
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lessons in Obedience

Part Three

Jenni Ambrose


Emma Dawson was a well behaved, hard working, slightly up tight accountant. She kept her apartment obsessively clean and never broke the rules. Deep inside her lay a deep, burning lust, a sexual demon waiting to be set free, but she was totally unaware of her need to be dominated until she met Michael.

She had first spotted him at a friend's wedding, and by a stroke of luck found herself alone with him at the bar, both of them finally separate from their respective groups of friends. She had been eyeing him all night, drawn in by his confidence and the air of mystery that surrounded him. When she had her opportunity, she was struck by nerves, and was unable to start a conversation. It was then that she first saw Michael's unfaltering confidence: he started the conversation with her effortlessly, continuously teasing her, confusing her, sending mixed messages, leaving Emma totally unable to read what he was thinking. 

The following night he had taken her out for dinner in the city where Emma was able to relax a little, and the two flirted over a few glasses of wine and some delicious Italian cuisine. He dropped her home after dinner, and in a fit of uncharacteristic forwardness, invited him inside for another drink. They flirted some more over some wine, and before long were kissing passionately, their lust for one another spilling forth. She wasn't sure how, but she was so aroused by Michael's dominant nature that she had promised her submission to him, and had ended the evening in her lingerie on her knees in her living room, deepthroating his cock and swallowing every last drop of his cum. Even more surprising for her, she loved every minute of being used for Michael's pleasure, and wanted to serve him in every way she could, his confidence and powerful presence making her feel secure and arousing her like she had never felt before.

The next night he came round again, this time bringing her to his apartment where he had cooked a meal for them. The setting was beautifully romantic, and once again Emma's nerves were settling by some alcohol. Michael exerted his dominance on her once more, instructing her to masturbate in front of him while he watched, transfixed on her slutty display. She not only enjoyed it, but came with incredible force, the feeling of submitting to this man's desires making her insatiably horny.

After Emma's first climax, Michael took her to the bedroom, where their emotions bubbled forth, sharing a tender, passionate moment as they undressed, before Michael fucked Emma hard from behind, spanking her ass with all his strength, the pain resonating deep within her, mixing with the pleasure in her brain, giving her an earth shattering orgasm as Michael pumped his cum deep inside her. The two collapsed on his bed, exhausted and utterly satisfied, falling asleep in each others' arms, Michael already planning how he would use Emma the next day, and how he would push her limits even further, showing her new heights of pleasure in his role as her master.

As bright shafts of sunlight plunged into the bedroom, the two lovers awoke from their slumber simultaneously. Stretching their rejuvenated bodies, they gazed deep into each others' eyes, sharing a silent moment of appreciation and affection for one another. They kissed gently, drawing their naked bodies close together, relishing the feeling of each other as they had their first morning together. Emma could feel her ass throbbing after its punishment the night before, the redness as deep as it had been last night, serving as an arousing reminder for her of her total submission to her master.

Michael gave Emma one last kiss before sliding out of bed, his morning wood swinging through the air as he strode into the hall. Emma stared at his erect cock, filled anew with lust for it, remembering vividly how good it felt inside her last night, wanting to feel it deep within her again. She rolled onto her back as he slipped out of sight, the cool sheets soothing her aching ass cheeks. A satisfied smile spread across her face, her true nature finally released after years of being hidden from even her awareness.

Emma heard the shower come on, and knew that Michael would be away for a few minutes. Her arousal had already reached a level that she could not ignore, and as the white noise of the water filled the air around her, she slipped her hand down to her pussy, the smooth skin feeling so soft under her touch. Down her abdomen and over her pubic mound, she rubbed her outer lips gently before slowly pressing her fingers between them, resting with a soft pressure on her clit before starting a slow, rhythmic motion, waves of pleasure drifting through her.

Closing her eyes and letting memories of last night flow over her mind, she caressed her body with her free hand while she rubbed her clit faster, breathing in deeply and letting Michael's scent fill her nose. She felt safe, secure, and her ordinary life's worries were far away. Since she set foot in his apartment, she had transformed into a new woman, a slutty sex slave, a different person from the neat obsessive accountant she was so used to being.

Letting out a great sigh, her mind wandered off into space, her legs involuntarily crossing, squeezing her hand into her pussy as the pleasure became more intense, building up from deep inside her. A great heat filled her, making her skin flush a deep red, each wave of heat accompanied by an intense flash of adrenaline, making her chest tighten and her heart race. She rubbed faster and faster, her pussy soaking wet now, her thoughts totally consumed by her approaching climax. She knew she shouldn't be doing this without Michael's permission, but the forbidden pleasure only drove her on.

A great crescendo quickly built within her then exploded, her muscles tightening again as her orgasm quickly came over her, throwing her into great spasms of ecstasy. With each spasm, her pussy pulsed, gripping an imaginary cock, shocks of pleasure emanating outwards each time. Unable to breathe, she lay racked with ecstasy, a slow agonising groan forcing itself from her lips. Her back was arched off the bed, her head buried deep into the soft white pillow beneath her.

Slowly her orgasm began to die down, her muscles relaxing and her body gradually slumping back into the bed, a great satisfied sigh filling the room. She threw the covers off her, the heat now becoming too much to bear now that her senses had returned. Her arms fell limp by her sides and she took another deep breath in, her breasts gently rising into the air before falling back down with another sigh, total relaxation coating her from head to toe.

Her mind, withdrawn from reality as she had exploded into climax, once again reached out around her, taking in her surroundings. Her eyes still closed, she listened to the silence filling the room. She hadn't noticed the noise of the shower vanishing during her masturbatory ecstasy, and now a thought slowly crept into her mind: Michael. Turning her head gently to the side, still resting on the fluffy white pillow, she opened her eyelids a little, the light around the room painfully bright after having them closed. Slowly she became accustomed, and there, standing just outside the open door wrapped in a towel and arms folded in front of his chest, was Michael.

A cold chill ran up Emma's spine. She knew she should not have been masturbating with Michael's instruction, and she had been caught. She stared at him silently, unable to think what to say. Her mind stalled as she tried to force out an apology, stuttering as her guilt suffocated her brain.

“M-master! I didn't realise you were out of the shower. I mean, I thought – I just got carried away, and...”

“Quiet. You know you've misbehaved, and naughty sluts must be punished. You will have to learn that you cannot touch your soft little pussy without my permission,” a stern expression covered Michael's face as he spoke. He threw a towel he had in his hand onto the bed, speaking again with a commanding tone, “Go and clean yourself up, and don't dare tough yourself again. When you're finished, I'm going to teach you a lesson. Be quick, or the punishment will only be worse.”

Emma grabbed the towel off the bed and skipped hurriedly out of the room, brushing past Michael as she went. She hadn't noticed before, but she felt his hard cock push against her thigh as she squeezed past him. Another wave of arousal flew through her mind before being replaced again by urgency as she ran into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her before jumping into the shower. She didn't see Michael staring at her ass as she bounced down the hall, nor his usual smirk that had broken upon his face, his façade of anger betrayed by his amusement and lust for Emma.

Not five minutes later, Emma dashed back into the bedroom, hoping that she could redeem herself by being as fast as she could for her master. She saw him standing at the foot of the bed, a stern expression still making his thoughts impossible to read, his real emotions hidden from her perception. 

“Lie down.”

Emma immediately complied without giving the command any thought. She wanted to prove that she was a good slave. She lay motionless on top of the covers, awaiting her next order. Michael reached behind him onto the dresser and turned around, several pairs of handcuffs clanging together in the air. A week ago, Emma would have run at the thought of being put into bondage, but now there was no fear whatsoever. She knew she could trust her master, and wanted only to obey and please him, whatever task that may be. He threw two pairs of handcuffs onto the bed beside her.

“Fasten your ankles to the bottom corners.”

She sat up and lifted the two pairs of metal restraints and put them between her legs, positioning herself in the middle of the bed. She looked at the bedposts, wondering if she would be able to stretch to the width of the king side bed, but she did not want to disappoint her master again. She reached down and clicked a loop around her left ankle, then closed the other side around the bed. That part was easy.

Shifting her body to the right, she opened her legs wide, giving Michael an incredible view of her pussy. If she had lifted her head she would have seen Michael slowly rubbing his dick through the towel that was still around his waist, but she was too focused on her task.

She closed one end of the handcuffs around her ankle, then with a great stretch managed to close the other side to the bedpost. Relaxing her legs, her body naturally pulled them inwards, putting tension on the handcuffs. Her legs, however, were held fast, and remained wide open as she flopped back onto the bed, a satisfied smile on her face as she looked at her master, waiting for his next command. She now saw the huge bulge protruding from his towel, but was distracted as he moved towards her with the other two pairs of handcuffs.

He walked to her left side, grabbing her wrist and pulling it up to the top corner of the bed. She was just able to reach close enough to have the handcuff close around the bedpost, and she watched him slowly walk around the bed to her right side. She stretched her arm out as far as she could, wondering if her body would be capable of reaching the final bedpost. It was as if the bed had been made to measure, and with one final click, Emma was bound in place, spread eagle, with very little room to move. Each handcuff was pulling on its respective limb, pulling her body in four different directions. A dull ache began to set in around each of the handcuffs, and she realised that this was part of his plan, part of her punishment. The pain would only get worse, and she would have to learn to enjoy it, as she knew she would not be set free any time soon. She had earned this punishment, however, and she did not complain. This was all part of her lesson on being a good slave for her loving master.

Michael walked back to the dresser, then returned with an arm full of toys. One by one, he set them on the bed beside Emma, each one making her hornier and wetter as she knew that each and every one would be used on her soon enough. A vibrator, a blindfold, a riding crop, a ball gag, and a pair of nipple clamps. The clamps filled her imagination, knowing that her nipples were extremely sensitive, and that before long the pain mixed with the pleasure would be driving her insane. With that, her nipples became erect, protruding into the warm air, begging for attention. She wished she could bring her hand up and rub her breasts, but she would have to rely on Michael now. He saw her becoming more aroused as she stared at the clamps, and smiled again, knowing that she was getting turned on already.

Michael grabbed his towel with one hand and pulled it free of his body, throwing it onto the floor. His erection stuck out into the air over Emma's body, intensifying her arousal and making her lust after her master's powerful member. She looked longingly at it, wishing she would sit up and taste it again. She watched as he stroked it slowly while he surveyed her slim body, deciding what he would do to her first, how he would use her for his pleasure, how best to teach her to be a good slave for him.

He lifted the gag off the bed and bent over so his face hovered over hers. He looked deep into her eyes, kissing her softly. She lifted her head off the bed, trying to hold his kiss as he drew back. He placed the gag into her open mouth and fastened it behind her neck, making sure that it would not come out before he allowed it to. Lifting the blindfold, he gave her one last look, a mixture of affection and lust, before covering her eyes and tying it securely. She was trapped in her own world now, unable to see what he was doing. Unable to anticipate his actions. Unable to beg him to climb on top of her body and fuck her with his hard cock.

She felt a soft stroking up and down her abdomen, the leather tip of the riding crop teasing her, running down to just above her pussy, then moving onto each thigh in turn before coming back up and outlining her breasts, moving ever closer to her erect nipples, never giving her the satisfaction of stimulating them directly. Suddenly, after a few minutes of gentle teasing, the soft crop was lifted off her skin, filling her with disappointment as she was enjoying the sensation. She longed for her master to keep rubbing her body, but with the gag in her mouth, all she could do was wait.

As she strained to hear what Michael was doing, her anticipation grew, her body electrified at the thought of what may be coming. Suddenly, the spell was broken as Michael brought the riding crop down sharply on her right nipple, the pain shooting throughout her entire body, the gag in her mouth muffling a scream. The intense pain faded leaving a dull ache that filled her breast. She groaned into the gag, adrenaline flowing through her veins, the pain transforming into pleasure before another strike came down onto her left nipple, again an intense agony filling her body, then fading leaving a blissful agony. Her nipples throbbed with the pain, her pussy throbbing in time with them, but in pleasure, her fluids flowing freely, soaking the bed beneath her.

Michael alternating between whipping her painful, puffy nipples and gently rubbing her pussy with the end of the riding crop. Her breathing became fast and deep, and Michael knew she was close to orgasm. The pain was indistinguishable from the pleasure now, and each time he struck her nipples she was jerked closer to climax. He rubbed her clit with the end of the crop, electric shocks flashing from her pussy to her nipples and then radiating throughout her body. She was just on the edge, about to tip over into climax, when Michael suddenly stopped, stepping away from the bed for a moment. Emma heard his footsteps go to the end of the bed and stop. Her body was tense as she was ascending to orgasm, and as she receded from the edge, she relaxed again, her breathing slowing and returning to normal.

Michael admired his slave: bound spread eagle on his bed, her bald pussy oozing her sexual juices, her nipples dark red from their punishment, her entire being desperate for orgasmic release. He walked to the head of the bed again and removed her gag. Emma remained silent, unsure what Michael was doing. She secretly hoped that he was about to replace the gag with his cock, but she did not dare ask him.

He rubbed the ball of the gag around the outside of her pussy, coating every inch of it with her viscous fluids, pushing it against her opening, gently stretching her pussy before removing it again. He placed it back in her mouth and secured the strap once more, watching her taste herself, moaning with pleasure as she did so, loving the feeling of being degraded for his enjoyment.

Picking up the nipple clamps, Michael snapped them onto Emma's sore, erect nipples, making her body jump as each one was attached. This pain was different: when she was being whipped there was an initial shock that faded quickly, but now there was an intense ache that did not subside at all. She knew that this was for masturbating without his permission, but her brain still revelled in the pain, her masochistic side transforming the pain into even more pleasure.

She felt the vibrator slide deep into her pussy before being switched on, the vibrations resonating through her body, keeping her at a constant state of near-orgasm. She would not be able to push herself over the edge like this, and the torture of being so highly aroused almost drove her insane as Michael stood for several minutes, watching as she desperately tried to cum but was unable to without more stimulation.

Finally, his own arousal and desire for Emma became too much for him to bear, and he lost his self control for a moment. Loving seeing her increasing pleasure, he decided that for now he would reward her for enduring such tortuous ecstasy. Walking to the foot of the bed once more, he lowered his body between her legs, his face mere inches from her pussy.

He breathed gently onto her wet vagina, sending shivers up her spine. Emma realised what was happening, and her arousal leapt to a new level. She almost came just from the thought of Michael giving her oral sex, but the thought was nothing compared to the real thing.

Starting gently but quickly picking up speed and pressure, Michael licked and sucked Emma's clit furiously, getting lost in the feeling of giving his slave more pleasure than she had felt in her life. Her body bucked hard, desperately trying to push herself against his mouth. She pulled hard at her restraints, moaning like an animal into her gag, still tasting herself as she gasped with each breath.

Soon, she was thrown violently over the edge into an explosive orgasm, her body thrashing against her handcuffs, her pussy gripping the vibrator tightly, The pain in her nipples and the feeling from her clit overwhelming her mind. Almost passing out, Emma writhed on the bed as Michael continued to lick her clit, pulling her towards her with his hands under her thighs.

Eventually, her climax subsided and Michael brought his expert tongue to rest. Struggling to catch her breath, Emma lay limp on the bed, still pulled spread eagle by the handcuffs. She still couldn't grasp what she had just experienced: she had no idea it was even possible to have an orgasm like that.

Composing himself again and once again have his dominant nature take control, Michael stood up off the bed, turning the vibrator off as he did so.

“I hope you enjoyed that slave, because that was a rare treat for you. Now you have climaxed twice and I am yet to receive any pleasure from you, and that is not how things should be. I'm going to leave you to regain your composure, and when I come back I'm going to use your slutty little body to make me cum hard, and I'm going to fill you up with my seed. If you do a good job, I might open those handcuffs, but if not, you might be there for a while.”

With that, Michael turned and left the room, planning how he should use Emma. He couldn't believe how he hadn't been able to resist giving her more pleasure, but he had loved every second of watching her cum so hard. Soon, it would indeed be his turn. For now though, he left Emma alone, still restrained, blindfold and gag in place, vibrator still pushed deep into her pussy, mercifully turned off. She lay there, alone in her dark world, wondering how long her master would leave her like that...
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Note - language not censored in actual book


Beth confidently strode over to Michael, still half in shock, handcuffed to the wall, trying to make sense of the whole situation. 

Suddenly he had the massive strap-on shoved right in front of his face, “Now, Michelle, it's time for you to suck your first ****. Don't be shy, I know you want to. Just make sure 

you open your throat for me when I start face ******* you, or it's going to get uncomfortable,” jutting her hips forward as she finished, the tip of her dildo rested firmly against 

Michael's slightly parted lips.
Opening his mouth further, he accepted the phallic invader, which Beth advanced faster than he had anticipated. It was already at the back of his 

throat, and he was struggling not to gag. Even with his entire mouth full of her ****, there was still half the dildo sitting in front of his face. If he was to truly satisfy her 

desires, he really would have to deepthroat this beast.


***


“Good girl, I see you're learning well,” Beth purred, repeating this facial penetration several times before holding 

Michael's head against her crotch, grinding her **** down his throat and shivering with ecstasy when she felt Michael's tongue instinctively flick over her ****. Her juices ran down 

her leg as she approached her climax, but she wanted to prolong the anticipation. Withdrawing her dildo from her boyfriend, she panted, “Oh my God, you really are an amazing **** 

sucker...oh dear! Didn't I tell you not to mess up your makeup! Here you've gone and smudged that eyeliner! This just won't do, I was going to let you enjoy taking my **** into your 

mouth, but I think I'm just going to have to fuck your pussy instead. Now turn around so I can take you from behind like they ****** dog you are!”


Michael immediately complied, his 

dress sitting mid-thigh as he faced away from Beth on his hands and knees. Looking down, he noticed for the first time how striking his pink nails were, and the feminine feeling 

this gave him started his own juices flowing. Feeling the ****** start to ooze from his flaccid **** in its cage made him hornier than ever, “Please mistress, **** my virgin hole,” 

Michael could not believe what he was saying. What part of him had put that thought into his head? He immediately felt embarrassed and felt himself blush over his entire body.


***


Beth's voice cut clearly through the air, “Suck, sissy!”


Michael opened his mouth, awaiting the usual warm-up of the large strap-on invading his throat. He felt his mouth quickly 

fill, but this was distinctly different from before. He was used to the hard, insensitive plastic of Beth's strap-on dildo...the feeling in his mouth had a subtle softness to it, 

and it was warm... “Holy ****,” thought Michael, unable to talk with the **** in his mouth, “This is a real **** in my mouth...there's a guy standing in front of me and I'm sucking 

his ****!”


Beth saw the moment of realisation on Michael's blindfolded face, and quickly grabbed the back of his head, making sure he couldn't pull away, sharply commanding him, 

“Keep sucking you little ****. Yes, it is a real penis, and you know you wanted this from the beginning, so don't try to act like you want to stop. You're going to deepthroat this 

**** just like you did with me, and you're going to swallow the *** that gets shot straight into your throat.” 

***

Slowly undoing Ryan's belt, Michael drew out the experience of giving a blowjob in public so he could savour the moment. Unbuttoning his jeans, he gently pulled down on the legs, 

slowly revealing a tight pair of grey boxer shorts, tenting forwards as the constricting jeans were pulled off. Repeating the process with his underwear, Michael watched as the 

waistband slowly, agonisingly pulled on the head, pointing the huge rod further and further down. The shaft of Ryan's cock became more and more into view, at first showing a shortly 

trimmed patch of pubic hair, then a thick, smooth shaft that inched out of the top of his underwear, Michael stopping briefly as just the head was held by the elastic, eventually 

giving one last pull. Ryan's hard, veiny member sprang upwards, almost hitting Michael in the face as it was freed, looking intimidating yet arousing as it pointed majestically into 

the cool air.


Slowly moving his head forward, Michael gently parted his pink, sparkling lips, hungrily licking them before placing them against the head of Ryan's dick, darting his 

tongue out, teasing around Ryan's head, focusing on the sensitive area under the head.


***


Michael knew what to do, and stood bent over, legs straddled so his ass was at the height of 

the hole behind him, carefully position it so the men using that cubicle could fuck him hard, pressing his body against the wall to keep himself in place. Looking up again, there 

was yet another new cock in his face, which he took into his throat and pressed his face against the wall, forming a seal around the hole as a man behind him easily entered his 

loose asshole, plugging him from both ends, making him feel like a used whore. Being in this position made him so horny, and his cock started to ooze precum constantly as he felt 

two cocks piston in and out of his fuck-holes. 


***


“Let me tell you how this evening will work. I have a customer lined up, and you are his for an hour.” She reached into her pocket, 

pulling out the key to his chastity belt, unlocking it as she spoke, “I know that's not very long, but he's paying well so I expect you to really show him a good time. Oh, also, 

part of the reason he's paying well is I've told him there are no limits with you, so anything could happen. The only proviso is that he can't cause any permanent harm, so expect it 

to be rough. I know you like that though, you filthy slut. I bought a few toys,” Beth emptied the large bag on her shoulder onto the table. Dildoes, nipple clamps, handcuffs, rope, 

paddles, whips, gags, butt plugs, everything Michael could have imagined came pouring out, “This was an investment into your new career. Hopefully this is enough to keep your client 

entertained. Anyway, I'll go and get him, he was sitting in the lobby when we came in. I made sure he got a good look at you, and he seemed to like what he saw. I'll be back with 

him in a minute, get yourself ready, Michelle.” She kissed him once more, embracing him tightly as her bond with him grew ever stronger, seeing him take to his new life with such 

passion, before turning and walking out the door to fetch the man from the lobby.


Michael sat nervously on the bed, waiting for his master to arrive and use his feminized body in 

whatever way he wanted. He fidgeted with his fingernails, looking at the clock and wondering what was taking so long, when he heard a card slide into the reader on the door, and the 

lock automatically open. The door swung wide open, and in strode Beth, followed by a man in a perfectly fitted suit, black hair slicked to the side, stubble carefully groomed and 

exuding a general air of dominance.


“This is Michelle, she's all ready for you. Michelle, this is James. Have fun you two!” she chimed as she bounced out the door, closing it behind 

her and skipping off down the corridor to wait in the lobby until the hour was up.


“Don't speak sissy. Take of your clothes and get on all fours.” 
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