suitability for anal penetration.”

Before I could object, I felt her gloved finger, now slick with some kind of lubricant, pressing against my anus. I gasped, my body instinctively trying to pull away from the intrusion.

“Relax,” she instructed firmly. “Bearing down slightly will make this easier.”

I tried to follow her instructions, focusing on my breathing as her finger slowly pressed inside me. The sensation was terribly odd—uncomfortable, invasive, and yet, to my profound mortification, also not entirely unpleasant. I felt my face flush even hotter as my body betrayed me once again, a soft involuntary moan escaping my lips.

“The sensor indicates increased arousal,” Nurse Georges observed clinically. “That’s good. Many young women find anal stimulation quite pleasurable once they become accustomed to it—especially girls as submissive as you are.”

Her finger withdrew, and I heard the snap of her changing gloves. The momentary relief was short-lived as I felt the cold metal of another speculum pressing against my rear opening.

“This will be uncomfortable,” she warned, though her tone held no particular sympathy. “Try to relax.”

The pressure was more intense this time, a stretching sensation that bordered on pain as the speculum slowly opened inside me. I bit my lip hard to keep from crying out, my fingers clutching at the edges of the examination table.

“Very good,” Nurse Georges murmured after what felt like an eternity. “Your rectal tissues appear healthy and normal. No abnormalities.”

I heard another click and knew she had taken another photograph, though mercifully she didn’t show me this one.

“The speculum is coming out now,” she announced. “Bear down gently.”

I followed her instructions, feeling the metal device slide out of me. Its removal left me feeling strangely empty and exposed. I lay there, breathing heavily, trying to process the humiliation I’d just endured. But Nurse Georges wasn’t finished with me yet.

“Based on my examination,” she said, making notes on her tablet, “your anal passage is quite tight. This is to be expected, of course, but you should know that initial anal penetration will be quite uncomfortable for you.”

I stared at the ceiling, wishing I could disappear. How had my life come to this point? Just yesterday I’d been a respected intern at an international energy program. Now I was naked on an examination table while a clinical-voiced nurse discussed my anal passage as casually as if she were talking about my dental health.

“Regular training with an anal plug will help prepare you,” she continued, her tone neutral. “Your sponsor will expect you to welcome his penis there. Preparation can make the experience more comfortable for you—and more pleasurable for your sponsor.”

I swallowed hard, not trusting myself to speak. The thought of being penetrated there by a man—by a stranger—made my stomach clench with anxiety.

“I’ll send you home with a set of anal plugs and detailed instructions on how to prepare your bottom for your sponsor’s enjoyment,” Nurse Georges said, as if she were telling me she’d be prescribing vitamins. “The training regimen is quite straightforward. You’ll start with the smallest size and gradually work your way up as your body adjusts.”

She moved around the examination room, opening drawers and collecting items I couldn’t see from my position. The casual way she discussed these intimate matters made them seem almost normal, as if every young woman naturally prepared her body for a stranger’s sexual use.

“Now,” she said, returning to stand between my still-spread legs, “we have one final assessment to complete. To ensure that Selecta Arrangements can match you properly with a compatible sponsor, I need to observe your masturbation technique.”

I jerked upright onto my elbows, my eyes wide with shock. “What?” I gasped, certain I’d misheard her.

“Your masturbation technique,” she repeated calmly. “How you bring yourself to orgasm. This information is essential for the algorithm.”

“I-I can’t,” I stammered, shaking my head. “Not… not with someone watching. That’s private.”

Nurse Georges sighed, that same impatient sound she’d made earlier when I’d asked for a gown. “Mademoiselle Campbell,” she said, her tone cooling several degrees, “nothing about your sexuality will be private once you enter an arrangement. Your sponsor will have the right to observe and direct all aspects of your sexual response.”

She checked something on her tablet. “Furthermore, refusal to complete this assessment will disqualify you from the First Intimacy Premium Program.”

I stared at her in disbelief, my mind racing. Every instinct screamed at me to grab my clothes and run, to escape this ‘medical’ humiliation. But then what?

Thirty days until deportation. No job. No money. No future.

“I…” My voice cracked. I gulped and tried again. “I usually… I don’t usually do it like this.”

“How do you usually do it?” Nurse Georges asked, her tone unchanged.

My face burned so hot I thought I might combust. “I usually lie on my front,” I admitted in a whisper so quiet I could barely hear it myself.

To my surprise, Nurse Georges simply nodded. “Very well. Let me help you out of the stirrups.”

Her hands felt impersonal as she lifted my feet from the cold metal supports. I felt a wave of relief wash over me—not because this would be any less mortifying, but because at least I wouldn’t have to look at her while I did it.

“You may position yourself as you prefer,” she instructed, stepping back slightly.

With trembling limbs, I turned over onto my knees, facing away from her. The paper covering the examination table crinkled loudly beneath me, the sound seemingly amplified in the quiet room. I positioned myself on all fours, then slowly lowered my upper body until my burning cheek pressed against the cool paper. This position—rear elevated, face down—felt even more exposed than before, but at least I didn’t have to see her watching me.

“Proceed,” came her dispassionate voice from behind me.

I closed my eyes tightly, trying to imagine I was alone in my tiny apartment. My hand moved between my legs, fingers finding the familiar bundle of nerves that had given me private pleasure on lonely nights. To my horror, I was already very wet—whether from the invasive examination or the strange, unwanted arousal triggered by this humiliating situation, I couldn’t be sure.

I began to move my hips in a slow, rhythmic motion against my hand, the way I always did when I was alone. My breath came faster as my body responded despite my embarrassment. I could feel the heat radiating from my face, my neck, my chest—burning shame mingling with unwanted arousal.

“The sensor is registering strong response patterns,” Nurse Georges commented, her clinical tone somehow making this even more mortifying. “Your submissive tendencies are quite pronounced.”

I bit my lip to keep from making any sound, focusing on the movement of my fingers, trying desperately to forget where I was and who was watching. The familiar tension began to build deep inside me, my body betraying my mind’s distress.

“Touch your rectum as well,” came Nurse Georges’ instruction, cutting through my concentration.

My eyes flew open, though I still couldn’t see her from my position. “W-what?” I stammered.

“Your anus,” she clarified unnecessarily. “Many associates find anal stimulation enhances their arousal. Touch your rectum while you continue.”

“I’ve never…” I trailed off, mortification stealing my words. The sensations and thoughts the nurse’s speculum had already evoked in that tiny, forbidden hole heightened my reluctance even further.

“That’s precisely why you need to try,” Nurse Georges replied in that maddeningly even voice. “Your potential sponsors will expect you to be responsive to all forms of stimulation.”

My breath caught in my throat. I hesitated, my fingers still moving between my legs, my body betraying me with its arousal even amidst my humiliation.

“Now, please,” she added, her tone making it clear this wasn’t a request.

With my burning cheek pressed against the crinkly exam table paper, I slowly moved my other hand behind me. I felt exposed in a way I never had before—my most intimate parts on display as I reached back, my fingers trembling as they approached that forbidden place.

The tip of my middle finger touched the tight ring of muscle, and I gasped at the unexpected jolt of sensation that shot through me. It felt… wrong. Taboo. And yet, to my absolute horror, intensely arousing.

“Press gently,” Nurse Georges instructed. “Just the tip of your finger.”

I obeyed, applying slight pressure against my opening. It felt completely different from the touch of the nurse’s hands, let alone the speculum. The sensation was electric—a sharp, forbidden pleasure that made my hips buck involuntarily against my other hand.

“That’s it,” the nurse murmured, her voice making the scene all the more mortifying. “The sensor is registering significant arousal response.”

I whimpered softly as I continued to touch myself, one hand working between my legs while the other pressed experimentally against my rear entrance. The dual stimulation felt overwhelming, building a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“Push your fingertip inside,” came the next instruction.

I hesitated only briefly before complying, gently pressing until the tip of my finger slipped past the tight ring. The intrusion felt strange, forbidden—and undeniably exciting. My body responded with a rush of wetness between my legs that made me moan despite myself.

“Imagine your sponsor’s penis there,” Nurse Georges said. “Thick and demanding, stretching you open. You have a very attractive bottom, Audrey. He will have sex with you there as soon as he can, I imagine.”


CHAPTER 4
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Pierre

The news about the threat to the Parisian power grid—thankfully foiled, it appeared—had absorbed me all morning. I’d been deep in conference calls with energy ministers and security officials, using the clout granted by my heavy investment in Selecta’s European expansion to good effect.

The megacorp, for its own part, seemed to have decided to wield its considerable influence to ensure stability and continuity. Energy represented one of their core businesses, after all, and disruptions were bad for profits. I had taken some heat from my peers, after placing such a large bet on the American company’s foray into France, but this averted crisis seemed to have proven me correct.

I was reviewing the preliminary cybersecurity report concerning the virus that had almost taken down the grid when my Selecta Arrangements app, of all things, pinged with an alert. Usually, I ignored these during business hours—the constant notifications about potential matches could wait until evening—but in what I supposed was a slightly Pavlovian way, I always felt my cock stir a little at the distinctive chime the SA app employed.

This time, my manhood practically jumped along my thigh. Something about the intellectual arousal I’d felt with regard to the idea that Paris had almost been brought to her knees by a cyberattack seemed to have primed me for excitement in a more pleasurable direction. The security report could wait; I glanced at the screen.

First Intimacy Qualification Examination in Progress. Subject: Audrey Campbell.

My finger hovered over the notification. First Intimacy candidates were rare enough to warrant attention, especially ones who had passed the initial screening algorithms. The app included a live feed option for examinations—a feature I rarely utilized, finding most medical procedures rather tedious.

But something about the name triggered my curiosity. Audrey Campbell. American, by the sound of it. I tapped the notification, and my screen filled with the live feed from one of Selecta’s medical examination rooms.

The sight that greeted me made my breath catch. A young woman was positioned on the examination table, facing away from the camera, her slender body bent forward in perfect submission, her rounded bottom elevated. One hand worked between her legs while the other… I leaned forward slightly, my interest immediately piqued. Her delicate finger was pressing against her anus as a woman captioned with the name Nurse Georges observed clinically.

“Imagine your sponsor’s penis there,” the nurse was saying. “Thick and demanding, stretching you open. You have a very attractive bottom, Audrey. He will have sex with you there as soon as he can, I imagine.”

I felt my own rush of heat at the nurse’s words and the girl’s visible response—a shudder that ran through her entire body, the way her hips moved against her hand. Even from this mid-range camera angle, I could see she was beautifully formed—small, firm breasts, a narrow waist, and a perfectly rounded bottom now on display as she pleasured herself under instruction.

The biometric data scrolling along the side of my screen confirmed what was visually apparent: this young woman had an exceptionally strong submissive response pattern. Her arousal metrics were nearly off the chart, despite—or perhaps because of—the clinical humiliation of the examination.

I found myself leaning closer to the screen, watching as her movements became more urgent, her breathing more ragged. The camera caught the flush spreading across her skin, the trembling in her thighs as she approached climax.

“You may orgasm now,” Nurse Georges instructed dispassionately.

As if her body had been waiting for permission, the girl shuddered violently, a muffled cry escaping her as pleasure overwhelmed her. The biometric readings spiked dramatically, confirming the intensity of her response.

“Monsieur?” my secretary said, from the doorway of my office. “You have a call from the energy minister.”

“Thank you, Yves,” I told him. I glanced at my handheld again and saw that a banner had appeared at the bottom of the screen.

Receive alerts about Audrey?

I tapped Yes.
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Audrey

“You’ve qualified for the First Intimacy Premium Program,” Nurse Georges told me. Her voice carried a strange mixture of satisfaction and disgust that made my face go blazing hot yet again—as if the woman had tried to remain professional, but the idea of a girl accepting money for the privilege of taking her virginity violated her principles. “You may get dressed.”

“What…” I started to ask, as I scrambled to get off the exam table and to fetch my clothes. Surges of mortified heat traveled through my upper body as I grabbed my panties. “What happens next?”

My hands trembled as I pulled on my underwear, unable to look Nurse Georges in the eye. I felt dazed and disoriented as I tried to process what had just happened. The examination room seemed to spin slightly around me, my body still tingling from the helpless pleasure that had coursed through me only moments before.

“The SA app will guide you through the next steps,” Nurse Georges replied, her tone returning to its earlier detachment. She was entering data into her tablet, as if what had just occurred was nothing more unusual than checking a patient’s blood pressure. “You have some tasks to complete before you can activate your profile in the system. Then potential sponsors will be able to view your information.”

My fingers fumbled with the clasp of my bra. “Tasks?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “Like what?”

“Elements of your profile that will help you get noticed,” she replied without looking up. “First Intimacy candidates are highly sought after, but the wealthy men who’ll be looking at you want to be sure you’re interested in pleasing them the way they have a right to expect.”

My stomach clenched at the thought. Powerful men, looking at me in the app, trying to determine whether I would… what?

Whether I’d be a good girl for them. The kind of good girl who’ll obediently take their cocks when they decide to enjoy her.

I swallowed hard as I pulled my blouse on, buttoning it with clumsy fingers.

“What about… what you said earlier?” I ventured hesitantly, utterly unsure why I was reminding the woman about this humiliating detail. “About the… the plugs?”

Nurse Georges finally looked up from her tablet, her expression unreadable behind her glasses. “Yes, of course.” She crossed to a cabinet and removed a small black box, which she handed to me. “The initial training set. Instructions are included. I recommend beginning tonight.”

I took the box with burning cheeks, unable to believe I was accepting such a thing. It felt surprisingly heavy in my hands—a tangible reminder of what I was agreeing to.

“You’ll also need these,” she continued, handing me a bottle of pills. “Contraceptives. Take one daily, beginning today. While some sponsors may choose to use condoms, most prefer not to. The pill ensures no unwanted complications arise.”

I nodded mutely, slipping the bottle into my purse alongside the black box. I finished dressing, smoothing my skirt with hands that still quivered slightly. My phone beeped, and I glanced down at it. Two notifications from the Selecta Arrangements app.

Appointment: Esthetician. In five minutes, Room 1643.

Appointment: Photography. In thirty-five minutes, Room 1650.

“Good luck, Audrey,” Nurse Georges said from the door as she left with her cart. Her voice seemed a little strained—as if she were doing her best not to sound disdainful. “The exit is just down the hall.”
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The sixteenth floor looked just as corporate as the fifteenth, which seemed confusing given what the app had told me about the appointments I had here, which seemed a good deal less businesslike. The door of Room 1643 did have a sign that said Esthetician Suite, though, so I knew I’d come to the right place.

Inside, the receptionist said from her desk, “Audrey?”

I nodded. “Yes… I… do you know what this is… you know, for?”

She gave me a patient smile.

“Just joined SA?” she asked.

I nodded again.

“You’re here to have a Brazilian wax, honey,” the receptionist told me. “Before your photoshoot for your profile.”

I blinked at her, swallowing hard. I felt heat creep up my neck. Brazilian wax? I’d heard of them, of course, but had never considered getting one myself. The idea of having all the hair removed from… down there… made my stomach flutter with anxiety.

“I’ve… I’ve never had one before,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

The receptionist gave me a knowing smile. “First timers are our specialty, honey. Simone will take good care of you.” She gestured toward a door on the right. “Go on in. She’s waiting for you.”

I walked toward the door on legs that felt suddenly wooden. What was happening to my life? Just yesterday, I’d been worried about energy efficiency models. Now I was about to have a complete stranger remove all my pubic hair before I got photographed for… what, exactly? For men to browse through like some kind of catalog?

The room beyond the door was softly lit, with a padded table in the center that looked similar to the examination table I’d just left, though somewhat less clinical. Gentle music played from hidden speakers, and the air smelled faintly of lavender.

A woman with sleek dark hair pulled into a ponytail turned as I entered. She appeared to be in her thirties, with an athletic build and a professional smile.

“Audrey?” she asked. When I nodded, her smile widened. “I’m Simone. First Brazilian?”

I nodded again, clutching my purse tightly against my stomach as if it could shield me from what was about to happen.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her tone reassuring. “Everyone’s nervous their first time, but I promise I’ll make it as quick and painless as possible.” She gestured to the table. “You’ll need to remove your skirt and underwear. You can leave your top on if you prefer.”

I hesitated, then set my purse down on a small side table. “Do I… do I really have to do this?” I asked, hating how small my voice sounded.

Simone’s expression softened slightly. “It’s standard procedure for all SA associates,” she explained. “Sponsors expect it. But more important, it’s required for your profile photos.”

Profile photos. The words made my stomach clench. “What kind of photos?” I asked, though I suspected I already knew the answer.

“Just some tasteful lingerie shots,” Simone said, her tone casual as she began preparing her supplies. “Nothing too explicit for the initial profile. Theodore is excellent—he’ll make you look beautiful.”

I gulped, remembering the notification about the photography appointment that would follow this one. Lingerie. I’d be posing in lingerie for photos that strange men would look at while deciding if they wanted to… to purchase my virginity.

The thought made me dizzy with a confusing mix of humiliation and that strange, unwanted arousal it seemed like this whole bizarre process had forced upon me.

Forced? Even as I tried to tell myself that the feeling came from outside, something deep down quietly refused to acknowledge the truth of that idea. No. Not forced.

I frowned, trying to push away the word that nevertheless floated inexorably into my brain.

Awakened.

“Go ahead and take off your skirt and your panties, Audrey,” Simone said, her voice becoming a little exasperated, as if at my reluctance. “The app has us both on a schedule.”

I unzipped my skirt with trembling fingers, letting it fall to the floor. I wondered if I had heard in Simone’s voice something like the threat of… something.

Consequences, maybe. The idea brought even more heat to my face.

My panties followed my skirt, leaving me exposed from the waist down. The cool air against my most private parts made me shiver—or perhaps it was nerves.

“Hop up on the table and lie back,” Simone instructed, gesturing to the padded surface.

I climbed onto the table, my face burning. The paper covering crinkled beneath me, reminding me too much of the examination room I’d just left. I lay back, keeping my knees pressed tightly together.

“You’ll need to open your legs, honey,” Simone said, her tone dispassionate. “And bend your knees up toward your chest.”


CHAPTER 5
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Audrey

I hesitated, then slowly complied, exposing myself completely to this stranger. It felt like yet another surrender in a day full of them. How many more would there be?

“First time can be a bit uncomfortable,” Simone warned as she pulled on latex gloves. “But most girls find it gets easier each time.”

I nodded mutely, staring fixedly at the ceiling as I felt her apply something warm and sticky to my pubic area.

“So, what brought you to Selecta Arrangements?” Simone asked conversationally, as if we were chatting at a café rather than while she prepared to rip hair from my most intimate parts.

“I lost my internship,” I said quietly. “My visa’s about to expire. I don’t have anywhere to go.”

“Ah,” she said knowingly. “That happens a lot. Selecta’s good at finding girls when their situations mean they’re willing to face up to their needs.”

Before I could respond to that disturbing observation, she pressed a cloth strip firmly against the warm wax and then, without warning, ripped it away.

I gasped at the sharp sting, my body jerking involuntarily.

“Sorry,” Simone said, not sounding particularly sorry. “First strip is always the worst.”

She continued working methodically, applying wax, pressing the cloth strips, and ripping them away. Each pull sent a jolt of pain through me, though I had to admit it wasn’t as terrible as I’d feared. What was worse was the casual way Simone manipulated my body—pulling my labia taut, instructing me to hold positions that left me completely exposed, even having me draw my knees up to my chest so she could reach the sensitive skin between my buttocks.

“Almost done,” she said after what felt like an eternity. “Just need to get the rest of your bottom. Turn over for me.”

I rolled onto my stomach, then followed her instructions to get onto my knees and elbows, my bottom raised high. The position was mortifyingly exposed, but I was beyond protesting at this point.

“You’ve got a very pretty little hole,” Simone commented casually as she applied wax between my cheeks. “Your sponsor will appreciate that.”

I buried my face in my arms, unable to respond. Simone ripped a strip away, and I whimpered, biting my lip, as I thought again about the man Nurse Georges had conjured up—the sponsor who would pay the premium to claim me… conquer me… master me…

“You’re all set,” Simone told me. “You’ll want to put lotion on tonight to soothe the area a bit. You should make an appointment for two weeks out—SA covers all your waxes, and sponsors can be particular.”

I scrambled to turn and looked around for my underwear and my skirt. Just that movement felt strange, between my legs, and I felt my mouth twist to the side at the distracting new sensation.

“That’s…” I said, with no idea of what kind of adjective I meant to finish the thought with. My cheeks flushed as I contemplated the idea of being held to such an embarrassing standard of hygiene.

“I’m serious,” Simone continued, as if she thought I might be in denial about the importance of the matter. “Some of them will report you if they think you’re letting yourself go down there. Or… you know… a lot of them will just take the matter into their own hands and whip you.”

The blush in my face turned into a whole-body surge of heat. I had seen the vague references to traditional discipline, but I supposed now that I had thought that meant simply following a sponsor’s lead, or something like that.

I stared at Simone, as she put the things on her cart in order. She glanced up at me, clearly noticing my confusion, how I had stopped in the middle of putting my panties on.

“Here’s the thing,” she said. “Selecta made you the offer when they did because you need help—but their specialty isn’t really that kind of need.”

“What?” I asked, as I raised my underwear hastily, then had to bite my lip as I became aware of how strange my pussy felt, bare and smooth against the cotton.

“I know it’s hard to think about, especially at the start,” Simone said with a wry smile that made me think she had first-hand knowledge of the subject. “And I don’t want to distress you, because you’re going to be upset enough without me adding to it. But… think hard about what you really, really need.”

I realized that my breathing and my heart rate had both sped up wildly. Simone could clearly see my physical distress. She gave me a sympathetic smile.

“You should get going,” she said gently. “I bet your photoshoot is starting soon.”
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Room 1650 was across the hall and two doors down. On the door, the sign said Photography. I stepped into the studio, still trying to adjust to the unfamiliar feeling between my legs. The freshly waxed skin felt impossibly smooth and extremely vulnerable, as if a layer of protection had been stripped away from me—as it literally had been, though I had never thought of my pubic curls as any sort of shield.

The reception area looked sleek and minimalist, with black leather chairs and large framed photographs on the walls. I couldn’t help but notice that all the photos featured beautiful young women in various states of undress, though they were tasteful enough that they might have appeared in upscale fashion magazines. The lighting was soft and flattering, making each subject look ethereal and desirable.

A perfectly groomed receptionist looked up as I entered. She wore a fitted black dress and had brown hair up in a ponytail that somehow made her sharp features look even more intimidating.

“Name?” she asked, her fingers poised over a tablet.

“Audrey Campbell,” I replied, my voice small. “I have an appointment for… for photos.”

Her eyes flicked up and down my body in a quick assessment that made me feel like a horse at auction. “Ah yes. First Intimacy Program.” She tapped something on her tablet. “Theodore is ready for you. Go right in.”

As she gestured toward a door at the back of the reception area, the door opened and a young woman emerged. She looked to be about my age, maybe a year or two older, with dark hair and olive skin. Her clothes seemed to be in disarray—her blouse half-buttoned and her skirt slightly askew—and her face was flushed deep red. She kept her eyes downcast as she hurried past me toward the exit.

The sight of her disheveled state and obvious embarrassment made my stomach clench with anxiety. What exactly happened in these photo sessions?

I approached the door with leaden feet, each step feeling like I was walking deeper into a trap I’d set for myself. But what choice did I have? Thirty days until deportation. No money. No future.

I pushed open the door and stepped into a large studio space. One area was set up as a bedroom, with a large four-poster bed draped in white linens. Another corner held a more minimalist setting with a simple white backdrop. Professional lighting equipment surrounded both areas.

“Ah, you must be Audrey,” a man’s voice called out.

I turned to see a tall, lean man approaching me. He appeared to be in his forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and designer glasses. He wore black jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that emphasized his wiry frame. There was something about the way he moved—confident, deliberate—that immediately made me nervous.

“I’m Theodore,” he said, extending his hand. “I’ll be your photographer today.”

I shook his hand, noting how firm his grip was. “Nice to meet you,” I murmured, though nothing about this situation felt nice.

“And this is my assistant, Mona,” Theodore said, gesturing to the side of the studio.

A woman who had been adjusting a light near the bed straightened up and turned toward me. She was petite and curvy, with a sleek bob of dark hair and striking green eyes heavily lined with kohl. She wore a fitted black dress that hugged her generous curves, and her full lips curved into a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes as she assessed me.

“Hello, darling,” she said, her voice carrying a slight accent I couldn’t place. “First time doing a shoot?”

I nodded, clutching my purse like a shield. “Yes.”

“She’s here for the First Intimacy bonus package,” Theodore said to Mona, his tone casual as if discussing the weather rather than my virginity.

Mona’s perfectly shaped eyebrows rose slightly. “Ah, I see.” She circled me slowly, her gaze traveling up and down my body in a way that made me feel naked, even fully clothed as I was. “Fresh from the farm, aren’t you? We don’t get many genuinely innocent girls these days.”

I felt my face flush hot at her assessment. “I’m from Illinois,” I said defensively. “I was working on an international energy program before⁠—”

“Before life happened,” Theodore interrupted smoothly. “We understand. But today isn’t about your past—it’s about your future. Your SA profile needs to showcase your appeal to potential sponsors.” He gestured toward Mona. “Mona will help you select some appropriate outfits.”

The elegant woman beckoned me to follow her to a rack of clothing at the far side of the studio. As we walked, she spoke in a low voice. “The First Intimacy package means we need to emphasize your innocence while still conveying sexual availability. It’s a delicate balance.”

I stared at the rack of lingerie she led me to. There were dozens of pieces, ranging from relatively modest silk nightgowns to things that seemed to be made entirely of straps and tiny scraps of lace. My heart began to race as I realized what was expected.

“I thought… I thought this would be more like headshots,” I said weakly. “You know, for a professional profile.”

Mona laughed, the sound tinkling and somehow unkind. “Oh, darling. SA isn’t a work sort of a thing. Your sponsors aren’t looking for your résumé—they’re looking for a beautiful, obedient young woman to enjoy.” She began sorting through the rack. “For you, I think we’ll start with something classic.”

She pulled out a white lace bra and matching thong, along with a garter belt and sheer white stockings. “This will emphasize your virginal status while still showing enough to interest potential sponsors.” Next came a sheer white babydoll nightgown that would barely reach my thighs. “And this for the second look.”

I stared at the tiny scraps of fabric, my stomach churning. “I can’t… I can’t wear those for photos. I’ve never even worn a garter belt.”

Mona’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Of course you can, darling. It’s quite simple.” She held up the garter belt. “This goes around your waist, then you attach the stockings. Even a virgin can manage that.” Her tone had an edge that made me flinch.

I glanced toward the door, wondering if I could just walk out. But then what? The same questions that had kept me moving forward all day haunted me still. Thirty days until deportation. No money. No future.

“Where…” I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “Where am I supposed to change?”

Mona laughed again, that tinkling sound that somehow managed to be both musical and mocking. “Right here, of course. Theodore and I need to make sure everything fits properly.”

I shook my head, taking a step back. “No. I can’t do that. I’m not comfortable changing in front of strangers.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” Mona sighed, turning toward Theodore who was adjusting his camera nearby. “Theodore, we have another shy one.”

The photographer straightened up, his expression hardening as he looked at me. He set his camera down with deliberate care and strode over to where we stood.

“Is there a problem?” he asked, his voice deceptively soft.

“She’s refusing to change,” Mona reported, crossing her arms.

Theodore regarded me coolly. “Ms. Campbell, I don’t have time for this. My schedule is very tight today, and I have three more shoots after yours. Either you cooperate, or we’ll have to terminate your session.”

“I just want some privacy to change,” I insisted, trying to keep my voice steady. “That’s not unreasonable.”

Something in Theodore’s expression shifted, a flicker of impatience that made my heart race. “What’s unreasonable is wasting my time. Do you understand what the Selecta Arrangements program entails? You’ll be expected to obey your sponsor in all things, especially regarding your body and your sexuality.”

“I know, but⁠—”

“No buts,” he interrupted sharply. “This is your first lesson in obedience, and you’re failing spectacularly.”

Before I could react, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward a nearby stool. In one fluid motion, he sat down and tugged me across his lap. I gasped in shock, my purse falling to the floor as I found myself bent over his knees, my bottom raised in the air.

“What are you doing?” I cried, struggling to right myself.

His hand pressed firmly against the small of my back, keeping me in place. “Teaching you that actions have consequences. I’m going to spank you until you agree to follow instructions without argument.”


CHAPTER 6
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Audrey

“You can’t—” My protest was cut short by the sharp crack of his hand against my skirt-covered bottom. The sting shocked me into momentary silence. I couldn’t process what was happening. This man—this stranger—had just started spanking me like a disobedient child.

“You can’t do this!” I finally managed to gasp out, my voice high with indignation and shock.

His hand came down again, harder this time, the impact jolting through my body.

“I assure you I can,” Theodore replied, his voice calm and matter-of-fact despite the violence of his actions. “And I will continue until you understand your position.”

Another smack landed, then another, each one sending a wave of heat spreading across my bottom. I squirmed helplessly, unable to escape his iron grip.

“Stop it!” I cried, mortified to feel tears springing to my eyes. “Let me go!”

“She could use more than a few smacks, I think,” Mona commented from somewhere behind us, her voice laced with amusement. “These American girls always think they can negotiate everything.”

Theodore continued spanking me methodically, his large hand covering most of my bottom with each stinging slap. “This isn’t a negotiation, Ms. Campbell. This is a lesson in compliance. When you enter the Selecta Arrangements program, you’ll be expected to obey without question. Your sponsors won’t tolerate arguments or delays.”

The spanking continued, each smack landing with precise force. I was acutely aware of my skirt riding up with each blow, exposing more of my thighs. Worse, I felt a disturbing warmth building between my legs that had nothing to do with the sting in my bottom.

“I’ll get changed!” I finally blurted out, desperate for the humiliating punishment to end. “Please, stop!”

The spanking paused, Theodore’s hand resting heavily on my heated flesh. “You’ll get changed here, as instructed, without further argument?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my face burning with humiliation.

“Good.” His hand moved, and for a moment I thought he would let me up—instead, I felt him grasp the hem of my skirt and flip it up onto my back, fully exposing my panty-clad bottom.

I gasped in shock. “What are you doing?”

“Making sure the lesson is properly learned,” he replied calmly. His fingers hooked into the waistband of my underwear, and before I could protest further, he tugged them down to mid-thigh.

“No!” I cried, my hands flying back to cover myself. “Please, don’t!”

Theodore captured my wrists in one large hand, pinning them to the small of my back. “Move your hands again, and I’ll have Mona tie them,” he warned.

I froze, my breath coming in short, panicked gasps. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I pictured myself draped across a man’s lap, my bare bottom on display for his much-too-interested assistant.

“Please,” I sobbed, mortification washing over me in waves. “I said I’d change.”

Theodore’s hand came down hard on my bare flesh, the sting ten times worse without the protection of my skirt and panties. I yelped, tears springing to my eyes.

“I’ll stop when I believe you’ve learned your lesson,” he said, his voice maddeningly calm as he delivered another sharp slap. “Not before.”

The spanking continued relentlessly, each smack setting my bottom ablaze. My awareness of Mona watching, of her eyes on my most private parts as Theodore’s punishment exposed everything, seemed too much to bear. Much, much worse—to my absolute horror, I felt myself growing wet between my legs, my body betraying me with arousal even as my mind recoiled in shame.

“She’s responding quite nicely,” Mona observed, her voice carrying a note of clinical interest that somehow made it all even more humiliating. “Look at how pink her little bottom is getting.”

Theodore’s hand paused, resting on my burning flesh. I felt his fingers shift slightly, moving down to where my thighs met, dangerously close to my exposed sex.

“Indeed,” he murmured. “And she’s quite wet. The perineal sensor must be picking up some interesting readings right now.”

I whimpered at his words, squeezing my eyes shut. The perineal sensor. I’d almost forgotten about the tiny thing Nurse Georges had installed, silently monitoring my body’s responses. Was someone watching those readings somewhere? Could they see how my traitorous body was reacting?

“Please,” I whispered again, my voice breaking. “I’ll change. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Theodore delivered one final, stinging slap before releasing my wrists. “Stand up,” he commanded.

I scrambled to my feet, yanking up my panties and pushing down my skirt, desperate to cover myself. My face felt as hot as my throbbing bottom, tears streaming down my cheeks as I struggled to regain some semblance of dignity.

“Now,” Theodore said, his tone casual, as if he hadn’t just spanked me like a child, “let’s try again. Mona has selected some appropriate lingerie for your shoot. You will put it on here, without argument.”

I nodded, unable to meet his eyes. “Yes, sir,” I whispered, the honorific slipping out unbidden, an artifact from a midwestern childhood.

A small smile curved Theodore’s lips. “Good girl. Now we’re making progress.”

Mona approached with the white lingerie set, holding it out to me. “Let’s get you changed, darling. Your bottom will look very fetching against the white lace.”

Trying hard not to think about what I was doing, I began to unbutton my blouse. I got it off and dropped it on a chair Mona showed me. I stood there shaking in just my bra and skirt, acutely aware of both Theodore and Mona watching me with what seemed more than professional interest.

“The skirt next, darling,” Mona prompted, with a scornful half-smile when I hesitated.

I unzipped the garment and let it fall, stepping out with trembling legs. Now in just my plain cotton bra and panties, I felt horribly exposed. The smooth, freshly waxed skin between my legs felt hypersensitive against the cotton of my underwear.

Bared for my sponsor’s pleasure. I swallowed hard.

“Those too, Audrey,” Mona said, gesturing to my underwear and shaking her head as if she couldn’t believe she had to tell me to take off each article.

My hands shook as I unhooked my bra and slipped it off, then pushed my panties down my legs. I stood naked before them, my arms instinctively crossing over my breasts, my thighs pressed tightly together.

“Arms at your sides,” Theodore instructed.

I dropped my arms slowly, blinking back fresh tears as I stood completely exposed. The air-conditioning raised goosebumps across my skin, my nipples hardening in response—a reaction I prayed they would attribute to the cold rather than the confusing arousal still pulsing through me.

“Very nice,” Mona assessed, circling me. “Small breasts, but nicely shaped. Elegant lines. Good hip-to-waist ratio. And the Brazilian was well done—your pussy looks delightfully innocent. The sponsors will be quite pleased.”

Her casual appraisal of my naked body sent another wave of heat through me—embarrassment mingled with that unwanted, inexplicable arousal. I hated how my body was responding, how some part of me seemed to crave this objectification even as my conscious mind recoiled from it.

“Let’s get you into the garter belt,” she continued, wrapping the lacy band around my waist and fastening it at the back. “This sits here, just above your hips.”

Next came the stockings—sheer white nylon that Mona guided up my legs with practiced hands. I stood motionless as she attached each stocking to the dangling garters, her fingers occasionally brushing against my inner thighs in a way that made me flinch.

“Remember,” she instructed, “when your sponsor gives you a garter belt, which I’m sure he will… the panties go on over the suspenders.”

I almost asked why—but then with a hot blush I figured it out. The realization hit me like a physical blow. The panties go on over the garter straps so they can be removed without taking off the stockings. So a man can pull them down or aside to… to use me… while keeping me dressed in the lingerie he finds arousing.

My face blazed with fresh heat as Mona handed me the white lace thong. I stepped into it with trembling legs, pulling it up over the thin straps of the garter belt as instructed. The unfamiliar sensation of the thong between my newly bare bottom cheeks made me shift uncomfortably.

“Good girl,” Mona murmured, her tone carrying that same condescending approval I was beginning to recognize from everyone at Selecta. “Now the bra.”

The bra matched the thong—delicate white lace that seemed designed more for display than support. It cupped my small breasts, pushing them up and together to create the illusion of more cleavage than I naturally possessed. The lace was scratchy against my sensitive nipples, which remained traitorously hard in spite of my discomfort.

“There,” Mona said, stepping back to assess me. “Theodore, what do you think?”

The photographer had been watching the entire process with clinical detachment, but now his gaze sharpened as he looked me up and down.

“Turn around,” he instructed.

I rotated slowly, painfully aware of how the thong left my spanked bottom almost completely exposed. The cool air against my heated skin was a strange relief, even as I cringed at the thought of them seeing the evidence of my punishment.

“The redness works well with the white,” Theodore observed dispassionately. “Gives her an air of submission that sponsors will appreciate.”

I flushed again at his words. The idea that the marks of my humiliation would be preserved in photographs for strange men to see made me want to sink through the floor.

“We need shoes,” Mona said, moving to a cabinet along the wall. She returned with a pair of white stiletto heels that looked impossibly high. “These should fit.”

I took the shoes with shaking hands. I’d never worn anything with heels this high before—at least five inches, with pointed toes and delicate ankle straps. I sat on the edge of a nearby chair to put them on, wincing as my tender bottom made contact with the hard surface.

When I stood, I wobbled precariously, my ankles threatening to give way beneath me. Mona steadied me with a hand on my elbow.

“Walk a bit,” she instructed. “You need to get used to them before we start shooting.”

I took a few tentative steps, feeling like a newborn foal. The heels forced my back to arch, thrusting my chest forward and my bottom out in a way that felt obscenely provocative. I felt like a caricature of femininity—a sexualized doll, dressed for a man’s pleasure. Yet with each wobbling step, I became increasingly aware of the wet heat between my legs, the way my body seemed to respond to its own objectification.

“That’s it,” Mona encouraged, her hand on the small of my back guiding me toward the bed setup. “Tiny steps. Lead with your hips.”

I followed her instructions, feeling like a prostitute as I practiced walking in the towering heels. The way they changed my posture, forced my body into this exaggerated feminine stance—it felt both alien and strangely natural, as if some part of me had been waiting for this transformation.

I am a prostitute now, though, aren’t I? I had to bite back a little whimper at the thought. I had decided to sell my virginity, hadn’t I?

By the time I reached the bed area, Theodore had his camera ready, a large, professional-looking device mounted on a tripod. The studio lights had been adjusted, bathing the white bed in a soft, flattering glow.

“Sit on the edge of the bed,” he instructed, his voice back to that impersonal, professional tone.

I perched carefully on the edge of the mattress, the heels forcing my knees together and my back straight. My hands instinctively moved to cover my exposed thighs.

“Hands at your sides,” Theodore reminded me sharply. “And look at the camera.”

I dropped my hands and raised my eyes to the lens, feeling utterly vulnerable. The camera clicked, and I flinched at the sound.

“Relax your face,” Theodore said. “You look terrified.”

I am terrified, I wanted to say, but instead I tried to smooth my features into something less panicked. The camera clicked again, capturing my discomfort for posterity.

“Now lean back slightly, hands behind you on the bed,” he directed.

I followed his instructions, leaning back to support my weight on my arms. The position thrust my breasts forward, the lace cups barely containing them.

“Good,” Theodore murmured, the camera clicking rapidly. “Now part your knees. Just slightly.”

I hesitated, then inched my knees apart, feeling the cool air against my thinly covered sex. The thong hid almost nothing, and I knew the freshly waxed skin of my intimate parts must be visible through the delicate lace.

“More,” Theodore instructed firmly.

I spread my legs wider, my face burning hot with shame as I exposed myself further for his camera. Click, click, click went the shutter, preserving my humiliation.

“Now stand up and turn around,” he said. “Bend forward slightly, hands on the bed.”


CHAPTER 7
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Audrey

With trembling legs, I stood and turned, placing my hands on the mattress as instructed. The position thrust my bottom out, the tiny thong doing nothing to hide the redness that still lingered from my spanking.

“Arch your back more,” Mona suggested, approaching to place a hand between my shoulder blades, pressing down gently while her other hand lifted my hips. “Like this. Bottom up, chest down.”

The position made me feel even more revealed, my barely covered pussy surely visible from behind. I quivered with helpless arousal, my body’s response confusing and shameful to me.

“Perfect,” Theodore murmured, the camera clicking steadily. “The innocent farmgirl with the spanked bottom. Sponsors will be lining up.”

The photo session continued for what felt like an eternity, Theodore directing me into increasingly revealing poses while Mona adjusted my lingerie, hair, and body position to best display my ‘assets,’ as she called them. By the time they switched me to the babydoll nightgown for the second set of photos, I was trembling with a mixture of exhaustion, humiliation, and unwanted arousal.

The nightgown was even more revealing than the lingerie set—sheer white fabric that did nothing to hide my body beneath, with delicate lace trim that scratched against my sensitive nipples. It barely reached mid-thigh, leaving my legs completely exposed. To my dismay, I suddenly wished for the covering the nylons had provided.

“This look is perfect for the innocent-but-available image we want to project,” Mona explained, adjusting the straps on my shoulders so the neckline dipped lower, revealing more of my cleavage. “It suggests you’re ready for bed—but not necessarily for sleep.”

I swallowed hard, trying not to think about what she was implying. The fabric was so sheer I could see my own nipples through it, pink and hard against the white material. The thong I wore beneath did little to preserve my modesty, especially when Theodore had me sit on the edge of the bed, legs slightly parted.

“Look at the camera like you’re looking at your sponsor,” he instructed. “A little shy, but eager to please.”

I had no idea how to create such an expression, but I tried my best, lowering my eyes slightly before gazing up through my lashes at the lens. The camera clicked rapidly.

“Better,” Theodore murmured. “Now lie back on the bed. One knee bent, the other leg straight.”

I followed his instructions, sinking back against the white pillows. The position made the short nightgown ride up, exposing the edge of my thong. I resisted the urge to tug it down.

“Hand on your stomach,” Theodore directed. “Fingers just under the hem of the nightgown, like you’re thinking about touching yourself, but aren’t quite brave enough.”

My face flamed hot at his words, but I placed my hand as instructed, my fingers resting just below my navel, at the very edge of the flimsy garment. The camera clicked steadily.

“Good,” Theodore said. “Now I want you to pull the nightgown up slightly. Just enough to show a hint of your panties.”

I hesitated, then slowly drew the fabric upward, revealing more of my thong. The camera continued to capture every moment of my discomfort.

“More,” Theodore insisted. “Show us the panties completely.”

With trembling fingers, I pulled the nightgown up to my waist, fully exposing the tiny white thong. I lay there, the sheer babydoll bunched around my midriff, my nearly naked body on display for the camera.

“Perfect,” Theodore murmured. “Now slide your fingers into the waistband of your panties. Just slightly.”

“I thought these were supposed to be tasteful photos,” I protested weakly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Oh, these will definitely be to the taste of your potential sponsors,” Mona replied with a wicked smile that brought a fresh surge of blood to my face.

I stared at the impossibly fashionable, fully dressed woman, helpless against the heat of humiliation that flooded through me. Her words seemed to echo in the studio, mingling with the steady hum of the air conditioning and the soft click of Theodore’s camera.

“I can’t,” I whispered, my fingers frozen at the waistband of the thong.

Theodore lowered his camera slightly, his expression hardening. “Ms. Campbell, we’ve already established the consequences of disobedience. Would you prefer another spanking?”

The memory of being bent over his knee, my bare bottom exposed and burning under his firm hand, made me shiver. Worse, the memory brought with it that same unwanted surge of arousal between my legs. I could feel myself growing wetter beneath the tiny scrap of lace barely covering me.

“No,” I said quickly, my voice small. “I’ll do it.”

“Good girl,” he murmured, raising the camera again. “Slide your fingers just inside the waistband. Imagine your sponsor has commanded you to touch yourself for him.”

My face burning, I slipped trembling fingers beneath the lace edge of the thong. The camera clicked rapidly, capturing my mortification for posterity.

“Now pull them down,” Theodore instructed. “Just to the top of your thighs.”

I swallowed hard, then hooked my thumbs into the sides of the thong and slowly drew it downward, exposing the bare, smooth skin of my freshly waxed mound. The cool air against my most intimate parts made me shiver, goosebumps rising across my exposed skin.

“Stop there,” Theodore said, the camera continuing its relentless documentation. “Now spread your legs a bit wider.”

I parted my thighs slightly, acutely aware of how exposed I was, how vulnerable. The thin strip of fabric still caught between my thighs seemed almost obscene now, emphasizing rather than hiding my nakedness.

“Perfect,” Theodore murmured. “Now touch yourself.”

I froze, certain I’d misheard him. “What?”

“Touch your pussy,” he repeated. “Just lightly. Run your fingers over yourself.”

“I can’t,” I whispered, horrified. “That’s… that’s too much.”

“Your sponsors will expect much more than this,” Mona interjected, moving closer to the bed. “They’ll want to see how thirsty you are, how obedient. This is nothing compared to what will be required of you once you’re claimed.”

Claimed. The word sent a shiver through me—fear mingled with that persistent, shameful arousal.

“I’ll help you get in the right mindset,” Mona continued, sitting on the edge of the bed beside me. Her perfume—something expensive and musky—enveloped me as she leaned close. “Close your eyes and imagine your sponsor has just spanked you for showing up late to a date.”

I closed my eyes, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. The scenario Mona described flooded my mind with vivid images: a faceless man in an expensive suit, his hand connecting firmly with my bare bottom as I lay across his lap. The imagined sting seemed to blend with the real soreness from Theodore’s earlier punishment, making the fantasy feel disturbingly real.

“Your bottom is still pink and warm from his hand,” Mona continued, her voice dropping to a hypnotic murmur. “He’s told you that you need to show him how sorry you are. He wants to see your smooth pussy, to see if you’re wet from your punishment.”

My breath caught in my throat, the words painting pictures in my mind that make my body respond in ways I couldn’t control. I could feel myself growing wetter, my pulse quickening.

“Touch yourself now,” Mona instructed softly. “Show your sponsor how wet his spanking has made you.”

My hand moved as if it belonged to someone else, fingers trembling as they slid over the freshly waxed skin between my legs. The unfamiliar smoothness startled me—I’d never felt my own flesh this way before, with nothing to buffer the touch. It felt completely different from when I’d been made to masturbate in front of the nurse. I gasped at the sensitivity.

“That’s it,” Mona encouraged. “Spread your legs wider so he can see everything.”

I parted my thighs further, my fingers exploring my slick folds. The camera clicked continuously, capturing every moment of my surrender.

“Your sponsor finds that you’re very wet,” Mona narrated, her voice taking on a dreamy quality. “He’s pleased that his discipline affects you this way. Now he wants you to prepare yourself for him. He makes you kneel down and suck his cock while you play with your little pussy, getting it ready for him.”

I whimpered softly, my fingers finding my clitoris almost of their own accord. The slippery bundle of nerves seemed to pulse beneath my touch, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. My hips rose slightly off the bed, seeking more contact.

“Look at the camera,” Theodore commanded. “Show your sponsor your face while you pleasure yourself.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting the lens with a gaze I felt sure looked nothing like my own—cheeks flushed, lips parted, nostrils flaring. My fingers continued their intimate exploration, circling and stroking as Mona’s words painted explicit pictures in my mind.

“Your sponsor is going to take your virginity tonight,” she whispered, leaning closer so only I could hear. “He’s going to push his thick cock into your tight little pussy and make you his. You’re going to feel him stretching you open, claiming what he’s paid for.”

A moan escaped me, unbidden and uncontrolled. My body was betraying me completely now, responding to these shameful words with undeniable arousal. My fingers moved faster, pleasure building inside me like a wave.

“He’s going to fuck you in all your holes,” Mona whispered, her voice like silk sliding across a mirror. “He’s going to train you to please him in every way a woman can please a man. And you’re going to love it, because that’s what you were made for.”

My breathing quickened, my fingers moving faster over my slick flesh. The pleasure was building, coiling tight in my lower belly even in the throes of my mortification. I couldn’t believe what was happening, and yet the thought of it pushed my arousal even higher.

“That’s it,” Mona encouraged. “Show your sponsor how much you want him. Show him how your body responds to the thought of being taken, being owned.”

The camera clicked relentlessly, Theodore moving around the bed to capture different angles of my shame and surrender. My body had taken control, chasing the pleasure that seemed to build with each humiliating word Mona spoke.

“He’s going to make you come on his cock,” she continued, her voice dropping even lower. “He’s going to fuck you until you scream his name, until you beg him to claim you completely.”

Something inside me snapped. The pleasure crested suddenly, surges of it washing through me as my back arched off the bed, a cry escaping my lips. My fingers moved frantically against my flesh as I rode out the orgasm, my whole body trembling with release.

As the pleasure subsided, leaving me gasping and disoriented, reality came crashing back. I had just masturbated to orgasm while being photographed. While a strange woman whispered filthy scenarios in my ear. While a man I’d just met captured every moment of my surrender.

I jerked my hand away from my body as if burned, scrambling to pull up my panties and tug down the nightgown. Tears sprang to my eyes, hot and humiliating.

“What the hell?” I whispered, my voice breaking.

“Heaven, rather, my dear. That was beautiful,” Theodore replied, lowering his camera. “Those final shots will guarantee you a luxury sponsor.”

I sat up, drawing my knees to my chest and wrapping my arms around them. I felt utterly exposed despite my attempts to cover myself, my body still tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure even as my mind recoiled in shame.

“I think we have what we need,” Theodore said to Mona, his tone casual, as if what had just happened was entirely ordinary. “She can get dressed.”

Mona nodded, standing from the bed. “Good job, darling,” she said to me, her voice carrying that same condescending approval I was growing to hate. “Your profile will be quite popular, I’m sure.”

I couldn’t look at either of them as I slid off the bed, my legs wobbly from both the towering heels and the intense orgasm. I got the lingerie off and scrambled into my plain panties and bra as fast as I could, then put on my blouse and skirt, kicked into my shoes, and headed for the door.

As I exited, I realized my state of dress must look exactly like that of the girl who had gone before me in the studio. Worse, another young woman waited outside, in the same chair I had occupied. My cheeks blazing, I made my way out into the hall, unable to look her or the receptionist in the eye.


CHAPTER 8
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Pierre

Audrey Campbell’s profile proved just as diverting as I had hoped it might. The notification came through on my SA app just as I was finishing dinner at Le Grand Véfour. I’d been dining alone, reviewing reports on the narrowly averted power grid catastrophe while enjoying a nearly perfect filet de boeuf. The soft chime of the app drew my attention away from my dessert—a delicate crème brûlée that would now have to wait.

I opened the app discreetly, angling my phone away from the nearby tables even in the privacy afforded by my corner location. The notification was simple, but compelling: Profile Complete: Audrey Campbell (First Intimacy Program).

I tapped the notification, and her profile loaded immediately. The first image nearly made me set my espresso cup down with more force than intended. She was seated on the edge of a bed, dressed in white lingerie that emphasized her youthful innocence while revealing enough to stir my immediate interest. White stockings encased slender legs, held up by a lace garter belt that framed her slim hips perfectly. The matching thong did little to conceal her freshly waxed con, and the small breasts pushed up by the delicate bra appeared perfectly proportioned to her petite frame.

But her expression truly captured me—a mixture of shy reluctance and undeniable arousal that spoke of deep submissive tendencies barely recognized by the girl herself. Her blue eyes looked directly into the camera with a vulnerability that stirred something primal in me.

I swiped through the images, each more revealing than the last. In one particularly striking photo, she was bent forward over the bed, her bottom—still bearing what appeared to be the faint pinkness of a recent spanking—thrust outward invitingly. In another, she wore a sheer white babydoll that concealed nothing, her hand sliding beneath the waistband of tiny white panties.

The final set of photos showed her masturbating, her expression transformed by pleasure even as embarrassment flushed her cheeks and chest. These images were particularly valuable for a connoisseur like me—they revealed a young woman whose body’s desires were at war with her conscious mind, a delicious conflict: one whose charm an experienced dominant like me had great difficulty resisting.

I took a sip of my espresso, savoring both the bitter flavor and the anticipation building within me. The First Intimacy Premium would cost me two million euros—a significant sum, but hardly prohibitive for a man of my means. The opportunity to claim this girl’s virginity, to be the first man to penetrate each of her holes and train her to serve my desires, was worth far more than money.

As long as I felt I could help her, of course—as long as our relationship had a chance of providing the mutual benefit on which I always insisted.

I scrolled down to read her profile information. Twenty years old, American, formerly an intern at an energy conservation program—this last detail caught my attention. My business interests in sustainable energy made this a particularly intriguing coincidence. Perhaps we would have more to discuss than I’d initially anticipated.

Bonjour, Mademoiselle, I typed. May I introduce myself?
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Audrey

The alert chime from the Selecta Arrangements app made me blush all on its own. I looked around the little kitchen of my beautiful new apartment as if someone might see me using the app, and judge me for it.

Despite having only been here a few hours, I’d already developed an affection for this place, my new home—even though it seemed in certain ways that it wasn’t really mine at all. The apartment was nothing like the cramped, musty studio I’d been renting in the dreary suburb. This place was all clean lines and modern luxury, nestled in the heart of the Marais district where I’d never imagined I could afford to live.

The kitchen alone boasted almost as much space as my entire previous apartment. Gleaming stainless steel appliances reflected the warm light from recessed fixtures overhead. The refrigerator had already spoken to me twice—once to welcome me to my ‘SA-subsidized residence’ and again to suggest a shopping list based on what it detected was missing from its pristine interior. The stovetop had lit up when I’d approached it earlier, displaying recipe suggestions based on nutritional profiles preferred by top-tier sponsors.

Everything in the apartment seemed designed to make my life easier. At the same time, though, it had quickly become clear that the conveniences extended not just to me, but also to the man who decided to sponsor me.

The bathroom mirror doubled as a screen that displayed helpful reminders about personal grooming standards expected of SA associates. The closet had scanned my meager wardrobe when I’d hung up my clothes and promptly informed me that ‘appropriate attire’ would be delivered tomorrow, courtesy of the Selecta Arrangements program.

Everything connected to the SA app, too. The lights, the temperature, the entertainment system—all controlled through the same application that now put me in touch with ‘potential sponsors.’ The same app that had just chimed with a notification that someone had viewed my profile—and that had recorded my medical examination, my humiliating photoshoot, my body’s betrayal.

Even the elegant alarm clock on the bedside table seemed to be integrated with the system. When I’d explored the bedroom earlier, I’d accidentally triggered its settings menu, revealing options for ‘Sponsor Override’ and ‘Remote Wake Protocols.’ Curious, I had tapped on them to no avail, and then realized they were grayed out. Could my sponsor, whoever he might be, control those things?

The door to the apartment itself had no physical key—it recognized my face through a small camera embedded in the frame. “Facial recognition enabled for primary resident,” it had announced when I’d first arrived. “Secondary access permissions managed through Selecta Arrangements application.”

Secondary access. The phrase had lingered in my mind as I’d explored my new home. Did it mean that whoever became my sponsor would have automatic access to my apartment?

I took a deep breath and tapped on the notification.

A potential sponsor has sent you a message.

The app opened to reveal a profile picture of a distinguished-looking man with piercing hazel eyes and perfectly styled brown hair that fell just past his shoulders—longer than most businessmen wore theirs, but somehow perfectly suited to his elegant features.

Pierre Lemieux, the screen informed me. Age forty-two. Occupation: Investor.

My heart began to race. This was it—a real person, a wealthy man who had seen those humiliating photos and now wanted to… what? Own me? Buy me? The reality of what I’d committed to came crashing down on me with renewed force.

I opened his message with trembling fingers.

Bonjour, Mademoiselle. May I introduce myself?

Such a formal, polite greeting seemed almost comically at odds with the situation. This man had just viewed photographs of me in lingerie, touching myself, my most intimate parts exposed for his assessment. And now he wanted to exchange pleasantries?

I stared at the screen, unsure how to respond. The app helpfully provided suggestion buttons: I’d be delighted, Yes, please do, and I’m honored by your interest. Each phrase made my stomach clench with its artificial submissiveness.

Before I could decide, another message appeared.

I apologize if I’ve startled you. Perhaps I should begin by saying that I found your profile quite compelling. Your background in energy conservation particularly caught my interest, as it happens to align with several of my business ventures.

I blinked in surprise. Of all the things he might have mentioned—my body, my virginity, those mortifying photographs—he chose to comment on my professional background?

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. What was the proper etiquette for responding to a man who might soon own your sexual services?

Hello, I typed hesitantly. Thank you for your message. I paused, then added, I’m surprised you noticed that part of my profile.

His response came quickly.

I make it a point to read everything carefully, Mademoiselle Campbell. Beauty is abundant in Paris—intelligence with purpose, less so. Would you be available for coffee tomorrow afternoon? Perhaps I’m old-fashioned, but I believe conversation should precede other considerations.

Coffee. A normal, everyday activity. Not what I’d expected as a first step in this bizarre arrangement. But the thought of meeting this man in person, knowing he’d seen those photographs, made my heart race with anxiety.

Yes, I replied simply, before I could lose my nerve. Coffee would be nice.

Excellent. There is a café called Le Petit Jardin on Rue des Rosiers, in the Marais, where this useful app tells me you’re located.

I recognized the street name—it wasn’t far from my new apartment.

That would be fine, I responded.

Until tomorrow, then. Bonne nuit, Audrey.

The use of my first name sent an unexpected shiver through me. It felt strangely intimate after the formality of his earlier messages. I set the phone down on the kitchen counter and wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly cold even with the comfortable temperature of the apartment.

What had I gotten myself into? Tomorrow I would be sitting across from a stranger who had seen me naked, seen me touch myself, seen me orgasm—and who was considering paying millions of euros for the right to take my virginity. The thought made me dizzy with a confusing mixture of shame, fear, and that persistent, unwanted arousal that seemed to haunt me since the moment I’d stepped into Selecta’s gleaming office building.

I moved to the bathroom, needing to splash cold water on my face. The black box from Nurse Georges sat on the counter where I’d left it earlier. I hadn’t been able to bring myself to open it yet, to look at the training plugs that apparently lay inside. But now, with the reality of meeting Pierre Lemieux looming before me, I found myself reaching for it.

The box opened to reveal three smooth silicone plugs in graduating sizes—a small pink one, a medium blue one, and a large purple one—along with a bottle of lubricant. A small pamphlet titled Anal Training for Selecta Arrangements Associates lay beside them. The clinical presentation somehow made it all the more shameful.

I should throw this away, I thought. I should delete the app, pack my things, and find another solution.

But what solution? The questions that had haunted me all day returned with crushing force.

Thirty days until deportation. No money. No future.

I picked up the smallest plug, surprised by its weight in my hand. It didn’t look too intimidating—about the size of my thumb, with a flared base to prevent it from going too far inside. The first page of the pamphlet recommended starting with this size for at least three days before progressing to the next.

“Beginning tonight,” Nurse Georges had said. I glanced at my watch. It was already after nine.

With trembling hands, I opened the pamphlet, skimming the step-by-step instructions for insertion and care. The plain language—apply lubricant liberally to both the plug and your anus, bear down gently to help the sphincter relax—made this seem like just another medical procedure, not the deeply intimate, taboo act it actually appeared from my perspective.

I set the plug back in the box and closed it, my heart racing. Not tonight. I couldn’t bring myself to do this tonight. Maybe tomorrow, after meeting Pierre. If he even wanted to pursue this arrangement after meeting me in person.

My phone chimed again from the kitchen. I hurried back, my heart racing. Another notification from the SA app.

Your profile performance metrics are now available.

Profile performance metrics? I tapped the notification with trepidation, and a screen of statistics appeared.

Profile Views: 124 (Last two hours)

Interest Rating: 98.7%

Potential Sponsor Inquiries: 17

First Intimacy Premium Bids: 3

My mouth went dry. One hundred and twenty-four men had viewed those photos of me in just two hours? Seventeen had already expressed interest in ‘sponsoring’ me? And three were willing to pay the premium price for my virginity?

I scrolled down further, seeing a chart labeled Most Engaging Images. The top-ranked photo was one from the end of my session—me lying back on the bed, panties pulled down, fingers between my legs, face flushed with unwanted pleasure. The caption read: 98.2% positive response rate.

I felt sick. Nearly a hundred men had looked at that image of me—my most private, vulnerable moment—and found it arousing enough to consider paying for the privilege of using my body.

The app chimed again.

Potential sponsor Pierre Lemieux has scheduled a meeting with you for tomorrow, 3:00 p.m., Le Petit Jardin. Would you like to confirm this appointment?

I tapped Confirm mechanically, my mind reeling. This was really happening. Tomorrow I would meet a man who might become my sponsor—a euphemism that barely disguised the reality of what I was agreeing to.

I moved to the bedroom, suddenly exhausted by the emotional rollercoaster of the day. The bed looked invitingly comfortable, with crisp white sheets and a plush duvet that seemed to promise a good night’s sleep. But as I approached, I wondered about something the app had mentioned in its ‘welcome to your new home’ message.

Surveillance on your apartment is 24/7, to ensure your safety and to provide you and your sponsor with the rich data that will help your relationship grow into a truly mutually beneficial arrangement.


CHAPTER 9
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Audrey

What did it mean? Surveillance for my safety with the men who apparently would expect to have their every whim obeyed, sure… but what about the rich data?

The app, too, had mentioned surveillance protocols during the orientation screens I’d had to tap the check boxes on, but I’d been too overwhelmed to fully process what that meant. Did it mean that the guy I’d responded to—Pierre—could see me right now?

As I changed into my sleep tee I couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. I hurried through my bedtime routine and slipped under the covers, pulling them up to my chin as if they could shield me from whatever surveillance Selecta saw fit to do.

I lay there in the dark, trying to quiet my racing thoughts: the humiliating, terribly arousing photo shoot… Pierre… coffee… cameras watching here in my new home, like Theodore’s camera… Pierre, looking at my lewd photos.

I realized suddenly that my hand had drifted involuntarily between my legs, as if one part of me were trying to comfort another part, soothe me to sleep that naughty way. The memory of the photo shoot—of Mona’s whispered words, especially—rose again, much too vividly.

“He’s going to take your virginity tonight. He’s going to push his thick cock into your tight little pussy and make you his.”

My fingers slid beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts, finding the smooth, freshly waxed skin between my thighs. The unfamiliar sensation still startled me—the directness of the touch against bare flesh, smooth and, well, virginal. My breathing quickened as I imagined Pierre Lemieux looking at those photos of me, his elegant hands unfastening his expensive trousers, his cock hardening as he studied my exposed body.

Would he touch himself while looking at me? Part of me felt sure the thought should have disgusted me, but instead it sent a surge of wet heat between my legs. My fingers slid lower, finding slick evidence of my helpless arousal.

Your sponsor will have the right to observe and direct all aspects of your sexual response.

Had Nurse Georges really said that, in her dispassionate voice? Or was I making that up, part of this unwelcome fantasy? The words echoed in my mind as if the frightening older woman were here, in my apartment, standing over me and watching me play with myself. I swallowed hard, letting out a little whimper as I remembered the presence of the perineal sensor, silently monitoring my body’s every response. Was it active now? Were my responses being recorded, analyzed, added to my profile data?

The thought should have made me stop, should have horrified me. Instead, it intensified the heat building between my thighs. My fingers circled my clitoris, pleasure spiraling outward from that sensitive little bud. It seemed impossibly shameful that I could be playing with myself for the third time today, but everything about my life felt unmoored, and things I would never have contemplated suddenly seemed to force themselves upon me as necessities.

He’s going to fuck you in all your holes. He’s going to train you to please him in every way a woman can please a man.

Mona’s voice again, sultry and knowing. I gasped softly as my fingers moved faster, my hips rising slightly off the mattress to meet my own touch.

The image of Pierre Lemieux formed in my mind—those knowing hazel eyes, the elegant hands I imagined would be firm yet precise in their movements. What would it feel like to have those hands on my body? Would he be gentle with me, or would he expect immediate submission? My fingers moved more urgently now, pleasure building inside me like an ocean swell about to break.

Just as I felt myself approaching the edge of climax, my phone chimed loudly from the nightstand. I froze, my hand still between my legs, my breath coming in short gasps. The distinctive tone belonged to the SA app.

Reluctantly, I withdrew my hand from my shorts and reached for the phone. The screen glowed brightly in the darkness of the bedroom, making me squint.

Selecta Arrangements Notice: Masturbation Detected

My heart nearly stopped. They really were monitoring me, even now, in my bed. The message continued:

Based on extensive research data from successful SA pairings, we recommend edging rather than orgasm at this time. Orgasm denial has been shown to increase submissive response patterns by 78% during initial sponsor meetings.

For optimal results, please proceed to your bathroom and edge yourself while watching in the mirror. Visualization of your own submission significantly enhances preparedness for first sponsor contact.

I stared at the screen in disbelief, my face burning with mortification. Not only had they detected what I was doing, but they were now giving me instructions on how to masturbate? The clinical tone of the message somehow made it even more humiliating.

I should ignore it, I told myself. I should turn off the phone, finish what I’d started, and try to get some sleep before tomorrow’s coffee date.

And yet…

A part of me wondered if the advice might be helpful. If I wanted to make a good impression on Pierre Lemieux—and I did, I realized with a start, though I wasn’t sure why it suddenly mattered so much to me—perhaps I should follow the app’s suggestion. If Selecta had data showing this would help me appear more submissive…

Before I could talk myself out of it, I slipped out of bed and padded to the bathroom. The lights came on automatically at a dim setting, just bright enough to see without being harsh. The large mirror above the double sink reflected my flushed face and tousled hair back at me.

I looked… different somehow. My eyes seemed wider, my lips fuller, my cheeks perpetually flushed with the mix of embarrassment and arousal that had become my constant state since entering the Selecta building this morning.

Tentatively and self-consciously, half-looking at my reflection as I told myself that I didn’t mean to look, I pulled my shorts and panties down to mid-thigh. I lifted the hem of my sleep tee, exposing my lower body to the mirror. The sight of my newly bare mound, smooth and pink in the soft lighting, made me shiver. I hardly recognized myself—this exposed, vulnerable version of Audrey seemed like a stranger.

I leaned against the counter, spreading my legs slightly as I slid my hand back between my thighs, hardly believing I was following the app’s instructions… part of me thinking I must have fallen asleep, and this lewd scene represented a disordered, embarrassing dream.

My fingers found my slick folds again, sliding through the wetness that had gathered there. Without the barrier of my pubic hair, every sensation felt magnified, electric. I gasped at the intensity, my eyes locked on the reflection of my hand moving between my legs.

This is crazy, the rational part of me protested, but I couldn’t stop watching, couldn’t stop touching. There was something hypnotic about seeing myself this way—revealed and shamefully aroused. My other hand crept up under my sleep tee to cup my breast, thumb brushing over the hardened nipple.

The sensations built quickly, heat spreading through my lower belly as my fingers circled my clit with increasing urgency. I leaned closer to the mirror, strangely fascinated by the sight of my flushed face, my parted lips, my glazed eyes. Was this what Pierre would see when he touched me? This helpless, needy expression that I barely recognized as my own?

The thought of him watching me like this—of him instructing me to touch myself while he observed—sent a fresh surge of wetness between my legs. My fingers moved faster, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps as pleasure coiled tighter inside me.

I imagined Pierre sitting in an elegant chair, fully clothed in one of those impeccable suits, watching me with those intense hazel eyes as I stood before him, naked and trembling. “Touch yourself, Audrey,” he would say, his voice deep and commanding. “Show me how wet you are for me.”

My hips bucked against my hand as the fantasy took hold. I was close now, so close, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. I slipped one finger inside myself, feeling the tight resistance, the barrier of my virginity as I curled it forward.

Just as I teetered on the brink of orgasm, the app chimed loudly from where I’d set it on the counter.

I jumped, startled by the intrusion, but my arousal was too intense to be completely derailed. I glanced at the screen with unfocused eyes.

Selecta Arrangements Notice: Excellent progress detected. For optimal submissive conditioning, we recommend using this opportunity to begin your anal training regimen. The small plug from your training kit will enhance your edging experience while preparing your body for your sponsor’s eventual use of this intimate area.

I stared at the message, mortification washing over me in waves. But instead of dampening my arousal, the embarrassment somehow intensified it, making me throb with need. My eyes darted to the black box sitting on the counter—the training kit from Nurse Georges.

“No,” I whispered, but even as I said it, my free hand was reaching for the box. “This is too much.”

But it wasn’t, was it? Not really. If I was going to go through with this arrangement, if I was going to meet Pierre tomorrow and potentially accept his sponsorship, then wouldn’t I need to be prepared for whatever he might want from me?

With trembling fingers, I opened the box and removed the smallest plug—the pink one—along with the bottle of lubricant. I set them on the counter, my heart racing as I contemplated what I was about to do.

I’d never touched myself there before today, not until Nurse Georges had instructed me to during my examination. The memory of that clinical violation, and the unexpected pleasure that had accompanied it, made me shiver.

Following the pamphlet’s instructions, I squeezed a generous amount of lubricant onto my fingers, then reached behind myself. The position was awkward, requiring me to bend forward slightly and twist my arm back.

My slick finger found the tight pucker of my anus, circling it gently as the pamphlet had suggested. The sensation was still strange—forbidden yet undeniably stimulating. I pressed slightly, feeling the tight ring of muscle resist before giving way just enough to allow the tip of my finger inside.

“Oh,” I gasped, surprised by the jolt of pleasure that accompanied the intrusion.

I worked my finger gently, adding more lubricant as needed, gradually relaxing the tight muscle. After a few minutes, I withdrew my finger and picked up the small plug, coating it liberally with the slippery gel.

This is insane, I thought, positioning the rounded tip against my entrance. I’m preparing my anus for the cock of a man I’ve never met.

Yet something about the thought—about the surrender it implied—sent another rush of heat between my legs. I pressed the plug forward gently, feeling the resistance of my body against the intrusion.

Bear down slightly, the pamphlet had instructed. I did, and felt the plug begin to slide inside, stretching me in a way that was uncomfortable yet not exactly painful.

My breath caught as the widest part of the plug pressed against my tiny opening. For a moment, I wasn’t sure if it would fit, if my body would accept this invasion. Then suddenly, with a pop that made me gasp, it slipped past the tight ring of muscle, my body closing around the narrower neck, the flared base coming to rest against my skin.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered, straightening carefully. The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced before—a fullness, a presence, a constant reminder of my having performed the naughty act of inserting it, and of why, what it meant to be trained that way.

I turned slightly, catching sight of the base of the plug nestled between my cheeks in the mirror. The visual evidence of what I’d done—of how I was preparing myself for a stranger’s obscene use—sent a new thrill of arousal through me.

My hand returned to my pussy, fingers finding my clit with renewed urgency. The sensation was different now, intensified. Almost immediately I felt myself approaching the edge again. Every small movement caused the plug to shift slightly inside me, sending jolts of unfamiliar pleasure through my body. My fingers circled my clit faster, my breath coming in sharp gasps as I watched myself in the mirror—flushed, aroused, filled.

Just as I felt myself about to tip over into orgasm, the app chimed again.

Selecta Arrangements Notice: Orgasm Warning. Your sponsor may choose to punish unauthorized climax. For optimal first meeting outcomes, we recommend stopping stimulation now. Your heightened arousal state will enhance submissive responses during tomorrow’s introduction.

I froze, my fingers still pressed against my throbbing clit, my body trembling on the edge of release. Punish unauthorized climax? The idea sent a confusing mixture of fear and arousal through me. Would Pierre Lemieux actually punish me if I came without permission? The thought of his elegant hands delivering discipline made me throb with need.

But something about the warning resonated with me on a deeper level. If I were truly committing to this arrangement, shouldn’t I begin practicing obedience now? Wouldn’t it be better to demonstrate my willingness to follow instructions from the very beginning?

With tremendous effort, I withdrew my hand from between my legs, whimpering at the loss of stimulation. My body practically vibrated with unfulfilled need, my clit throbbing visibly in the mirror. The plug inside me seemed to intensify the sensation of emptiness in my pussy, making me ache for penetration that wouldn’t come tonight.

Slowly, carefully, I reached behind myself and grasped the base of the plug. Following the pamphlet’s instructions for removal, I bore down gently while pulling, gasping as the widest part stretched my opening again before popping free. The sudden emptiness felt almost as strange as the fullness had.

I cleaned the plug thoroughly as instructed, then replaced it in its box. My hands were still shaking as I pulled up my panties and shorts, the fabric feeling rough against my hypersensitive skin. My pussy throbbed with denied release, making me bite my lip to suppress another whimper.

Will I even be able to sleep like this? I wondered as I made my way back to bed. My entire body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending firing with unfulfilled arousal.

To my surprise, however, the moment my head touched the pillow, an overwhelming exhaustion washed over me. Perhaps it was the emotional toll of the day, or perhaps it was something in the building’s environmental controls—I had the fleeting thought that Selecta might be controlling even the air I breathed—but within moments, I felt myself drifting into sleep.

My last conscious thought was of Pierre Lemieux’s hazel eyes, watching me as I surrendered to slumber just as I might soon surrender everything else to him.


CHAPTER 10
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Audrey

I found the café in the Rue des Rosiers with no difficulty. It nestled between a bakery and a vintage clothing shop, its facade painted a cheerful yellow with green trim. Through the windows, I could see small round tables and an eclectic mix of chairs. Despite its simple appearance, the clientele looked decidedly upscale—well-dressed Parisians sipping espresso and nibbling on patisseries.

I hesitated at the entrance, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I had arrived ten minutes early, though I’d spent far too long agonizing over what to wear. I’d finally settled on a simple blue sundress that I hoped struck the right balance between casual and presentable. The morning delivery from Selecta had included several outfits that were far more provocative than anything I’d normally wear, but I couldn’t bring myself to don any of them for this first meeting.

Taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door and stepped inside. The rich aroma of coffee enveloped me in its distinctively sharp French variety, along with the sweet scent of baked goods. A few heads turned as I entered, and I felt my cheeks warm under the scrutiny. Did they know? Could they somehow tell that I was here to meet a potential sponsor?

I claimed a small table near the back, positioning myself so I could see the door. A waitress approached, and I ordered a café crème, my French more halting than usual, then sat fidgeting with the napkin as I waited.

At precisely three o’clock, the café door opened, and Pierre Lemieux stepped inside. In person, he looked even more imposing than his profile picture suggested. Tall and elegantly proportioned, he carried himself with the easy confidence of a man accustomed to commanding respect. His tailored suit—a subtle gray that somehow complemented his hazel eyes—looked as if some sophisticated textile machine or, more probably, a very expensive seamstress had matched it exactly to his frame.

His gaze swept the café, and when it landed on me, I felt a jolt of electricity run through my body. He smiled—a small, controlled curving of his lips—and strode toward my table.

“Mademoiselle Campbell,” he said, his voice deep and melodious, with just a hint of a French accent coloring his perfect English. “A pleasure to meet you in person.”

I stood awkwardly, unsure of the proper protocol. “Mr. Lemieux,” I managed, my voice sounding thin and breathless to my own ears.

He took my hand, raising it to his lips in a gesture that seemed both old-fashioned and oddly intimate. His lips barely brushed my skin, but the contact sent a shiver up my arm.

I became instantly conscious of the other patrons’ eyes, though I couldn’t meet any of them. I felt certain that every person in the café—customers and servers alike—must know this well-heeled man intended to take me back to my apartment, make a woman of me, and claim me as his little whore in the most shameful way possible.

“Pierre, please,” he said, releasing my hand and taking the seat across from me. His voice betrayed nothing that might suggest the terrible, tiny fantasy that had just turned my cheeks dark pink. “May I call you Audrey?”

I nodded, sinking back into my chair. “Yes, of course.”

The waitress appeared almost instantly, as if summoned by some invisible signal. Pierre ordered an espresso in the masculine French tone that somehow conveyed an essential superiority without actually sounding rude at all. Then turned his attention back to me.

“You seem nervous,” he observed, his eyes studying my face with unsettling intensity. “I suppose that’s understandable, given the circumstances.”

I swallowed hard, trying to calm my racing heart. “It’s just… this is all very new to me.”

“Of course,” he nodded, his expression softening slightly. “Perhaps we should begin with something familiar. Tell me about your work in energy conservation. Your profile mentioned it was a passion of yours.”

The request surprised me. I’d expected him to immediately address the arrangement, perhaps even discuss the… well… physical aspects of what would be expected of me. Instead, he seemed genuinely interested in my professional background.

“I was working on barriers to comprehensive social engineering,” I explained, grateful for the neutral topic. “There’s a critical need for behavioral interventions, especially with the grid instabilities we’ve been seeing.”

Pierre nodded thoughtfully. “A worthy pursuit. The energy crisis has only worsened in recent years. My own investments in sustainable technology have faced similar challenges—balancing innovation with practical implementation.”

Our conversation flowed more easily than I’d anticipated. Pierre asked intelligent questions about my research, sharing his own knowledge of the energy sector. For brief moments, I almost forgot why we were really meeting—it felt like a normal conversation, perhaps even one between potential colleagues.

The waitress delivered our drinks, and Pierre took a sip of his espresso before setting the tiny cup down with precision.

“You’re quite knowledgeable,” he commented. “It’s a shame your internship ended prematurely.”

I looked down at my coffee. “The budget cuts in America. They canceled the program.”

“And now your visa is expiring,” he stated rather than asked.

I nodded, suddenly reminded of my desperate situation. “Thirty days.”

“Hence your interest in Selecta Arrangements,” Pierre said, his voice neutral, neither judgmental nor particularly sympathetic.

Heat flooded my cheeks. “I didn’t have many options,” I admitted.

“Few of us truly do when circumstances become difficult,” he replied. “The illusion of choice is a luxury many cannot afford.”

He took another sip of his espresso, watching me over the rim of the cup. Those hazel eyes seemed to see right through me, noting every nervous gesture, every blush.

“Tell me, Audrey,” he continued, “what do you know about Selecta’s involvement in energy policy?”

The question caught me off guard. “Not much,” I confessed. “I know they’re a major corporation with interests in many sectors, but I haven’t specifically researched their energy initiatives.”

Pierre nodded. “Selecta has been quietly acquiring sustainable energy patents for the past decade. Their New Modesty program includes significant energy conservation measures.”

“The New Modesty?” I repeated, trying to give the impression that I had at most a vague familiarity with the phrase, perhaps from news headlines I’d skimmed.

“Yes,” Pierre confirmed. “A rather fascinating social experiment that combines traditional gender roles with modern efficiency goals. It’s gained considerable traction in France and parts of Eastern Europe.” His eyes studied me carefully. “You haven’t researched that aspect of Selecta’s operations?”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. “I… I’ve avoided reading too much about the New Modesty,” I admitted, my voice dropping to almost a whisper.

“And why is that?” Pierre asked, leaning forward slightly, his interest clearly piqued.

I stared down at my coffee, unable to meet his gaze. “Because of how it makes me feel,” I said finally, the words more a mumble than an articulate utterance.

“And how does it make you feel, Audrey?”

My chest tightened, my breath catching in my throat. How could I possibly explain the confusing mixture of revulsion and arousal that had flooded through me when I’d glimpsed articles about the program? About how women were returning to ‘traditional roles’ that seemed to involve a disturbing amount of corporal punishment? About how their husbands and ‘guardians’ were given legal authority to discipline them for infractions ranging from wasting energy to speaking out of turn?

“I’d rather not say,” I whispered, my face burning.

Pierre didn’t press the issue, but a slight smile curved his lips, as if my reluctance had confirmed something for him. He changed the subject smoothly, asking about my hometown in Illinois, my education, my interests outside of work. The conversation returned to safer ground, though I remained acutely aware of the unspoken purpose of our meeting.

As we talked, I found myself studying him more closely. His hands were elegant, with long fingers and neatly trimmed nails. They moved with precision as he gestured occasionally to emphasize a point. I couldn’t help imagining those hands on my body, touching me intimately, perhaps even delivering discipline like Theodore had done during my photo session. The thought sent an unwelcome surge of heat between my legs.

“You’re blushing,” Pierre observed, interrupting my inappropriate thoughts. “Have I said something to embarrass you?”

“No,” I said quickly, mortified that my thoughts had been so transparent. “I was just… thinking.”

“About?” he prompted, his gaze never leaving my face.

“Nothing important,” I lied, but I could tell from his expression that he didn’t believe me.

“I find that difficult to accept,” Pierre said softly. “Your face is quite expressive, Audrey. It reveals much even when your words conceal.”

I looked away, desperate to escape his penetrating gaze. My eyes landed on a young couple seated near the window—the man’s hand rested possessively on the woman’s thigh, his thumb tracing small circles on her skin. Something about their dynamic, the subtle dominance in his posture and the yielding quality in hers, made me think again of the awfulness of the New Modesty program.

Worse, though I tried to push the memory away I couldn’t help remembering how it had felt to write the bio for my profile in the SA app, as I looked at the photos Theodore had taken.

The app had guided me through the process, offering helpful suggestions in that same clinical tone that somehow made everything more mortifying.

Your bio should emphasize your innocence while suggesting your willingness to learn, the app had prompted. Sponsors respond positively to phrases indicating a desire for guidance and structure.

I remembered staring at the blank text field, my fingers hovering uncertainly over the keyboard on my phone. What could I possibly write that wouldn’t make me die of embarrassment?

The app had helpfully provided sample phrases: I’m looking for a mature man to guide me… I’ve always responded well to firm direction… I believe in traditional values…

As I’d sat there, struggling to find words that wouldn’t make me cringe, I’d glanced again at the humiliating photos Theodore or, more probably, Mona had selected for my profile—displayed in thumbnails at the top of the screen. In one particularly mortifying shot, my face was captured at the moment of climax, my expression a mixture of pleasure and shame that made my stomach clench even now, remembering it.

To my dismay, I remembered, I’d actually thought about the New Modesty as I had given up and simply followed the app’s embarrassing suggestions. My reluctance to research the program in detail notwithstanding, I’d seen enough headlines to understand its basic premise: the central idea of a return to traditional gender roles, where men led and women submitted, where disobedience was met with stern correction, and where a woman’s primary value lay in her obedience and service.

The articles I’d skimmed had mentioned how women in the program were expected to maintain certain standards of dress and behavior, how they surrendered autonomy in exchange for security, how they were subject to discipline at their husband’s or guardian’s discretion. The few images I’d glimpsed had shown women in modest yet somehow provocative clothing, their eyes downcast, their postures submissive.

I remembered how my heart had raced as I’d read those brief descriptions, how my body had responded with that same unwanted arousal that seemed to plague me at every stage of this process. In the app’s impersonal interface, trying not to stare at those humiliating photos of myself, I had typed the words that now made my face burn with renewed heat as I sat across from Pierre:

I’m looking forward to getting to know real men and finding the right one to take care of me and to make a woman of me.

The memory of writing those words sent another wave of heat surging through my body. My fingers had barely stayed steady as I’d typed them, some part of me insisting that I didn’t really mean it, that I was just writing what the app suggested, what would appeal to potential sponsors. I’d told myself it was just a means to an end, a necessary compromise to secure my future in Paris.

But sitting here now, across from Pierre with his evaluating gaze and commanding presence, I couldn’t maintain that comfortable fiction. The truth was, something deep inside me had responded to those words even as I’d typed them. Some hidden part of myself—a part I’d spent years denying, suppressing, ignoring—had thrilled to the idea of surrender, of being taken in hand by a man strong enough, confident enough to guide me.

I glanced up at Pierre, then down again. I found myself studying his elegant hands as they rested on the table. I imagined those hands guiding me, correcting me, teaching me. I pictured them spanning my waist, gripping my hips, delivering a firm spanking when I misbehaved. The images flooded my mind unbidden, making my breath catch and my thighs press together beneath the table.

“I’d really rather not talk about it,” I said finally, looking up despite the rush of blood it brought to my cheeks and trying to inject some firmer element into my voice.

Something flashed in Pierre’s eyes: irritation, perhaps even anger. A thrill of fear shot through my body, but along with it, to my horror, came a heat down below my belly and along with it, much worse, a clench between my thighs that made me squirm, visibly, in my seat.

Oh, no, I thought, as I saw the movement register on Pierre’s face. Oh, please, no.


CHAPTER 11
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Pierre

I had thought, up to that moment, that this date had gone rather poorly.

Audrey Campbell was certainly beautiful—more so in person than in her photographs, even, with a luminous quality to her skin and an expressiveness in her blue eyes that the camera hadn’t fully captured. Her intelligence, too, was evident in our conversation about energy conservation. She clearly possessed both the technical knowledge and the passion that her profile had hinted at.

But there was something hesitant, almost resistant in her manner that troubled me. She answered my questions politely enough, but with a guardedness that suggested she was merely going through the motions of setting up an arrangement. Though she had initiated the Selecta process herself, she seemed uncomfortable with its implications, flinching slightly whenever our conversation veered toward anything related to the actual nature of our potential relationship.

I had begun to wonder if she was truly suited for the kind of arrangement I sought. I had no interest in a partner who merely put on a pretense of submission, regardless of how physically appealing or intellectually stimulating she might prove. In my experience, such arrangements only worked when a girl truly yearned to submit—even if she had a difficult time admitting it at first.

But then came the telling, revealing moment when she refused to discuss her feelings about the New Modesty program. Her body had betrayed what her words tried to conceal. The flush that crept up her neck to stain her cheeks. The quickening of her breath. And most significantly, that unconscious squirm in her seat, her thighs pressing together as if to contain the arousal that my mild display of dominance had triggered.

Now that was interesting. Very interesting indeed.

“I see,” I said quietly, letting the moment stretch between us. I took another sip of my espresso, watching her over the rim of the cup. Her discomfort was palpable, but so was something else—an awareness of her own response, and a struggle against it.

The Selecta Arrangements app had been quite specific in its assessment of Audrey Campbell: Subject displays classic submissive response patterns, her conscious resistance notwithstanding. Perineal sensor readings indicate strong arousal in response to authority figures and firm correction.

I had been skeptical of this assessment—I didn’t have much experience with the technology—and I’d found myself doubting its efficacy in the past. But now, seeing her reaction with my own eyes, I began to think the app would prove correct in this instance.

“You know, Audrey,” I continued after a calculated pause, “one of the primary benefits of a Selecta Arrangement is the freedom it provides.”

She looked up, confusion evident in her expressive face. “Freedom?” she repeated, as if the word were foreign in this context.

“Yes, freedom,” I confirmed. “The freedom to explore aspects of yourself that you might otherwise deny. The freedom to surrender control in a safe, structured environment. The freedom to experience pleasure without guilt.”

Her eyes widened slightly, her lips parting in surprise. “I don’t… I’m not sure what you mean.”

I leaned back in my chair, studying her with a penetrating gaze that I knew few could withstand for long. Her eyes darted away, then back, unable to maintain contact yet seemingly unable fully to break it either. The contradiction fascinated me.

“I think you understand perfectly well,” I said, my voice low enough that only she could hear. “I think your body has started to react in a way you find rather troubling, Audrey—one you’d like to conceal.”

Her blush deepened to a crimson that extended down her neck, disappearing beneath the modest neckline of her blue sundress. I found myself wondering how far that blush extended. Would her breasts be similarly flushed with embarrassment and arousal? Would her nipples have hardened in response to my observation?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she whispered, but the tremor in her voice betrayed her.

“Don’t you?” I countered, allowing a hint of impatience to color my tone. “Let me be more direct, then. When I expressed mild disapproval just now, you responded with unmistakable physical arousal. Your pupils dilated. Your breathing quickened. And you pressed your thighs together in a manner that suggests you’re quite wet at this moment.”
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Audrey

I thought I had already blushed as hot as the blood vessels in my face could possibly get. I was wrong. A thrill of arousal surged through my body, so intense I felt dizzy with it. How could he know? How could he possibly see so clearly into me, into these shameful reactions I couldn’t control?

“Please,” I whispered, staring down at the table. “You’re embarrassing me.”

“I’m observing you,” Pierre corrected, his voice remaining calm and level. “There’s an important distinction.” He paused, then added more softly, “Look at me, Audrey.”

The command in his voice was unmistakable. Despite my mortification, I found myself raising my eyes to meet his. His gaze held mine, calm yet somehow intense, as if he were looking into me rather than at me.

“Your embarrassment stems from the disconnect between what you believe you should want and what your body clearly desires,” he said. “That conflict is unnecessary and, frankly, counterproductive.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “I don’t… I’m not…”

“You’re not what?” Pierre prompted, a slight edge entering his voice. “Not aroused by the thought of submitting to a man’s authority? Not excited by the possibility of surrendering control? Your body suggests otherwise.”

“How can you possibly know what my body is doing?” I blurted out, immediately regretting the question.

A small smile curved Pierre’s lips. “I’ve spent many years studying women’s responses, Audrey. The signs are quite clear to an experienced observer.” He took another sip of his espresso. “Besides, the perineal sensor Selecta installed provides rather detailed data.”

I gasped, my hand flying to my mouth. “You can see that?”

“Not at this precise moment,” he admitted. “But I reviewed your response patterns before our meeting. They were quite illuminating.”

My stomach twisted with humiliation. The idea that this stranger had been given access to my most intimate physical responses, that he had studied them like data points in some medical experiment, made me want to sink through the floor.

“That’s invasive,” I protested weakly.

“It’s efficient,” Pierre countered. “And you consented to it when you enrolled in the program.”

He was right, of course. I had signed the forms, checked the boxes, agreed to the terms. I’d been desperate and overwhelmed, but I’d made the choice.

“I think,” Pierre continued, his voice growing even flintier, “that you need to decide whether you’re ready to provide a busy man like me with the kind of compliance I have the right to expect.”

I sat there, utterly exposed by his words. How could I argue? My body’s reactions were betraying me with every passing second. The evidence was there in my flushed skin, my shallow breathing, the dampness gathering between my thighs that I desperately, if irrationally, hoped wasn’t visible even through my dress.

“I…” My voice failed me, and I took a sip of my cooling coffee to buy time. “This is all happening very fast.”

Pierre’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Is it? I would argue that you’ve been resisting what’s happening for quite some time. Perhaps your entire adult life.”

His assessment hit me like a physical blow. How could he possibly know that? Know about the fantasies I’d pushed away, the strange longings I’d dismissed as unhealthy, anti-feminist, wrong?

“I think,” Pierre said, his voice dropping to a timbre that seemed to resonate directly with something primal inside me, “that you actually need to learn a good deal more about the New Modesty, and I think I’m willing to spend a night trying to teach you that lesson.”

My heart began to race, pounding so hard I was certain he must be able to hear it across the small table.

“What exactly does that mean?” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

Pierre’s eyes never left mine as he replied, “It means I’m prepared to offer you a simple arrangement to start. I will give you a week’s allowance if you’ll give me a night. If that leads to me paying the First Intimacy Premium, as Selecta so delicately calls it, so be it—but that won’t be my principal motivation.”

“A night?” I repeated, my mind racing with implications, with images that made me burn with equal parts shame and desire. A night on which he might take my virginity—or might not?

“Yes, Audrey. One night in which I will introduce you to the principles of the New Modesty in a very… practical manner.” His lips curved into a smile that held no humor, only purpose. “I think you need to experience it rather than simply discuss it. Theory rarely illuminates as well as practice.”

My eyes went wide, and I felt a fluttering panic in my chest that somehow coexisted with the molten heat pooling between my legs. Pierre noted my expression and leaned forward slightly.

“I want to be certain you understand that Selecta’s monitoring services would never let me force you into anything you didn’t want,” he said, his tone softening slightly. “Every Selecta apartment is equipped with safety protocols. A simple voice command would summon assistance immediately.”

I hadn’t known that, and the information provided a strange sort of comfort even as it reinforced the reality of what I was considering.

“You will be safe from me, Audrey,” Pierre continued, reaching across the table to lightly touch my hand. The contact sent electricity racing up my arm. “The question is whether you’ll be safe from your own needs.”

I sat frozen as Pierre signaled for the check. The café suddenly felt too warm, the air too thick to breathe properly. I watched in a daze as he pulled out a sleek leather wallet and placed several large bills on the table—far more than our coffees had cost. The waitress’s eyes widened at the extravagant tip, and she thanked him profusely in rapid French.

Pierre stood, buttoning his impeccable gray suit jacket with a single fluid motion. He looked down at me, his hazel eyes unreadable.

“You have my offer, Audrey,” he said, his voice low enough that only I could hear. “You can confirm my access through the SA app. I’ll receive the notification immediately.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. My mind raced with objections, protests, questions—yet my voice failed me completely.

“If you grant me access,” he continued, seemingly untroubled by my silence, “I will authorize the transfer of a week’s allowance to your account. Eight thousand euros.”

The sum made me blink in surprise. Eight thousand euros for a single night? The amount was staggering—enough to live on for months if I were careful.

“Should you decide to proceed,” Pierre said, adjusting his cuffs with precise movements, “I will arrive at your apartment at eight o’clock this evening. You are to wear the white babydoll nightgown from your photo session, with the matching thong underneath. Nothing else.”

Heat flooded my face at his specific instructions, at the memory of those humiliating photographs.

“If I find you wearing anything else,” he added, his voice dropping to a register that sent shivers down my spine, “I will punish you. Do you understand?”

I managed a tiny nod, unable to meet his gaze.

“Good. I hope to see you this evening, Audrey.” With that, Pierre turned and walked out of the café, his movements graceful and controlled, like those of a predator confident in its power.

I remained seated, my coffee long forgotten, my hands trembling slightly in my lap. The other patrons continued their conversations around me, unaware of the life-altering exchange that had just taken place at my table.

After several minutes, I gathered my purse and stood on unsteady legs. The waitress caught my eye and smiled knowingly, as if she’d witnessed such scenes before—perhaps she had, in this city where Selecta’s influence seemed to reach everywhere.

I stepped out into the warm afternoon sunshine, blinking against its brightness. The Marais bustled with activity—tourists snapping photos, locals hurrying about their business, couples strolling hand in hand. None of them knew or cared about my internal struggle, about the choice that loomed before me.

There’s no way I’m going to do this, I told myself firmly as I walked toward my apartment. The very idea was absurd. Granting a stranger access to my home? Agreeing to wear… that. or… or be punished?

There’s no way.


CHAPTER 12
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Audrey

I repeated the mantra all the way back to my apartment, my steps quickening with each block as if I could outrun the heat building between my legs, the shameful excitement Pierre’s words had kindled.

There’s no way. There’s no way.

Eight thousand euros. The sum kept flashing in my mind, tantalizing me with visions of financial security, of breathing room, of a chance to establish myself in Paris without the desperate scramble to make ends meet. And, if Pierre decided to deflower me… no, if I decided to let him take my virginity, I would have enough to live well for a year, at least.

But it wasn’t just the money, was it? If I were being honest with myself—truly honest in a way I’d avoided for years—there was something else drawing me toward Pierre’s offer. Something that had nothing to do with practical concerns and everything to do with the way my body had responded to his commanding presence, his penetrating gaze, his absolute certainty.

As I approached my building, I found myself slowing, reluctant to face the decision awaiting me inside. The doorman nodded politely as I entered, and I wondered how much he knew about Selecta Arrangements, whether he could somehow tell that I was one of those girls now. The thought sent another wave of embarrassment through me, but underneath it, undeniably, was that persistent pulse of arousal.

The elevator ride to my floor seemed interminable. I leaned against the wall, closing my eyes as I tried to sort through the tangled mess of my thoughts and feelings. What kind of woman was I becoming? What would my friends back home think if they knew? What would I think of myself tomorrow?

When I finally entered my apartment, the first thing I noticed was a white box on the coffee table that hadn’t been there when I’d left. The Selecta logo gleamed on its lid in subtle red embossing, outlined in silver. I approached it cautiously, as if it might contain something dangerous.

It did.

I lifted the lid with trembling fingers to find the white babydoll nightgown from my photo session, precisely folded atop tissue paper, with the tiny thong beside it. A small card rested on top, bearing a message in elegant script: For tonight’s lesson.—P.L.

He must have sent this right after leaving the café. The realization hit me with surprising force. Pierre had been so confident that I would accept, so certain of my response, that he’d arranged for this delivery while I was still sitting with my coffee, wondering what had just taken place.

I should be outraged by his presumption. I should throw the box across the room, delete the SA app, and find another solution to my problems.

Instead, I found myself lifting the nightgown from its nest of tissue, feeling the whisper-soft fabric between my fingers. It was even sheerer than I remembered, the delicate lace trim at the neckline and hem more exquisite. It would hide nothing from Pierre’s gaze. The thought made me shiver.

My phone chimed, the distinctive tone of the SA app pulling me from my reverie. I set down the nightgown and reached for my phone with unsteady hands.

Selecta Arrangements Notice: Sponsor Pierre Lemieux has requested apartment access.

The words seemed to pulse on the screen. This was it—the moment of decision. If I granted access, I’d be crossing a threshold from which there might be no return.

My finger hovered over the screen, trembling slightly. I thought again of those eight thousand euros, of the breathing room they would provide. But more than that, I thought of Pierre’s eyes, of the way he’d seen through my protests to the confusion beneath, of how my body had responded to his authority even amidst my conscious resistance.

I watched my finger move, as if another woman had forced it toward the Yes button. The tip of my finger pressed the screen, as my heart jumped in my chest.

Access Granted.

My stomach lurched as the confirmation appeared on screen. I’d done it. I’d actually done it. The app chimed again almost immediately.

Why? How?

Sponsor Pierre Lemieux has transferred 8,000 EUR to your account.

A sudden dizziness washed over me, and I sank onto the couch, still clutching my phone. The money was real. The arrangement was real. Tonight was real.

I glanced at the clock: 4:17 p.m. Less than four hours until Pierre would arrive, expecting to find me in that revealing nightgown, ready for whatever ‘lesson’ he had planned.

I looked down at my phone again. I could revoke access, couldn’t I? I navigated to the Access tab, and found that Pierre was now listed there. I tapped, and to my relief I saw a Revoke button there, with a notice next to it saying, Revoking access will initiate a transfer of 8,000 EUR from your account.

I sat there, frozen, my finger hovering over the Revoke button. Just one tap and I could end this madness before it truly began. It would mean returning the money—money I desperately needed—but that seemed trivial at the moment. My heart pounded against my ribs, each beat seeming to ask a question I couldn’t answer.

I stared at the screen until my vision blurred, willing my finger to press down, to make the decision my rational mind screamed was the only sensible choice. Yet my body rebelled, refusing to obey this simple command. Instead, my awareness shifted traitorously to the silky fabric of the nightgown still draped across my other hand.

What would it feel like against my skin? Surely even the physical sensation would be different from what I had felt in the photography studio, when I knew that I had put it on for a man who had paid me for the privilege. How would he look at me when he saw me in it?

The questions floated irresistibly through my mind, bringing with them images that made heat pool low in my belly. I imagined his hazel eyes darkening with desire, his elegant hands reaching for me…

I tossed the phone onto the couch as if it had burned me and dropped the nightgown back into its box. This was insanity. I needed to think clearly, to make decisions with my head, not with the confusing, shameful heat between my thighs.

I paced the apartment, trying to organize my thoughts. I could take a shower, clear my head. That’s what I needed—cool water to wash away this feverish indecision.

The bathroom’s bright lights felt accusatory as I stripped off my clothes. I avoided looking at my reflection, afraid of what I might see there—the flush spreading across my chest, the hardened nipples that betrayed my arousal despite my mental protests.

Under the shower’s spray, I tried to think logically. This arrangement with Pierre was strictly business, wasn’t it? A transaction. He would pay generously for a night of my time, during which he would… what? Introduce me to the principles of the New Modesty? The very phrase sent another unwelcome surge of heat through me.

By the time I emerged from the shower, my skin pink from scrubbing and hot water, I was no closer to a decision. I wrapped myself in the plush towel provided by Selecta and padded back to the living room, where my phone still lay on the couch, the decision still waiting.

Revoke access… or not…

Put on the babydoll… or not…
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Seven fifty-five. Five minutes until Pierre would arrive.

I sat perched on the edge of the sofa, my heart hammering so hard I felt lightheaded. I hadn’t revoked his access. I hadn’t put on the babydoll nightgown either.

Instead, I wore a simple green dress from the wardrobe Selecta had provided. It was modest by most standards—knee-length, with a neckline that revealed only a hint of collarbone—yet it fit me perfectly, emphasizing my slender waist and the gentle curve of my hips. I’d spent an absurd amount of time on my makeup, surely—I realized now—trying to distract myself from thinking about what lay ahead.

I’d told myself I would just talk to him first. Lay out boundaries, find a compromise that wouldn’t leave me feeling like I’d completely surrendered my dignity. If he agreed to reasonable limits, then maybe—just maybe—I’d consider putting on that scandalous nightgown and maybe even seeing if I could earn the First Intimacy Premium.

But as eight o’clock approached, I found myself drawn to the bedroom where I’d laid the white babydoll nightgown on my neatly made bed earlier, smoothing it with nervous fingers. The sheer fabric caught the light, seeming to glow against the dark blue bedspread. Beside it lay the tiny white thong, a scrap of lace that would cover almost nothing.

“This is crazy,” I whispered to myself, but even as the words left my lips, my hands were reaching for the hem of my dress, raising it and then reaching underneath.

Blushing furiously, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my everyday panties and pushed them down my legs, stepping out of them with a strange sense of shedding more than just cotton underwear.

With trembling fingers, I picked up the white thong. The lace felt delicate, almost weightless in my hands. I stepped into it, pulling it up my legs until it settled against my freshly waxed skin. The still-unfamiliar sensation of the narrow strip between my buttocks made me shift uncomfortably.

I bit my lip as I realized I was already very wet. The evidence of my arousal was unmistakable, dampening the thin fabric of the thong. I felt a flash of shame at this betrayal by my own body, followed quickly by a surge of heat that only intensified my condition.

I heard the unmistakable sound of the apartment door opening. My heart leapt into my throat. Had I lost track of time?

I stepped into the hallway just in time to see Pierre standing in the entryway, his tall frame silhouetted against the light from the corridor outside. He wore a different suit than he had at the café—this one a deep charcoal that emphasized his broad shoulders. His long brown hair was tied back at the nape of his neck, giving him an aristocratic air that made my mouth go dry. He looked like a man from another era.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding, as I watched anger flash in his eyes, and then a smile curve his lips. My mouth went very dry.

“I’m disappointed, Audrey, but not surprised,” Pierre said, his voice dangerously soft. “Take off your dress and lay yourself over the arm of the couch for a whipping.”

Terror gripped me, my legs suddenly weak beneath me. This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. I’d planned to negotiate, to establish boundaries before anything happened.

“Please,” I stammered. “I wanted to talk first—about boundaries and what I’m comfortable with⁠—”

“Take. Off. The. Dress,” Pierre repeated, each word like a chip of ice. “Now.”

I backed away, bumping into the wall behind me. “I’ll yell for security if you try anything,” I threatened weakly, my voice betraying my fear. “You said… and the app… it said… there are safety protocols⁠—”

“I’m happy to pay for the dress if I have to rip it off you,” Pierre replied calmly, taking a step toward me. “But you broke the one rule I gave you, and you’re going to have a whipping in the nude, one way or another. Selecta approves of that, as you already know.”

My breath caught in my throat. He was right—I had agreed to the terms, had read the consent forms explaining that physical correction was a standard element of SA relationships. The perineal sensor would have recorded my arousal during Theodore’s spanking, would have noted how wet I’d become afterward. Selecta knew exactly what my body wanted, even when my mind protested.

“Please,” I whispered, but my hands were already moving to the zipper at the back of my dress. I already loved this dress… how could I let this… this brutal man ruin it? The sound of the fabric sliding down my body seemed impossibly loud in the silence between us.

Pierre stood watching, his expression now unreadable as I slipped the dress off my shoulders. It fell to the floor in a pool of green fabric, leaving me standing in nothing but the white thong, my breasts bare and vulnerable under his steady gaze. My nipples hardened instantly, betraying me once again.

“Well, my dear,” he said, the left side of his mouth curving into a teasing half-smile. “At least your panties are appropriate. That adorable con of yours looks ravishing in the pretty lace. I can’t wait to open you up on my cock.”


CHAPTER 13
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Audrey

His casual lewdness transfixed me with shame. Paralyzed by humiliation, I stood frozen in the center of the living room as Pierre’s words hung in the air between us. My virginity clearly represented something he had bought and paid for. My body flushed hot, then cold at the thought. The abstract idea that the special premium for my defloration lay within my grasp didn’t seem to have anything to do with the electric tension of the here and now.

Pierre reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew his phone. With casual authority, he tapped the screen several times, his eyes never leaving mine. To my astonishment, a panel in the entertainment center across the room slid open silently, revealing a hidden compartment I hadn’t known existed.

“Selecta provides for a sponsor’s convenience in amazing ways,” Pierre informed me, his tone conversational, as if we were discussing something as mundane as the weather. “Look in the compartment and bring me what you find there.”

I hesitated, my feet seemingly rooted to the floor. What horrors might be concealed in that secret space? Some instrument of torture? Some humiliating sexual device? My imagination ran wild, conjuring images that made my stomach clench with dread—and, shamefully, with that persistent, unwanted arousal.

“Now, Audrey,” Pierre commanded, his voice hardening. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

My legs trembled as I forced myself to move toward the entertainment center. Each step felt like wading through molasses, my nearly naked body hyper-aware of Pierre’s gaze following my movements. I felt the cool air against my bare breasts, the snug fit of the thong between my buttocks, the wetness gathering embarrassingly between my thighs.

When I reached the compartment, I peered inside cautiously. What I saw made my blood run cold.

A whip—no, not exactly a whip, but something similar—lay nestled against black velvet. It had a polished wooden handle about ten inches long, from which emerged multiple slender leather strands, perhaps a dozen in all. The leather was supple looking, well oiled, the color of dark honey.

“It’s called a martinet,” Pierre explained from behind me, as if sensing my confusion. “A traditional French implement of discipline. Quite effective for correcting willful behavior.”

I recoiled instinctively, taking a step back. My breathing had become shallow, my pulse racing wildly. This couldn’t be happening. This elegant, sophisticated man couldn’t possibly intend to whip me with that cruel-looking instrument.

“I think I’ll begin to whip you in the panties,” Pierre continued calmly. “They give such easy access to your naughty bottom.”

I felt like I might faint. The room seemed to tilt slightly, the edges of my vision darkening. I’d never been whipped before—spanked, yes, over Theodore’s knee during that mortifying photo session, but that had been different. His hand had been firm, but warm, human. This implement looked cold, impersonal, designed specifically to inflict pain.

“Bring me the martinet, Audrey,” Pierre repeated, his voice deceptively gentle now. “The longer you delay, the more severe your punishment will become.”

I shook my head wordlessly, still staring at the implement. My fingers twitched at my sides, but I couldn’t make them reach for the martinet. The leather strands seemed to shimmer in the apartment’s soft lighting, promising pain I wasn’t ready to accept.

“Very well,” Pierre sighed behind me. “Since you insist on disobedience, I’ll have to whip you harder and longer than I had initially planned. This is your choice, Audrey.”

I continued to stare at the martinet, unable to look away from it yet equally unable to touch it. My heart hammered against my ribs like a caged animal seeking escape.

“This resistance of yours,” Pierre continued, his voice taking on a lecturing tone, “it’s precisely what I want to address tonight. This is the essence of the New Modesty, what I wanted to teach you about yourself.”

I finally managed to tear my gaze away from the martinet to look over my shoulder at him. His expression was calm, almost tender, in spite of the threat of punishment in his words.

“You may not be a traditional midwestern farm girl—you came to Paris after all, and I can tell that you’re brilliant—but you still have the needs of an old-fashioned bride on her wedding night,” he explained. His hazel eyes seemed to see right through me, past my defenses to something I’d kept hidden even from myself.

“I don’t understand,” I whispered, though some deep, secret part of me feared that I did. I heard myself whimper as Pierre’s words penetrated the fog of fear surrounding me. Old-fashioned bride on her wedding night? The crude yet somehow romantic image made my stomach flutter. Even in my terror, I felt a rush of wetness between my legs.

“You need guidance, Audrey,” Pierre said softly. “Above all, you need guidance in learning to give pleasure to a man who has taken you in hand and wants to support you.”

His words resonated within me, stirring something primal and long-denied. My rational, feminist mind hated how he made me feel—exposed, vulnerable, seen. Yet another part of me, a part I’d spent years suppressing, thrilled to his assessment.

I realized with a shock that I was falling for him—not just physically responding to his dominance, but emotionally drawn to his confidence, his perceptiveness, his unwavering certainty. The thought terrified me even more than the martinet.

“You should go,” I said abruptly, turning to face him fully despite my near-nakedness. I crossed my arms over my chest, and I divided my attention between his too-handsome face and a scan of the floor to figure out where the dress had ended up. “You can take your money back if you want. Maybe we can talk about this tomorrow.”

Pierre’s smile didn’t fade. If anything, it deepened.

“That’s not how this works,” he said, his voice suddenly hard as steel. He stepped toward me with a fluid grace that reminded me of a predator closing in on its prey.

I froze, unable to move as he approached. My legs wouldn’t obey the frantic commands from my brain to run, to escape, to do anything but stand there trembling like a frightened doe.

Pierre grabbed my elbow with his left hand, his grip firm but not painful. With his right, he reached into the compartment and retrieved the martinet, the leather strands swinging ominously as he lifted it.

“No, please,” I whispered, but my protest was weak, my voice barely audible even to my own ears.

Without responding, Pierre marched me to the couch, his steps purposeful and unhurried. I stumbled alongside him, my bare feet unsteady on the deep carpet. When we reached the sofa, he bent me over its arm in one smooth motion, pressing me down until my breasts were flattened against the cool fabric, my bottom raised and vulnerable in the tiny white thong.

The first strike came without warning, the leather strands of the martinet landing across both cheeks of my backside with a sound like distant thunder. The pain followed a split second later—sharp, stinging, radiating outward from the point of impact. I gasped, my body jerking reflexively.

“One,” Pierre counted calmly, as if we were engaged in some ordinary, innocuous activity rather than this surreal punishment.

Before I could recover, the second stroke fell, slightly lower than the first. The leather strips connected with my sensitive skin, some of them curling around to flick against the tender flesh where thigh met buttock.

“Two.”

A cry escaped me then, a strangled sound that seemed to come from someone else. The pain was unlike anything I’d experienced before—not just the physical sensation, which was intense enough, but the emotional impact of being disciplined this way, bent over and helpless while a man I barely knew administered punishment to my nearly naked body.

Somehow the spanking from Theodore, the photographer, didn’t compare. To my distress, I had enough room in my thoughts to figure out why: because I liked Pierre, admired him… and because I knew he intended to claim me with the rigid manhood I suddenly felt desperate to see, so that I could make certain—crazy as it made me feel to long for it—that his cock had gotten hard as he punished me.

“Three.”

The third stroke landed directly across the thin strip of fabric covering my most intimate parts. The leather strands somehow found their way beneath the thong, striking my tender flesh with precise cruelty. I yelped, my hips bucking involuntarily.

“Four.”

By the fifth stroke, tears had sprung to my eyes, blurring my vision. I gripped the couch cushions desperately, my knuckles white with tension. Each impact of the martinet sent surges of heat radiating through my body, pain transforming into something more complex with every passing second.

“Five.” Pierre’s voice remained steady, controlled.

The sixth stroke fell directly on the upper thighs, where the skin was more sensitive than my bottom. I cried out loudly, my legs trembling as they struggled to support me.

“Six.”

I sobbed uncontrollably now, my tears dampening the couch beneath me. The pain from the martinet had built into a fiery blaze across my bottom and thighs, each new stroke layering over the previous until my entire lower body felt aflame.

“I’m going to take your panties down, now,” Pierre announced. “I want to see your pretty con.”

Panic surged through me.

“No!” I cried, flinging my hand back in a desperate attempt to protect myself from this final humiliation. “Please, don’t!”

Pierre caught my wrist easily, bending it behind my back in a firm hold that wasn’t painful, but left me completely helpless. I felt his other hand at the waistband of my thong, his fingers sliding beneath the delicate lace.

“This is happening, Audrey,” he said, his voice low and determined. “You need to understand this new life of yours.”

With one smooth motion, he pulled the thong down to just above my knees, surely exposing my pussy and even my anus to his gaze. I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the thought of being so completely revealed to him.

The feeling of having my panties pulled down by a man—by Pierre—created a terrible conflict within me. On one level, the humiliation felt excruciating, worse than anything I’d experienced before. I felt like a naughty child being punished, stripped of both clothing and dignity. Yet beneath that shame, something primitive and undeniable stirred—a dark excitement, a forbidden thrill that made my breath catch and my pulse race.

My pussy clenched involuntarily, a betrayal so intimate I wanted to die of shame. Behind me, Pierre chuckled, the sound both knowing and triumphant.

“I can see how badly your pussy needs a man’s cock in it,” he observed, his voice thick with satisfaction. “It’s practically weeping for attention. But you must learn obedience before you’re fucked for the first time.”

His crude words should have disgusted me, should have made me fight harder against this degradation. Instead, they sent a fresh surge of need between my legs.

“I’m going to whip you until you say you’ll put the babydoll nightgown on,” Pierre continued, running one finger lightly down the cleft of my buttocks, making me shiver uncontrollably. “When you do that, you will earn the right to suck my cock, which has gotten very, very hard as I’ve whipped you.”

The martinet whistled through the air again, landing with precise cruelty across my now bare bottom. Without the minimal protection of the thong, the pain was even more intense, the leather strands finding every sensitive spot with unerring accuracy. I howled, my body bucking against the unyielding arm of the couch.

“Seven,” Pierre counted calmly.

To my horror, my mouth began to water as I thought about Pierre’s unseen cock. The idea of putting my lips around his hardness, of tasting him, of feeling him thrust into my mouth—sent a shameful ripple of desire through my entire body. I’d never sucked a man before, never even seen an erect penis except in anatomical diagrams or glimpsed in movies. The thought should have disgusted me, or at least frightened me. Instead, I found myself wondering how big he was, how he would taste, what sounds he would make as I pleasured him with my mouth.

Then, even worse, after the next lash from the martinet, Pierre put his hand between my thighs. The sudden contact with my most intimate place made me gasp, my body jerking in surprise.

“It’s important to me that you learn not just about the painful side of discipline,” he said, his voice husky with what I knew with a lurch of my stomach must be lust, “but also the other side—not just about punishment, but also about reward.”

His fingers brushed lightly against my outer lips, making me tremble. No man had ever touched me there before. The sensation was electric, sending sparks shooting up my spine.

“You’re so wet,” Pierre murmured, sounding pleased. “Your body understands what’s happening even if your mind still resists.”

He began to work my virgin pussy with what I sensed, with a hot blush, must be great skill, his fingers sliding through my folds with confident precision. One finger circled the entrance of my vagina, teasing but not penetrating, while his thumb found my clit and pressed against it gently.

The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming. I bit my lip, trying desperately to hold back the moan building in my throat.

When his finger finally slipped inside me, just to the first knuckle, the sensation was so intense that I couldn’t contain the sound any longer. A moan escaped me, low and needy, a sound I barely recognized as my own.

Pierre’s response was immediate. His hand withdrew from between my legs, and before I could process the loss, three hard lashes from the martinet landed in rapid succession across my already tender bottom.

“Eight, nine, ten,” he counted, his voice now tight with what sounded like barely controlled desire.

I cried out with each stroke, the pain somehow sharper, more focused after the momentary pleasure his fingers had provided. Tears streamed down my face, but beneath the pain, that insistent pulse of arousal continued to build.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Oh, please…”


CHAPTER 14
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Pierre

“You will call me Monsieur,” I told her coldly, “from this moment on, above all while your panties are down.”

I brought the martinet down again across her reddened flesh, watching with satisfaction as the leather tails left fresh marks on her delicate skin. Her bottom had begun to look like a beautiful canvas, painted in shades of pink and red that spoke of my authority and her submission.

“Yes, Monsieur,” she whimpered, the formal address falling from her lips like a surrender.

I smiled, pleased by this small sign of progress. “Good girl,” I murmured, putting the martinet down on her back so I could caress the sweet, firm globes of her bottom. The contrast between the punishment of the whip and the gentleness of my touch represented an essential part of her training—the lesson of pain and pleasure intertwined would lie at the heart of her learning to please me.

Her body responded beautifully to the alternating approach. When I stroked her tender flesh, she arched into my hand like a cat seeking affection. When I withdrew to pick up the whip and deliver another stroke, she tensed in anticipation, a soft cry escaping her lips as the leather connected with her skin.

I slid my hand between her thighs again, finding her even wetter than before. Her arousal coated my fingers as I explored her virgin sex, careful not to penetrate too deeply. That pleasure would come later—her first true penetration would be with my cock, not my fingers. Audrey struggled, just a little, as if she needed to feel my left hand restraining her and keeping her where I wanted, in order to enjoy her master’s forced caress.

“Tell me what you need, Audrey,” I commanded, circling her clitoris firmly with my two middle fingers.

She trembled beneath my touch, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. “I… I don’t know, Monsieur,” she confessed, her voice small and confused.

I delivered another sharp stroke with the martinet, making her cry out. “I think you do know,” I insisted. “Your body certainly knows. Say it.”

Her entire body shook with sobs now, but I could sense the nature of her distress. It wasn’t the pain that truly tormented her—it was the pleasure, the undeniable arousal that accompanied her punishment. The conflict between her rational mind and her body’s needs was the very essence of what I sought to resolve through this discipline.

I decided to test her need for what so many women secretly crave, though so many of them fight against admitting it—especially inexperienced ones like Audrey. I placed my thumb against her cringing anus and began to wank her urgently with my other fingers, rubbing her clit with determined pressure. Her hips bucked against my hand, her body responding instinctively to the dual stimulation.

“This is to awaken your need for ass-fucking,” I informed her in a low voice, feeling her tighten reflexively around my probing thumb. “Women who practice the New Modesty learn to offer this pleasure to their men.”

She whimpered, a sound caught between distress and desire. I could feel her resistance—not physical, but mental—as she struggled with the taboo nature of what I had suggested.

I withdrew my hand abruptly and picked up the martinet, delivering three sharp lashes in quick succession across her already crimson bottom. She cried out with each stroke, her body jerking forward against the arm of the couch.

“You’ll learn to offer me your bottom as you should,” I promised, returning my hand between her legs. This time, I pushed my thumb deliberately inside her anus, breaching the tight ring of muscle with firm pressure. Her virgin ass gripped my thumb tightly, the sensation making my cock throb with anticipation of eventually claiming this hole as well.

“Do not come,” I warned her, feeling the telltale tremors beginning in her thighs. “If you climax without permission, the consequences will be severe.”
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Audrey

But it was too late. Almost instantly, as if in direct response to my new sponsor’s forbidding it, my body betrayed my mind’s control. My back arched, my thighs tensed, and a strangled cry escaped my lips as the orgasm seized me. I could feel the rhythmic contractions of my muscles around Pierre’s invading thumb, the pulsing of my virgin pussy against his fingers.

He pulled his hand away immediately and grabbed the martinet off my back. To my dismay I could see myself through his eyes, suddenly—read his mind, even.

This little whore needs to learn that disobedience brings consequences, even when that disobedience is involuntary.

He began to whip me steadily, making sure to cover my bottom and upper thighs with precise, methodical strokes. The leather tails struck my flesh with sharp precision, some finding their way between my thighs, clearly in order to punish my needy pussy as well.

Instead of diminishing my climax, the whipping seemed to intensify it. The orgasm continued, wave after wave of pleasure making my body writhe against the couch, drawing helpless, humiliating sounds from my throat. The pain of the martinet merged with my pleasure, evoking sensations that my inexperienced body couldn’t process except through prolonged release.

“And this… this is how those who practice the New Modesty experience pleasure,” he told me sternly, continuing the steady rhythm of the martinet against my flesh. “Complete surrender, complete acceptance of both pleasure and pain as gifts from the one who guides you.”

I sobbed into the couch cushions, utterly overwhelmed by the whirling mixture of thoughts, emotions, sensations inside me—the sting of the martinet, the lingering pleasure of my climax, the shame of my disobedience, and the terrible, unwanted arousal that continued to pulse between my legs, without any apparent regard to the punishment and the release.

“I’m sorry,” I gasped, the words tumbling out between sobs. “I’m sorry, Monsieur. I couldn’t help it.”

He stopped the whipping abruptly, and I heard him place the martinet on the coffee table. His hand returned to my bottom, caressing the heated flesh with surprising gentleness.

“First lessons are always difficult,” he said, his voice softening slightly. “Your body is learning a new language—the language of submission. It will take time for you to master control.”

His words, though stern, contained a hint of understanding that made fresh tears spring to my eyes. I hadn’t expected compassion from him, hadn’t thought this elegant, commanding man would show any patience with my failure. Much worse, I couldn’t believe, or understand, that reaction… he had just whipped me for feeling the pleasure he had forced on my body: how could I feel grateful?

But then I found myself whispering, “I want to be good,” surprised by how much I meant it despite the rational part of my mind wanting to reject the idea completely. “I want to learn, Monsieur.”

“I know you do,” he replied, his hand moving in soothing circles over my punished flesh. “That’s why you’re going to put on the nightgown I asked you to wear. Then you’re going to show me how grateful you are for this lesson by sucking my cock for the first time.”

My stomach fluttered at his words, a mixture of helpless need and quivering fear washing through me. I had never performed oral sex before—I had only the vaguest idea of what it entailed.

“Yes, Monsieur,” I managed, my voice barely audible.

Pierre helped me to stand, steadying me as my legs wobbled beneath me. My bottom burned fiercely, the pain intensifying as I straightened. I reached down to pull up my thong, but Pierre caught my wrist.

“Leave it around your knees,” he commanded. “I want to see your pussy while you change.”

Blushing furiously, I stood up, the panties tangled around my knees, feeling even more naked in front of him than I would have if I’d been allowed to take off the thong completely. His eyes traveled over my body, taking in every detail—my small breasts with their hardened nipples, my flat stomach, the smooth, hairless cleft between my legs. I fought the urge to cover myself, sensing that such modesty would only earn me further punishment.

“Go get the nightgown,” Pierre instructed, gesturing toward the bedroom where I’d left the white babydoll laid out on the bed.

I walked slowly and awkwardly with the thong confining my steps, acutely aware of his gaze on my naked body, particularly on my reddened bottom. Each footfall sent a jolt of pain through my punished flesh. The cool air of the apartment brushed against my exposed sex, making me uncomfortably aware of how wet I remained even in light of all the things my brain told me shouldn’t arouse me.

In the bedroom, I found the white babydoll nightgown exactly where I’d left it, spread across the bed like a whisper of fabric against the dark blue comforter. I picked it up with trembling fingers, the delicate material sliding like cool water over my skin. For a moment, I stood frozen, clutching the garment to my chest, my mind racing with the enormity of what was happening.

I’d just been whipped—actually whipped—by a man I barely knew. I’d come under his touch, had sobbed and begged, had called him Monsieur as if it were the most natural thing in the world. And now I was about to put on this revealing nightgown and—my stomach fluttered wildly—take his cock in my mouth.

I should have been running for the door, screaming for help, doing anything but obediently retrieving this scandalous piece of lingerie. Yet here I stood, my punished bottom burning, my virgin pussy wet and aching, my heart pounding with a mixture of fear and shameful anticipation.

“Audrey.” Pierre’s voice carried from the living room, impatience evident in his tone. “Don’t make me come get you.”

I hurried back to the living room, the thong still hampering my steps as it stretched between my knees. Pierre had moved to sit on the couch, his long legs stretched out before him, his jacket removed and draped neatly over the arm of the sofa. His white shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, the top button undone to reveal a glimpse of tanned skin at his throat.

“Bring it here,” he commanded, putting out his hand. “Give it to me.”

I approached slowly, the nightgown clutched in front of me like a shield, though it concealed nothing with its transparent fabric. When I reached the couch, Pierre took the garment from my hands, examining it with casual interest.

“Very pretty,” he commented, running his fingers over the delicate lace trim. “Now, put this on for me. The panties stay around your knees to remind you.”

My cheeks burned as I reached for the nightgown, but Pierre held it just out of my grasp.

“Slowly,” he instructed. “I want to enjoy this moment.”

I stood motionless as his eyes traveled leisurely over my body, lingering again on my small breasts, my flat stomach, the furrow between my thighs where I no longer had the curls that had covered my private parts.

Finally, he handed me the nightgown. With trembling hands, I slipped it over my head, the whisper-soft fabric floating down around my body. It barely reached the tops of my thighs, leaving my punished bottom partially visible, I felt certain.

“Kneel in front of me,” Pierre commanded, his voice low and steady.

I froze, staring at him in sudden panic. The sheer nightgown clung to my body, revealing more than it concealed. My nipples pressed visibly against the delicate fabric, and I knew the transparent material would hide nothing of my freshly waxed sex. The thought of kneeling before him in that already submissive state sent terribly conflicting emotions through me.

I shook my head, taking a small step backward. “I-I can’t,” I whispered.

Pierre’s eyebrows rose slightly, his expression hardening. “Would you prefer another whipping? Perhaps this time with your nightgown raised to your waist so I can see every reaction of your pretty con?”

His words sent a shiver through me. The memory of the martinet’s sting across my tender flesh still felt vividly present, my bottom and thighs burning with the aftermath of his discipline.

“No,” I said quickly, my voice small.

“Then kneel,” he repeated, the command harsher this time.


CHAPTER 15
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Audrey

My legs shook as I slowly lowered myself to my knees before him, the carpet soft against my skin. In this position, I felt utterly submissive, to the horror of the rational, independent woman who claimed to be me most of the time. My face was level with a billionaire’s lap, my body bent to his pleasure. The sheer nightgown rode up slightly as I knelt, exposing the lower curves of my punished bottom.

Pierre leaned back slightly, his hands moving to his belt. The sound of the leather sliding through the buckle made my heart race, my mouth suddenly dry with anticipation and fear. His fingers moved to his zipper, lowering it with deliberate slowness. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as he reached into his trousers and withdrew his rigid manhood.

I gasped involuntarily. I had never seen an erect penis in person before, and Pierre’s looked terribly intimidating. Long and thick, it jutted proudly from the opening in his elegant trousers, the head flushed dark with blood, a small bead of moisture glistening at the tip. The shaft was veined and rigid. My eyes widened as I watched it pulse slightly with each beat of his heart.

“Look at it closely,” Pierre instructed, his voice somehow both gentle and commanding. “This is the cock that will take your virginity tonight. You should become well acquainted with it first.”

My face flamed with embarrassment, but I couldn’t look away. There was something mesmerizing about this physical sign of my new sponsor’s masculinity—the raw power it represented, the promise of pleasures I had only vaguely imagined.

“Closer,” he urged, his hand moving to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he guided me forward until my face was only a centimeter or two from his erection. “Observe the details. Learn what pleases a man.”

This close up, I could smell his masculine scent—clean but undeniably male, with hints of expensive cologne and something dark and bestial underneath. The heat radiating from his flesh warmed my cheeks as I stared at his erection, mesmerized despite my embarrassment.

“Kiss it,” Pierre commanded softly, his fingers still tangled in my hair, not forcing but definitely guiding. “Just a gentle kiss on the tip to begin.”

I hesitated, my breath coming in short, nervous gasps. This was happening. I was actually about to put my mouth on a man’s penis—on Pierre’s massive cock. The thought made my stomach flip with embarrassment and anxiety… and helpless, unwelcome need.

“Don’t make me wait, Audrey,” he warned, his voice taking on the dangerous edge that made me shiver.

Gathering my courage, I leaned forward and pressed my lips gently against the smooth, rounded head of his erection. The contact sent an almost electric jolt through my body, a strange mix of revulsion and excitement. His skin felt hot and silky against my lips, and I tasted the slightly salty drop of moisture that had gathered at the tip.

“Good girl,” Pierre murmured, his approval sending a shameful thrill through me. “Now lick it. Use your tongue to explore the shape of it.”

Tentatively, I extended my tongue and traced it around the ridge where the head met the shaft. Pierre inhaled sharply, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair. Encouraged by his reaction, I grew bolder, licking up the underside of his manhood in a long, slow stroke.

“That’s it,” he praised, his voice huskier now. “Continue. Learn the texture, the taste. This is how a skillful bridegroom teaches his innocent bride, according to the New Modesty.”

My cheeks flushing at the thought of Selecta’s lewd variety of social engineering, I obeyed, running my tongue along the length of him, feeling the ridges of veins, the smooth skin stretched taut over hardness beneath. The taste was unfamiliar, but not really unpleasant—slightly salty, slightly musky. With each stroke of my tongue, I felt myself sinking deeper into a strange, dreamlike state where nothing existed but this moment, this act of submission.

“Now I want you to pay proper attention to my balls,” Pierre instructed, reaching down to unfasten his trousers more fully. He pushed them down slightly, exposing the heavy sac beneath his rigid shaft. “Nuzzle them first, then lick them. Very gently.”

My face burned with humiliation. This felt even more intimate, somehow, than licking his cock. But I found myself leaning forward obediently, pressing my face against the warmth of his scrotum. The hair there was coarser than I expected, tickling my cheeks as I nuzzled against him like a puppy.

“Yes,” Pierre sighed, his free hand stroking my hair approvingly. “Show your reverence for your sponsor’s masculinity.”

I didn’t know it was possible to feel more degraded than I already did, but his words pushed me deeper into a state of utter abasement, igniting a shameful heat between my thighs. I extended my tongue, lapping gently at the wrinkled skin of his testicles, feeling them shift slightly beneath my ministrations. Pierre groaned softly, a sound of pure masculine pleasure that made my virgin sheath clench with need.

“Now take my cock in your hand,” he instructed, reaching down for my wrist, then guiding my right hand to his shaft. “Not too tight… Yes, like that. Stroke me while you continue to worship my balls with your mouth.”

His crude language made me whimper with humiliation, but I obeyed, wrapping my fingers around the rigid length of him. His manhood felt impossibly hard yet paradoxically soft—like steel wrapped in velvet. I began to move my hand up and down his shaft as he’d directed, while continuing to lick and nuzzle at his testicles.

“Use your other hand to play with yourself,” Pierre commanded suddenly, his voice thick with arousal. “I want to see you masturbate while you serve me.”

I froze, my hand stilling on his cock. “I… I can’t,” I whispered, mortified by the suggestion.

“You can and you will,” Pierre replied, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair. “Your submission includes obeying commands that embarrass you. Now, reach between your legs with your left hand and show me how wet your little virgin cunt is.”

My face burning with shame, I slowly moved my left hand between my trembling thighs. The babydoll nightgown rode up as I shifted position, exposing me completely. My fingers found the slick folds of my sex, and I gasped at how wet I was—how my body betrayed me with its eager response to this degradation.

“That’s it,” Pierre murmured approvingly. “Stroke your clit while you continue to pleasure my cock. Show me how much this arouses you.”

I whimpered as I began to touch myself, my fingers slipping through the abundant wetness between my legs. The dual sensation of stroking Pierre’s hardness while pleasuring myself created a feedback loop of need that made my breath come in short, desperate gasps.

“Look at me,” Pierre commanded suddenly. “I want to see your eyes while you pleasure us both.”

I had kept my gaze downcast, too embarrassed to meet his eyes during this intimate act. But at his command, I raised my face, meeting his intense hazel gaze. The connection felt shockingly intimate—more so, somehow, than the physical acts we were engaged in.

“Beautiful,” Pierre breathed, his eyes locked on mine. “Do you know what I see, Audrey?”

I shook my head slightly, unable to form words as my fingers continued their movements between my legs, sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

“I see a virgin learning to suck cock,” Pierre murmured, his voice dropping to a hypnotic whisper. “Picture yourself, Audrey, you little whore. A girl with her panties down… the kind of girl who didn’t think she would ever be on her knees… yet here you are, kneeling in front of a powerful, wealthy man, with your mouth submissively giving pleasure to his rigid penis.”

His words penetrated my consciousness like arrows, each one finding its mark in my deepest insecurities. I whimpered around his thickness, unable to deny the truth of what he described. My fingers still worked between my legs, my body betraying me with its eager response to his degrading observations.

“I’m very hard for you,” he continued, his voice thickening with lust. “Your innocence, your reluctance, your shame—they all make my cock throb. The way your little virgin mouth struggles to accommodate me, the way your eyes water with the effort… it’s exactly what a man like me needs.”

I moaned involuntarily, the vibration traveling through his shaft and making him grunt in response. The approval in that sound sent a humiliating gush of wetness between my thighs, my fingers growing slicker as they circled my swollen clit.

“You’re getting close to orgasm, aren’t you?” Pierre observed, his eyes narrowing as he studied my flushed face. “I can see it in your expression, in the way your body trembles.”

I nodded helplessly, unable to deny the building pressure within me. The combination of the forbidden act I was performing and my own fingers’ ministrations had brought me dangerously close to the edge.

“Stop touching yourself,” he commanded sharply. “You may not come without permission. Not now, not ever.”

I whimpered in distress, but immediately withdrew my hand from between my legs, leaving myself aching and unsatisfied. I lowered my eyes, an irrational guilt rising in my belly. The denial sent a perverse new thrill through me, intensifying my arousal even as it frustrated it.

“Good girl,” Pierre praised, his hand tightening in my hair. “Now open wider. I’m going to fuck your face properly.”

Before I could process his words, he tightened his grip on my hair and thrust upward, his hips rising off the couch, pushing his cock much deeper into my mouth than it had been before. I gagged slightly, unprepared for the sudden invasion, but he held me firmly in place.

“Try to relax your throat,” he instructed, his voice taut with restraint. “Breathe evenly, through your nose.”

He began to move then, thrusting in and out of my mouth in a steady rhythm. I struggled to accommodate him, tears springing to my eyes as his cock hit the back of my throat. The room began to spin around me, and I felt lightheaded, caught between panic and a strange, floating surrender.

“Look at me while I use your mouth,” Pierre commanded. “I want to see your eyes as you learn what it means to please a man.”

I forced my gaze upward to see a hunger in my new sponsor’s eyes that made my heart skip a beat. I felt like I was watching myself from a distance as his hands gripped my hair tighter, controlling my movements completely. My jaw ached, my eyes watered, and still he thrust into my mouth, using me without concern for my comfort. The primitive rhythm of his hips became my entire world—forward and back, in and out, claiming my virgin mouth with the same authority with which he’d apparently claimed everything else in my life.

Then suddenly, he pulled me off his cock. I gasped for air, saliva connecting my lips to his rigid member in a thin, glistening strand that made me burn with shame.

“Get up,” Pierre commanded, his voice husky with arousal. “Go into the bedroom.”

My face felt hot as an oven as I struggled to my feet. My legs were numb from kneeling, and I swayed slightly, disoriented. I heard a whimper rise in my throat as I sensed Pierre standing and following close behind me. I walked awkwardly toward the bedroom, the panties still tangled around my knees hampering my steps.

I could feel his eyes on my body, burning into my back, surely taking in every detail of my humiliation. The sheer nightgown clung to my skin, making me feel even more naked than I would have without it. I imagined how satisfied he must feel at the appearance of my well-whipped bottom, the red marks from the martinet visible through the transparent material.

The bedroom seemed impossibly far away, each step an eternity under Pierre’s scrutiny. I couldn’t bear to look back at him, couldn’t face the desire and triumph I knew I would see in those gorgeous hazel eyes. Instead, I kept my gaze fixed on the doorway ahead, willing my trembling legs to carry me forward.

When I finally reached the bedroom, I hesitated in the doorway, uncertain what was expected of me. The room felt different somehow—no longer my private sanctuary but a stage for whatever Pierre had planned next. The large bed dominated the space, its dark blue comforter neatly arranged, the pillows plumped invitingly. Beside it, the nightstand held a small lamp casting a soft golden glow across the room.

“Go to the bed,” Pierre ordered from behind me, his voice startling me, its softness notwithstanding. “Sit on it, at the foot.”


CHAPTER 16
[image: ]


Audrey

I hobbled to the bed, every step making me wince with the lingering soreness in my backside and the panties limiting the range of my knees’ motion. The thought of removing them brought such fear of another whipping—if I did so without permission—and such arousal at the idea of it that I pushed the impulse away. I sat on the edge of the mattress and watched Pierre move about the room with easy confidence, as if he’d been there many times before.

I stared up at him, my heart thundering in my chest like a wild animal desperate to escape. What would he do to me now? I had never been so nervous… terrified, really, but also, to my dismay, so aroused. The hot shame of knowing that about myself burned through me, but I couldn’t deny the wetness between my thighs or the way my nipples hardened against the sheer fabric of the babydoll.

Pierre took a step toward me. I started, my hands rising as if to fend him off. With utter self-assurance, despite my defensive gesture, he took hold of me with big, strong hands and laid me down on the bed. I whimpered as he pulled my left foot completely out of the panties so that they remained tangled only around my right knee. The asymmetry of it—half-freed, half-trapped—felt even more revealing.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded, his voice low and thick with desire.

When I hesitated, paralyzed by embarrassment, he didn’t wait for my compliance. Instead, he took hold of my knees and pushed them back, spreading them wide, until they were almost at my breasts. The position left me completely open, my virgin pussy displayed for his inspection in the most humiliating way possible.

“Hold them there,” Pierre instructed, placing my hands on the backs of my thighs. “Offer your cunt to me the way you should.”

I whimpered, tears of mortification springing to my eyes as I obeyed, holding myself splayed open before him. The cool air of the room brushed against my exposed sex, making me acutely aware of how wet I was, how ready my traitorous body had become.

Pierre stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes darkening as he gazed down at me. He removed his tie with deliberate slowness, then unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a broad chest dusted with dark hair. The sight of his partial nudity made my mouth go dry. This elegant, powerful man was undressing for me—no, definitely not for me… rather, for himself… to prepare himself to use me.

“I’ve been looking forward to tasting a virgin cunt all day,” he told me, his crude language making me flinch even as it sent another surge of unwanted heat between my legs. “But remember, Audrey—you are not allowed to orgasm. Not without my permission.”

Before I could respond, he knelt on the bed between my spread thighs and lowered his head. The first touch of his tongue against my sensitive flesh made me cry out, my back arching involuntarily off the mattress. He licked a slow, deliberate path from the virgin entrance to my vagina up to my clit, tasting me as if I were some exotic delicacy.

Instantly, I sobbed with the terrible effort of trying to keep myself from coming. His tongue felt impossibly skilled, knowing exactly where to press, where to flick, where to circle. My thighs trembled in my grip as I struggled to maintain the exposed position he’d demanded while fighting against the pleasure building inside me.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please… Monsieur… please… may I…”

“No,” Pierre said, seeming to speak directly to my pussy, so that I could feel the vibration of the sound, the slight pressure of the air from the words, against my distressingly sensitive inner lips. “The next time you come, it will be with my cock in this delicious little cunt.”

My whole body bucked at the sound, the meaning, the pure sensation. I let out a deep moan, closing my eyes and furrowing my brow hard, trying to find some way to deny the pleasure. I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling so that the shameful pictures inside my head, of what my bedroom must look like to the surveillance cameras, had to compete with the blank white space above me.

Pierre’s big hands reached up and found mine, where I was holding my knees back. He pressed down, forcing my legs even further apart, restraining me, shaping me to his will. Though his grip was firm, almost painful, I thought I could also feel a strange tenderness in the contact—as if his touch conveyed the value he placed in me, in my submission.

To my astonishment and horror, I heard myself whimper a question that seemed to come from someone else: “Do I taste good, Monsieur?”

I raised my head slightly to look at him and felt my hips jerk involuntarily as I took in the lewd sight of a man’s head between my spread thighs. Pierre raised his face, and I could see my wetness glistening on his lips, chin, and nose. He smiled wolfishly, his eyes dark with desire.

“You taste marvelous, you little whore,” he said, the crude compliment sending another wave of shameful heat through my core.

He gave me one final, deliberate kiss on my clit, the pressure just enough to make me gasp, but not enough to push me over the edge. Then he stood up from the bed, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Keep your legs spread,” he commanded, his voice thick with arousal. “I want to see that pretty little cunt while I undress.”

I watched, unable to look away as he removed the rest of his clothes with methodical precision. His body was magnificent—muscular without being bulky, his chest and abdomen defined by years of careful maintenance. The dark trail of hair that led from his navel to his groin drew my eyes inevitably to his erection, which jutted proudly from his body, impossibly large and intimidating.

When he was fully naked, he reached up the bed and took hold of my waist. I started, and whimpered, but my new sponsor seemed utterly indifferent to my feelings on the matter. He gripped hard, and pulled me all the way down to the foot of the bed in one swift motion. I kept my legs open, sure that Pierre would punish me if I let go and let my thighs close by even a millimeter.

He moved his right hand to the tender back of my thigh, where he had whipped me so fiercely for not wearing the nightgown whose translucent silk now scarcely covered my breasts. He took his enormous cock in his left hand, and then I nearly fainted with shame and need as he began to work the head of his manhood up and down the furrow of my pussy, coating himself in my abundant wetness.

“That’s it,” Pierre murmured. “Get me nice and ready to fuck.”

I felt him nudge the head of his cock against my virgin opening, the pressure both terrifying and thrilling. He lodged himself just inside, stretching me slightly, the sensation making me gasp. I stared up at him, watching his face as he prepared to take my virginity. His expression was a mixture of desire and concentration, his hazel eyes darkened almost to brown with lust.

“Do you think you’re starting to understand about the New Modesty, Audrey?” Pierre asked, his voice husky as he held himself poised at my entrance.

The question caught me off guard. I blinked up at him, trying to focus my scattered thoughts while the head of his cock pressed insistently against my virgin barrier.

“I… I don’t know,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Think about it,” he urged, moving his hips in tiny circles that made the head of his cock tease the entrance to my sheath, without pushing any deeper. “What have you learned tonight?”

To my distress, I realized I could imagine submitting to a husband like Pierre. The thought formed with startling clarity—a life where I belonged to him, where my body was his to use, to punish, to pleasure. I imagined him coming home to find I’d left lights on unnecessarily, wasting precious energy. In my mind’s eye, I saw him frowning with stern disappointment, taking the martinet from its place on the wall.

“Bend over,” he would say in that commanding voice of his.

And I would obey, trembling as I lifted my skirt and lowered my panties, presenting my bare bottom for correction. The martinet would whistle through the air, the leather tails leaving fiery stripes across my tender flesh as I counted each stroke, thanking him for the lesson.

Then, when my punishment was complete and my bottom glowed hot with pain, he would push me forward over the arm of the couch. I would hear the sound of his zipper, feel his hands spreading my burning cheeks. “This is how you learn,” he would tell me as he pressed his cock against my tight rear entrance. “Through discipline and surrender.”

And then he would fuck my bottom, claiming that most intimate place as his own, using my pain and submission to reinforce the lesson I’d earned.

The vivid fantasy made me moan, my hips lifting involuntarily toward Pierre’s teasing cock. I was horrified at myself—not just for imagining such a scene, but for the way it made my body respond, my virgin pussy clenching with need around the head of his manhood.

“I can see it in your eyes,” Pierre murmured, satisfaction evident in his tone. “You’re beginning to understand in your mind what your body has known for a long while.”

I turned my face away, unable to bear his penetrating gaze. “It’s not right,” I whispered, even as my hips betrayed me with another small, needy movement. “Women shouldn’t be treated like… like property.”

Pierre’s serious tone brought my attention back to his handsome features.

“Except,” he said, “when they need it as badly as you do, Audrey.”

His words cut through me like a knife, as if they’d exposed a truth I still desperately wanted to deny. My body quivered beneath him, not with fear but with unwelcome recognition. I suddenly felt that perhaps this man saw me—truly saw me—in a way no one ever had before.

“Are you ready to belong to me, Audrey?” Pierre asked, his voice low and serious. “To be my little whore, to serve me, to learn from me?”

I stared up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. This was the moment—the precipice between my old life and whatever lay beyond. Everything in my rational mind screamed to refuse, to fight, to maintain the illusion of independence I’d clung to for so long.

But my body knew better. For the first time in what seemed like hours I remembered that the moment Pierre’s manhood entered my pussy I would earn enough money to live on for a year. The idea that Selecta’s First Intimacy Premium had anything to do with why I had ended up here, about to have my pussy deflowered, seemed terribly strange. My new sponsor had made it clear much more important things, much more essential needs than money, were at stake.

“Oui,” I whispered, trembling. “Oui, Monsieur.”

Pierre’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. He took firm hold of my waist, his fingers digging into my flesh with possessive intent. Without warning, he thrust forward, driving his rigid penis deep into my vagina in one powerful stroke.

I screamed as my virginity gave way beneath his invasion. The pain was sharp, sudden—a burning stretch that radiated outward from my core. Tears sprang to my eyes, my back arching off the bed as my body struggled to accommodate his size.

“There,” he murmured, his voice harsh with his enjoyment, and triumphant. “Tu es à moi.”

He remained perfectly still, buried deep inside me, allowing me to feel every inch of him claiming me. The fullness was overwhelming—physically, emotionally, spiritually. I felt impaled, not just by his cock but by the reality of what had just happened. He had taken my virginity. Pierre Lemieux, a man I hardly knew, had taken possession of a part of me that could never be reclaimed.

“Feel me inside you,” he commanded softly. “Feel how I own you.”

I whimpered, aware of every pulse of his cock within my tender channel. The initial pain had already begun to subside, replaced by a strange, insistent pressure that hovered between discomfort and something else—something that made my inner muscles clench around him involuntarily.

“Good girl,” Pierre praised, noting my body’s response. “Your cunt knows who it belongs to now.”

Then he began to move. Slowly at first, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with deliberate control. Each stroke seemed to reach deeper than the last, touching places inside me I hadn’t known existed. The friction of his cock inside my slick sheath created sensations that made my toes curl and my breath catch.

To my shock and dismay, I found myself instantly on the verge of orgasm. The combination of his thick cock stretching me, the slight pain that lingered, the utter submission of my position—it all combined to push me toward a precipice I hadn’t anticipated reaching so quickly.

“Monsieur,” I gasped, my hands clutching desperately at his forearms. “Please… I need… I need to…”


CHAPTER 17
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Pierre

“You may climax, ma petite,” I told Audrey.

Instantly, her body responded. She had had her eyes closed, an adorable expression of concentration on her face, but now she opened them, and she seemed to orgasm at the simple sight of my own face above her. Her body bucked wildly under mine and the clenching of her pussy around my cock brought on my own orgasm much faster than I had expected.

With a shout of pleasure, I started to come inside her tight little pussy. The orgasm, a more intense climax than I could remember ever having had in my life, exploded from my balls in what felt like a torrent of seed. Throughout, I gazed down into Audrey’s eyes, the surrendered innocence I saw there seeming to make my cock pulse with ecstasy, on and on.

I kept myself deep inside her as her limbs grew calm and her breathing slowed. I soothed her with soft circles of my right hand on her thigh, marked with the martinet’s leather.

“Such a tight little cunt,” I murmured. I reached a little further down to caress her bottom, still hot and striped from her punishment. “And these beautiful marks of submission made it even more exciting to fuck you. They show your subservience perfectly.”

I could tell how terribly aroused those words got her, despite herself. Her inner muscles contracted around my softening shaft, her breath coming in little gasps as if my crude praise had physically stimulated her. Her blue eyes, wide with shock and lingering pleasure, couldn’t seem to look away from mine.

Slowly I withdrew my cock from Audrey’s no-longer-virgin vagina. I took her in my arms and lifted her from the bed with one arm, while with the other I took the comforter off the bed. I laid her sweet body down, placing her on her side, and I lay down behind her, caressing her little bottom, hardly able to help myself, so round and pert did the punished halves of her rear feel in my hands.

“The SA app notified me last night that you had begun your anal training,” I told her softly, my fingers tracing the curve of her buttock before dipping between to find her tight rear entrance. Instinctively, she tensed against my fingertip. I rubbed the tiny bud firmly, though without real force, making sure she understood that though I could be patient, I meant to make that most intimate part of her mine, when I chose to enjoy her that way.

I felt myself hardening as Audrey whimpered at the dual stimuli: the revelation that I knew about her trying the anal plug and the insistent fingertip emphasizing it. She buried her face in her hands, the gesture somehow both childlike and erotic. Her body trembled against mine, her punished bottom still radiating heat against my groin.

“I know you’ve been told you must prepare yourself to be available to me that way,” I said, my voice low and deliberate. I continued to circle her tight rosebud with my fingertip, applying just enough pressure to make her squirm but not enough to breach her. “It’s time to continue your anal training now.”

She made a small, desperate sound—half protest, half surrender. I could feel her conflict in the tension of her muscles, in the way she simultaneously pressed back against my hand and tried to pull away. The contradiction delighted me.

“I mean to fuck your bottom tomorrow,” I informed her matter-of-factly, “and I want to make sure you’re ready to submit fully to me.” I gave her rear entrance a firmer push with my finger, like a promise of what was to come, nearly penetrating the little dimple, but stopping just short. Then I spoke peremptorily. “You may go to the bathroom and clean up. Then you’ll get the next size of your butt plugs and bring it to me.”

Audrey turned her face back over her shoulder. On her features I saw a crimson blush and a pouting question: do I have to?

“Do I need to get the martinet?” I asked her, raising my eyebrows. Audrey swallowed visibly; in her lovely eyes I saw need and modesty balanced almost on a knife edge.

Slowly, she turned away, pulling herself from my embrace and sitting up on the edge of the bed. The sheer babydoll nightgown clung to her slender form, the fabric nearly transparent in the soft bedroom light. She stood on unsteady legs and made her way to the bathroom, her movements a little stiff, obviously from the punishment she’d received, as well as the hard fucking afterward. I watched her go, admiring the way her punished bottom moved beneath the nightgown, how the red welts seemed to glow through the white fabric. My cock stiffened even further at the delicious sight.

While she was gone, I arranged the pillows against the headboard and settled myself comfortably against them. I intended to have a perfect view of Audrey’s continued training. I wanted to watch her face as she struggled to accept the larger plug, to see the mixture of shame and arousal in her expressive blue eyes.

She returned a few minutes later, clutching the blue plug in one hand and the lubricant in the other, as if they were dangerous things. The plug was significantly larger than the one she had used the previous night—perhaps half again as big around. The medical-grade silicone gleamed in the soft light, its surface smooth and unyielding. Audrey’s eyes were downcast, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

“Bring the plug here,” I told her. “Give it and the lube to me, then straddle my thighs with your body toward the foot of the bed—but I want your face turned over your shoulder to look at me.”
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Audrey

The thoughts and feelings that went through my head and my body as I obeyed Pierre’s humiliating command seemed to belong to someone else. I couldn’t believe that I was about to offer my exposed bottom to him, to let him insert that terrifying plug, to prepare me for what he had promised would come tomorrow.

The fact that on top of the eight thousand euros he had already given me I had just earned a hundred thousand more—as an alert that had popped up in the mirror had just informed me—didn’t seem to have any effect on my roiling emotions. The reason I found myself moving toward the bed, my steps slow but inexorable, drawn by something I couldn’t name or resist, didn’t seem to have anything to do with money.

I handed Pierre the plug and lubricant, unable to meet his eyes as our fingers brushed. Then, with my heart hammering against my ribs, I turned and climbed onto the bed. I positioned myself as instructed, straddling his thighs, my back to him, my punished bottom presented for his use. In this position, with my face toward the foot of the bed, I couldn’t see what he was doing, could only anticipate his touch.

“Audrey,” he said, his voice low and dangerous, “I told you to look at me.”

A thrill of fear traveled up my spine, but the worst part was how my hips jerked with unmistakable need as I awkwardly obeyed, meeting my sponsor’s cool gaze.

“Now lift your nightgown,” Pierre commanded, his voice husky with desire. “Show me your pretty whipped ass.”

My fingers shook as I reached back with one hand and gathered the sheer fabric, drawing it up until it bunched around my waist. The cool air caressed my exposed skin, making me acutely aware of my vulnerability. I couldn’t see much over my shoulder—just Pierre’s handsome face really. I heard the snap of the lubricant cap opening, then the soft, wet sound as he squeezed some onto his fingers.

“Arch your back,” he instructed. “Present yourself properly.”

I obeyed, lowering my chest slightly and tilting my pelvis to better expose my intimate places to him. The position was overwhelmingly lewd, offering both my virgin anus and my freshly deflowered sex for his inspection. I felt wetness seeping from my pussy again, my body’s shameful response to this new humiliation.

“Such a beautiful sight,” Pierre murmured appreciatively. “Your bottom marked with my discipline, your little holes waiting for my attention.”

I whimpered as his slick finger found my rear entrance, circling it with deliberate pressure. Unlike before, this time he didn’t tease—he pushed firmly, breaching the tight ring of muscle. I gasped at the intrusion, my body instinctively tensing against it.

“Relax,” Pierre urged, his free hand stroking my punished buttock soothingly. “Breathe deeply and push back against my finger. The more you resist, the more uncomfortable it will be.”

I tried to follow his instructions, forcing myself to take slow, deep breaths as I consciously relaxed the muscles that fought against his invasion. To my surprise, the discomfort began to ease, replaced by a strange, forbidden pleasure as his finger moved deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” Pierre praised, adding more lubricant before slowly introducing a second finger. “You’re learning quickly.”

The stretch of two fingers made me moan, a sound that seemed to come from someone else—someone wanton and shameless, someone who enjoyed this taboo penetration. Pierre worked his fingers in and out of my bottom with methodical patience, gradually opening me up, preparing me for the plug that seemed impossibly large.

“Please,” I whispered, without any idea what to ask for. My mind had become a chaotic swirl of contradictions, but to my dismay my body seemed to know exactly what it wanted, pressing back against Pierre’s fingers with shameful eagerness.

“Please what?” he asked, his voice rich with amusement. “Please fuck your virgin ass with this big plug? Please prepare you to take my cock there tomorrow? You need to be specific, Audrey.”

I couldn’t bring myself to say the words he wanted to hear. Instead, I turned away and buried my face in the bedding, my entire body flushing with humiliation. I felt his fingers withdraw from my bottom, leaving me strangely empty, aching for the return of that forbidden fullness.

“That’s alright, my bashful girl. Keep your face in the covers, and I’ll tell you what I see. For a start, I see your sweet cunt dripping its wetness onto my thighs,” Pierre observed, his fingers trailing through the evidence of my arousal. “You’re practically begging to be filled again.”

I almost fainted with shame and need as he spoke those degrading words. How could he say such things to me? And how could my body respond so eagerly, growing wetter with each crude observation?

“I really don’t need the lube, do I? I could get the plug nice and ready in your cunt, couldn’t I?” Pierre continued, his fingers now playing between my legs, gathering my abundant moisture. “But I want to make sure you can enjoy anal sex as much as possible, so I’m going to prepare the plug thoroughly.”

To my surprise, given his degrading words, his lubed fingers continued playing with my anus very gently, circling the stretched rim where the plug would enter me. His touch was unexpectedly tender, almost reverent, as if he genuinely cared about my comfort, belying his harsh language.

“I think you’re ready for the plug now,” Pierre announced. I heard more lubricant being applied, then felt the cool, slick tip of the silicone toy pressing against my sensitized rear entrance. “Breathe deeply and push out slightly as I push in.”

The pressure was immediate and intense—far more substantial than his fingers had been. I gasped as the widest part of the plug stretched me beyond what I thought possible. The burning sensation walked a knife’s edge between pain and pleasure, making my thighs tremble and my breath catch.

“That’s it,” Pierre encouraged, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Take it all. Show me what a good girl you can be.”

With a final push, the plug slipped past the tight ring of muscle, my body closing around the narrower neck, securing it firmly inside me. The fullness was overwhelming, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I could feel my inner walls pulsing around the intrusion, adjusting to its size and shape.

Pierre began to work the plug in my bottom, slowly pulling it out just a little before pushing it back in. To my surprise and mortification, my pussy clenched over and over as he created a rhythm that I realized he must mean to teach me what his cock would feel like, when he opened me fully on his manhood.

I could hardly think straight as the sensations piled up: not just the plug in my bottom, but the feeling of straddling my wealthy new sponsor’s lap with my knees on either side of his knees, the soreness of my pussy from his hardness, the ache in my bottom from the martinet. Each movement caused the plug to shift inside me, sending jolts of forbidden pleasure through my core. I shuddered, caught between wanting to escape the overwhelming fullness and wanting to push back against it.

“How does it feel?” Pierre asked, his voice a silky caress against my fevered skin. “Tell me exactly.”


CHAPTER 18
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Audrey

I struggled to find words for the maelstrom of sensations. “It’s… so much,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I feel too… too full. So…” I let out a helpless sob. “So owned.”

Pierre’s hands moved to my hips, holding me firmly in place as he began to rock the plug gently back and forth. “You’ll feel even fuller tomorrow when it’s my cock stretching this tight little hole,” he promised, his words sending a shiver of fearful anticipation down my spine.

Without warning, one of his hands slipped around to find my swollen clit. I gasped as his fingers began to circle the sensitive bud with practiced skill. The dual stimulation—the plug moving in my bottom and his fingers on my most sensitive place—created a feedback loop of sensation that threatened to overwhelm me completely.

“I… I can’t…” I whimpered, my thighs beginning to quiver uncontrollably.

“You need to play with yourself, don’t you?” Pierre observed, his tone knowing and amused. He took his hand away and I let out a tiny whimper. “You need to touch that needy little cunt while I fuck your ass with this plug.”

I bit my lip, horrified by how accurately he had read my desperate need. My hands clenched into fists on the covers, gathering the cotton tightly into my fingers, as I fought the urge to reach between my legs.

“Ask nicely,” Pierre commanded, his fingers rubbing my clit again, but very lightly, leaving me aching for more. “Beg me for permission to masturbate while I train your virgin ass.”

The words stuck in my throat, pride warring with desire. I had already surrendered so much of myself tonight—my virginity, my dignity, my independence. Could I really debase myself further by begging for this?

But my body betrayed me, as it had all night. My hips moved involuntarily, seeking the friction his now-motionless fingers denied me. The plug shifted inside me with each movement, making rational thought nearly impossible.

“Please,” I finally gasped, the word torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Please, Monsieur, may I… may I touch myself while you… while you…” I couldn’t finish the sentence, couldn’t bring myself to use the crude language he seemed to prefer.

Pierre chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest against my back. “While I what, Audrey? Be specific.”

“While you fuck my ass with the plug,” I whispered, the words burning my lips as they escaped. My face felt hotter than the surface of the sun, shame and arousal battling within me.

“Good girl,” Pierre praised, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Yes, you may touch that needy little cunt while I train your virgin ass. But I have a condition.”

I froze, my hand already halfway to its destination between my thighs. “A condition?” I echoed, my voice small and uncertain.

Pierre leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Tomorrow, you will wear this plug all day,” he murmured, giving the toy a gentle twist that made me gasp. “You will go to the Jardins de Luxembourg in the morning, and then to the cinema in the afternoon. And you will wear nothing—absolutely nothing—under your skirt except this plug.”

I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped me at the thought. “But… people might see…”

“That’s the point,” Pierre replied, his voice hardening slightly as he pushed the plug deeper. “You’ll walk among them, outwardly respectable, while secretly carrying my mark inside you. And you are not to touch your cunt tomorrow except to keep it clean for me. No pleasuring yourself, no matter how desperate you become. Do you understand?”

The proposition was so outrageous, so humiliating, that I should have refused immediately. Instead, I found myself considering it, my body responding with a fresh surge of wetness between my thighs. The thought of walking through public spaces with the plug inside me, of sitting in a darkened theater knowing that only a thin layer of fabric separated my naked sex from the seat beneath me—it shouldn’t have aroused me. It absolutely shouldn’t have.

But it did.

“I… I can’t,” I protested weakly, even as my hips rocked back against the plug, betraying my words.

“Then you may not touch yourself,” Pierre said simply, his hand stilling on the base of the plug. “The choice is yours.”

I whimpered, caught in an impossible decision. The need at least to rub my desperately needy clit, to find relief from the building pressure within me, had become almost unbearable. Yet the price he demanded seemed so high, so terribly degrading.

Pierre began to move the plug again, working it in and out of my sensitive passage with deliberate slowness. His other hand returned to my clit, circling it with maddening lightness, never providing enough pressure to satisfy. I felt myself climbing toward a peak I couldn’t quite reach, desperate for more stimulation.

“Please,” I gasped, my resolve crumbling under the onslaught of sensation. “Please, I’ll do it. I’ll wear the plug tomorrow. Just… please let me…”

“Say it properly,” Pierre insisted, his fingers still teasing my swollen clit. “Make the commitment clear.”

I swallowed hard, forcing the words out through a throat tight with embarrassment. “I promise to wear the plug all day tomorrow, Monsieur. I’ll go to the Jardins and to the cinema wearing it, with nothing else under my skirt. And I won’t touch my… my pussy except to keep it clean.”

“Clean for whom?” he asked sharply, the question drawing a little whimper from my chest.

“For you, Monsieur,” I sobbed, my hips jerking at the thrill of arousal the words brought.

“Good girl,” Pierre purred, increasing the pressure of his fingers against my clit. “You may touch yourself now.”

With trembling hands, I reached between my legs, my fingers finding the slick, swollen flesh there. The first touch almost undid me completely—my body had been hovering on the edge for so long that even this light contact sent shockwaves of pleasure through me.

“That’s it,” Pierre encouraged, his voice thick with arousal. “Show me how badly you need to come while I fuck this tight little hole.”

He began to work the plug more vigorously now, pulling it almost completely out before pushing it back in, establishing a rhythm that mimicked what he meant to do to me tomorrow. The fullness, the stretch, the forbidden nature of it all combined with my own fingers on my clit to create a raging storm of sensation.

I circled the tiny bud frantically, my hips moving of their own accord, caught between pushing back against the plug and pressing forward into my own touch. The twin stimulation was overwhelming, building toward a crescendo I couldn’t fight.

“Please, Monsieur,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “May I… may I come?”

“Look at you,” Pierre said, his tone a mixture of amusement and approval. “Already learning to ask permission. Yes, ma petite, you may come. Come hard for me while I train your virgin ass.”

His words were the final push I needed. The orgasm crashed over me like a tsunami, more powerful than anything I’d yet experienced. My inner muscles clenched rhythmically around the plug, intensifying the sensation as surges of pleasure radiated outward from my core. I cried out, a sound I barely recognized as my own, as my body convulsed with the force of my release.

Pierre continued to move the plug inside me, prolonging my climax until I collapsed forward, utterly spent, my face pressed against the bed, my body trembling with aftershocks. I felt his hand stroking my back soothingly, a gentleness that contrasted sharply with the crude dominance he’d displayed moments before.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice soft with what sounded almost like reverence. “You’re even more responsive than I hoped.”

I lay there, catching my breath, my mind struggling to process what had just happened—what I had just allowed to happen. The plug remained inside me, a terrible reminder of my submission, of the promise I’d made for tomorrow.

Pierre carefully eased me off his lap and onto my side on the bed, positioning me so that no pressure was on the plug. He stretched out beside me, his hand stroking my hair with surprising tenderness.

“You did very well,” he murmured into my ear. Then he took my face in his hands and kissed me so deeply that every sensation except his lips on mine and his gentle tongue inside my mouth, where he had taken such rough pleasure with his rigid penis, faded away. He broke the kiss at last, leaving me breathless, brought his lips to mine again, even more gently, then pulled his face to a few inches from mine. “You’re becoming a very good girl indeed.”

“Thank you, Monsieur,” I replied in a whisper, before I could consider what it meant to express gratitude for all the shameful things he had done to me.
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I considered that the next morning, though, from the moment I awoke and remembered the degrading promise I’d made. I lay in bed, my body feeling like a map of contradictory sensations. The soft sheets soothed the soreness I felt between my waist and my knees so that I had to ponder whether I could even call the welts from the martinet and the ache in my pussy and anus truly uncomfortable.

My fingers rubbed against my upper thigh, trembling with the effort of restraint. The mere memory of last night—of Pierre’s commanding presence, his skilled hands, his cruel martinet, his huge, hard manhood—had awakened an insistent throbbing between my legs. I wanted desperately to touch myself, to ease the ache that had built overnight.

I can’t, I thought. He’ll… he’ll whip me. He’ll know, and he’ll whip me, because I did the naughty thing my sponsor told me I mustn’t do.

I snatched my hand away and pressed it flat against the mattress. Pierre’s warning echoed in my mind: no touching except to keep myself clean. Not just myself, and not for my own purposes, either: I mustn’t touch my cunt except to keep it clean for him. The thought of disobeying him sent a chill down my spine that somehow transformed into heat by the time it reached my core. Would he use the martinet again? Would he find some even more humiliating punishment?

I shifted slightly, wincing as the movement reawakened real discomfort in my pussy and my anus. My bottom still burned from yesterday’s whipping, the welts tender beneath the weight of my body. I rolled carefully onto my side, trying to find a position that wouldn’t aggravate either sensation.

The SA app would be tracking me today. Pierre would know if I failed to visit the Jardins de Luxembourg this morning or the cinema this afternoon. He would know if I didn’t insert the plug, or removed it before he gave permission. He might even know, through those mysterious sensors Selecta had installed throughout the apartment, if I touched myself against his explicit instructions.

I was being watched. Monitored. Controlled.

One of the many voices in my head said that the idea should terrify me. Instead, it sent another pulse of forbidden heat through my veins.

With a groan of frustration, I threw back the covers and forced myself to get up. The simple act of standing sent a jolt through me as I had to use the muscles of my lower body. I gasped, steadying myself against the bedside table as I adjusted to the sensations reminding me that my sponsor had taken my virginity the previous night.

Walking to the bathroom was an exercise in careful concentration. Each step made me whimper as the discomfort reinforced Pierre’s ownership as well as the humiliation that awaited me outside these walls.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror, and just below the reflection I saw the butt plug on the counter where I had left it. I had slept in the babydoll nightgown, unable to think of changing into my usual sleep tee after Pierre had helped me expel the plug, then bidden me good night with a humiliating reminder to clean the plug thoroughly. My face scalding, I had obeyed, then put the plug on the counter before simply tumbling back into bed and falling instantly asleep.

I felt my forehead crease as I considered, and then I bit my lip as I gave into the impulse: I turned around so I could see my bottom. I let out a tiny, helpless sob at the sight of the martinet’s work. I raised the hem of the nightgown so I could see better, and I turned my head over my shoulder. Hardly conscious of the movement, I started to rub my punished bottom with my other hand, tracing the welts with my fingertips. A low, keening moan came from my throat at the sight and the sensation.

I heard a bell sound, as if out of thin air.

“Warning,” a cool female voice said. “Masturbatory activity detected. Sponsor Pierre Lemieux has requested that you not masturbate without his permission. Should I message Sponsor Pierre Lemieux to ask for permission for you?”


CHAPTER 19
[image: ]


Audrey

“No!” I exclaimed, pulling my hand away from my backside as my face flared with heat. “No… don’t. Please?”

I stared wildly around the room, my heart hammering against my ribs. Where had that voice come from? There were no obvious speakers, no visible monitoring devices that I could see. Yet somehow, the apartment—or rather, the SA app—had detected what I was doing and intervened.

“Warning acknowledged,” the female voice responded, sounding almost satisfied. “Sponsor Pierre Lemieux will not be notified at this time.”

At this time. The implication was clear: future infractions might not be so easily dismissed. I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling exposed despite being alone in the bathroom. The constantly refreshed knowledge that I was being watched—not just in a general sense, but in intimate detail—sent contradictory shivers of fear and excitement through me every time.

I felt tears trickle from the corners of my eyes. Not of sadness, though, I understood with an inner jolt of awareness that put a furrow in my brow. Of… well, of frustration that I wasn’t allowed to give myself the pleasure that I’d always treated as my right, but also…

I wiped angrily at my eyes. The frustration had more to it. I felt an irrational, but absolutely real irritation at Pierre and at Selecta. Not the frustration at them having the ability—which I had given them—to control me. That would have at least a little logic to it. No—I felt mad that I couldn’t pretend any longer, to myself anyway. I couldn’t tell myself that Pierre and Selecta didn’t know more about my needs than I did—nor could I deny the humiliating nature of those needs any longer.

I turned to face the mirror fully, keeping my arms firmly across my midriff. The girl staring back at me looked different from the one I felt like—the reflected blue eyes seemed wider, the cheeks flushed with a knowledge she couldn’t unlearn. I studied the girl in the mirror, noting how my blonde hair fell in tangled waves around my shoulders, how my small frame seemed both stronger and more vulnerable beneath the sheer white babydoll.

I couldn’t help it. I acknowledged to myself that somehow Pierre’s treatment of me—the way he had whipped me, the way he had fucked me, the way he had trained my bottom—had given me access to my real, bodily emotions on a level I had never expected. The sensation of the martinet striking my tender flesh had broken through barriers I’d constructed around myself, walls I’d built to deny the unsettling truth about what I truly craved. His domination had forced me to confront the person I actually was, not the person I pretended to be.

At the same time, this epiphany mortified me. I couldn’t reconcile the strong, independent woman I’d always believed myself to be with the submissive creature who had begged for permission to come while a plug stretched her virgin bottom. The contradiction felt impossible to resolve, a fundamental fracture in my understanding of myself.

I told myself that because the SA app couldn’t read my mind, I could at least keep from expressing my humiliating gratitude to Pierre for dominating me so thoroughly. That small rebellion felt important—vital, even—to preserving some fragment of my dignity. I could thank him for my allowance, and even for the enormous First Intimacy Premium, without thanking him for his strict New-Modesty-style guidance and all the objectification that came with it.

With a deep breath, I turned away from the mirror and stepped into the shower, stripping the nightgown off at last and trying not to think about everything it meant as I dropped it to the tiles. The warm water cascaded over my sensitive skin, making me gasp as it struck the welts on my bottom. I carefully washed myself, paying special attention to the places Pierre had claimed as his own. My fingers shook as I cleaned between my legs, the mere touch sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through my core.

After drying off, I stood before the bathroom counter, staring at the plug. I had promised—no, I had been made to promise—to wear it all day. The thought of walking through the Jardins with it inside me, of sitting in a dark cinema with nothing between my bare skin and the seat except the thin fabric of a skirt, made my stomach flutter with dread and shameful anticipation.

With shaking hands, I prepared the plug, coating it generously with lubricant. I bent slightly at the waist, positioning it against my tender entrance. The pressure as I began to push it inside made me sob quietly, the stretch painful yet somehow necessary. I chewed the inside of my cheek as I pushed the widest part inside me. At last the little ring of my anus closed around the narrower part, securing it firmly in place—widening me, keeping me open to teach me how to obey when the time came.

The chime of an alert from the SA app made my face go hot. With a deep crease in my brow at the way the plug subtly changed my movements, I walked, still naked, from the bathroom to pick up my phone from the nightstand.

I stared at the screen, my chest tightening as I read Pierre’s message: Remember: no panties. My face burning with humiliation, I put the phone down, annoyed at the trembling of my fingers. The thought of going outside with nothing beneath my skirt except the plug nestled in my bottom made my knees weak.

I dressed with painstaking care, selecting a modest knee-length skirt in navy blue and a light blouse that buttoned to my throat. The conservative outfit felt like armor—a pretense of respectability that unfortunately only heightened my awareness of what lay beneath. As I stepped into the skirt, letting it settle around my waist, the feeling of the fabric against my bruised buttocks made me gasp. I pressed my thighs together, acutely conscious of my nakedness and the fullness in my bottom.

Every movement as I finished dressing reminded me of my state: my status as Pierre’s no-longer-virgin fuck toy. The brush of the skirt against my sensitive flesh. The slight shift of the plug when I bent to slip on my shoes. The knowledge that anyone who looked closely might notice something different in my gait, might somehow sense the lewd secret I carried inside me.

With one final glance in the mirror—at a girl who looked outwardly ordinary, but whose flushed cheeks and overbright eyes hinted at hidden truths—I left the apartment.

The walk to the Jardins de Luxembourg felt eternal. Each step sent a ripple of sensation through me as the plug shifted subtly within my backside. The morning air felt unnaturally cool against my exposed flesh beneath my skirt. I kept my thighs pressed tightly together, terrified that somehow my state of undress would become obvious to passersby.

A man in a business suit brushed past me on the sidewalk, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. Did he know? Had he heard through some network of wealthy men about how Pierre Lemieux had fucked a virgin and then made her go outside with a plug in her bottom? My heart hammered against my ribs as I forced myself to keep walking, one careful step at a time.

When I finally reached the gardens, I found a secluded bench beneath a spreading chestnut tree. I sat down gingerly, wincing as the pressure forced the plug deeper. The sensation made me bite my lip to stifle a moan—part discomfort, part forbidden pleasure. I crossed my legs tightly, trying to maintain whatever dignity I could manage in my compromised state.

Around me, the gardens unfolded in their spring glory. Children played on manicured lawns while their mothers chatted nearby. Elderly men hunched over chess games with intense concentration. University students sprawled on the grass with books and laptops. Normal people living normal lives, while I sat among them having my anus trained for my sponsor’s cock, and nothing beneath my skirt but bare, sensitive skin.

I tried to distract myself by watching a young couple looking at the boats sail across the central pond. Their faces glowed with innocent joy as the breeze caught the tiny sails. A pang of something like envy struck me—how simple their happiness seemed.

I spent as much time as I could bear in the gardens, my mind drifting between acute embarrassment and unwanted arousal. Eventually I gathered my courage and made my way to the cinema on Boulevard Saint-Michel. I’d seen the comedy advertised—something light and American, with French subtitles—and thought it might distract me from my predicament.

The theater was mercifully dim as I purchased my ticket and found a seat near the back. I lowered myself gingerly onto the plush velvet, a small gasp escaping my lips as the plug shifted inside me. The feeling of the seat almost directly against my bare bottom and pussy made me press my thighs together tightly, terrified someone might somehow notice my state of undress.

As the lights dimmed further and the previews began, I tried to focus on the screen rather than the symbol of Pierre’s control nestled firmly in my backside. For brief moments, I succeeded. The film was genuinely funny, with physical comedy and clever dialogue that occasionally pulled me out of my self-consciousness.

Then I laughed.

The first real laugh caught me by surprise, my body shaking with genuine mirth at the protagonist’s predicament. Instantly, I felt the plug move within me, the sensation shooting sparks of unwanted pleasure up my spine. I squirmed in my seat, trying to adjust to the feeling without being obvious.

“Est-ce que ça va?” whispered the elderly woman beside me, her concerned face illuminated by the screen’s glow.

“Oui, merci,” I whispered back, mortification washing over me in a hot wave. Had my discomfort been that noticeable?

I tried to sit perfectly still after that, but the film kept eliciting involuntary chuckles. Each time, the movement caused the plug to shift, reminding me of its presence, of Pierre’s ownership, of what awaited me later. By the film’s halfway point, I found myself in an impossible situation—torn between the genuine humor onscreen and the humiliating consequences of allowing myself to enjoy it.

A particularly funny scene had the entire audience erupting in laughter. I couldn’t help joining in, my body shaking with genuine amusement. The plug moved inside me, pressing against sensitive nerves, and to my horror, I felt a rush of wetness between my thighs. I was getting aroused—here, in a public cinema, surrounded by strangers, all because the plug in my bottom wouldn’t let me forget that I belonged to Pierre.

I crossed and uncrossed my legs, desperately seeking relief without actually touching myself. The friction of my thighs pressing together only made things worse, heightening my awareness of my nakedness beneath my skirt. What if I leaked onto the seat? What if someone noticed? The thought made me dizzy with shame.

When the film finally ended and the lights came up, I remained seated, waiting for the other patrons to leave. I didn’t trust my legs to carry me steadily, and I needed a moment to compose myself. I pressed my thighs together, willing the wetness between them to subside, trying to regain control of my breathing and my thoughts.

When the theater had emptied, I finally stood, smoothing my skirt with trembling hands. I made my way carefully to the exit, each step a reminder of what Pierre meant to do, how he intended to enjoy me. The walk back to my apartment seemed endless, and yet it ended much too soon. I desperately wanted to return to privacy but I feared what—or rather, who—might be waiting for me there.

By the time I reached my building, my body felt like a tightly wound spring. Every nerve ending seemed hypersensitive, my skin overheated with unwanted arousal and persistent embarrassment. The plug had become a constant presence in my consciousness, impossible to ignore even for a moment.

When the door finally opened to me, unlocking at the sight of my face, a marvelous scent hit me first—fresh herbs, lemon, and the unmistakable aroma of seared tuna. My stomach clenched, not with hunger, but with nervous anticipation.

Pierre stood in my tiny kitchen, arranging food on two plates. He looked completely at ease, as if he belonged there—as if he belonged anywhere his wealth and privilege allowed him access. He wore casual trousers and an open-collared shirt, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms as he drizzled olive oil over the salad. The domesticity of the scene struck a discordant note against the memory of him whipping me, fucking me, inserting the plug that still stretched my bottom uncomfortably.

“Ah, Audrey,” he said, looking up with a smile that made my heart stutter in my chest. “Right on time. I’ve prepared lunch.”

I stood frozen in the doorway, uncertain how to respond. Should I greet him formally? Thank him for invading my apartment? Acknowledge the obscene fullness in my bottom that he had commanded?

Pierre solved my dilemma by gesturing to the small dining table he had set with proper linens and wineglasses. “First lunch,” he said, his eyes gleaming with promise, “then your bottom.”


CHAPTER 20
[image: ]


Pierre

I could tell that Audrey’s legs nearly gave out beneath her as my words registered. My bottom, I watched her eyes say, as clearly if I could read her mind. I saw in the blush that suffused her sweet face the recollection that the plug only represented preparation, a precursor of what I had made clear to her I truly intended.

Yes, I saw her realize, my sponsor means it.

Indeed I did. I meant to take the lovely girl’s final virginity before night fell, to claim the one place I had not yet put my rigid manhood in her delectable body.

“Come sit,” I instructed, carrying the plates to the table. “You must be hungry after your morning activities.”

Audrey moved woodenly to the table, lowering herself carefully onto the chair. The pressure of sitting clearly forced the plug deeper, making her gasp audibly. I felt my smile widen slightly at the reaction, and I saw her cheeks redden another shade as she saw the knowledge in my eyes.

“The tuna nicoise is one of my favorite dishes,” I told her, watching her face as she struggled to focus on my words rather than the sensations clearly running wild through her body. “Balancing the acid of the vinaigrette against the richness of the tuna requires a careful hand.”

I poured white wine into both our glasses, noting how Audrey’s eyes followed my movements with a mixture of wariness and fascination. Her pupils looked dilated and her breathing seemed slightly irregular—clear signs of her arousal even in light of her obvious discomfort.

“How was your morning?” I inquired conversationally, as if we were any normal couple discussing their day over lunch. “Did you enjoy the Jardins?”

“It was… nice,” she managed, shifting slightly in her chair and immediately freezing as the movement disturbed the plug. “The gardens were beautiful.”

“And the film?” I pressed, cutting into my tuna with deliberate precision. “Was it amusing?”

Her blush deepened, and I knew immediately what had happened. The thought of her squirming in her cinema seat, trying not to react as laughter moved the plug inside her, sent a rush of heat to my own loins.

“It was funny,” she admitted in a small voice, her eyes dropping to her plate. “I… I had trouble sitting still.”

“I imagine you did,” I replied, my voice dropping to a register that made her look up sharply. “Eat your lunch, Audrey. You’ll need your strength for what comes next.”

She picked up her fork with trembling fingers and began to eat, taking small, careful bites. I watched her throat work as she swallowed, imagining how it would look later when stretched around my cock. The memory of her virgin mouth struggling to accommodate me the previous night made my erection throb against the confines of my trousers.

“I find myself bewitched by you,” I told her honestly, observing how she struggled to maintain her composure despite the plug in her bottom, the absence of her underwear, and the knowledge that she would soon be fucked in the ass for the first time. “Your combination of intelligence and reluctant submission is… intoxicating.”

Her eyes widened slightly at the compliment, confusion flitting across her features. Perhaps she had expected only crude domination from me, not this hint of genuine admiration.

I decided to test the theory that had been forming in my mind since our first meeting. Could this girl be more than just another conquest? Might she possess the kind of mind that could make her a valuable asset beyond the bedroom?

“Tell me, Audrey,” I said, leaning back in my chair with my wineglass, “what’s your best idea for making energy markets more resilient as the worldwide economic collapse continues?”
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Audrey

Pierre’s question took me completely aback. I blinked, momentarily forgetting my physical state as my mind engaged with the problem. A new surge of heat came to my cheeks as the notion that this wealthy man—the sponsor who had bought my virginity, had whipped me, used me roughly, trained me for his pleasure in the most humiliating possible way—had just expressed real interest in my professional opinion. The thought broke through any attempt I might have made to guard my words, and I answered without really thinking through what I intended to say.

“To my dismay,” I began, feeling a furrow crease my forehead, “I suppose I have to say that I think Selecta may have the right approach with the New Modesty. The behavioral interventions I was working on at International Energy Partners were so small-scale compared to what’s needed.” I took a sip of wine to steady my nerves, surprised at how easily the words flowed, my physical discomfort notwithstanding. “We need widespread cultural change in how people approach energy consumption, and traditional policy interventions just aren’t effective enough.”

I watched Pierre’s face carefully, trying to gauge his reaction. His expression remained thoughtfully neutral, though I thought I detected a hint of pleased surprise in his hazel eyes.

“But,” I continued, emboldened by his apparent interest, “I don’t think the patriarchal structure is necessary for the model to work. The surveillance and accountability aspects could be implemented in more egalitarian ways.”

Pierre’s eyebrow arched slightly. “Yet you respond so beautifully to the hierarchy,” he observed, his voice dropping to that dangerous register that made my insides quiver. “Your body seems to crave the very structure your mind resists.”

The plug shifted inside me as I squirmed under his penetrating gaze. I couldn’t deny the truth of his words—my body’s response to his dominance had been undeniable, humiliatingly so.

“That’s… personal,” I whispered, dropping my eyes to my half-eaten lunch. “It doesn’t mean the same approach would work for everyone.”

“Perhaps not,” Pierre conceded, taking another sip of his wine. “But Selecta’s research suggests that a significant percentage of the population responds positively to clear hierarchical structures. The New Modesty simply acknowledges what humans have known for millennia—that order brings comfort, and submission can bring freedom.”

I looked up at him, startled by the philosophical turn. “Freedom? How can giving up control possibly create freedom?”

Pierre smiled, a slow, knowing curve of his lips that made my heart race. “You tell me, Audrey. How did you feel last night, when all choices were taken from you? When you were simply required to obey?”

The memory flooded back—the relief that had washed over me when I stopped fighting, when I surrendered to his will. The way my mind had quieted, my anxieties silenced by the clarity of his commands. I had felt… liberated, in the most perverse way imaginable.

“I felt…” I struggled to find words that wouldn’t reveal too much. “I felt different.”

“You felt present,” Pierre supplied, his eyes never leaving mine. “Fully in your body, perhaps for the first time. No worrying about your career, your finances, the energy crisis. Just sensation and response.”

I stared at him, unsettled by the accuracy of his observation. Again I had the feeling, as I had that morning in the bathroom, that he knew me better than he should—that he could articulate feelings I barely understood myself.

“Finish your lunch,” he instructed gently. “Then we’ll continue your education.”

I obeyed automatically, my fork moving seemingly of its own accord. In the back of my mind, though, I found a simmering rebellion. I remembered my thoughts from the bathroom that morning: not to tell Pierre how thoroughly his dominance had met my mortifying needs. The humiliating truth was that I craved his control, his discipline, his ownership. But I couldn’t bring myself to admit it—not to him, not even fully to myself.

“No,” I said softly, setting down my fork with deliberate care. “I’m sure, for myself: the New Modesty doesn’t suit me, however many other women it may suit.”

Pierre’s eyebrows rose slightly, his expression one of mild surprise. He took a slow sip of his wine, studying me over the rim of his glass.

“Is that so?” he asked, his voice deceptively gentle.

I nodded, gathering my courage. “I know I have to let you… fuck me in the ass,” I forced myself to say, the crude words burning my lips. “But I don’t want it.”

I swallowed hard as I saw fire flash in Pierre’s eyes. My heart skipped a beat as I saw him smile, rather than becoming angry. The smile wasn’t kind or understanding—it was predatory, almost triumphant.

“Perhaps you didn’t mean that as a challenge, ma petite,” he said, “but I take it as one.”

He rose from his chair with fluid grace, gathering our plates. The domesticity of the gesture seemed incongruous with the heat in his gaze, with the promise of what was to come.

“Get the lube and take off all your clothes while I do the dishes,” he instructed, his voice casual as if he were asking me to fetch the mail. “You are to be on your bed, presenting your plugged anus to me, when I finish cleaning up.”

I stared at him, my mouth suddenly dry. The challenge in his voice, the expectation in his eyes—they sent contradictory shivers of dread and excitement through me. I knew I should protest, should stand up for myself, should refuse to be treated like an object for his pleasure, even if I had just acknowledged that I understood the necessity I had fallen under. Yet my body had already begun to respond to his command, my nipples hardening beneath my blouse, wetness gathering between my thighs despite my mind’s objections.

“Now, Audrey,” Pierre said, his voice hardening when I hesitated too long. “Unless you want another session with the martinet before I claim your ass.”

I rose from my chair on trembling legs, the plug shifting inside me with the movement. Each step toward the bedroom felt like walking through molasses—my body heavy with reluctance, yet propelled forward by some deeper need I couldn’t name or resist.

In the bathroom, I found the lubricant where I’d left it on the counter. I clutched it in my hand, staring at the bottle as if the rational words of its instructions might offer some escape from what was coming. The sound of water running in the kitchen reminded me that Pierre would soon finish the dishes. I didn’t have much time.

My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my blouse, each one a small surrender. The fabric parted to reveal my modest cotton bra, which I unhooked with shaking hands. My breasts felt heavy and sensitive as they spilled free, the cool air of the apartment hardening my nipples further. I slipped the blouse from my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

Next came my skirt. I unzipped it slowly, delaying the inevitable moment when I would stand completely naked, waiting for a man to take the final virginity I possessed. The fabric pooled around my ankles and the feeling of complete exposure took hold, already, I thought, much too familiar. I knew, now, exactly what Pierre was capable of doing to my body; how very vulnerable he could render me.

I stepped out of the skirt and stood trembling in the middle of the bedroom, naked except for the plug still firmly seated in my anus. The knowledge that I had walked through Paris with it inside me, that I had sat in a public cinema with almost nothing between my bare skin and the seat, made my face burn with renewed shame.

The water in the kitchen stopped running.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I moved to the bed, positioning myself as Pierre had commanded. I crawled onto the mattress, the plug shifting inside me with each movement, reminding me of its presence and purpose. I turned to face away from the door, lowering my chest to the bedspread while keeping my knees under me, my bottom raised and offered.

In this position, with my face pressed against the cool cotton and my backside shamefully presented, I felt more objectified than I ever had in my life. I could picture how terribly visible the plug must be between my spread cheeks, the base a visual reminder of what Pierre intended to replace it with, of how he had trained my most private place for his degrading use. My virgin anus stretched around the silicone, preparing me for the invasion I both dreaded and, secretly, horrifyingly, wanted.

“Lovely,” I heard Pierre say from behind me. “Lovely… and all mine.”


CHAPTER 21
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Audrey

A sob wrenched itself from deep in my chest. I couldn’t tell if it came from despair, or helpless anticipation, or both. My heart pounded in my chest as my ears strained to detect his footfalls on the carpet. I felt him, more than heard him, though, so slowly and carefully did he move—as if savoring every step.

Then I felt his hands on me, both of them on my bottom, his touch very gentle, almost maddeningly so.

I let out a little cry as Pierre began to caress my still-sore cheeks, moving his hands in gentle circles, then lowering them, but never touching the valley between my rounded globes, or my pussy. Pierre spoke softly, his voice pitched at a very gently mocking tone, “Are you completely sure you don’t want to be fucked in the ass, Audrey?”

“I… I don’t,” I whispered, my voice muffled against the bedspread. But even as I said it, I felt a telltale clench deep inside me, a response I couldn’t control.

“Are you certain?” Pierre asked, his fingers tracing the outline of the welts he’d left on my bottom the previous day. “Your body seems to be telling me something different.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, mortified by the way my flesh betrayed me. The way my thighs squirmed, the wetness gathering between them, the involuntary arching of my back that pushed my bottom higher into his hands—all of it contradicted my words.

“No,” I tried again, but my voice sounded unconvincing even to my own ears.

Pierre’s hand moved to the base of the plug, and he gave it a slight twist that made me gasp. “Perhaps,” he said thoughtfully, “you don’t want to want it, ma petite.”

Those words pierced through me with their terrible accuracy. It was true—I didn’t want to want this. I didn’t want to crave the degradation, the ownership, the complete surrender of my most private place to this man. Yet my body responded with unmistakable arousal to each touch, each word, each promise of what was to come.

I felt the mattress dip as Pierre positioned himself behind me. The rustle of fabric told me he was undressing, and I quailed at the thought of what would soon replace the plug stretching my bottom.

I was expecting that the next thing I felt would be Pierre taking hold of the base of the thing, to take it out of me. Instead I sensed his feet against the outside of my knees, as he crouched behind me. I whimpered as he pressed the head of his cock against the entrance to my soaking-wet vagina. The hot, blunt pressure against my tender opening made me shudder with anticipation. My body recognized him now, knew exactly what pleasures and torments his thick manhood could deliver.

I couldn’t help it: I moaned, “Please.” The word escaped my lips before I could stop it, betraying my need, giving the lie to all my earlier resistance. I pressed back against him instinctively, my body begging for what my pride still resisted.

“Bien sur, you little whore,” Pierre growled, the terrible word making my tummy flip. I cried out as he gripped my hip firmly and thrust himself inside my sheath. “I’m happy to prepare my cock in this tight little cunt. Only remember you must not come without permission.”

His words made me whimper with humiliation and desire. Each thrust pushed the plug deeper into my bottom, creating a fullness I’d never imagined my body could withstand. The double sensation—his cock filling my pussy while the plug stretched my anus—left me gasping, my fingers clutching desperately at the bedspread. I could feel how Pierre was training my body, making me crave his cock in my bottom no matter how uncomfortable and shameful it would be.

“See how wet you are for me?” Pierre murmured, his hands holding my hips tightly as he continued his steady rhythm, keeping my pussy just where he wanted for his deep thrusts. “You know what you need… your unconscious mind, your nervous system… your lovely little whore’s body.”

I buried my face deeper into the bedspread, trying to hide from the truth of his words. My pussy clenched around him, shamefully eager, while my stretched anus throbbed with anticipation of what was to come. I bit my lip hard, focusing on the pain to distract myself from the building pleasure. I couldn’t come—wouldn’t come—not when it would prove him right about my shameful desires.

After what felt like an eternity of exquisite torture, Pierre withdrew from my pussy. I felt empty and bereft for a moment, until his fingers found the base of the plug. He twisted it gently, making me moan, before slowly beginning to pull it out.

“Breathe,” he instructed as the widest part stretched my opening. “Push out slightly—yes, like that.”

With a final tug, the plug slipped free, leaving me feeling strangely hollow. I had become so accustomed to its presence throughout the day that its absence felt almost like a loss. My anus fluttered, adjusting to the sudden emptiness, already missing the fullness.

I heard the snap of the lubricant cap opening, then felt Pierre’s slick finger circling my sensitized entrance. He pressed inside easily, my body already trained by the plug’s daylong presence.

“So ready for my cock,” he murmured approvingly. “Your tight little hole opens for me so beautifully now.”

A second finger joined the first, stretching me further. Despite the preparation, it hurt—but the pain seemed to have a special quality, something that connected with other parts of my body, of my nervous system, to make me perversely want more of it.

I felt his fingers retreat, then the cool sensation of more lubricant being applied directly to my sensitive opening. Pierre worked it in methodically, making sure I was thoroughly prepared for what was to come. Again, as on the previous night, his touch surprised me with its gentleness given the crude purpose, his fingers working the slick gel deep inside me as if tending carefully to my comfort.

“Are you absolutely certain,” he asked, his voice a silky caress against my heated skin, “that you don’t want my cock in this tight little ass, Audrey?”

I did my best to keep my composure as I replied, though my voice wavered with the effort. “I know I have to let you,” I whispered, my face burning against the bedspread. “I consent to it. But… but… no, I don’t want it.”

The admission felt like surrender and defiance all at once—acknowledging his power over me while still maintaining some small shred of resistance. My body might respond to his touch, might even crave the forbidden fullness he promised, but I could at least pretend that my mind remained my own.

Pierre made a sound that might have been amusement or approval—I couldn’t tell which. I heard the snap of the lubricant cap again, and imagined him coating his rigid manhood with the slippery gel. The mattress shifted as he repositioned himself behind me.

My breath caught as I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my thoroughly prepared anus. Even with all the attempts to ready myself—the plug I’d worn all day, Pierre’s careful fingers stretching me—the pressure still felt overwhelming. His cock was so much larger than the plug had been, so much more insistent in its demand for entry.

“Relax,” Pierre murmured, one hand stroking my lower back soothingly. “Remember to breathe.”

His other hand reached underneath me, finding my aching clit with unerring precision. His fingers began to circle it gently, sending jolts of pleasure through my core even as he maintained the steady pressure against the tiny ring of my bottom hole.

I sobbed at the conflict raging inside me—the fear and shame of this most intimate invasion warring with the undeniable pleasure his skilled fingers were creating between my legs. My body seemed to be dissolving into pure sensation, caught between reluctance and desperate need.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my resistance crumbling as his fingers worked their magic on my sensitive bud. “Do it… please, Monsieur.”

The words had barely left my lips when Pierre increased the pressure against my resistant opening. There was a moment of burning stretch as the head of his cock breached the tight ring of muscle, making me cry out—in pain or pleasure, I couldn’t tell anymore. The sensations had blurred together into something beyond categorization.

“That’s it,” Pierre praised, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. “Take it, ma petite salope. Take all of your master in this little bottom.”

He pushed forward slowly, inexorably, filling me inch by excruciating inch. The burning sensation intensified as he progressed deeper, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. His fingers never stopped their gentle circles on my clit, the pleasure creating a counterpoint to the overwhelming fullness in my bottom.

“So tight,” Pierre groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. “Your virgin ass grips the cock like a vise, Audrey.”

I buried my face in the bedspread, whimpering as he continued his relentless invasion. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, even the fullness of the plug—not quite pain, not quite pleasure, but something that transcended both, thanks to the obscene, taboo connection between my sponsor’s body and mine. My mind struggled to process the contradictory signals traveling through my nervous system: the discomfort of being stretched so completely, the forbidden thrill of surrendering my most private place, the growing heat between my legs as Pierre’s fingers worked their magic.

“Tell me how it feels,” Pierre commanded, pausing when he was fully seated within me, his hips pressed flush against my buttocks. “Tell me how your master’s cock feels in your tight little ass.”

I gasped for breath, overwhelmed by the fullness. “Big,” I managed, my voice barely audible. “So… so big, Monsieur. I can’t… I can’t think.”

“Good,” Pierre murmured, his free hand stroking my back soothingly. “You don’t need to think. Just feel.”

He remained motionless for long moments, allowing my body to adjust to his invasion. His fingers continued their gentle assault on my clit, building a slow, inexorable pleasure that began to override the discomfort of his penetration. Gradually, I felt my muscles relax around him, accepting his presence inside me.

When Pierre finally began to move, it was with exquisite gentleness—tiny, shallow thrusts that barely withdrew before pressing back in. Each careful movement sent ripples of sensation through my entire body, making me tremble beneath him.

“Think about how well you’re taking me,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. “Your mind tries to deny, but the rest of you knows better.”

The burning had subsided to a dull ache, overlaid with something else—something that made my breath catch and my pussy clench with need. As Pierre’s thrusts gradually lengthened and deepened, that something grew stronger, more insistent.

“Oh,” I gasped as he hit some previously unknown spot deep inside me. “Oh, God!”

“There it is,” Pierre said, triumphant. “The pleasure you didn’t want to want.”

His fingers increased their pace on my clit as his cock continued its relentless rhythm in my bottom. The dual stimulation created a feedback loop of sensation that threatened to overwhelm me completely. I felt myself climbing toward a peak unlike any I’d experienced before—deeper, more primal, more all-encompassing.

“Please,” I sobbed, telling myself I didn’t know what I meant, but truly certain of exactly what I needed: to come… to come with Pierre’s huge, thrusting cock in my no-longer-virgin bottom. “Please, Monsieur.”

“Tell me you need it,” he growled, slowing his pace both with his hand in front and his manhood behind, so that my hands scrabbled at the sheet under me, knuckles white, as my body writhed under his, in desperate search of more sensation. “You don’t have to tell me you want it. Just tell me you need your master in your anus, training you to obey him.”

I stared into the rumpled bedspread beneath me, my mind racing to understand Pierre’s distinction. Need without wanting? How could that be possible? The concept felt like a contradiction, a paradox I couldn’t resolve. Yet something in his words resonated deep within me, touching a truth I’d been running from since the moment I’d stepped into Selecta’s offices.

My body trembled as Pierre held himself still inside me, his cock stretching my anus, claiming my most private place while his fingers rested motionless against my desperate clit. The fullness was overwhelming, the vulnerability absolute. I felt tears gathering in my eyes, not from pain but from the emotional storm raging inside me.

“I don’t…” I began, then faltered. “I can’t…”

“You can,” Pierre murmured, his voice surprisingly gentle despite the crude invasion of my body. “Your mind may reject what your soul requires, Audrey. You may not want to be dominated, to be used, to be owned—but you need it nonetheless.”


CHAPTER 22
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Audrey

Pierre’s words pierced through the last of my defenses. In that moment of absolute vulnerability, pinned beneath him with his cock buried in my virgin ass, I couldn’t maintain the lie I’d been telling myself. The truth crashed over me like a wave, drowning my pretenses.

I did need this. I needed the structure, the discipline, the clear boundaries that Pierre’s dominance provided. I needed to surrender control, to place myself in the hands of someone stronger, someone who saw through my facade to the submissive creature beneath. The knowledge settled into my bones with terrible finality—I had always needed this, had been searching for it without knowing, had been incomplete without it.

“You’re beginning to understand,” Pierre observed, his hand stroking my back with surprising tenderness. “I can see it in the way your body yields to me now.”

He was right. Even as my mind processed this shattering revelation, my body had softened around him, accepting his invasion more completely. The burning discomfort had transformed into something else—a fullness that felt right, necessary, as if a missing piece had finally slotted into place.

“Your resistance wasn’t to the act itself,” Pierre continued, his voice hypnotic as he began to move inside me again with slow, deliberate strokes. “It was to the truth about yourself that the act reveals.”

A sob tore from my throat as his words stripped away my last illusions. I pressed my face harder into the bedspread, trying to hide from the humiliating truth—but there was nowhere to hide, not with Pierre’s cock claiming my most intimate place, not with his voice speaking directly to my soul.

“I… I need it,” I whispered, the admission barely audible.

Pierre’s hand tightened on my hip. “Louder,” he commanded. “Say it clearly.”

I drew a shuddering breath, gathering what remained of my courage. “I need it,” I repeated, my voice stronger now even amid the tears streaming down my face.

“You may come, Audrey,” Pierre whispered, his voice so thick with arousal that for a moment, in my whirling mind, I thought he had changed, like in a fairytale—into an ogre, or a bear.

That terrifying, thrilling little fantasy, together with my sponsor’s permission to find my release, unleashed something primal within me. My entire body convulsed as the climax tore through me with devastating force. It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d experienced before—this felt deeper, more all-encompassing, radiating outward from where Pierre’s cock filled my anus to the very tips of my fingers and toes. I screamed into the bedspread, my back arching almost painfully as seemingly unstoppable pleasure crashed through me.

“That’s it,” Pierre growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful as my body clenched around him. “Take your pleasure with my cock in your ass.”

I couldn’t form words, couldn’t think, could only feel as my consciousness narrowed to the point where our bodies joined. My pussy contracted rhythmically around nothing, desperate for fullness even as my bottom was stretched to its limit. The emptiness there only heightened the sensation of Pierre’s possession of my other entrance, making the orgasm spiral higher, stronger, until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

Behind me, Pierre’s rhythm faltered. His fingers dug into my hips hard enough to bruise as he drove himself deep one final time. I felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the hot rush of his seed filling my virgin passage. He groaned my name—not ‘little whore’ or ‘ma petite’ but ‘Audrey’—the sound reverent and possessive all at once.

We remained frozen like that for long moments, both of us panting, our bodies joined in the most intimate way possible. I felt utterly claimed, thoroughly used, and yet somehow more complete than I had ever been. At least in that moment the contradictions no longer troubled me as they once had. I understood, if only for a few seconds, that my submission to Pierre wasn’t a betrayal of my independence, but an expression of a deeper truth about myself.

Slowly, carefully, Pierre withdrew from my body. The sensation made me whimper—partly from discomfort as my stretched muscles protested, partly from loss as the fullness I had come to crave disappeared. I felt his seed leaking from me, a hot trickle that should have mortified me but instead felt like a brand of ownership, a physical reminder that I now belonged to him in every possible way.

“Don’t move,” Pierre instructed gently. I heard him leave the bed, his footsteps padding away across the carpet. The sound of water running in the bathroom reached my ears, and soon he returned with a warm, damp cloth.

With unexpected tenderness, he cleaned between my legs and between my buttocks, wiping away the evidence of our coupling. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, as he tended to my well-used body. I remained motionless, too exhausted and overwhelmed to do more than accept his care.

When he finished, Pierre helped me to stand on shaky legs. My entire body felt different—used, marked, changed. The girl who let her sponsor walk her on trembling legs into the bathroom, toward the shower stall that I now understood was that roomy for precisely this reason… she had become someone different from the Audrey Campbell of a day ago. She had come with a man’s penis in her bottom: shameless, shameful… definitely new.

Pierre helped me into the shower, his hands steadying my quivering frame. The warm water cascaded over us both, soothing my aching muscles and washing away the rest of the physical evidence of what we’d just done. He reached for the soap, working it into a lather between his hands before applying it to my skin with gentle, careful strokes.

I stood with my eyes closed, letting the water stream down my face, mixing with tears I hadn’t realized I was still shedding. Pierre’s touch was reverent as he cleaned me, his fingers tracing the curves of my body with something that felt like worship. The tenderness in his ministrations contrasted so sharply with the dominance he’d displayed earlier that I felt disoriented, caught between worlds.

As his hands moved over me, something shifted in my chest—a recognition, a certainty that bloomed with frightening clarity. I loved him. The realization struck me with the force of a physical blow, leaving me breathless. It was absurd, impossible. I barely knew this man who had bought my virginity, who had whipped me, who had just taken my final innocence with calculated precision. Yet the feeling persisted, undeniable and terrifying in its intensity.

I loved the contradictions in him—the ruthlessness and the tenderness, the crudeness and the sophistication. I loved how he saw through my defenses to the person beneath, how he understood needs I couldn’t articulate even to myself. The knowledge humbled and horrified me in equal measure.

Without conscious thought, I sank to my knees on the shower floor, the water streaming over my upturned face. Pierre looked down at me, surprise flickering across his handsome features. I reached for the washcloth hanging on the nearby hook, working soap into it with trembling fingers.

My hands moved of their own accord, gently cleaning his manhood—the same instrument that had claimed every part of me, that had stretched and filled and transformed me. I handled it with reverence, noting how it stirred under my attentions despite his recent release. My fingers traced the thick veins, the smooth head, the heavy weight of his testicles, cleaning away the evidence of our coupling with careful devotion.

Pierre’s breathing changed as I worked, becoming deeper, more measured. I looked up through the water cascading between us and saw his cock beginning to harden again, responding to my touch with a will of its own. The sight awakened something primal within me—a desire to please, to serve, to worship this man who had awakened me to my true nature.

“May I take your beautiful cock in my mouth, Monsieur?” I asked, my voice barely audible above the rush of water, yet steady with certainty.

Pierre’s eyes darkened as he looked down at me, his expression a mixture of surprise and pleasure. He reached out to stroke my wet hair back from my face, his touch gentle but possessive.

“Oui, ma petite,” he replied simply, his voice husky with renewed desire.

With reverent care, I took him into my mouth, savoring the taste and feel of his enormous, quickly stiffening penis against my tongue. Even with what he’d done to me—no, I realized with a blush, because of it—I wanted to worship him, to show him with my body what I couldn’t yet express in words. I ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft, feeling him grow harder and harder between my lips.

The warm water cascaded down my back as I took him deeper, marveling at how quickly he had recovered. His hands tangled in my wet hair, not forcing me, but guiding gently, showing me what pleased him most. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking firmly as I moved my head back and forth, my hands caressing what wouldn’t fit in my mouth.

“That’s perfect,” Pierre murmured, his voice tight with restraint. “You’re a natural at pleasing your master.”

His words sent a shiver of pleasure through me. I did my best, trying to use everything I’d learned from our previous encounters to bring him pleasure. I wanted to taste him, to feel him lose control because of me, to complete the circle of possession.

Pierre’s breathing grew heavier, his thighs tensing beneath my palms. Just when I thought he might climax, he placed his hands on my shoulders.

“I won’t come now,” he said, his voice strained, but controlled. “But you may play with my cock as long as you like.”

I looked up at him through water-spiked lashes, surprised by his restraint and generosity. The permission to explore him at my own pace felt like a precious gift. I continued my ministrations, no longer racing toward a conclusion, but savoring the journey. I explored every ridge and vein with my tongue, learning what made his breath catch, what made his fingers tighten in my hair.

Time seemed to slow in the steamy cocoon of the shower. I lost myself in the act of pleasuring him, finding an unexpected peace in my submission. This wasn’t about my release or even his—it was about connection, about acknowledging the bond he had forged between us through the crucible of the past twenty-four hours.

After a few minutes of this reverent exploration, Pierre gently eased me away from his still-hard cock. His hands slid under my arms, lifting me to my feet with effortless strength. Once I stood before him, he pulled me against his chest, holding me tenderly as the water continued to rain down upon us.

The embrace felt different from any we’d shared before—not sexual, though our naked bodies pressed together intimately, but protective, almost cherishing. I rested my cheek against his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heart beneath my ear. His arms encircled me completely, making me feel small and safe and valued.

“Audrey,” Pierre said softly, his lips against my wet hair. “Would you like to come to my chateau this weekend?”

I pulled back slightly, looking up at him in surprise. The invitation seemed to come from nowhere. Hardly believing it could be real, I nodded, my voice barely audible over the pounding water. “Yes,” I whispered. “I’d like that very much.”

Something flashed in Pierre’s eyes—a primal hunger that hadn’t been fully sated. Without warning, he turned me around to face the shower wall, his movements swift and decisive. His hands gripped my hips, positioning me how he wanted me, bent slightly at the waist with my palms pressed against the slick tile.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded, his voice rough with renewed desire.

I obeyed instinctively, widening my stance as the warm water cascaded down my back. My body, though sore and well-used, responded immediately to his touch, a fresh surge of wetness gathering between my thighs that had nothing to do with the shower.

Pierre’s hand slid between my legs from behind, his fingers finding my swollen sex with unerring precision. “Wet already,” he murmured, sounding both pleased and slightly mocking. “Your cunt knows who it belongs to now.”

I whimpered as he traced my folds, gathering my moisture before positioning the head of his cock at my entrance. After the intense anal penetration, my pussy felt almost virginal again—as if it had forgotten the stretch of accommodating him.

Without further warning, Pierre thrust into me with brutal force, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. I cried out, my voice echoing off the shower walls as pain and pleasure collided in a dizzying rush. My inner muscles stretched to accommodate his invasion, the soreness from our earlier coupling flaring to life.

“You feel that?” Pierre growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he established a punishing rhythm. “This is how a little whore gets fucked when she pleases her master.”

His crude words should have offended me, but instead they sent a forbidden thrill racing through my veins. Each powerful thrust drove me forward against the tile, my breasts bouncing with the force of his possession. The angle allowed him to penetrate impossibly deep, hitting places inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, my voice breaking as he pounded into me relentlessly. “Sir… Monsieur… please…”

“Take it,” Pierre insisted, one hand sliding up my wet back to tangle in my hair. He pulled gently but firmly, arching my spine and changing the angle of his penetration. “Take what I give you.”

The new position made his thrusts even more intense, each one sending jolts of almost painful pleasure through my core. I braced myself against the tile, trying to push back against him, to match his rhythm, but his pace was too frantic, too powerful for me to control.

I could feel that Pierre had lost some of his usual perfect restraint. His breathing came in harsh pants, his rhythm growing erratic.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Such a tight little cunt. Your master is going to come… so… soon.”

Then he let out a wordless shout, and I felt his rigid shaft pulse inside me. I knew somehow, as he raised me up and held me, much more gently, from behind, that he had fucked me harder than he meant to. To my shock, I felt my lips curve into a smile as I thought about it: my submission had awakened something in Pierre that he couldn’t hold back.

Am I not, in fact, powerless, then? I wondered.


CHAPTER 23
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Pierre

Audrey’s apartment door opened to me the next afternoon to reveal my sweet girl, charmingly clad in her fetching blue sundress and smiling at—I felt certain—the prospect of our weekend in the country. Something about her struck me as different even from the previous day: a subtle shift in her demeanor that I couldn’t quite place but found immensely satisfying. Gone was the defensive wariness that had characterized our earlier encounters. In its place I thought I could discern a quiet confidence that seemed, paradoxically, to grow from her acceptance of my authority.

“Bonjour, Monsieur,” she greeted me, her voice soft but steady. The slight flush on her cheeks and the way her eyes dropped momentarily before meeting mine again told me that memories of our previous encounters still made her blush.

“Audrey,” I acknowledged, stepping into the apartment and closing the door behind me. I took a moment to admire her—the way the blue fabric of her dress accentuated her eyes, how it clung to her small frame before flaring gently at her hips. “You look lovely.”

“Thank you,” she replied, her hands fidgeting slightly with the fabric of her skirt. “I… I wasn’t sure what to pack for the weekend.”

I smiled at her uncertainty. “I’ve taken care of everything you’ll need,” I assured her, watching her eyes widen slightly at the implication. “Though I must say that dress is perfect for our drive to the country.”

I stepped closer to her, close enough to catch the clean floral scent of her shampoo. I reached out to brush a strand of blonde hair from her face, letting my fingers linger against her cheek. She leaned into my touch almost imperceptibly, her eyes fluttering closed for just a moment.

“Is your bag ready?” I asked, my voice dropping to a more intimate register.

“Yes, Monsieur,” she answered, gesturing to a small overnight bag by the door.

I nodded my approval. “Before we leave,” I said, lowering my chin a little, “I’m going to prepare you a little further.”

Audrey blinked at me, her cheeks showing a fetching stain of pink, as she obviously grasped that she would find the preparation I intended difficult and, of course, embarrassing.

“Get the largest of the three anal plugs the nurse gave you and the lubricant,” I instructed, my voice firm but not harsh. “Then take off all your clothes, kneel on the bed, bend over, and reach back to spread your buttocks for me.”

I watched her face carefully, noting the flicker of emotions that passed across her expressive features. Surprise, embarrassment, arousal, and then—most interestingly—a flash of defiance. Her blue eyes, which had been downcast, lifted to meet mine directly.

“No,” she said, the single syllable hanging in the air between us.

I felt my eyebrows rise slightly, in genuine surprise at her refusal. After yesterday’s thorough claiming of her body, I had wondered if I could expect complete compliance. Instead, I found myself facing rebellion. Rather than irritating me, however, I discovered that her defiance awakened a predatory hunger within me. The chase, it seemed, would continue.

“No?” I repeated, allowing a dangerous edge to enter my voice. I stepped closer to her, closing the small distance between us until I could feel the heat radiating from her body. “Perhaps you misunderstood. That wasn’t a request, Audrey.”

She swallowed visibly, but stood her ground. “I understand perfectly, Monsieur. But I don’t want to wear the plug during the drive.” Her voice wavered slightly, but her chin remained raised in stubborn defiance. “It’s too… uncomfortable for that long.”

I studied her for a long moment, noting how her breathing had quickened, how her pupils had dilated despite her verbal refusal. My sweet Audrey was playing a game—testing boundaries, perhaps, or simply craving the forceful correction she had begun to understand she needed.

“I see,” I said softly. “You’ve decided to be naughty.”
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Audrey

Something about the quietness of Pierre’s voice, as he said naughty—or the way he spoke it not as a question but as a statement of fact—stirred sudden panic in my chest, rising into my head so that my eyes went wide and I started to feel dizzy. Why had I defied him?

Of course it had a lot to do with the crudity of his command—the terrible thought of that enormous purple anal plug, of having to wear it in the car, having to arrive at Pierre’s chateau with it inside me… but it also had to do with the insane impulse that had struck me the moment my gorgeous sponsor had entered my apartment as if he owned it, and me. I had, just as Pierre had realized, decided to be naughty.

The folly of the idea, and the awful, apparent inevitability of its consequences, had struck me very late—but it struck hard. My heart rate and my breathing sped up instantly. I took a step back, away from Pierre, raising one hand in front of me and putting the other behind, over my backside, in an instinctive attempt to ward off the punishment I knew I had just earned and suddenly no longer wanted, not at all.

I swallowed hard as I considered it: the no longer had come from my own thoughts. I couldn’t deny it. I had wanted it, a few moments before, however imperfectly I’d been aware of that desire. I had wanted to be punished. What was wrong with me?

No longer, though. Absolutely not. I took another step back, watching my sponsor.

Without any warning, he stepped toward me, moving what seemed to me much too quickly. Pierre grabbed me in a swift, fluid motion that felt like being caught by a predator. His strong hand clamped around my wrist while his other arm circled my waist, lifting me slightly so that my toes barely touched the floor. I gasped, struggling instinctively against his iron grip, but found myself helpless in his grasp as he hauled me across the apartment toward the wall panel he’d revealed only days before.

“Pierre, please,” I begged, my voice high and thin with fear. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean it!”

He said nothing as he pressed the hidden catch. The panel slid open to reveal the cabinet containing the disciplinary implement I’d found so fascinating and terrifying when I’d first seen it. My eyes fixed immediately on the martinet hanging on its hook—the leather tails that had set my bottom on fire just yesterday. The memory of that pain flooded back, making me struggle harder.

“I’ll obey! I promise I’ll obey!” I cried as Pierre reached for the martinet with deliberate slowness, his movements unhurried and precise amidst my frantic squirming. “I’ll get the plug right now! Please!”

He turned to face me, the martinet dangling from his right hand. The leather tails swayed slightly with the movement, hypnotizing me with their silent threat. His expression remained calm, almost serene, but his eyes burned with an intensity that made my stomach clench.

“I know you will obey, ma petite,” Pierre said, his voice soft but implacable. “But your defiance requires punishment first. The discipline must come before the compliance, not after it.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, tears filling my eyes. “I won’t say no again.”

Pierre’s left hand rose to cup my cheek, his thumb gently wiping away a tear that had escaped. The tenderness of the gesture contrasted sharply with the martinet still held in his other hand.

“Audrey,” he said, his voice taking on a more formal tone, “the New Modesty program has very specific recommendations for young brides in training. Did you know that?”

I shook my head, confused by this change in direction.

“It recommends that a young bride be thoroughly disciplined early and often, in a relatively formal way,” he continued, his eyes never leaving mine. “This establishes clear boundaries and expectations. You will receive that kind of discipline from now on.”

My heart seemed to stop for a moment. “Bride?” I whispered, the word barely audible.

Pierre didn’t acknowledge my question. Instead, his hand dropped from my face to grip my upper arm firmly. “From now on, when you defy me, the consequence will be significant and precise. You will learn that submission brings comfort, while rebellion brings only pain.”

Without further discussion, he marched me toward the bedroom, his stride purposeful and unhurried. I stumbled along beside him, my mind whirling with the implication of what he’d just said.

I felt like I was watching from a million miles away as Pierre, still holding my arm with one hand, put the martinet on the comforter, then took two pillows and piled them in the middle of the bed. I whimpered, but couldn’t find any strength in my limbs as he simply guided me up onto the mattress, on my knees. He pushed me down, laying me over the pillows, so that my backside rose in the air, readying me for what I understood with a hot blush must be the kind of bedroom whipping a New Modesty bride got.

Then Pierre flipped up my skirt and pulled my panties down to mid-thigh, all of it seeming to happen in an instant. Terror filled me, and at last I tried to get up and run away. Pierre merely held me down with one hand on the small of my back as he began to whip me with the other.

I wept from the beginning, sobbing that I was sorry, begging Pierre to let me wear the anal plug, to let me suck his beautiful penis, to fuck my bottom with his huge cock. To my astonishment, I felt like the weeping and begging was cleansing me somehow, letting me say things I could never say otherwise.

“Please, Monsieur,” I sobbed as the martinet descended again, the leather tails biting into my tender flesh. “I’ll be good! I need it! I need the plug! I need your… your cock in my… in my ass!”

The words poured from me without conscious thought, flowing from some deep wellspring of submission I’d never acknowledged until Pierre had unlocked it. Each strike of the martinet seemed to strip away another layer of pretense, leaving me raw and exposed in ways that went far beyond my bared bottom.

“You need discipline,” Pierre replied, his voice steady even as he whipped me with what seemed the utmost vigor. “You need to understand that misbehavior will not be tolerated from a little whore like you.”

The martinet fell again, the tails landing precisely where thigh met buttock, a particularly sensitive spot that made me howl with pain. I clutched desperately at the bedspread, my knuckles white as I tried to anchor myself against the storm of sensation.

“Yes!” I cried, tears streaming down my face. “I was naughty! I want… I want to be good!”

Another stroke landed, harder than the last, making me arch my back and scream. The rational part of my mind—the independent, ambitious farm girl who had come to Paris to make a difference in the world—watched in horror as I surrendered completely to this man’s dominance. Yet beneath that horror lay a profound relief, as if I’d been fighting against my true nature my entire life and could finally stop struggling.

“Tell me what you are,” Pierre demanded, pausing in his discipline. His hand rested on my burning bottom, the gentle touch somehow more threatening than the martinet itself.

“I’m yours,” I sobbed, my face pressed into the bedspread, voice muffled by fabric and tears. “I’m your… your little whore.”

“Good girl,” Pierre murmured, his hand caressing my punished flesh with surprising tenderness. “Now you may fetch the plug and the lubricant.”

He stepped back, allowing me to slide off the pillows and stand on wobbly legs.

“Everything off, first of all,” he told me. “You’re going to have nothing under your dress but the plug when we leave here.”

Whimpering at the soreness in my backside from the horrid martinet, I drew my pink cotton panties down until they fell at my feet. I lifted the hem of the sundress over my head, then put it on the bed. Again I was naked with my fully clothed sponsor, the visible sign of my new life as his… what?

Fuck toy. Salope. Little whore.

Bride?


CHAPTER 24
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Audrey

Bride.

Pierre had said it, as if he thought of me that way. At the very least he clearly meant to train me the way one of Selecta’s New Modesty brides got trained by her new husband: shamefully, thoroughly, dominantly.

Bride… a bride who’s also a little whore.

I didn’t let myself think about either of those terribly powerful words as I lowered my eyes and went into the bathroom, my bottom burning as I imagined so many brides’ did, when their husbands decided they needed a lesson in obedience. I found the large purple plug in the black box on the counter. The mere sight of it—its sheer size—made my bottom clench in reflexive fear.

I picked it up with trembling fingers, then reached for the lubricant. As I turned to leave, I caught sight of myself in the mirror—naked, tearstained, my bottom glowing red from Pierre’s punishment. The stark reality of what I’d become stared back at me. I tried to stop thinking about Pierre telling me he meant to treat me like a New Modesty bride, but the more I pushed the thought away, the more insistently it came back.

Did the New Modesty recommend anal training—anal punishment, even—for new brides? I shuddered. Suddenly I felt quite certain that they did. The thought sent a terribly unwelcome pulse of heat through my core, making me press my thighs together.

“Audrey!” Pierre called from the bedroom, his voice sharp with impatience. “Hurry up, unless you want more whipping.”

With a little whimper, I grabbed the plug and the lube and hurried out, wincing at the sting in my bottom and then suddenly realizing how very wet I’d gotten since my sponsor had whipped me. The evidence of my arousal was unmistakable, slick moisture gathering between my thighs as the painful glow from the martinet seemed to keep making its way forward as something very different.

I stood before Pierre, naked, the plug in one hand and the lubricant in the other. My sponsor sat on the edge of the bed, his expression a mixture of stern authority and hungry anticipation. My cheeks burned with humiliation as I felt a droplet of wetness slide down my inner thigh.

Hesitantly, heat flooding my cheeks, I asked, “May I… may I masturbate while you put the plug in, Monsieur?”

Pierre’s eyebrows rose slightly, surprise flickering across his handsome features before his lips curved into a knowing smile.

“So the little whore needs to come while her ass is being trained,” he mused, his voice rich with amusement. “That’s very honest of you, Audrey.”

I lowered my eyes, mortified by my own request, yet unable to deny the throbbing need between my legs. The combination of the burning in my bottom and the anticipation of being filled again had awakened a desperate hunger I couldn’t suppress.

“I would have allowed you that pleasure if you had obeyed me from the start,” Pierre said, his voice smooth, but unyielding. “But your defiance has consequences. Your real punishment is that you’re not going to come for a long time, ma petite.” His eyes narrowed slightly as he pointed to the bed. “Now present your anus for training.”

My face burning with shame, my bottom still aflame from the martinet, I crawled onto the bed on trembling limbs. I knelt with my face down against the comforter, then reached back with both hands to spread my buttocks. The position was so utterly humiliating that I whimpered, feeling the cool air of the room against my most private place.

“Beautiful,” Pierre murmured, taking the lubricant from where I’d placed it on the bed. I heard the cap snap open, then felt his slick finger circling the tiny bud, the little hole where he had opened me on his manhood. Despite my embarrassment, my body responded eagerly to his touch, my inner muscles relaxing as he worked the lubricant inside me with methodical patience.

When he was satisfied with his preparation, I watched from the corner of my eye, my heart racing, as Pierre picked up the purple plug. Then I whimpered softly as I felt the cool, blunt tip pressing against my entrance, so much larger than the one I’d worn before. He pushed forward steadily, giving me no chance to resist or hesitate. The stretch was immediate and intense, burning as the widest part breached my tight ring of muscle.

“Breathe through it,” Pierre instructed as I gasped in discomfort. “Accept what your master gives you.”

I sobbed as he continued to press the plug deeper, feeling impossibly full as my body struggled to accommodate the intrusion. When it finally slipped fully inside, my anus closing around the narrower neck, I collapsed forward onto the bed, overwhelmed by sensation.

I felt like a naughty little girl who’d been taught a terrible lesson. The burning in my bottom from the martinet combined with the profound fullness of the plug created a swirling mass of concepts and sensations, all orbiting a hot, central star—the idea of disciplined submission. In that moment of complete vulnerability, with nothing hidden from the man who had claimed every part of me, words spilled from my lips before I could stop them.

“I love you,” I whispered, then froze in horror at my admission.

Pierre’s hand, which had been gently caressing my punished flesh, stilled for a moment. The silence stretched between us, heavy with significance. Then I felt the mattress dip as he leaned over me, his lips brushing against my ear.

“I love you too, Audrey,” he said softly, his voice carrying a warmth I hadn’t heard before.

The words made my heart leap in my chest. I turned my head to look at him, searching his face for any sign of mockery or manipulation. Instead, I found only intense sincerity in his hazel eyes. Something shifted between us in that moment—not erasing the power dynamic that defined our relationship, but somehow deepening it, giving it new dimensions.

“Now,” Pierre said, “You may get up and put your dress on. It’s time to go.”

On the drive from Paris to the Loire, I had terrible trouble sitting still. The seats of Pierre’s Jaguar were luxurious, but my bottom squirmed constantly thanks to the welts from the martinet and the presence of the huge plug. Every bump in the road sent a jolt through my core, making me gasp involuntarily. The leather seat beneath my bare thighs felt decadent and forbidden—nothing between it and my most intimate places except the thin fabric of my sundress.

To distract myself from the constant reminders of my submission, I found myself asking questions about the thing that had been occupying my thoughts more and more.

“Pierre,” I ventured, my voice smaller than I intended, “would you tell me more about the New Modesty?”

He glanced at me, his lips curving into a knowing smile as he returned his attention to the road. “What would you like to know, ma petite?”

I shifted in my seat, wincing as the movement caused the plug to press deeper. “I… I’m curious about it. How it works, what it means for women.” The admission felt strangely naughty, as if by asking, I was acknowledging my interest in something I should rightfully condemn.

“You’re beginning to embrace your curiosity about this,” he observed, his voice warm with approval. “That’s good. The New Modesty isn’t what feminist propaganda has painted it to be. It’s about acknowledging natural hierarchies and finding peace within them.”

I bit my lip, gathering my courage. “How often…” I hesitated, my cheeks burning. “How often do New Modesty brides get punished? And how?”

Pierre’s hand moved from the gearshift to rest on my bare knee, his touch sending electric currents up my thigh. “It depends on the couple, of course,” he replied, his thumb tracing small circles on my skin. “But the New Modesty Authority recommends weekly discipline at minimum. It keeps the relationship balanced.”

I swallowed hard, imagining being turned over Pierre’s knee once a week, my bottom bared for correction. The image shouldn’t have aroused me, but I couldn’t deny the fresh wetness gathering between my thighs.

“As for how,” Pierre continued, his voice dropping to a more intimate register, “the Authority recommends that a husband learn to use his belt properly. The symbolism of removing it from his own clothing to whip his wife helps her take his guidance seriously.”

“What about other implements?” I asked, the words escaping before I could consider how eager I must sound.

Pierre’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Paddles are common for more serious infractions. Wooden ones leave quite an impression. And for the most severe disobedience, a cane might be employed.”

My breath caught at the thought. “Do women get punished… in the nude?” I whispered, barely able to voice the question.

“The Authority recommends it,” Pierre confirmed, his hand sliding slightly higher on my thigh. “Punishment in the nude increases the wife’s shame at her misconduct. The vulnerability of being completely exposed while receiving discipline creates a powerful psychological effect.”

I bit my lip, trying to control my breathing as his fingers traced lazy patterns on my inner thigh, dangerously close to where I ached for his touch.

“In fact,” he continued, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur, “I’ve read that for some wives, having another couple present, invited to witness their punishment, even in the nude, helps them behave. The added humiliation of being disciplined before her friends creates a stronger incentive to obey in the future.”

My heart nearly stopped at his words. The image flooded my mind instantly: myself, completely naked, bent over while Pierre whipped me with the martinet… all while another couple watched my shameful punishment. The thought should have horrified me. Instead, a rush of wetness flooded between my thighs, so intense I gasped audibly.

I pressed my thighs together, mortified by my body’s response yet unable to control it. Pierre noticed immediately, his knowing smile making my face burn hotter.

“Does that idea excite you, ma petite?” he asked, his voice silky with amusement.

“No,” I lied, but my breathless tone betrayed me completely.

Pierre chuckled, his hand squeezing my thigh gently. “Your body tells me otherwise. I can smell your arousal from here.”

I turned my face toward the window, watching the French countryside blur past as I tried desperately to compose myself. The wetness between my legs had become impossible to ignore. I shifted uncomfortably, worried that I might soak through my dress onto Pierre’s expensive leather seat. The thought only intensified my arousal, creating a humiliating feedback loop I couldn’t escape.

“Be still,” Pierre commanded, noting my squirming. “You’ll make the plug shift, and I don’t want you coming without permission.”

I whimpered, but forced myself to be still, feeling the constant pressure of the plug reminding me of my submission. The rest of the journey passed in a haze of frustrated desire and shameful anticipation, Pierre occasionally asking me questions about my work at International Energy Partners that I struggled to answer coherently with the plug filling me and his hand resting possessively on my thigh.

When we finally turned onto a long, tree-lined drive, I gasped at the sight that greeted us. Pierre’s chateau was not the small country house I’d picture, but a mansion that reminded me of the Petit Trianon. Its pale stone façade gleamed in the afternoon sun. Perfectly manicured gardens surrounded it, with fountains and statuary visible from the approach.

“Welcome to Chateau Lemieux,” Pierre said, clear pride in his voice as he guided the Jaguar around a circular drive to the front entrance.

A middle-aged couple stood waiting at the top of the stone steps, their posture perfect, their dark clothing immaculate.

“Those are the Duboises,” Pierre explained. “They’ve served my family for two generations. You may find them a bit formal, but their hearts are golden.”

They welcomed Pierre and me at the top of the stone steps. Monsieur Dubois, a distinguished silver-haired gentleman with ramrod-straight posture, bowed formally. Beside him, Madame Dubois, a woman of similar age with her dark hair pulled back in a neat bun, curtsied with practiced grace.

“Welcome home, Monsieur,” Monsieur Dubois said, his voice cultured and precise.

“Thank you, Etienne,” Pierre replied warmly. “This is Mademoiselle Campbell.”

I felt their eyes on me—assessing, knowing eyes that seemed to penetrate through my modest sundress to the plug nestled in my bottom and the welts from the martinet still burning my flesh. My cheeks flushed hot as Madame Dubois’ gaze lingered on my face for a moment too long, a subtle smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Enchantée, Mademoiselle,” she said, her voice warm, but somehow knowing. “I have prepared the Lavender Suite for your stay.”

“Merci,” I managed, fighting the urge to squirm as the plug shifted inside me. Did they know what Pierre had done to me? Could they tell, somehow, that beneath my innocent blue dress I wore nothing but the evidence of my submission?

Pierre’s hand settled at the small of my back, guiding me up the final steps. The simple touch felt possessive, marking me as his in front of his servants. Neither Dubois reacted visibly, but I sensed their quiet acceptance of his claim on me.

“Aimee has prepared a light supper for eight o’clock,” Monsieur Dubois informed Pierre as we entered the grand foyer. “Would you prefer it served in the dining room or on the terrace?”

“The terrace, I think,” Pierre replied. “The evening should be pleasant. Now, I’ll show Audrey to her suite.”
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Audrey

The Duboises nodded in perfect synchronization before disappearing silently toward what I assumed was the kitchen. Pierre led me across the marble-floored entrance hall toward a sweeping staircase that curved gracefully to the upper floor.

As we climbed the stairs, my discomfort increased with each step. The plug seemed to press deeper, and the fabric of my dress brushed against my bare bottom, a constant reminder of my nakedness beneath. I tried to focus on the opulence surrounding me—the hand-painted ceiling, the antique furniture, the original artwork adorning the walls—but my thoughts kept returning to the knowing look in Madame Dubois’ eyes.

I gathered my courage as we reached the top of the stairs, Pierre’s hand still resting possessively at the small of my back.

“Your home is beautiful,” I said softly, trying to sound normal despite the plug filling me.

“Thank you,” Pierre replied, his voice warming with pride. “It’s been in my family for generations. The original structure dates to the fourteenth century, though it’s been extensively renovated over the years.”

He guided me down a wide hallway lined with portraits—stern-faced men and demure women in clothing from various eras, all bearing some resemblance to Pierre. His ancestors, I realized, watching over their descendant and the strange American girl he had brought to their ancestral home.

“The Lavender Suite is just ahead,” Pierre informed me, stopping before a set of double doors carved with delicate floral patterns. He pushed them open to reveal a room that took my breath away.

Sunlight streamed through tall windows draped with sheer white curtains, illuminating a vast space. A massive four-poster bed dominated the center, covered in plush white linens with lavender accents. Obviously priceless antique furniture—a writing desk, a chaise longue, a dressing table with an ornate mirror—stood about the room as if I could use it the way I might use something from IKEA.

“This is beautiful,” I breathed, momentarily forgetting my discomfort as I took in the splendor of my surroundings.

“I’m pleased you like it,” Pierre said, stepping behind me. His hands settled on my shoulders, a possessive weight that anchored me to the present moment. “The bathroom is through there,” he added, nodding toward another door. “You’ll find everything you need.”

His hands moved down to my waist, and his fingers began to tug at the fabric of my sundress, slowly drawing it upward, to my knees… to the middle of my thighs. I froze, my eyes darting to the open door to the hallway.

“The door,” I whispered, mortified at the thought of the Duboises passing by and seeing me.

“They know not to disturb us,” Pierre replied, his voice low with promise. I let out a helpless whimper as the hem of the dress reached my waist. “Hands over your head so I can get this off you.”

I obeyed, feeling the cool air of the room against my naked skin as Pierre pulled the sundress over my head, then dropped it on a nearby chair. Standing completely nude in this opulent chamber, while—as usual—Pierre remained fully clothed, made me feel like a naughty objet d’art: the kind of thing a randy aristocrat might display for his closest acquaintance in his private study.

His hands traced the curve of my waist, then slid down to cup my bottom. I gasped as his fingers found the welts left by the martinet, still tender and raised against my skin.

“These marks suit you,” he murmured, his thumbs tracing the evidence of my punishment. “They remind you who you belong to.”

“Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered, unable to deny the truth of his words. The sting of the welts, combined with the fullness of the plug, kept me in a constant state of awareness—of my body, of his ownership, of my submission.

Pierre’s hand found the base of the plug, giving it a gentle twist that made me gasp. “How does it feel?” he asked, his voice thick with arousal. “Having your master’s plug inside you in his ancestral home?”

For some reason, my mind flashed to the servants, the Dubois couple. They represented an essential part of this splendid milieu, of course. What did they know?

“Monsieur?” I asked timidly, looking back over my shoulder at Pierre’s gorgeous, hungry eyes. “Do… they… Monsieur and Madame Dubois…?”

“Do they know what, ma petite?” Pierre asked, frowning.

My voice dropped to a whisper. “Do they know what you… do to me? What we do together?”

Pierre’s lips curved into that knowing smile that always made my insides quiver. He stepped closer, his fully clothed body pressing against my naked one from behind, his hands firmly gripping my hips.

“The Duboises have been with my family since I was a child,” he murmured into my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “They understand my nature, and they know exactly what happens to young women who need discipline, when they come into my power.” His hand moved to the base of the plug again, twisting it slightly. “They know a young woman who keeps company with me, who I would bring here, is the kind of girl who should wear this sort of thing, and they know why. And I rather think Aimee suspects you’re currently wearing something like it.”

I gasped, heat flooding my face as I imagined the distinguished couple downstairs discussing my punishment, my training, my submission. “But how could she know?”

“Madame Dubois unpacked your luggage while I showed you around,” Pierre explained, his voice rich with amusement. “She found no underwear, of course. And I think she noticed how carefully you walk, and how you wince a little when you move. She’s seen a few young women in my care over the years, Audrey. She recognizes the signs.”

The thought of the elegant older woman examining my belongings, deducing my state of discipline and submission, made me tremble with humiliation. Yet beneath that shame, I felt an unmistakable pulse of arousal, my nipples hardening as Pierre’s hands continued their possessive exploration of my body.

“And they… approve?” I asked, hardly believing I was having this conversation while standing naked in Pierre’s ancestral chateau with a plug in my bottom.

Pierre chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest against my back. “They believe in the natural order of things,” he said simply. “They’ve seen how chaotic the world became when traditional values were abandoned. The Duboises appreciate that I maintain certain standards.”

His fingers trailed up from my hips to cup my breasts, thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped me, my body arching into his touch, belying my mortification at our conversation.

I could hardly stand still, so strongly did this shameful news, along with Pierre’s hands, arouse me. The knowledge that the Duboises were fully aware of my status, that they could tell I was being disciplined and trained, kept sending little shocks of forbidden excitement through my body. My skin flushed hot beneath Pierre’s exploring fingers, and I found myself pressing back against him, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Such a needy little slut,” Pierre murmured approvingly, his hands tightening on my breasts. “You like knowing they can tell what you are, don’t you? That Aimee knows exactly what’s filling your tight little bottom right now?”

“No,” I protested weakly, but my body betrayed me completely, my hips moving of their own accord against his growing hardness.

In one swift motion, Pierre bent me over, pushing my upper body down onto the massive four-poster bed. I landed on my elbows, the impact causing the plug to shift inside me, drawing a gasp from my lips. He stepped back a little, and I sensed his hands working quickly at his belt and zipper.

“I think,” he said, his voice thick with desire, “that your body requires a reminder of who you belong to. And I think your mind needs to accept how aroused you are by the idea of others knowing.”

To my mingled dismay and helpless pleasure, Pierre clearly found my submissive need irresistible. He bent me farther over the bed, positioning me exactly as he wanted, and then I felt the hot, blunt pressure of his cock against the entrance to my aching sheath. Without warning, he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside me in one powerful stroke. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my body stretching to accommodate his thickness.

“So wet,” he observed, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Your pussy practically dripping at the thought of my servants knowing what a well-trained little whore you are.”

He began to move with deliberate force, each thrust driving me forward on the luxurious bedspread. His hand found the base of the plug, and he began to move it in counterpoint to his thrusts—pushing it deeper as he withdrew, pulling it slightly as he thrust forward. The combination of sensations quickly overwhelmed me, pleasure building urgently in my pussy.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, my fingers clutching desperately at the bedding. “Monsieur, please!”

The fullness was indescribable—Pierre’s rigid cock filling my vagina while the plug stretched my anus, both moving in a rhythm designed to drive me insane with need. Each thrust seemed to reach deeper than the last, touching places inside me that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my veins.

“You’re close already,” Pierre observed, his pace never faltering. “Your cunt is clenching around me so beautifully.”

I was indeed teetering on the edge, the combined stimulation pushing me rapidly toward climax. The shameful knowledge that the Duboises knew about my submission combined with the relentless stimulation of both my openings had me gasping, desperate for release.

“Please, Monsieur,” I begged, my voice breaking with need. “Please, may I come? I can’t… I can’t hold back much longer!”

Pierre’s rhythm slowed unexpectedly, his thrusts becoming more deliberate, more controlled. His hand stilled on the plug, keeping it firmly seated in my bottom but no longer moving it.

“Your interest in the Duboises’ knowledge intrigues me,” he said, his voice thoughtful despite the strain of his own arousal. “I wonder how far that interest extends.”

I whimpered, my body suspended in a state of desperate need as he continued his maddeningly slow pace. “What… what do you mean?”

Pierre leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back, his lips close to my ear. “I mean, ma petite, that perhaps you would benefit from having them witness your discipline. Your training. Your use.”

My heart seemed to stop, then race forward at double speed. The image from the car flooded my mind instantly, now with specific faces, specific people, to associate with the voyeur couple—myself bent over, naked and exposed, while the distinguished servants watched Pierre whip me, then take me. The thought was so shameful, so utterly degrading, that I couldn’t believe the fresh surge of wetness it produced between my thighs.

“Would you consent to that?” Pierre asked, his voice silky with danger. “To be disciplined and used in front of my servants? To have them see what a good, obedient little slut you’re becoming?”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t form words as the competing desires in my body and mind warred against each other. The need for release had become almost painful, my muscles trembling with the effort of holding back my orgasm.

“Answer me,” Pierre commanded, punctuating his words with a sharp thrust that made me cry out. “Would you consent?”

“Yes,” I gasped, telling myself I wasn’t really consenting, that I was only saying what he wanted to hear so he would let me come. “Yes, I consent. Please, Monsieur, please let me come now!”

“Such a shameless little whore,” Pierre murmured approvingly, his pace increasing once more. His fingers found my clit, circling it with practiced skill as his cock drove into me with renewed vigor. “You may come, Audrey. Come for your master.”

The permission broke the last of my restraint. The orgasm exploded inside me with devastating force, radiating outward from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes. I screamed into the bedspread, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Pierre’s rigid shaft as surge after surge of pleasure crashed through me.

As I came, my mind filled with the forbidden image of the Duboises watching Pierre fuck me—their dignified faces impassive as they observed my complete degradation. The fantasy intensified my climax until I thought I might pass out from the alloy of shame and sheer ecstasy.

Pierre’s rigid manhood pulsed inside me, his hands tightening around my waist to keep my pussy still for his final thrusts. The thought that Monsieur Dubois might highly approve of the sight, of the way his employer exercised his mastery, brought another spasm to my vagina, so hard that it made me cry out.

What did I just consent to? I swallowed hard as the pleasure began to recede. Can I take it back?

Do I want to take it back?
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Pierre

The next morning, I resolved to let Audrey have the day’s early hours to become used to life at Chateau Lemieux, before I truly began the little drama I had planned. I intended to teach my lovely girl several important things, but I knew she would learn them much more securely if she had the chance to settle a bit first.

She had fallen asleep in my arms and had barely stirred when I had disentangled myself to return to my own bedroom. Now I followed Aimee, carrying Audrey’s breakfast tray, into the Lavender Suite, to find my sweet little fuck toy scrambling to cover her nudity up in front of the housekeeper.

“Merci beaucoup, Madame,” I heard her say in her charming, really-not-bad American accent. Then she noticed me approaching in my dressing gown and blinked, as if trying to remember when I had left her to sleep alone in her lovely boudoir.

“Je vous en prie, Mademoiselle,” Aimee replied. Her control over her voice, as always, impressed me. Aimee never failed to suggest, through her politeness, the sort of degradation I knew Audrey craved so much. My housekeeper always seemed to append a silent you little whore to everything she said, when speaking to a young lady I had brought home.

“Bonjour, Aimee,” I greeted her cheerily. I went to the side of the bed and looked down into Audrey’s gorgeous, questioning eyes as she held the hastily gathered sheet up to cover her sweet breasts. “Et bonjour, ma petite,” I said more softly, then bent to kiss her, noticing as I did that her face and neck had gone scarlet.

My decision to ease Audrey into my plan for her training notwithstanding, I couldn’t resist: as I continued to kiss her deeply I took hold of the sheet and began to pull it away. Audrey whimpered in protest up into my mouth as I drew the silken fabric down, past Audrey’s midriff and even further—to uncover those beautiful breasts and the adorable furrow of her pussy between her trim thighs.

I broke the kiss at last and turned to Aimee, my arm around Audrey’s shoulders as I displayed to the housekeeper’s assessing gaze the girl I had confessed to myself—and to her—I loved. Audrey, blushing like the sun, turned her face into my chest, burying her nose in the material of my dressing gown.

“Tres jolie, n’est-ce pas?” I inquired of Aimee, still waiting patiently with the tray, on which I saw a croissant and a bowl of plump, deep red strawberries along with a pot of coffee.

“Very pretty,” Aimee replied in English, her voice prim. “I can see you enjoy Mademoiselle greatly, Monsieur.”

That drew an adorable sob of mortification, mixed with helpless arousal, from Audrey, directly into my chest. I felt my cock harden along my thigh at the sound, so evocative of her submissive need.

I knew Aimee wouldn’t mind at all if I continued the scene in this degrading fashion—perhaps discussing Audrey’s anal training with Aimee and asking her advice as to the best way to ensure Audrey grew to take pleasure in having her bottom full of cock. I even considered taking the opportunity to fuck Audrey’s face and requesting Aimee to provide advice to the inexperienced girl on how to take a man as deep as he cared to thrust. Tenderness, however, won out for the moment. I pulled the sheet back up over Audrey’s little breasts and rose to take the tray from the housekeeper.

“Thank you, Aimee,” I said. “We’ll walk the property this morning. Luncheon on the terrace, I think, at one. Then I believe I’ll give Mademoiselle Campbell a riding lesson this afternoon.”

“Very good, Monsieur,” Aimee replied with a smile. “Luncheon will be ready at one.”
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Audrey

As I ate my breakfast under Pierre’s watchful eye—the most wonderful, buttery croissant I’d ever had, and the ripest, sweetest strawberries… as I dressed, without underwear, of course, but also, thank goodness, without the terrible plug… as we ambled over the lovely lawns and through the little woods that belonged to Pierre’s chateau… I found myself in a much more accepting, contemplative mood than I would ever have expected, after what my sponsor—who claimed to love me as I did him—had done. The memory, recent as it was, that in the moments after I had awakened at Madame Dubois’ knock and sudden entrance with the tray he had entered, kissed me, and then showed my naked breasts and shaved pussy to the housekeeper seemed oddly distant, but also strangely fitting.

It had simply followed, hadn’t it, from what I had agreed to the previous night? And the surge of warmth between my thighs, the wetness I had actually felt gush, almost, out of me, as Pierre displayed my nakedness to his servant… that had also followed. Hadn’t it?

By the time we sat down to lunch on the terrace, with Pierre pulling out my chair for me and the Duboises waiting attentively nearby to serve the first course, the idea that the servants knew I was naked under my sundress hardly seemed to merit much concern. Rather to my surprise, Pierre brought me back to the Lavender Suite afterwards and told me to nap if I liked; he said he certainly would, as he always did when in the country. Even more to my surprise, when he had kissed me and departed for his own room, I did nap: a dreamless, restorative hour from which I awoke feeling like I had always lived here in a beautiful chateau, the prized possession of a wealthy Frenchman.

When Pierre appeared in my doorway, he looked even more comfortable in his country clothes—jeans and a work shirt—than he had walking the grounds that morning. Or, I realized, I had grown more comfortable here.

“Do I need, you know, like, a riding outfit? Jodhpurs, or something?” I asked.

Pierre smiled. “No, Audrey. You’re fine as you are.”

That mystified me, but I didn’t know how to ask further about it as we went downstairs and then outside, across the front courtyard, to the stables. Pierre had only pointed them out, that morning, but now we went inside.

The stables were as impressive as everything else at Chateau Lemieux—clean, spacious, and clearly well maintained. The rich scents of hay, leather, and horse filled my nostrils as we walked down the central aisle between the stalls. Two magnificent horses watched us curiously over their half-doors.

“This is Étoile,” Pierre said, stopping in front of a sleek bay mare with intelligent eyes. “She’s gentle and well trained. Perfect for a beginner.”

I approached cautiously, extending my hand as Pierre had taught me during our walk that morning, when we had passed horses in the paddock. Étoile sniffed my fingers, then nudged my palm with her velvety muzzle.

“She likes you,” Pierre observed, smiling as he reached for a halter hanging nearby. “Let me show you how to prepare her for riding.”

I watched attentively as Pierre demonstrated how to halter the mare and lead her from her stall. He tied her to a post in the center aisle, then retrieved a brush from a nearby tack room.

“Always groom before saddling,” he explained, handing me the brush. “Start at the neck and work your way back. Firm, smooth strokes.”

Under Pierre’s guidance, I tentatively began brushing Étoile’s gleaming coat. The mare stood patiently as I worked, occasionally turning her head to watch me with those liquid brown eyes. There was something deeply soothing about the repetitive motion, the connection with this powerful, gentle creature.

“Now for the saddle,” Pierre said after I’d finished grooming. He disappeared into the tack room, returning with an English saddle and various straps I couldn’t identify.

“First, the saddle pad,” he instructed, showing me how to position it properly on Étoile’s back. “Then the saddle itself. Gently—we don’t want to startle her.”

I helped as best I could, following Pierre’s directions carefully. He showed me how to secure the girth, explaining the importance of checking it was neither too tight nor too loose.

“And finally, the bridle,” he said, removing Étoile’s halter and skillfully slipping the bit into her mouth before securing the headpiece. “There. She’s ready.”

I stepped back to admire our work, feeling oddly proud of having helped prepare the horse. “When do I get to ride her?”

Pierre’s smile changed then, becoming something more predatory that sent a shiver down my spine. “Very soon. But first, I need you to take off your dress.”

I blinked, certain I’d misheard him. “I’m sorry?”

“Take off your dress, Audrey.” His voice remained calm, matter-of-fact, as if he’d asked me to hand him a brush. “You’ll be riding Étoile with nothing between you and her but the saddle.”

My face flushed hot with instant humiliation. “Here? But… anyone could walk in!”

“That’s the point,” Pierre replied, his voice taking on that silky, dangerous quality that always made my insides quiver. “Etienne might come to check on the horses. Or perhaps Aimee will bring us refreshments. Or maybe a neighbor will ride by.” He stepped closer, his gaze intense. “Did you forget what you consented to last night?”

The memory flooded back with terrible clarity—my desperate agreement to be disciplined and used in front of the Duboises, spoken in the throes of overwhelming need. I hadn’t truly believed Pierre would follow through. Even with what he’d done that morning, I realized I’d kept telling myself it was just bedroom talk, the kind of fantasy people entertained in the heat of passion but never actually enacted.

“I didn’t think you meant this,” I whispered, my voice barely audible above the soft sounds of Étoile shifting in her restraints.

“I always mean what I say, ma petite,” Pierre replied, reaching out to trace my cheek with his fingertip. “And you agreed. Now, the dress.”

My hands shook as I reached for the hem of my sundress. The stable door was partly open, allowing sunlight to stream in through the gap. Anyone walking by could glance in and see me. The thought made my heart race with fear, but beneath that fear lurked something else—a shameful excitement I couldn’t deny.

Slowly, I lifted the dress over my head, feeling the cool air of the stable caress my naked skin. Pierre took the garment from my hands and folded it carefully, placing it on a nearby bench. His eyes traveled over my body with undisguised appreciation.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now come here and let me help you mount.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to preserve some modesty as I approached Étoile’s side. The mare turned her head slightly, regarding me with what seemed like curiosity. I felt absurdly self-conscious under the horse’s gaze, as if the animal somehow understood my humiliation.

Pierre positioned himself beside Étoile, his hands forming a step for my foot. “Left foot here,” he instructed. “Then swing your right leg over.”

With Pierre’s assistance, I managed to clamber awkwardly onto the saddle. The leather felt cool and smooth against my bare bottom and inner thighs, the sensation both alien and oddly sensual. I gasped as I settled into position, acutely aware of my nakedness astride this magnificent animal.

“Sit up straight,” Pierre commanded, adjusting my posture with firm hands on my lower back. “Shoulders back, chin up. A proper rider maintains good posture at all times.”

I complied, fighting the urge to hunch forward and hide myself. The position thrust my small breasts forward, making them even more visible. Pierre nodded approvingly, then gathered Étoile’s reins and handed them to me.

“Hold them like this,” he demonstrated. “Not too tight, not too loose. Good.”

With that, he untied Étoile from the post and began to lead her toward the stable doors, the mare moving docilely at his guidance. I clutched the reins tightly, terror seizing me as I realized he meant to take me outside—naked, exposed to anyone who might be in the vicinity.

“Pierre, please,” I whispered desperately. “Not outside. I can’t.”

He stopped, looking up at me with those penetrating hazel eyes. “You can,” he said simply. “And you will. Remember what we discussed about the nature of submission, Audrey? About how your body knows what it needs even when your mind resists?”

I bit my lip, unable to deny the truth of his words or the wetness gathering between my legs despite my mortification. The leather saddle beneath me was already becoming slick with my arousal, the evidence of my shameful excitement impossible to hide.

“Trust me,” Pierre added, his voice softening slightly. “I won’t let any harm come to you.”

With that reassurance—small as it was—I nodded minutely. Pierre smiled and continued leading Étoile forward, out into the brilliant sunshine of the early afternoon.
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Audrey

The paddock adjacent to the stables was enclosed by a white fence, the grass within lush and green. As Pierre led me and Étoile through the gate, I glanced frantically around, searching for any sign of the Duboises or other observers. The grounds appeared empty, but the terrace where we’d had lunch was clearly visible from our position. Anyone standing there would have an unobstructed view of my naked form astride the horse.

“Relax into the saddle,” Pierre instructed, walking Étoile in a slow circle around the paddock’s perimeter. “Feel her movement beneath you. Let your body move with hers.”

I tried to focus on his instructions, on the gentle rhythm of Étoile’s walk, anything to distract myself from my complete exposure. The sunshine felt warm on my bare skin, the slight breeze caressing my nipples into hardened peaks. Even in the midst of my embarrassment, I found myself relaxing incrementally, my muscles loosening as I adjusted to the horse’s gait.

“Very good,” Pierre praised, his voice carrying easily in the quiet afternoon. “Now we’ll try a posting trot. When Étoile speeds up, you’ll feel a stronger bounce. Rise slightly in the stirrups with every other beat.”

Before I could protest, he clicked his tongue and Étoile obediently increased her pace. The change in movement was immediate and dramatic—each step sent a jolt through my core, the leather saddle pressing rhythmically against my exposed sex. I gasped at the sensation, my hands tightening on the reins.

“Up, down, up, down,” Pierre called, setting the rhythm. “Rise and sit with her movement.”

I struggled to comply, my naked body bouncing awkwardly as I attempted to master the unfamiliar motion. Each time I sat back down, the saddle made contact with my swollen, sensitive flesh, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure up my spine. My breasts bounced freely with the motion, adding to my mortification.

“Your posture, Audrey,” Pierre reminded me, his voice firm but encouraging. “Back straight, heels down.”

I tried to correct myself, acutely conscious of how the position thrust my breasts forward, displaying them even more prominently. The combination of physical exertion, exposure, and the rhythmic pressure against my sex was creating a dangerous situation—I could feel myself growing wetter with each passing moment, my arousal building despite my shame.

“That’s better,” Pierre called out, walking alongside as Étoile continued her steady trot around the paddock. “Now look ahead, between her ears. A rider must always look where she’s going.”

I forced my gaze forward, which meant I could no longer watch for potential observers. The vulnerability of this position—naked, exposed, unable to monitor who might be watching—sent another surge of shameful excitement through me. My pussy throbbed against the leather saddle, each contact sending sparks of pleasure through my core.

“Monsieur,” I gasped, struggling to maintain my composure as Étoile’s movement continued to stimulate me. “I… may I stop, please?”

Pierre studied me with knowing eyes, a slight smile playing at his lips. “You’re becoming aroused, aren’t you, ma petite? The saddle against your bare cunt is making you wet.”

His crude observation, spoken loudly enough that anyone nearby could have heard, made me whimper with humiliation. I couldn’t deny it—the evidence of my arousal was likely visible on the saddle beneath me, my inner thighs slick with desire.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Circle once more,” Pierre instructed, ignoring my plea. “Then we’ll try a canter.”

Before I could protest, movement on the terrace caught my eye. My heart nearly stopped as I recognized the distinctive figures of the Duboises, emerging with what appeared to be a tray of refreshments. From their position, they would have a perfect view of my naked form astride Étoile.

“Pierre,” I hissed urgently. “The Duboises—they can see me!”

“Of course they can,” he replied calmly. “They’re bringing us lemonade. How thoughtful of them.”

I wanted to die of shame. I could feel Monsieur Dubois’ gaze on me even from this distance, his dignified posture giving nothing away as he observed his employer’s naked American girl receiving her ‘riding lesson.’ Beside him, Madame Dubois set the tray on the terrace table, then turned to watch our progress in the paddock.

“Stop!” I cried out, unable to bear it any longer. “I don’t want to continue the lesson, Pierre. Please!”

His expression changed instantly, his eyes narrowing as he looked up at me. The transformation was startling—from encouraging riding instructor to dominant master in the space of a heartbeat.

“What did you say?” he asked, his voice dangerously soft.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I… I don’t want to continue. Not with them watching.”

Pierre’s lips curved into a cold smile that made my stomach clench. “I see. You’ve decided to disobey me.” He tugged gently on Étoile’s bridle, bringing the horse to a complete stop. “Very well. For talking back to me in such a manner, you will be caned before dinner tonight. In front of the Duboises.”

My heart stuttered in my chest. “Caned?”

“Yes,” Pierre confirmed, as if he were talking about the weather. “Six strokes, I think. Delivered while you’re bent naked over the whipping block in the library.”

The image flashed in my mind with terrible clarity—myself, stripped bare in the formal library, the distinguished servants watching as Pierre disciplined me with the cane. The thought should have horrified me. Instead, I felt a rush of wetness between my thighs so intense it made me gasp.

Pierre noticed immediately. His hand reached up, sliding between my spread legs and the saddle. His fingers found my slick folds, exploring the evidence of my arousal with a knowing touch.

“As I suspected,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “The thought of your punishment excites you almost as much as your exposure.”

I whimpered as his skilled fingers found my swollen clit, rubbing it firmly, and with maddening precision. The combination of his touch and the continued pressure of the saddle against my sensitive inner lips was overwhelming. Étoile shifted beneath me, the slight movement adding another layer of stimulation.

“You may come,” Pierre said, his voice low and commanding. “Come for me now, thinking about how the cane will feel striking your bare bottom while the Duboises watch your punishment.”

His permission unleashed something primal within me. I couldn’t have held back if I tried. The orgasm crashed through me with devastating force, my thighs clenching around Étoile’s sides as the thrilling jolts of pleasure radiated outward from my core. Pierre’s fingers continued their relentless stimulation, drawing out my climax until I was gasping and trembling in the saddle.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes dark with desire as he watched me come apart under his touch. “Such a sweet little slut.”

I slumped forward slightly, my hands clutching Étoile’s mane for support as the aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me. The realization of what had just happened—that I had climaxed astride a horse, completely naked, with the Duboises watching from the terrace—crashed over me in a tsunami of mortification. I couldn’t bring myself to look in their direction, couldn’t bear to see their reaction to my shameless display.

“Pierre,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Please let me down now.”

He gazed up at me, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then he nodded, reaching up to help me dismount. My legs felt weak and shaky as I slid from the saddle into his waiting arms. He held me steady until I found my footing on the grass, then released me to stand naked and revealed in the open paddock.

“Your dress is in the stable,” he reminded me, his voice casual, as if nothing extraordinary had happened. “But first, you should thank Étoile properly for your pleasure.”

I blinked at him in confusion. “Thank… the horse?”

“A pat on the neck will do,” Pierre said, his lips twitching with amusement. “She carried you well for your first lesson.”

Feeling absurd, but unable to refuse, I stepped toward Étoile’s head and gently stroked her sleek neck. “Thank you,” I murmured, feeling a strange connection to the animal who had been an unwitting participant in my degradation and pleasure.

Pierre watched this small ritual with evident satisfaction before leading us back toward the stable. I walked beside him, acutely aware of my nakedness, of the Duboises’ eyes following our progress across the paddock. The grass felt cool beneath my bare feet, a pleasant contrast to the warm afternoon sun on my skin.

Once inside the dim interior of the stable, I rushed to where my dress lay folded on the bench. Pierre made no move to stop me as I pulled it over my head, the fabric sliding down to cover my nakedness. The simple cotton felt like armor after my exposure, though I knew it did little to restore my dignity after what had just transpired.

“You did very well today,” Pierre said, beginning to unsaddle Étoile. “Both with riding and with accepting your natural desires.”

I watched him work, his movements efficient and practiced as he removed the tack from the mare. “I don’t understand myself anymore,” I admitted quietly. “How can I possibly want these things? How can I… enjoy them?”

Pierre paused, turning to face me fully. “Because they speak to something essential in your nature, Audrey. Something you’ve denied for too long.” He stepped closer, his presence commanding even in this mundane setting. “The submissive desire for exposure, for discipline, for surrender—these aren’t weaknesses. They’re powerful expressions of who you truly are.”

I wrapped my arms around myself, feeling oddly cold despite the warmth of the stable. “And tonight? The caning? Do I… do I have to go through with it?”

Pierre’s expression softened slightly. “You earned your punishment by disobeying me. But if you truly wish to refuse, you may. I won’t force it on you.”

I felt my forehead crease as I chewed my lower lip, contemplating it. Pierre smiled slightly, and stepped forward to take me in his arms. He held me for long moments, until I felt the tension go out of my limbs, and I melted into his strong form.

“You may decide later, when the time comes to prepare yourself for punishment.”

I swallowed hard at the very words—prepare yourself for punishment—but I nodded into his shoulder, grateful for the respite.

“Yes, Monsieur,” I murmured. Then, as strange as the rational part of my brain found it, I whispered, “Thank you.”

[image: ]


Two hours later, I waited nervously in the Lavender Suite. After a long bath where I’d tried to calm myself, I sat on the edge of the bed in the plush robe Madame Dubois had left for me, my hair still damp, my stomach a knot of anticipation. I’d been unable to decide what to wear for the evening—for my punishment—and found myself paralyzed by indecision.

A soft knock at the door made me jump.

“Entrez,” I called, my voice catching slightly.

To my surprise, it was Madame Dubois who entered, carrying a garment draped carefully over her arm. Her silver-streaked hair was impeccably styled as always, her posture perfect as she regarded me with those knowing eyes.

“Mademoiselle,” she greeted me with a slight nod. “I thought you might appreciate some assistance preparing for this evening.”

My face burned hot. Of course she knew exactly what was planned for me. She’d watched me come atop Étoile that afternoon, had seen my naked shame and pleasure in the paddock. And now she was here to help me dress for my caning.

“I… thank you,” I managed, unable to meet her gaze directly.

Madame Dubois approached, laying the garment on the bed beside me. It was a beautiful blue dress, simple yet elegant, with thin straps and a flowing skirt.

“Monsieur thought this would suit you,” she said, her voice carefully neutral though I detected a hint of… was it sympathy?

I ran my fingers over the soft fabric, wondering how many other girls had worn dresses chosen by Pierre before being punished in front of the Duboises.

“You’re not the first, you know,” Madame Dubois said quietly, as if reading my thoughts. “But you are different from the others.”

I looked up at her, startled by her directness. “Different? How?”

She studied me for a moment, her expression softening almost imperceptibly. “Monsieur has never looked at any of them the way he looks at you. I’ve served the Lemieux family for thirty years, Mademoiselle. I know when a man is merely playing and when he is… shall we say… invested.”

Her words sent a strange flutter through my chest that had nothing to do with the anxiety about my impending punishment. Pierre loved me. He’d said so, and I believed him. But hearing Madame Dubois confirm that I was somehow special to him made it more real.

“I’m frightened,” I admitted, the confession slipping out before I could stop it.

Madame Dubois nodded, her expression understanding rather than judgmental. “Of course you are. It’s natural to fear pain, to fear exposure.” She folded her hands neatly in front of her apron. “But may I speak frankly, Mademoiselle?”

I nodded, curious even in my mortification.

“I’ve seen how discipline can transform a young woman,” she continued, her voice gentle, but matter-of-fact. “I know how frightening it can be when a girl is just learning to submit, but you are very lucky that Monsieur found you. He can be hard on his young ladies, but he is truly thoughtful and kind.”

I felt my cheeks flush hotter at her words. There was something in her tone that suggested she knew more about submission than merely observing it in others. I wondered briefly about her relationship with Monsieur Dubois, but pushed the thought away as too intrusive.

“Has he… has he caned many women?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Madame Dubois’ lips curved into a small, enigmatic smile. “Monsieur is quite skilled with all instruments of correction. You needn’t fear excessive harm—only the pain necessary for your lesson.” She gestured to the dress. “Shall we prepare you? It’s nearly time.”


CHAPTER 28
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Audrey

I nodded, rising shakily to my feet and letting the robe fall away. I stood naked before her, fighting the urge to cover myself. After what she had witnessed in the paddock, modesty seemed pointless now. Madame Dubois reached behind her and produced a box I hadn’t noticed before. “Monsieur asked me to give you this,” she said, setting it on the bed. “For your preparation.”

I recognized the elegant black box with the Selecta logo embossed in silver. I lifted the lid with unsteady hands. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, lay another beautiful lingerie set—black lace so fine it was nearly transparent. I lifted the basque with trembling fingers, feeling the delicate boning that would shape my waist and push up my small breasts.

“It’s lovely,” I whispered, genuinely awed by the craftsmanship. Beneath the basque lay matching suspenders, sheer black nylons, and the tiniest pair of lace panties imaginable.

“Monsieur has excellent taste,” Madame Dubois said with approval. She moved to the closet, surveying the few pairs of shoes I’d brought with me. After a moment’s consideration, she selected a pair of glossy black stilettos I’d packed on impulse but never expected to wear. “These will complete the ensemble perfectly.”

She laid the shoes beside the lingerie, then looked at me expectantly. “Do you know how to put on the suspenders properly? The panties go on outside them, of course.”

My face blazed with heat as I nodded, remembering the humiliating photoshoot that seemed so very long ago. “Yes, I know,” I said quietly.

Aimee helped me into the lingerie with the efficiency of someone accustomed to dressing and undressing others. First came the nylons, rolling up my legs with whisper-soft caresses. The basque required more effort, Aimee working behind me to fasten the long row of hooks that ran up my spine. I gasped as she pulled it tight, the garment cinching my waist and pushing my breasts upward. Quickly she snapped the dangling suspenders to the tops of the stockings.

“There,” she said, stepping back to assess her work. “Now the panties.” She handed me the scrap of black lace, and I stepped into them, pulling them up over the suspender straps as instructed.

Finally, Aimee helped me into the blue dress, zipping it carefully over my newly corseted form. The silky fabric slid over the lace underneath, creating a sensual friction against my skin. When I stepped into the high heels, I felt like a stranger to myself; not Audrey Campbell, but a young woman prepared for discipline, for surrender.

I looked at Madame Dubois, puzzled by one aspect of this elaborate preparation. “I thought I would be punished in the nude,” I said, looking down at all the beautiful clothing Madame Dubois had just helped me into.

“Eventually, of course, you will be nude,” Madame Dubois replied as she smoothed an invisible wrinkle from my dress. “But I find there is a certain wisdom in including the gradual stripping of a girl’s clothes away as part of her punishment. It heightens the anticipation, for both the one administering discipline and the one receiving it, as well as helping to make the young lady feel as ashamed of her misconduct as she should.”

The way she spoke—with such quiet authority and personal knowledge—made me wonder again about her own experiences. Had she once (or often?) stood where I now stood, dressed beautifully only to be systematically undressed for correction?

Madame Dubois checked her watch. “It’s time. Monsieur is waiting in the library.”

My stomach clenched as she opened the door and gestured for me to precede her into the hallway. Each step in the high heels echoed against the polished floor, marking my inevitable progress toward punishment. The lingerie beneath my dress felt like a secret, shameful reminder of what was to come—layers that would be revealed one by one before my final humiliation.

“The cane,” I whispered as we descended the grand staircase. “Will it… hurt very much?”

Madame Dubois’ expression remained professional, though I thought I detected a flash of sympathy in her eyes. “Yes, Mademoiselle. The cane is designed to hurt. But Monsieur knows exactly how much pain to administer—enough to teach the lesson, but never more than necessary.”

We reached the bottom of the stairs and turned down the corridor I remembered led to the library, though my feelings about the room had undergone a sea change in the intervening time. Massive oak doors loomed at the end, slightly ajar, warm light spilling from within. My steps faltered as we approached.

“Courage, Mademoiselle,” the housekeeper murmured, her hand coming to rest briefly, reassuringly, on my lower back.

I took a deep breath and pushed the door open wider. The library was magnificent—two stories of leather-bound books lining the walls, a massive fireplace with a crackling fire, comfortable leather armchairs arranged in conversational groupings. When Pierre had shown it to me the previous afternoon, I had delighted in exploring a bit, running my fingers along the spines of ancient volumes and breathing in the comforting scent of old paper and leather.

But today my attention went immediately to the center of the room, where a curious piece of furniture had been placed—a padded leather bench with sturdy legs, its surface sloping slightly, down from the middle of the Persian carpet on which it stood. The whipping block, I realized with a jolt. Precisely positioned for maximum visibility from anywhere in the room.

Pierre stood nearby, a slender rattan cane in his hand. He wore a dinner jacket and crisp white shirt, as if preparing to host a formal gathering rather than discipline his disobedient American girl. Beside him, Monsieur Dubois watched us approach, clearly as much a guest tonight as a servant, at least for the terrible ceremony of my lesson: both men had glasses of amber liquid in their hands.

The men watched as Madame Dubois guided me to the block and helped me kneel on the little ledge, low down at the thing’s front, then bend my upper body down along the surface of the bench. My heart hammered so violently I thought it might burst from my chest. The leather surface felt cool against my knees as I positioned myself according to the housekeeper’s gentle directions.

“Like this, Mademoiselle,” she murmured, helping me find the proper position—knees spread slightly, back arched, head down, hands gripping the bench’s far corners. The posture forced my bottom into prominence, presenting it perfectly for the punishment to come.

With practiced efficiency, Madame Dubois lifted my blue dress, carefully arranging the fabric so it draped over my upper back. She took small pins from her pocket and secured the material in place, ensuring it wouldn’t fall during my correction. The cool air of the library caressed my exposed lower half, clad only in the sheer black panties that did nothing to preserve my modesty.

“Monsieur,” Madame Dubois said, her voice formal yet somehow intimate, “shall I lower Mademoiselle’s panties, or would you prefer to do it yourself?”

I held my breath, my face burning with shame as they discussed my underwear as casually as if talking about the weather. The silence stretched for several heartbeats before Pierre responded.

“I’ll do it,” he said, his voice rich with anticipation.

I heard his footsteps approach, felt his presence behind me. His fingers traced the waistband of my panties, making me shiver. Then, with excruciating slowness, he began to draw them down. The lace scraped gently over the curve of my buttocks, gradually revealing my most intimate places to the watchful eyes of the Duboises.

A sob escaped me—part shame, part fear, and part unmistakable need. The wetness between my thighs betrayed my body’s response to this humiliation, and I knew Pierre would feel it on the delicate fabric as he continued to lower my panties to mid-thigh.

“You’ll stay like this for a while,” Pierre said, his voice stern yet somehow gentle. “To think about your behavior.”

I whimpered as his hand came to rest on my bare bottom, the warmth of his palm a stark contrast to the cool air. The position—kneeling, dress pinned up, panties at mid-thigh—left me feeling much more revealed than even complete nudity would have. I thought of what Madame Dubois had said, about the shame of being undressed, and felt the truth of it much too strongly.

“Monsieur Dubois,” Pierre said conversationally, “would you say our young lady seems properly contrite?”

I heard the older man clear his throat. “She appears to be feeling the appropriate shame, Monsieur,” he replied, his voice formal, but not unkind. “Though obviously she may require a thorough lesson to fully understand her place.”

“I agree,” Pierre said, his hand still resting on my bottom. “Audrey, would you like to explain to us why you’re being punished this evening?”

The question caught me off guard. Having to speak aloud, to articulate my sins while in this humiliating position, seemed almost worse than the coming strokes of the cane. I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice.

“I… I disobeyed you,” I whispered, my face pressed against the leather of the whipping block. “In the paddock. I told you to stop the lesson when you didn’t want to.”

“And why was that disobedient?” Pierre prompted, his fingers tracing small circles on my exposed bottom.

“Because…” I faltered, then forced myself to continue. “Because my body belongs to you. Because you decide what happens to me, not me.”

“Precisely,” Pierre agreed, his voice warming with approval. “You presumed to countermand my wishes regarding your training. That requires correction.” His hand lifted from my bottom, and I heard him step back slightly. “Six strokes with the cane, as I promised. You will count each one and thank me for it.”

I trembled, my entire body taut with anticipation and dread. The silence in the library seemed to stretch endlessly, broken only by the soft crackling of the fire and my own shallow breathing.

“Are you ready, Audrey?” Pierre asked, his voice somehow gentle despite the circumstances.

“Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered, though in truth I wasn’t ready at all. How could anyone ever be ready for such a thing?

I heard the whistle of the cane cutting through the air before I felt it—a sound that made my blood run cold. Then came the impact—a line of fire across the center of my bottom that made me cry out in shock and pain.

“One!” I gasped when I could catch my breath. “Thank you, Monsieur.”

The pain was unlike anything I’d experienced before—far worse than the martinet, more precise and penetrating. It seemed to sink deep into my flesh before blooming outward in waves of burning agony.

The second stroke fell just below the first, another perfect line of fire that made me jerk against the whipping block, my body instinctively trying to escape the pain.

“Two! Thank you, Monsieur,” I cried, tears already gathering in my eyes.

Pierre placed the third stroke with surgical precision, laying it exactly where my bottom met my thighs—that sensitive crease that made me howl with pain. My tears flowed freely now, dripping onto the leather beneath my face.

“Three! Thank you, Monsieur,” I sobbed, my voice breaking.

The fourth and fifth strokes came in quick succession, crossing the earlier welts and intensifying the burning pain until I thought I might pass out. I counted them through my tears, my body shaking with the effort of maintaining position.

Before the final stroke, Pierre paused. I felt his hand return to my bottom, gently caressing the welts he had made.

“Aimee,” I heard him say. “Would you please help Mademoiselle off with her clothes? I wish to finish her punishment with her naked before us. That will make it easier to enjoy her afterward, of course, as well.”

“Of course, Monsieur,” Madame Dubois replied, stepping forward with that same professional efficiency I had already come to know so well.

I felt her hands at the pins holding my dress, removing them one by one until the fabric fell back into place. Then she helped me to stand on trembling legs, my panties still around my thighs, making it difficult to balance in the high heels. The pain from the five cane strokes blazed across my bottom, making me wince as I straightened.

“Arms up, please,” Madame Dubois instructed softly.

I complied, raising my arms like a child being undressed for bed. She lifted the blue dress over my head, folding it carefully before placing it on a nearby chair. I stood trembling in the black lingerie. The basque pushed my breasts up and forward, presenting them to Pierre’s hungry gaze, while my panties remained caught around my thighs, framing my most intimate places.

“The rest as well,” Pierre directed, his voice thick with desire.

Madame Dubois worked methodically, unfastening the suspenders from my stockings, then helping me step out of the panties. Her skilled fingers worked the hooks on the basque until the constricting garment fell away, leaving my upper body bare. Finally, she guided me out of the heels, then rolled the stockings down my legs one at a time, leaving me completely naked.

“Beautiful,” Pierre murmured, his eyes traveling over my nude form with undisguised appreciation. “Return to the whipping block for your final stroke.”

My legs felt like jelly as I moved back to the leather bench, positioning myself as before—knees spread, back arched, bottom raised to receive the final stroke of the cane. The leather felt warm against my bare breasts.

I heard Pierre move into position behind me, the soft whisper of his clothing the only sound in the room. The anticipation was almost worse than the pain itself—knowing what was coming, unable to do anything but wait for it.

“This final stroke,” Pierre said, his voice carrying easily in the quiet library, “is to remind you that your body belongs to me completely. Your pleasure, your pain, your shame—all are mine to control.”

The cane whistled through the air one last time, landing with devastating precision across the center of my bottom, crossing the previous welts. I screamed, the pain so intense that for a moment my vision blurred.

“Six!” I sobbed when I could speak again. “Thank you, Monsieur. Thank you for teaching me my place.”

The words poured from me without conscious thought, an instinctive acknowledgment of my submission. The pain had stripped away my pretenses, leaving only the raw truth of my need to surrender.


CHAPTER 29
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Pierre

As I’d experienced so often with Audrey before, my sheer attraction to her made it very difficult to take my time. The desire simply to fuck her, to complete her lesson immediately with the act of sexual dominance we both so obviously needed, felt almost overwhelming. My cock had been rock hard from the moment I’d seen my sweet, naughty girl take in the imposing sight of the whipping block awaiting her, and Audrey’s helpless arousal had become more than evident in the glistening wetness I could see had readied the coral lips of her tight little pussy.

I knew, though, that I had to take my time, both for her and for me. If I wanted to build our love on the firm footing I believed, with all my heart, it deserved, I needed to ensure I let this lesson breathe. Audrey had to have the chance to experience all the delicious shame such a crucial event could provide, as well as all the exquisite pleasure.

“Etienne,” I said, in a companionable voice, “come have a look at this adorable little cunt.”

A soft, obviously involuntary noise of humiliation and arousal came from Audrey. Etienne stepped forward, his professional demeanor never wavering as he approached the whipping block where the girl lay so completely exposed. I watched as he studied her with the critical eye of a connoisseur, noting how my sweet girl’s body shivered under his gaze.

“Magnifique,” Etienne said, his voice appreciative but measured. “Very tight, Monsieur. Almost as if Mademoiselle has only recently begun to be used properly.”

I smiled at his astute observation, placing my hand on Audrey’s lower back to steady her as she quivered with shame. “Indeed. I deflowered this cunt only a few days ago.”

Audrey sobbed at this revelation, her face pressed against the leather of the whipping block. The sound carried notes of both mortification and unmistakable need—the perfect mixture for a submissive coming to terms with her nature.

“The cane welts are quite pretty,” Etienne commented, studying the raised red lines crossing Audrey’s bottom. “Very precise placement. You’ve lost none of your skill, Monsieur.”

“Thank you, Etienne,” I replied, genuinely pleased by his approval. “I find a careful hand produces the most effective results.”

Etienne tilted his head slightly, his gaze moving lower. “If I may ask, Monsieur, have you begun using Mademoiselle’s anus as well?”

I heard Audrey’s breath catch at the question, felt her body tense beneath my hand. The directness of Etienne’s inquiry clearly shocked her American sensibilities, even after all she had experienced.

“I have,” I confirmed, my hand moving to caress the welts on her bottom. “She took my cock there for the first time yesterday.”

“I thought as much,” Etienne said with a knowing nod. “I can see she’s being trained there, the same way I trained Aimee.”

This revelation about the Duboises’ private life seemed to affect Audrey profoundly. I felt her shudder beneath my palm, heard the small, desperate sound that escaped her throat. The knowledge that Madame Dubois—so proper, so dignified—had been trained in the same manner as herself clearly added another layer to my sweet girl’s submission.

“Stand up, Audrey,” I commanded gently, helping her rise from the whipping block.

She obeyed on trembling legs, her naked body flushed with a beautiful combination of shame and arousal. Tears had left glistening tracks down her cheeks, and her small breasts rose and fell rapidly with her quickened breathing. The cane welts stood out vividly against the pale skin of her bottom, a testament to the lesson she had learned.

“Come here,” I said, taking a seat in one of the leather armchairs near the fire. I patted my lap. “Sit.”
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Audrey

I approached hesitantly, my eyes downcast. Every step toward Pierre reawakened the fiery agony of the cane welts. I could hardly process the news that Madame Dubois had been trained for anal sex the way I had. The dignified housekeeper, with her perfect posture and professional demeanor, had been bent over and taken in her most private place by her husband. The revelation made me see her in an entirely new light, and I couldn’t help but wonder how often she still submitted to such intimate use.

“Monsieur,” Madame Dubois said, her voice calm and practical, “would you like me to bring a towel to protect your clothing? Mademoiselle appears quite… responsive.”

My face burned with fresh humiliation. She had noticed how wet I was, how my body had betrayed me throughout my punishment.

“That would be very helpful, Aimee,” Pierre replied, his lips curving into that knowing smile that always made my insides quiver. “Audrey does get very wet, especially after punishment. It’s one of her most charming qualities.”

I wanted to disappear into the floor as Madame Dubois nodded and left the library, presumably to fetch the towel. Monsieur Dubois remained standing nearby, his expression revealing nothing as he watched me standing naked before his employer.

Madame Dubois returned quickly with a soft white towel folded over her arm. She approached us with that same efficient grace that seemed to characterize everything she did.

“Here you are, Monsieur,” she said, presenting the towel.

Pierre’s hands encircled my waist. “Thank you, Aimee,” he said, guiding me close to his chair. “If you would?”

With practiced ease, Madame Dubois spread the towel over Pierre’s lap. I watched her hands smooth the fabric over his expensive trousers, wondering if she had performed this same service for other girls he had punished and used.

Pierre lowered me onto his lap, positioning me so that my back rested against his chest and my legs dangled over the arm of the chair. The towel provided a soft barrier between my still-wet sex and his clothing, but did nothing to cushion my welted bottom against the pressure of sitting. I whimpered as the contact rekindled the burning pain.

“Shh,” Pierre soothed, his arms encircling me. One hand came to rest on my bare thigh, the other cupped my breast possessively. “You took your punishment very well.”

I was acutely aware of the Duboises watching us—watching me being held and caressed like a cherished pet or toy. Their presence made me feel small and very feminine, in a way I would never have suspected I would welcome, let alone need.

Pierre’s hand slid slowly from my thigh, gliding up the sensitive skin until his fingers reached the juncture between my legs. I gasped as he began to explore my wetness, his touch both gentle and possessive as he parted the tender cleft of my pussy and played gently with the sensitive inner lips. The Duboises continued to watch, their expressions revealing nothing as their employer fondled me intimately before them.

“So needy,” Pierre murmured approvingly, his fingers circling my swollen clit with maddening precision. “Always so wet for me.”

I closed my eyes, trying to create some illusion of privacy in this most exposed moment. The pleasure of his skilled touch was already building, making it difficult to remember my shame.

“Open your eyes, Audrey,” Pierre commanded softly. “Look at me while I play with your sweet little cunt.”

I forced my eyes open, turning my face to meet his intense gaze. The intimacy of eye contact while his fingers worked between my legs felt somehow even more revealing than my complete nudity. His hazel eyes held mine, refusing to let me hide even in this small way.

“That’s better,” he praised, his fingers dipping lower to tease my entrance. “I want to see your eyes while I teach you your lesson.”

The combination of his penetrating gaze, his skilled fingers, and the knowledge that the Duboises were witnessing my most intimate moments created a raging storm of stimulation in my body. I felt my pleasure building rapidly, my hips beginning to move of their own accord against Pierre’s hand. The pain from the cane welts had transformed into something else—a throbbing heat that somehow enhanced every sensation.

“Please,” I gasped, my need overwhelming my embarrassment. “Please, Monsieur, may I come? I’m so close…”

Pierre’s lips curved into the smile I’d come to both dread and crave. His fingers continued their relentless stimulation as he turned to address his housekeeper.

“What do you think, Aimee? Should I allow her release so soon after her punishment?”

Madame Dubois’ expression softened slightly, a hint of understanding in her warm brown eyes. “I believe I would very much like to see Mademoiselle climax,” I heard her say, her voice carrying a hint of kindness that surprised me. “After such a thorough lesson, she has earned that small mercy.”

As Pierre’s fingers increased their tempo against my sensitive bud, I felt the pleasure cresting. I tried desperately to keep my orgasm small, dignified somehow, but the effort only made it more intense. A violent surge of ecstasy crashed through me, and I cried out, sobbing as Pierre continued to masturbate me through my climax. My body convulsed in his lap, my back arching as the pleasure radiated outward from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes.

“Beautiful,” Pierre murmured, his lips against my ear as I shuddered in the aftermath. “Such a lovely little slut.”

Through the haze of my release, I heard Monsieur Dubois clear his throat. “If I may suggest, Monsieur,” he said, his voice formal despite the intimate scene he had just witnessed, “perhaps Mademoiselle should show her gratitude properly for the pleasure you’ve given her.”

Pierre’s hand stilled between my legs. “An excellent suggestion, Etienne. Thank you.”

My heart raced as Pierre helped me rise from his lap. My legs felt weak, still trembling from my powerful climax. He settled back in the chair, his posture relaxed yet commanding as he spread his legs slightly.

“Kneel,” he instructed, pointing to the space between his feet.

I sank to my knees on the carpet, my mind racing with the understanding of what was to come. The position placed me directly in front of him, with the Duboises still watching from their positions nearby. My shame, which had momentarily receded during the heights of pleasure, returned in full force.

“Show the Duboises how well you’re learning to give pleasure with your mouth,” Pierre said, his voice gentle but firm. “Unfasten my trousers and take me between your pretty lips.”

With trembling fingers, I reached for his belt, unbuckling it slowly before moving to the button and zipper of his fine wool trousers. I could feel the hard ridge of his erection beneath the fabric, the evidence of his arousal impossible to miss. As I carefully lowered the zipper, his cock sprang free, stiff and imposing.

I glanced up at Pierre’s face, seeking guidance or reassurance. His expression was hungry, but patient, his eyes dark with desire as he watched me prepare to service him. Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

The taste of him was familiar now—clean skin with a hint of salt—but the circumstances made it feel like the first time all over again. I was acutely aware of the Duboises watching as I slid my lips down his shaft, taking him as deeply as I could manage.

“Use your tongue,” Pierre instructed softly, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “Yes, like that. Show how your skills are coming along.”

I struggled to maintain my composure as I worked Pierre’s rigid shaft with my mouth and tongue. The weight of the Duboises’ gaze made every movement, every sound feel magnified. I moved my head up and down, trying to make my mouth soft and yielding, desperate to demonstrate that I was learning to be a good girl, an obedient plaything worthy of my master’s approval.

“She’s very eager,” I heard Monsieur Dubois comment, his voice carrying that same neutral tone even with such an obscene tableau before him.

“Indeed,” Pierre replied, his fingers tangling in my hair. “But still learning proper technique.”

Without warning, his grip tightened, holding my head firmly in place. I whimpered around his cock as I realized what was about to happen. Pierre’s hips thrust upward, driving his shaft deeper into my mouth than I was prepared for. I gagged slightly, tears springing to my eyes as he began to use my mouth in earnest.

“Sometimes,” Pierre explained conversationally to the Duboises as he continued to thrust between my lips, “a girl needs to be reminded that her mouth exists for her master’s pleasure, not her own purposes.”

I struggled to relax my throat, to accept his invasion as he fucked my face with steady, deliberate strokes. My hands clutched at his thighs for balance, my fingernails digging into the expensive fabric of his trousers. The position—naked, kneeling, being used so crudely before witnesses—should, like so much else Pierre had done to me and made me do, have been unbearable. Instead, I felt a renewed surge of wetness between my thighs, my body responding to my complete subjugation.

“If I may say so, Monsieur,” Madame Dubois ventured, her voice closer now as she stepped forward to observe more carefully, “Mademoiselle takes your cock beautifully in her mouth.” She paused, and I could feel her eyes on my naked body as Pierre continued to thrust. “Before I must return to the kitchen to finish preparing dinner, I wonder if you might indulge my curiosity… I would very much like to see you fuck Mademoiselle’s cunt and bottom as well.”
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Madame Dubois’ obscene words made me moan around Pierre’s thrusting cock. My face burned with shame at the suggestion, but the wetness between my thighs, as always, betrayed my true feelings. Pierre’s rhythm eased momentarily as he considered it, and to my dismay I thought I could even sense his approval of the housekeeper’s bold request in a slight hardening of his manhood in my mouth.

“Aimee,” he said, his voice thick with arousal as he gently withdrew from my mouth, “your suggestion appeals to me. I think it would be educational for Audrey to be used so thoroughly in front of you both.” He pulled my flushed face from his lap, tilting it up so he could see my eyes. He stroked my hair almost tenderly as I gasped for breath. “Would you enjoy that, ma petite? Being fucked in all your holes while the Duboises observe your training?”

I couldn’t meet his eyes, couldn’t bear to see the knowing look I knew would be there. My rational mind screamed in protest at such complete degradation, but my body’s response was undeniable. My nipples had hardened to painful points, and I could feel my arousal dripping down my inner thighs.

“Answer me,” Pierre commanded, his fingers tightening in my hair.

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside me. “Yes, Monsieur.”

I gasped as Pierre guided me to my feet, his strong hands gripping my waist. In one fluid motion, he turned me around to face the Duboises. He urged my feet apart, then pulled me backwards to straddle his lap. I whimpered softly as I felt the head of his enormous erection against my bare, aching pussy.

“Hold onto my knees and lower yourself,” he commanded, his voice thick with desire. “Show Aimee and Etienne how well behaved you are when you have a penis in you.”

I placed my shaking hands on his knees for support, feeling utterly exposed to the Duboises’ unwavering gaze. Madame Dubois stood with perfect posture, her expression revealing nothing but mild interest, while Monsieur Dubois watched with the critical eye of a connoisseur evaluating a fine performance.

Slowly, I lowered myself, feeling the blunt head of Pierre’s cock lodge itself in the entrance to my slick sheath. Pierre guided me down onto his rigid manhood, filling me completely in one long, deliberate motion that made me cry out with mingled shame and pleasure.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands settling on my hips to control my movements. “Ride your master’s cock in front of the servants.”

I sobbed as he began to move me, using his strong hands to lift me up and then pull me back down. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through my core, made more intense by the lingering sting of the cane welts and the humiliation of performing this intimate act before witnesses.

“Etienne, Aimee,” Pierre said conversationally, as if we were discussing the weather rather than engaged in the most intimate act imaginable, “have you heard of the New Modesty program in America?”

I felt strangely disconnected from the scene as Pierre continued to move me on his cock, using me like a human pleasure device while initiating a casual conversation. My body responded automatically to his skilled manipulation, my inner muscles clenching around his thickness as waves of unwanted pleasure radiated through me.

“No, Monsieur,” Etienne replied, his eyes never leaving the spot where Pierre’s cock disappeared inside me. “I don’t believe I’m familiar with it.”

“Nor I,” added Madame Dubois, her head tilted slightly as if studying a curious specimen. “Is it something to do with how Mademoiselle is being trained?”

I moaned as Pierre thrust particularly deep, my head falling back against his shoulder as he continued to control my movements.

“Indeed,” Pierre replied, his voice steady despite his exertion. “It’s a relatively new initiative—clearly a very American idea—but one that appeals to me greatly. Selecta has implemented it to help stabilize the energy markets, which is admirable enough, but what truly interests me is how it reflects the proper dominance of a husband over his wife.”

My entire body flushed hot at the word ‘wife,’ my mind reeling at the implication even as my body moved helplessly, hips jerking at the ecstasy of being filled by my master’s hardness where I needed it the most.

Madame Dubois asked, clearly surprised, “Does that include anal training, Monsieur? That seems much more a European practice than an American one.”

The question hung in the air for a moment, my embarrassment reaching new heights. Before I could process the mortification, Pierre’s hands tightened on my hips, lifting me completely off his cock. I felt suddenly empty, but only for a moment.

“An excellent question, Aimee,” Pierre replied, his voice thick with desire. “Let me demonstrate.”

I cried out as Pierre repositioned me, the head of his cock now pressing against the tiny pucker of my rear passage. His fingers gripped my hips firmly, holding me in place as he began to push inside. The pressure was intense, the stretch burning even with my previous training. I could see the scene perfectly in my mind’s eye: me riding my master’s lap with his penis slowly penetrating my anus, my bare, wet, well-fucked pussy on full display for his servants’ voyeuristic pleasure.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed as he sank deeper, impaling me on his rigid shaft. My hands clutched desperately at his knees for support as my most private place was invaded before the watchful eyes of the Duboises.

“Yes,” Pierre told them, his voice strained with pleasure but still maintaining that conversational tone, “the philosophy behind the New Modesty embraces a husband’s complete control over his wife’s body. It even specifically encourages anal sex as a means of discipline—a way to remind a woman of her place and purpose.”

I whimpered as he began to move me on his cock, lifting and lowering me with deliberate control. Each thrust sent conflicting sensations of pain and pleasure radiating through my core. I couldn’t bear to look at the Duboises, couldn’t face seeing their reactions to my complete degradation.

“Fascinating,” Monsieur Dubois murmured, his voice carrying a note of approval. “The Americans are finally beginning to understand what Europeans have known for centuries.”

“Indeed,” Madame Dubois agreed, her tone equally approving. “A woman properly disciplined in her bottom becomes much more docile and attentive to her duties.”

Their casual discussion of my anal subjugation as if it were the most natural thing in the world pushed me further into that strange headspace where shame transmuted into desperate arousal. I felt my inner muscles clench around Pierre’s invading shaft, my body betraying me yet again.

Pierre’s rhythm increased, his thrusts becoming more forceful as his pleasure built. His breathing grew heavier, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my hips as he drove deeper into my helplessly yielding body.

“You see,” he gasped, clearly approaching his climax, “how… completely… she submits.”

With a final, powerful thrust, Pierre buried himself fully in my anus, my punished bottom coming up against his muscular lap. I felt his cock pulse inside me, filling me with his hot seed.

Madame Dubois cleared her throat delicately. “Monsieur, would it be alright if dinner were a few minutes late? I’d like to bring Mademoiselle upstairs to help her clean up and put herself to rights.”

I remained frozen in Pierre’s lap, his softening cock still inside my bottom, his seed leaking from me in a warm flow that seemed to embody my shame and my master’s ownership. The casual way Madame Dubois had made her request—as if what had just happened were perfectly normal—left me disoriented, hovering between mortification and a strange, floating acceptance.

“Yes, of course, Aimee,” Pierre replied, his voice warm with satisfaction. “Take good care of her. Mademoiselle will wear only her lingerie at dinner, however, please.”

His hands loosened their grip on my hips, allowing me to rise shakily from his lap. The sensation of his withdrawal from my well-used bottom made me whimper. I stood trembling before them all, naked and thoroughly debased, unable to meet anyone’s eyes as evidence of Pierre’s claim on my most private place trickled down my inner thigh. His words about my dinner attire finally penetrated my thoughts then, and I bit my lip, letting out a tiny sob.

“Come, Mademoiselle,” Madame Dubois said gently, retrieving my blue dress and my lingerie from where she had laid it. She put her arm around my waist, as if to provide me with some modicum of comfort as she guided me toward the door.

Every step sent new pangs of soreness through my entire lower body. The welts from the cane burned across my bottom, while the stretched, sensitive tissues between my legs and especially my behind throbbed with each movement. I walked with small, careful steps, painfully aware that both Pierre and Monsieur Dubois were watching my retreat.

“Dinner in half an hour, then?” Pierre called after us.

“That should be sufficient, Monsieur,” Madame Dubois replied. “Etienne, bring Monsieur a fresh aperitif, please.”

As we reached the grand staircase, I clutched the dress more tightly around me, terrified of encountering other staff members in my disheveled state. Madame Dubois seemed to sense my fear.

“The rest of the staff has the evening off,” she assured me quietly. “It’s only the four of us in the chateau tonight.”

I nodded gratefully, unable to form words as we climbed the stairs. My mind whirled with conflicting emotions—shame at what I had been made to do and to undergo, confusion at how eagerly my body had responded, and beneath it all, a strangely peaceful state of mind that felt both alien and right.

Madame Dubois led me back to the Lavender Suite, closing the door behind us with a soft click. The room looked exactly as we had left it, yet everything felt different. I felt different.

“Into the bathroom, Mademoiselle,” she directed, her voice gentle but firm. “We need to clean you properly.”

The whole area between my waist and my knees felt like Pierre had used it thoroughly, and in the process had somehow completed its transformation into his personal possession. Every movement reminded me of what had happened in the library—the caning, the humiliation, the pleasure. I sat gingerly on the edge of the massive bathtub as Madame Dubois ran warm water, adding a capful of something that smelled like lavender.

“This will help with the soreness,” she explained, wringing out a soft washcloth. “Though some tenderness is intentional, I think. A reminder.”

I nodded, unable to find words as she knelt beside me. The dignified housekeeper, still in her immaculate uniform, began to clean me with practiced efficiency, starting with my inner thighs where Pierre’s seed had left sticky trails.

As she cleaned my pussy and bottom gently with the warm, soapy washcloth, Madame Dubois told me, very softly, “I have never heard Monsieur Pierre talk about marriage in any way, in relation to a young woman he’s kept company with.”

My breath caught. I looked down at her, searching her face for any sign of mockery or deception. I found only sincerity in her warm brown eyes.

“What do you mean?” I whispered, wincing slightly as the cloth touched a particularly tender spot.

“Just what I said,” she replied, her voice still low, as if sharing a precious confidence. “As I told you earlier, Monsieur has entertained many young ladies over the years, both here and in Paris. Never once has he mentioned the New Modesty, or wives, or marriage. Until you.”

A strange fluttering sensation began in my chest, something that had nothing to do with the soreness of my well-used body.

“Perhaps he was just… talking,” I suggested hesitantly. “Using it as part of the scene.”

Madame Dubois shook her head slightly as she continued her ministrations. “Monsieur Pierre does not speak idly about such matters, especially not in front of Etienne and myself. We have known him since he was a boy. He understands the weight his words carry in this household.”

She rinsed the cloth and applied fresh soap, working with gentle efficiency between my buttocks where Pierre had claimed me so thoroughly. I blushed, but allowed her to continue, sensing that this conversation was important.

“What else has been different?” I asked, burning to know even in these humiliating circumstances.

Madame Dubois was silent for a moment, considering. “He watches you when you aren’t looking,” she finally said. “Not with lust—though there is plenty of that—but with something softer. And he asked specifically about accommodating your preferences before you arrived. He wanted my advice on which suite to put you in, and which flowers to have on the table. He has never done that before.”

“He said he loves me,” I admitted, the words barely audible over the soft splashing of water.

“And do you love him?” she asked, her eyes meeting mine directly.
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I looked down at the warm water swirling around my feet, my heart pounding in my chest. The question hung in the air between us, demanding an answer I wasn’t sure I was ready to give. And yet…

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission feeling like both surrender and victory. “God help me, I do love him.”

Madame Dubois nodded, her expression softening into something almost maternal. “Then perhaps, Mademoiselle, what happened downstairs was more than just a scene for your master’s pleasure.” She wrung out the cloth one final time before rising to her feet with that same graceful efficiency. “It may have been a glimpse of the future he envisions for you both.”

My mind reeled at the implication. Could Pierre truly be considering something so permanent? Marriage? The idea seemed simultaneously terrifying and exhilarating.

“But the way he uses me,” I said, my voice catching. “The things he makes me do…”

“Are exactly what you need,” Madame Dubois finished for me, her tone matter-of-fact. “I’ve watched you closely since your arrival, Mademoiselle. You bloom under his control. Your body responds to his discipline in ways that cannot be faked.”

I couldn’t deny the truth of her words. Each humiliation, each painful lesson had driven me deeper into a submission I’d never known I craved. The shame of it still burned, but beneath that shame lay something profound—a sense of rightness, of belonging.

“Come,” Madame Dubois said, helping me to my feet. “Let’s get you ready for dinner. Monsieur is waiting.”

She led me back into the bedroom, where she retrieved the black lingerie set from earlier. I bit my lip as Madame Dubois expertly fastening the hooks of the basque up my spine, cinching my waist and pushing my breasts up until they threatened to spill over the lacy cups.

“The stockings as well?” I asked, glancing at the sheer black nylons.

“Of course,” she replied. “Monsieur appreciates attention to detail.”

I sat on the edge of the bed as she rolled the stockings up my legs, attaching them to the suspenders with practiced skill. I stepped back into the tiny panties, wincing as the delicate lace brushed against my tender flesh. The high heels completed the ensemble, transforming me from punished girl to something more deliberately seductive.

“Perfect,” Madame Dubois pronounced, stepping back to assess her work. “Now remember, Mademoiselle—your punishment is complete. Dinner is a reward, not a continuation of your discipline.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath to steady myself. The thought of sitting through a formal dinner wearing only lingerie still mortified me, but after what had transpired in the library, it seemed almost tame by comparison.

“Thank you,” I said softly. “For everything.”

Madame Dubois smiled, a rare softening of her usually professional demeanor. “You’re welcome, Mademoiselle. Now, shall we go down? Monsieur doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

I followed her out of the Lavender Suite and down the grand staircase, acutely aware of how exposed I felt in just the lingerie. Each step in the high heels made my body sway in ways that emphasized my femininity, my vulnerability. The welts from the cane still throbbed beneath the tiny panties, a constant reminder of my submission.

As we approached the dining room, I heard the low murmur of male voices. My heart raced, my palms suddenly damp with nervous perspiration. Madame Dubois paused at the doorway, giving me an encouraging nod before announcing our arrival.

“Mademoiselle Campbell, Monsieur,” she said formally.

I stepped into the room, my eyes immediately finding Pierre. He sat at the head of the elegant table, still in his dinner jacket, looking every inch the aristocratic master of the chateau. Monsieur Dubois stood nearby, a decanter of wine in his hands. Both men turned to look at me, their gazes traveling over my scantily clad form with undisguised appreciation.

“Audrey,” Pierre said, his voice warm with approval. “You look exquisite. Come, sit beside me.”

He gestured to the chair at his right. I crossed the room on trembling legs, feeling the weight of their eyes as I moved. The cool air of the dining room moved over my exposed skin, making my nipples tighten against the lace of the basque.

Pierre stood as I approached, pulling out my chair with old-world courtesy that seemed bizarrely at odds with my state of undress. I sat carefully, wincing slightly as my tender bottom made contact with the cushioned seat.

“Wine for Mademoiselle, Etienne,” Pierre instructed, resuming his own seat.

Monsieur Dubois stepped forward, filling my glass with a deep ruby liquid. “A Château Margaux, 2010,” he informed me. “One of Monsieur’s favorites.”

I murmured my thanks, taking a small sip to steady my nerves. The wine was exquisite, rich and complex on my tongue. Across the table, Madame Dubois began serving the first course—a delicate soup that smelled of herbs and butter.

“Did you enjoy your riding lesson today, Audrey?” Pierre asked conversationally, as if inquiring about a perfectly normal activity.

I nearly choked on my wine, the memory of being naked astride Étoile flooding back with vivid clarity. “It was… educational, Monsieur,” I managed, my cheeks heating.

“I thought so,” he replied, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “You have natural talent, though your posture will need work. I’ve asked Etienne to schedule regular lessons during your stay.”

My stomach fluttered at the thought of more ‘riding lessons’ like today’s. Would the Duboises be present for those as well? The idea should have horrified me, yet I couldn’t deny the shameful excitement it provoked.

“What do you think of the soup?” Pierre asked, changing the subject with practiced ease.

“It’s delicious,” I replied truthfully, grateful for the momentary reprieve from more provocative topics. Every bite seemed to have every possible delicious thing in it: onions, leeks, even luscious bacon that somehow both gave its smoky note to the soup as a whole and retained a bit of extra, pleasantly chewy flavor in each lardon.

“Aimee’s specialty,” Pierre said with an appreciative nod toward the housekeeper. “A family recipe passed down through generations. So ancient it doesn’t even have a name—we just call it country soup.”

The meal progressed with surprising normality, despite my state of undress. Pierre directed the conversation toward art, literature, and music, drawing me out on topics I felt comfortable discussing. The Duboises served each course with professional efficiency, their eyes occasionally lingering on my exposed flesh, but their demeanor remaining perfectly composed.

By the time the roast arrived I had almost forgotten my near-nakedness. The wine had relaxed me, and Pierre’s genuine interest in my opinions had made me feel valued in ways that transcended the physical.

“Audrey,” Pierre said as Monsieur Dubois poured coffee, “I’ve been thinking about your work at Energy Partners.”

I looked up, surprised by this turn in the conversation. “Yes?”

“The project you mentioned—about renewable energy implementation in rural communities, through behavioral incentives. I believe I might be interested in funding it directly.”

My heart skipped a beat. The project had been my passion since arriving in Paris, but budget constraints had kept it theoretical rather than practical. “Really? That would be… amazing.” I couldn’t keep the excitement from my voice.

“I’d need to see a proper proposal, of course,” Pierre continued, his tone businesslike in spite of the incongruity of discussing professional matters with me in lingerie. “But I’ve reviewed your preliminary work on the Energy Partners website, and it shows promise.”

A strange feeling washed over me—gratitude mingled with confusion. This was what I’d wanted professionally, yet it came packaged with a personal dynamic I never could have imagined. Pierre was simultaneously offering me career advancement and training me as his sexual submissive. The dichotomy should have felt jarring, but somehow it didn’t. The idea that he’d actually gone to the decidedly unglamorous website to look me up filled my chest with a warm glow I couldn’t deny.

“Thank you,” I said softly. “I’d be happy to prepare a formal proposal.”

Pierre nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Good. We’ll discuss the details tomorrow.” He turned to Madame Dubois. “Aimee, the meal is excellent as always.”

“Merci, Monsieur,” she replied with a small bow of acknowledgment.

As we ate the succulent beef, Pierre began to speak of his family history.

“My ancestors fought in the First Crusade,” he told me, his voice rich with pride as he pointed to a coat-of-arms high on the wall of the dining room. “The Lemieux name has survived revolutions, world wars, economic collapses. We’ve always adapted while maintaining our core principles.”

I listened, fascinated by this glimpse into the heritage that had shaped him.

“I suppose it seems odd,” he said after a thoughtful pause, “that someone with my background would be so interested in something as modern and American as the New Modesty program.”

“I’ve wondered about that,” I admitted softly.

Pierre put down his fork, turning to face me fully. His expression grew more intense, more focused.

“I think what appeals to me is that the New Modesty preserves the traditional relationship between the genders,” he explained, his hand finding mine and enveloping it. “Throughout history, society functioned best when there was a natural order—when a strong protector, like a knight or a prosperous businessman, could guide a young woman toward her best self, as well as give her opportunities to prosper at his side.”

My breath caught at the sincerity in his voice. This wasn’t just about dominance and submission in the bedroom; for Pierre, it was a worldview, a philosophy that extended to every aspect of life.

“The modern world has confused a great many things,” he continued, his thumb tracing circles on my palm. “Men unsure of their role, women exhausted trying to be everything at once. The New Modesty acknowledges the natural complementary nature of masculine and feminine energies.”

I nodded, unable to argue with the evidence of my own experience. Since submitting to Pierre, I’d definitely felt a strange kind of freedom—the paradoxical liberty that came from accepting boundaries, from surrendering control in certain areas of my life.

“Audrey,” Pierre said, his voice dropping to a more intimate register. He took both my hands in his, his eyes holding mine with an intensity that made my heart race. “Would you consider committing to a year as my cherished, submissive possession? And after that… well, this chateau needs a mistress.”

My pulse thundered in my ears. A year. Not just a fleeting arrangement, not just a temporary dalliance, but a full year of belonging to this man. And then… My mind raced with the implications, with the depth of what he was asking.

“I…” I faltered, overwhelmed by the magnitude of his request.

“Let me be clear about what this would mean,” Pierre said, clearly sensing my uncertainty. His expression was serious, his voice measured and deliberate. “As we discussed a little while ago, I think I have a position for you in my own small organization. But my demands on you will not be light. You must commit to becoming my obedient fuck toy even more deeply than you have already,” Pierre said, his voice dropping to a register that made my core clench with anticipation. “Your body will belong to me completely. Your pleasure, your pain, your shame—all will be mine to control, for an entire year—so that I can ensure you will be happy living that way, with me.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a rush of heat flood my cheeks and spread downward through my body. The lingerie suddenly felt constrictive, my skin hypersensitive beneath the delicate lace. The Duboises maintained their professional demeanor, but I could feel their awareness of the shift in atmosphere.

“I…” Again my voice fell into silence as my mind worked to process everything he was asking of me.

Pierre’s eyes darkened and my heart rate sped up as I sensed his renewed hunger for me on the one hand and his determination to make clear the stakes of his offer on the other.

“Show me your commitment now, Audrey,” he said. “Get on your knees under the table and take out my cock. Suck it while I have my coffee and dessert.”

My eyes widened, darting to the Duboises, who were bringing in the dessert course—some kind of elegant chocolate confection.

Pierre called my attention back to himself, though, his tone unyielding. “Your dessert will be my manhood,” he said, his eyes locked on mine as if he meant to assess my reaction with the utmost precision. “If you do well, perhaps I will share a bite of Aimee’s chocolate torte with you, afterward.”

For a moment, I froze, overwhelmed by the crudeness of his command and the presence of the servants. Then, trembling slightly, I pushed my chair back. The Duboises politely averted their eyes as I slipped under the heavy damask tablecloth, the soft carpet cushioning my knees as I positioned myself between Pierre’s spread legs.

My hands shook as I reached for his zipper, carefully drawing it down. Above me, I heard the clink of coffee cups and the murmur of conversation as Pierre thanked Madame Dubois for the dessert. The surreal normality of the exchange made my situation even more obscene.

I freed Pierre’s cock from his trousers, already hard and imposing. Taking a deep breath, I wrapped my fingers around the base and guided it to my lips. As I took him into my mouth, I heard him continue his conversation with the Duboises as if nothing unusual were happening.

“The raspberry coulis is particularly good this year, Aimee,” Pierre commented, his voice betraying only the slightest strain as I worked my tongue around the head of his huge, hard penis.

“Thank you, Monsieur. The berries came from the kitchen garden just this morning,” she replied.

I moved my head up and down, trying to take Pierre deeper with each stroke. My hands caressed what I couldn’t fit in my mouth, one cupping his balls through the fine fabric of his trousers. The taste of him was becoming familiar—that hint of salt, the naughty masculine muskiness that made my tummy flip—yet the circumstances made the act feel more degrading than ever before.

“Etienne, I’d like your opinion on the Bordeaux investment we discussed,” Pierre said, his hand casually dropping below the tablecloth to stroke my hair, guiding my rhythm.

I couldn’t make out Monsieur Dubois’ reply, too focused on my task. Time seemed to stretch endlessly as I worshipped Pierre’s manhood, my jaw beginning to ache from the strain of keeping my mouth open for so long. I could hear the occasional clink of silverware above me, the soft murmur of conversation carrying on as if I weren’t on my knees servicing my master beneath the table.

Despite the discomfort, a strange sense of peace settled over me. This was where I belonged—on my knees, serving Pierre’s pleasure, existing for his use. The realization would have horrified me mere days before, but instead it brought a profound sense of rightness that resonated through my entire being.

I lost track of time completely, focused only on the rhythm of pleasing him, the subtle cues of his breathing and the tension in his thighs that told me how close he was getting to his release. When I felt his muscles tighten and his cock swell even harder against my tongue, I prepared myself to swallow his seed.

Instead, Pierre’s hand suddenly gripped my hair, pulling me off his cock. “Come here,” he commanded, his voice husky with arousal.

Before I could fully process what was happening, he pushed his chair back and guided me up from under the table. With surprising strength, he lifted me onto his lap, positioning me so his still-rigid penis pressed against my bottom through the delicate lace of my panties.

“Taste this, ma petite,” he said, and I realized that he had a spoon in his right hand, with something divine in it: a morsel of chocolate torte with raspberry sauce. I opened my mouth eagerly, my cheeks hot at the contrast between the two ways my master had fed me.

“Oh, God,” I breathed, as my tastebuds registered the intense, sweet flavors.

“N’est-ce pas?” Pierre asked, smiling. “Another?”

“Oui, Monsieur,” I told him. “But only one more… it’s so rich.”

“As you command,” he murmured, as he raised another spoonful to my lips. “Never say I don’t listen to your desires.”

I giggled, and tasted, and swallowed. For a moment silence fell in the grand dining room. Pierre put the spoon down, and wrapped me tightly in his arms for a long moment. A helpless noise came from my throat as I felt my whole little body melt into his big one.

“I believe Mademoiselle and I will finish our dessert in private,” Pierre announced to the Duboises after what seemed an endless, wordless, marvelous moment.

“Of course, Monsieur,” Madame Dubois replied, gathering the dessert plates with practiced efficiency. “Will you require anything else this evening?”

“No, thank you,” Pierre said, his fingers already beginning to explore the edge of my panties. “That will be all.”

I sat rigid with embarrassment as the Duboises left the dining room, closing the door discreetly behind them. As soon as we were alone, Pierre’s touch became more insistent, his fingers slipping inside my panties to explore the wetness he knew he would find there.

“So wet,” he murmured against my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Always so wet for me.”

I whimpered as his fingers traced my slick folds, teasing but never quite giving me the pressure where I needed it most. Then he withdrew his hand, pulling the gusset of my panties aside to expose me completely. The air against my heated flesh made me shiver.

“Please,” I whispered, instinctively trying to press against his fingers.

Pierre chuckled darkly, returning the lace to cover me once more. “Not yet, ma petite. I want to play with you first.”

His game continued mercilessly—putting his fingers inside my panties to stroke and tease, then pulling the gusset aside to expose me, then covering me again, over and over until I was squirming with need.

“Audrey,” Pierre whispered, his lips brushing my ear, “I need an answer. Will you be my companion for at least a year?”

The weight of the moment pressed down on me. Everything that had happened—the caning, the humiliation, the pleasure—had been leading to this. I turned slightly to meet his gaze, those beautiful hazel eyes that seemed to see through every defense I’d ever built.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice barely a whisper. “Yes, I will.”

In one fluid motion, Pierre stood, taking me with him. His hands gripped my waist firmly as he turned me and bent me over the dining room table, pressing my upper body against the polished mahogany. The fine china and crystal rattled as he positioned me, spreading my legs with his knee.

“Hold the edge of the table,” he commanded, his voice thick with desire.

I gripped the table’s edge, my fingers turning white as I braced myself. Behind me, I felt Pierre’s hands on my hips, steadying me as he pulled the gusset of the panties roughly to the side. The lace bit into my flesh, adding another layer of sweet discomfort to the lingering soreness from my punishment.

Without warning, Pierre thrust into me, burying his hardness inside me in one powerful stroke. I cried out, the sudden fullness making my inner walls clench around him. He groaned his approval, his hands tightening on my hips as he began to move.

Each thrust drove me forward against the table, my sensitive breasts rubbing against the damask tablecloth through the lace of my basque. The pain from my caned bottom flared anew as his muscular lap slapped against the welts, transforming the punishment into a different kind of lesson altogether.

“This is where you belong,” Pierre growled, his rhythm building to something almost punishing in its intensity. “Bent over for me, taking my cock like a good little whore.”

“Yes, Monsieur,” I gasped, the words torn from me as his thrusts became even more forceful. The table creaked beneath us, the fine crystal wineglasses tinkling with each impact.

Pierre’s hand slid from my hip to find my swollen clit, rubbing it with precise, knowing movements that sent jolts of electric pleasure through my body. The combination of his cock filling me so completely and his fingers working their magic was overwhelming.

“You may come now,” he commanded, his voice ragged with his own approaching climax. “Come for your master.”

The permission unleashed something primal within me. The orgasm crashed into my body like a freight train, making me cry out his name as my inner muscles clenched rhythmically around his thrusting cock. Before the first climax had fully subsided, another began building, his relentless pace driving me toward a second peak almost immediately.

“Again,” Pierre demanded, his fingers increasing their tempo against my sensitive bud.

I came a second time, even harder than before, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed through me. Pierre’s rhythm faltered, his breathing harsh against my neck as he drove into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his seed. I felt his warmth flooding me, marking me from the inside as his possession.

For several long moments, we remained joined, our bodies trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Pierre’s weight pressed me against the table, his breath coming in hot bursts against my hair. I felt utterly claimed, completely owned, and strangely at peace.

“My good girl,” Pierre murmured, pressing a tender kiss to the nape of my neck before slowly withdrawing from my body. His seed trickled down my inner thigh, a warm reminder of his ownership. “My very good girl.”

He helped me stand on shaky legs, turning me to face him. His expression held something I hadn’t seen before—a vulnerability beneath the dominance, a tenderness that made my heart ache.

“Are you mine, Audrey?” he asked, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from my flushed face.

“Yes,” I whispered, the truth of it resonating through my entire being. “I’m yours.”

The End
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