
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lessons in Obedience

Part One

Jenni Ambrose


Emma Dawson is a 28 year old accountant who never broke the rules. She was very prim and proper, always dressed well, and had immaculate makeup. She had worked hard to get to where she was, and had little time for distractions growing up. All in all she was a very nice, homely girl who didn't give herself much time for relaxation.

Emma owned a small apartment in the city near her firm, which was always kept clean and tidy. Nothing was out of place, and it was beautifully decorated by her. The only thing missing from her life was a spark of chaos and excitement, but she didn't know this is what she needed. Not yet, anyway. Soon, however, she would grow to crave it with every fiber of her being.

Emma was not all work and no play, however. She would regularly go out for the night with her friends from university, or a group of young accountants from work. She would always drink in moderation and would never be home too late, but she did have her fun. On a night like any other night with her friends, her life took a turn. For better or worse remained to be seen, but things certainly changed quickly. All the passion that she had kept bottled up all her life would quickly come pouring out at the command of one man.

It was a Wednesday night in August, and she was at the wedding reception of one of her friends from university. She didn't know many people at the wedding, but she had enjoyed the ceremony and got chatting to people at the reception. After the meal, everyone left their tables and socialised, Emma now searching for her familiar group of friends among the crowd in the hotel.

Sharing some gossip with her usual group, she was really enjoying herself. She was standing near the edge of what must have been an old ballroom with half a dozen or so of her girlfriends when she first saw him. Across the room, with a group of people she didn't recognise, her eyes met the sensual gaze of a handsome stranger. 

His dark complexion, chiselled features framed by stubble, his smouldering eyes, and a crisp white shirt under a superbly cut suit drew her in, her mind wandering off as the rest of the room seemed to vanish, leaving only the two strangers staring at each other from across the room. While Emma could only stand dumbstruck by this mesmerising man, an amused expression came across his face as he smirked at her, knowing exactly what effect he was having on her. He broke their silent exchange and returned to his conversation, Emma now left extremely curious about him. She told herself that she wouldn't be her usual shy self: she would speak to him before the end of the night.

As the night went on, Emma simply couldn't get the mystery man off her mind. She was distracted in conversation, and kept looking around to find him amongst the crowd. Now and again she would catch sight of him, but he would either be absorbed in conversation or she would lose him again before she managed to escape her own conversation. However, finally, while walking to the bar for another drink, serendipity smiled upon her. As she made her way through the thong to the bar, she came out at the bar to order her drink, and standing beside her, alone, drink in hand, was none other than her mystery gentleman she had spotted from across the room hours ago.

Emma was suddenly struck by nerves. Her mind drew blank, and she stood staring at him, unable to make a sound. Filled with self-doubt, she was frozen to the spot. Sensing her presence, the handsome stranger turned his head and noticed that the person hovering beside him was none other than the intriguing girl from across the room earlier in the night. Without a moment of hesitation, he extended his hand and spoke.

“Nice to meet you, my name's Michael.”

“E-emma, pleased to meet you too,” Emma stuttered with a smile, already embarrassed at how awkward she must seem.

“That was a beautiful ceremony this afternoon. I saw you from across the room earlier, you look familiar. Do we know each other from somewhere?” Michael's voice cut through the air clear and confident, in stark contrast to Emma's.

“It was perfect, wasn't it!” Emma began to gush, the adrenaline in her veins finally bursting forth into her speech, her eyes bright with emotion as she remembered the vows, “I went to university with the bride, but I don't think we've met before. I would remember someone like you!” 

Emma immediately began to blush, realising what she had said. Michael simply smiled that confident smile from earlier and continued the conversation, unperturbed by Emma's obvious embarrassment.

Before long the two were sharing stories of the bride and groom, laughing at each others' jokes and forgetting the huge crowd behind them. Emma thought that Michael was exceptionally difficult to read, and she wasn't quite sure what he was thinking. At times he seemed attracted to her, at times amused, and at times aloof. She had never felt so drawn to a man in her whole life, and was now faced with her ideal, but was so intimidated by his confidence that she was unable to make her desires known beyond some awkward flirting. Before she had thought of a solution, Michael ended the conversation quite abruptly, and solved the problem for her.

“I should get back to my friends, they'll think I've got lost. I'd like to get to know you more though, somewhere a bit more quiet and without a thousand people breathing down our necks. Would you like to go to dinner with me in the city this Friday?”

Thursday flew by, and Emma could barely concentrate on her work. She could thin kof nothing but her dinner the next night with Michael, and her thoughts were filled with questions. “What should I wear? What will I talk about. Will he realise I'm boring? Will he think I'm just a blundering idiot?” She got plenty of advice from the girls around the office who had also been at the reception, all of whom had noticed the handsome man who had been talking to Emma at the bar. 

She didn't exactly have answers to her dilemmas, but by the time she got out of work at lunch on Friday, she at least had some sort of plan. Once again, her nerves started to build and the butterflies in her stomach wouldn't stop fluttering. “Maybe after a couple of drinks I'll settle down,” she told herself, trusting that things would improve during dinner.

Michael picked Emma up at seven and took her to an expensive Italian restaurant in the city that Emma had always wanted to try. Her nerves didn't settle until her second glass of wine, but finally she was able to relax and be herself. Of course, Michael was totally confident from the moment she saw him, and showed no sign of any nerves whatsoever. Both knew that he was in control, and something about having him take control of the evening made Emma feel safe and strangely attracted to him even more. She felt safe, and that all her usual responsibilities were lifted from her, shouldered by the strong man before her.

After slowly savoring their beautiful four course meal and flirting more and more overtly as time went on, Michael suggested they make their way home again. They drove home talking about how much they enjoyed the meal and each others' company. Emma was still mystified by what Michael was thinking. He was truly impossible to read, and at times she thought he was making fun of her when she said something silly from being nervous. However, in the next breath he would always compliment her; her mind was swimming with contradictions, and she knew she had to know him more deeply.

They pulled up in front of Emma's apartment, Emma wrestling with herself over whether she should invite him in. She wanted him to come up, but she didn't want to give him the wrong impression or make him think that she was easy. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was her curiosity over him, maybe it was the sheer attraction she had for him from the moment she saw him, but she opened her mouth and spoke before she had time to talk herself out of her decision.

“Do you want to come in for a drink?” Her heart was pounding as the words passed her lips, her nerves streaming back with full force. Michael turned to her with his enigmatic confident expression on his face and smiled.

“I'd love to.”

Michael walked around the car and opened the door for Emma, closing it behind her. Even this small gesture made her feel special, and her attraction for him only grew stronger.

Emma poured two glasses of wine while Michael waited in the living room. Checking her hair and make-up in a mirror, she made some quick adjustments and brought the glasses through to him. They sat in her deep leather sofa, quickly returning to their flirty conversation that had been interrupted by the drive home. Where before Emma had simply become less nervous, she could now feel her inhibitions slip away.

She caught herself staring at Michael's lips as he spoke. She wished she had the courage to lean forward to kiss them, to taste them, and wrap her arms around his strong shoulders, having him embrace her and take her then and there.

Michael was aware of exactly what Emma was thinking. She was right on the edge of making a move, but he knew that she would never have the courage to make that final leap. That was absolutely fine though, because he fully intended to take control of the evening's events. In fact, he intended to take control of everything about Emma, and he knew that underneath her uptight exterior lay a submissive succubus, waiting to be set free.

Deciding that the time was right, Michael leaned forward, pausing briefly to look deep into Emma's eyes before bringing his lips closer to hers. Her heart almost leapt out of her chest with excitement, yet she was unable to move her body. Anticipation filled every facet of her being as she waited for Michael's kiss to finally meet her lips.

He kissed her softly, his lips gently pressing against hers before pulling away just a fraction, the corner of his mouth turning up with his amused, confident smirk, then moving in again to kiss her with more force. They kissed more and more passionately, Michael lifting his hand and holding the back of Emma's neck, running his fingers through her hair, teasing the side of her neck as his other hand pulled her body close to his, pressing against her back before running all the way up to her neck before gently running his nails down the length of her spine, sending orgasmic shivers throughout her body. She let out a soft moan, her mind reeling with the pleasure, her arms finding their way to his muscular chest and arms, feeling his physical power as they shared their embrace.

Both were incredibly aroused now; Emma could feel her wetness between her legs, and out of the corner of her eye she noticed the intimidatingly large bulge in Michael's trousers. Part of her tried to ignore it, but another part of her wanted him to pin her down and take her on the sofa, and let her feel his immense member inside her.

Michael drew back, his hands moving down her slender arms to join her hands, gently holding them between the couple as they stared lustfully into each others' eyes. Emma was filled with a bestial desire to please him, to be used for his pleasure, to obey his every command and be secure in his dominance. It was as if Michael could read her mind as he spoke.

“I want you to trust me. I want to show you pleasure that you never imagined was possible. I want you to do exactly as I say and surrender yourself, and discover how good it is to submit yourself.”

If Emma hadn't had a few glasses of wine she might have resisted and thought it ridiculous that someone was telling her to submit to them, but with Michael, it was different. It was as if a switch had been thrown in her mind, and she wanted to serve him with her mind and body. For the first time, she wanted to give herself over totally to him, and give him whatever he wanted. Both knew that this was meant to be, and that this kind of relationship would be perfect for them. From when their eyes first met, Emma wanted to feel the rush of being commanded by Michael's confident will, and now she would be able to experience exactly that.

Michael stood up, drawing Emma up with her. He knew by her expression that she agreed, and now he would solidify her obedience, making her give herself over to him unquestioningly. He started to unbutton her blouse without so much as asking, gently sliding it off her shoulders and onto the floor. He followed by opening her skirt and letting it fall around her ankles. He took her hand once more and moved backwards, stepping her out of her skirt. He admired her beautiful body wrapped only in her lingerie and matching heels, and for the first time Emma saw an unmistakable emotion that belied his true thoughts: he lusted after her body with every part of himself.

“Do you like what you see, master?” Emma couldn't believe what she had said. Calling him master was a thought that had never crossed her mind, but it slipping out so naturally. Her confusion was quickly replaced by a soft glow as she realised that the title was perfect for him. She wanted him to be her master, and her to be his slave.

“I love what I see, Emma. Never have I seen such beauty...you're making it very difficult for me to control myself,” he rubbed his crotch slowly, accentuating his erection through his trousers. Emma watched intently and licked her lips, dying to experience the pleasure it could give her, “is this what you want, darling? Well aren't you a naughty girl. Get on your knees.”

Emma immediately obeyed, dropping to her knees in front of Michael, sitting face to face with his crotch. She looked up at him with her bright blue eyes, the sight of her making Michael's cock twitch with desire.

“Now, I want you to open my trousers and get my cock out in the open so you can admire what you are about to take into your throat.”

Emma was already wet, and felt herself leak even more of her juices into her underwear. She had never been so turned on in her life, and she was dying to feel him inside her. She wanted to bend over in front of him and have him fill her up, but she knew that she had to obey her master.

Her every sense heightened by her arousal, Emma felt as if time flowed more slowly, allowing her to savor every minute detail of her surroundings. She slowly reached up to Michael's belt, undoing it and letting it fall open. She opened the button on his trousers and with one hand lowered the zip. The sound of the zip resounded in her head and vibrated through to her clit, making her even more wet with anticipation of what she was about to do.

Emma pulled Michael's trousers down around his ankles, only his boxers between her and the huge penis that loomed beneath the material. His underwear was tented forward, the shape of his thick cock protruding out towards her. Reaching up again, she hooked her fingers into his waistband and gently pulled downwards, enjoying every prolonged second.

The waist of his boxers inched down, his shaft slowly coming into view before springing out towards Emma's face as it came free from its restraint. Emma jerked her head back involuntarily in surprise, before steadying herself and admiring its smooth, thick form. Suddenly she felt a great sexual presence fill her, imbuing her with the confidence to do everything it would take to pleasure Michael.

“May I suck your cock now, master? May I take it deep into my throat and drink all your hot cum?”

Michael was thrown off by how strongly her sexual side came forth, he had expected it to take a lot more effort to get her to this stage. It was at that moment that he knew they were perfect for each other, and that they would have a great relationship. Without saying a word, he bent over, tilting her head back with one hand gently lifting her chin. He kissed her deeply, sensually, communicating with his tongue more than words ever could.

He stood back up again, Emma taking the kiss as a sign to proceed. She focused her gaze on the erect rod in front of her and licked her lips before opening her mouth slightly and moving her head forwards.

At first she kissed the head, her hands still in her lap. Licking around Michael's head, she tasted every inch of it before positioning her mouth in line with his cock and opening wide. She slid the head past her lips, and kept moving her head forward as far as she could. She got around half-way down when she felt his head meet the back of her throat. She had never deepthroated a cock before, but she wanted to learn now.

Consciously relaxing her throat, she massaged Michael's dick into her mouth as she advanced her head further. There was was resistance at first, then her throat seemed to open, taking the full length of him deep into her. Further and further his cock slid into her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen. She let her throat relax around the invader and made swallowing movements, squeezing his dick with her muscles, making him shake with pleasure and struggle to remain standing.

She pistoned her head back and forth, keeping her throat open for Michael as his hard dick slid easily in and out of her, his head being squeezed every time to transitioned from her mouth to her throat. Unable to control himself, Michael grabbed the sides of Emma's head, her hands still sitting faithfully in her lap. He began to fuck her more forcefully, his cock slamming in and out of her throat with incredible speed. She was hardly able to breathe, but she kept going to make sure Michael got as much enjoyment as possible from her.

Gasping, ragged breathing filled the room as Michael quickly approached orgasm. His whole body tense, he face fucked Emma with all his strength. Her saliva drooled out, coating his balls and flowing down onto the floor. Still, she kept her hands still, not wanting to do anything to detract from her master's pleasure.

Emma felt Michael's dick start to spasm deep in her throat, and he thrust deep inside her, holding her face down hard against his abdomen. His breathing stopped, and his whole body went into spasm. At first Emma only felt his huge cock expand in her throat, then after a few pulses she felt shot after shot of hot, thick cum hitting the back of her throat and sliding down into her stomach. She took every drop of his cum into her, diligently swallowing every spurt of her master's juices. She sucked as hard as she could, swallowing hard to make sure she milked every last drop out of him.

Finally, after Michael was totally drained of cum, his body relaxed, his legs shaking as he came down from his blissful release. Emma kept her mouth on his dick, withdrawing it slightly so the head was within her mouth, and continued to suck as his cock began to soften, making sure to draw every last drop of cum out of him. 

Emma was amazed at what she had done; she never let any of her past boyfriends cum in her mouth, but now she had happily swallowed this man's semen, and loved every second. In fact, she wanted more, and couldn't wait for her next chance to please him and take his seed inside her. 

Finally Michael withdrew his penis from Emma's wet mouth, a thin rope of saliva connecting his head to her tongue, before finally breaking and separating the two. Emma still had the delicious aftertaste of his cum at the back of her throat, and Michael struggled to regain his composure after his earth shattering climax. Emma had far exceeded his expectations, and had proven herself to be a true submissive, bending herself so perfectly to his will.

Emma remained on her knees, looking up expectantly at Michael, waiting for her next instruction. She had done well, but she knew she had a lot to learn about obedience from her new master. She watched as Michael's expression slowly returned to his calm, confident self. He got dressed again, not saying a word to her, then finally met her waiting gaze, his eyes showing a smouldering passion.

“I'm very pleased with you, Emma. I didn't think you would take to this so easily, but you've far exceeded my expectations. Now, go and clean yourself up. I'm going to pick you up tomorrow at eight and we're going to go to my place, and I'm going to push you even further. I think we can move things faster now that we've both seen what a submissive slut you really are.”

With that, he turned and walked out the door, leaving Emma still on her knees in her lingerie and high heels. She was overcome once again by a wave of arousal, and her hand began to wander closer to her pussy, dying to pleasure herself and give herself release. She caught herself immediately, knowing that her master would want to control her pleasure. 

Within a few hours, the submissive sex-loving part of her mind had been released from its cage, and she was forever transformed. She sat amazed at the change that had taken place within her in the space of an evening. Never before had she had these desires; she had kept her sexuality so suppressed all her life that she had no idea how much being dominated turned her on. Now, though, she knew exactly what she wanted, and tomorrow she would see Michael again, and have her sexual side opened up even more. What pleasures awaited her, she could only imagine...
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"Wait here, I'm going to get something from my bag. We're going to experiment a little, my sexy little slave..."

Dan's heart raced with a mix of excitement and fear, his cock twitching in his jeans, dying to be let loose and cover Emily in his hot cum. He watched as Emily slowly walked over to 

the corner where she had dropped her bag, swaying her ass as she went. He was utterly mesmerised. He watched as she bent over her bag, sticking her perfect ass up in the air towards 

him. He didn't even notice her looking back at him, he was so captivated by her round cheeks hidden by her tight jeans.

"Get a good enough look, city boy? Looks like you're enjoying it, anyway..." her gaze dropped to his crotch, his jeans tenting in front of him, betraying his horniness. Of course, 

Dan was speechless.

Emily let out a devilish giggle and turned her attention to her bag, slowly lifting out a pair of handcuffs, dangling them in front of her, showing Dan what was to come.

"How do you like the look of these? I don't want your hands getting out of control and ruining our fun...so I'm going to restrain you. Don't worry baby, I won't do anything too 

naughty." With a wink she strutted back towards Dan who was still frozen with the huge wooden pole at his back. His doubts and fears began to melt as his lust took over his brain, 

leaving only pure bestial desire for the beautiful succubus in front of him.

***

"Grab the bedposts and spread your legs out wide," Emily commanded in a stern, hurried voice, her arousal clearly getting the better of her as she got impatient for orgasmic 

release. Dan quickly obeyed, lying spread eagle on her bed as she walked around him, handcuffing each limb in turn to a corner of the bed so that he was almost totally immobile, and 

was now totally at her mercy. 

Dan's anticipation peaked, and his cock twitched in excitement, eagerly waiting to see what she was about to do next. Now that he was securely fastened in position, Emily walked to 

the foot of the bed and looked up at him.

"Now, baby, you're not going anywhere. I see you're getting a bit too excited...I don't want you to cum too soon. I think I should let you cool down for a while!" An evil glint 

flitted across her eyes, then she turned on her heel and walked straight out the door, shutting it behind her, leaving Dan completely helpless, unable to do anything until she 

returned, whenever that was going to be.

***

Lifting herself off Dan, his dick slipped out of her pussy, glistening with her juices as it lay on his belly. Emily admired its size, wanting to take it into her throat and suck 

all of his cum down her throat. She stepped off the bed, still staring at the hard dick in front of her, and reached under her bed, pulling out a shoe box and placing it on the bed 

beside Dan. Her evil smile returned once more, and Dan tried to imagine what could possibly be in store for him this time.

Slowly, deliberately, Emily lifted out the contents of the box. A huge strapon came into view, complete with a sturdy harness and a bottle of lube. Dan's eyes grew wide, his mouth 

open to protest, but no sound came out. He knew he had to obey his mistress, and had no choice in the matter. In fact, part of him loved the idea of his mistress fucking his ass and 

taking his anal virginity. His cock certainly wanted it, twitching at the sight of the plastic dick, precum beginning to flow from the tip onto his belly. Seeing this, Emily reached 

forward and scooped it up on the tip of her finger.

“Here, you better get used to this, because you're going to be tasting a lot more of it,” thrusting her finger deep into Dan's mouth, she watched with glee as he sucked it hungrily, 

swallowing his precum without hesitation.
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