
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lessons in Obedience

Part Two

Jenni Ambrose


Emma Dawson had just discovered a part of her that she had kept locked deep inside her all her life. At 28, she was a successful accountant who rarely, if ever, let her hair down. She suppressed all her wild desires and had worked extremely hard to get to where she was, but all her barriers were torn down when she met Michael at a friend's wedding.

From the moment she saw him, she had been captivated by the mysterious air about him. He had a dark, handsome complexion and exuded confidence. She had spent the evening trying to speak to him, but he had always been deep in conversation and she was increasingly disappointed. Serendipity shone on her for a moment, however, and she found herself at the bar standing next to him, alone. Her confidence faltered, and she found herself unable to initiate a conversation.

Michael's confidence showed itself, and he took control of the conversation, leading to  the pair flirting heavily over drinks, Emma becoming increasingly intrigued by him.

He took Emma out to dinner in the city the next night and there was a definite spark, although Emma found herself unable to unravel the enigma of Michael's mind. She was never able to read what he was thinking, and her mind was reeling by the end of the evening. He left her home, and in a moment of courage, she invited him inside.

Flirting more over a glass of wine, Emma found herself becoming incredibly aroused by the idea of being taken by Michael, of submitting to his will and the feeling of safety his control and dominance would give her.

As if reading her mind, he took control and both found themselves falling into the sole of slave and master naturally. Michael's dominant nature matched perfectly with the suppressed submissive side of Emma, which erupted from her after years of denial, and quickly she showed herself to be a cock loving submissive.

She took his large cock deep into her mouth, deepthroating him and allowing him to fuck her face as hard as he could, he feeling of total submission making her feel content and like she had found the one thing that had been missing from her life for so long. This was her place, and she wanted it to last forever. She swallowed every drop of his delicious cum and glowed with satisfaction at how she pleased her master, the anticipation of the next night electrifying her mind. Before leaving, Michael told her that he would pick her up the following night and they would go to his house for the night. More turned on than she had been in her life, she imagined all the possibilities that were in store for her as his slave.

Emma had chosen a beautifully elegant dress to wear for the evening. Her hair was perfect, and her make-up made her look absolutely stunning. She couldn't remember the last time she put this much effort into her appearance for a man, but she wanted to look as sexy as she could for Michael. Finally ready, she waited for him to pick her up. She was nervous again, but she knew that he would guide her, instruct her, and show her what he wanted. His masculinity would envelope her and take her away from the stresses of life.

Looking out her window, she saw a car pull up near the door a few floors below. It was dark, and she couldn't make out the figure that stepped out. Her heart strained as she hoped that he was finally here. Seconds passed in silence, feeling like hours as she waited for her doorbell. Finally, its buzz rang through her apartment. She pressed the intercom button and tried not to sound too excited that it was him.

“Hello?”

“It's me, are you ready to leave?”
“I'll be down in a second!”

Emma flicked out the lights and bounced out the door in her scarlet high heels, gleefully shutting the door behind her and skipping down the stairs to meet him. As she walked out the front door, she saw him standing just to the side. Michael stepped forward as soon as Emma came through the door, embracing her and kissing her firmly, wrapping his strong arms around her body, drawing her close as if he hadn't seen her in weeks. Emma felt a great wave of warmth come across her body, and for a moment her legs became weak, almost giving way beneath her. She knew that this was the man for her.

They arrived at Michael's apartment in a few minutes. He lived in a high-rise in the city too, but it was clear even from the street that his apartment was much more expensive than Emma's. He parked the car and once again, got out and walked around, opening Emma's door, taking her hand to help her out. She felt slightly self-conscious being so well dressed just to go to his apartment, but she knew he liked what she was wearing: when they were driving over, he could barely keep his eyes on the road, snatching glances all over her body at every opportunity.

Michael's apartment was huge. It was a suite that covered the entire floor, and was as beautifully furnished and decorated as Emma's. She noticed a room lined by bookshelves as she walked in; she made a mental note to investigate later and find out his interests, hoping for an insight into the side of himself that he kept hidden.

He had cooked them dinner, and the two ate at his candlelit table, both intoxicated by their lust for one another. The conversation came easily, but was clearly a facade as both their minds were fixed on more bestial desires: their desire to explore each other sexually.

Finally finished, Michael lifted the remainder of the bottle of wine and carried their glasses into the living room, followed closely by Emma. As he set her glass down and guided onto his sofa, she suddenly noticed the huge bulge at his crotch. Her lust that had been smouldering all evening erupted into an inferno within her, her pussy becoming wet and her chest tightening with desire. Her mind flew back to when she had been on her knees, taking his cock into her throat, swallowing his cum, and wanting more. She wanted to tell him to fuck her, but that was not for her to decide. Her purpose was to please him whatever way he saw fit, but she deeply desired to feel it inside her pussy tonight, pumping her full of his hot cum.

She suddenly realised that she had been staring for too long. Looking up, she saw that he was looking directly into her face, waiting for her to notice that she had been caught. She blushed a deep red, and dropped her eyes to the floor, embarrassed by what she had been doing and what had been running through her mind.

Michael stared at her with an intense expression, Emma not able to read any more into to it than that. He took a deep breath in, sat down opposite her and gave her a wicked smile. 

“Aren't you a horny little girl? I can see you're getting turned on just thinking about what I've got for you here,” he sat back in the chair, legs apart, accentuating his engorged penis in his jeans, “I want to see you enjoy this even more, but you're not going to get to feel my cock yet. Pull your dress up and touch yourself.”

Emma went an even darker shade of red. He wanted to sit back and watch her masturbate in front of him. Her heart was pounding in her chest, but her pussy only got wetter. She remembered how she felt when she had been on her knees, giving herself to Michael in her apartment. Slowly, she pulled her dress up past her smooth thighs, revealing dark red lace panties that matched her high heels. She parted her legs so Michael could see right up to her covered pussy, and she brought her right hand down to her crotch. She began to rub her mound in small circles, looking at Michael to see if he approved. His gaze was transfixed on her hand, watching it stimulating herself, her juices seeping through her panties onto her hand.

“That's it, darling, rub yourself, faster, pleasure yourself for your master.”

Hearing him call himself her master filled her with the same willingness to obey that she had felt before. Spurred on by her horniness, she began to rub herself harder and faster, her hand slick with her juices as waves of ecstasy radiated from her pussy and filled her body. She pulled her panties to the side so she could touch her clit, revealing to her master her waxed skin, shiny in the dim light. 

“Is this alright, master? Is your slave rubbing her pussy right for you?” Emma used a supplicating, almost juvenile tone as she got more into her role. She looked up briefly and saw that Michael was rubbing his own crotch, slowly stimulating his hard cock through his jeans, his own breathing becoming faster.

She became more confident seeing the effect she was having on Michael, and put one foot up on the edge of the coffee table, letting her knee fall out to the side so that her bald pussy was wide open to her master's hungry gaze. She felt so slutty, rubbing her clit furiously while being watched, but it felt so good to obey Michael. She was soaking wet, her juices flowing all over her hand as she brought herself closer and closer to climax.

Emma closed her eyes and relaxed her head back into the sofa, letting out a long, deep, satisfied moan as her inhibitions were totally washed away and all that remained was sexual pleasure. Her mind was filled with submissive happiness, focused on her task at hand to please Michael.

As she pushed closer to orgasm, her breathing became more ragged, her face flushed deep red and her pussy pulsed deep inside, sending waves of ecstasy through her. She could hear Michael's breathing quicken as he got more and more aroused by her display. Knowing how much he was enjoying watching her masturbate was the final push over the edge that she needed.

Emma felt a great heat begin to build deep inside her, emanating from her crotch and filling her entire body. Her hand flicked over her clit and with her free hand she massaged her breast, pinching her nipple, magnifying the glorious sensations filling her. Her muscles went into spasm, her back arching and her legs trying to clamp closed, her chest tightening, her breathing suddenly being arrested as her climax exploded forth. Great eruptions of electric bliss spilled over her brain, her entire body feeling like it was vibrating as her orgasm continued. 

A long, drawn out bestial moan came forth from deep inside her, filling the room with the sound of her submissive satisfaction. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, her orgasm began to subside, her mind descending to reality once more, punctuated every few seconds with another wave of pleasure before ultimately leaving her drained and exhausted, her entire form lying limp on the sofa, her hand still on her soaking pussy. 

She opened her eyes and looked at Michael with a satisfied smile, the afterglow of her orgasm still washing over her. She knew by his expression that her was incredibly aroused, and she hoped that after her masturbatory show, he would finally fuck her like she so badly needed.

“Did you enjoy that, master? Did I rub my pussy the way you like it?”

She could see his erection almost exploding out of his jeans, the material struggling to keep in contained. He only stared at her with animalistic lust, his mouth slightly ajar, his expression one of hunger for her feminine body.

“That was perfect, my little slut. Now, lick all those delicious juices off your hand.”

Without hesitating, Emma raised her hand to her mouth. It glistened in the soft light of his apartment, totally drenched after rubbing her soaking pussy. She began to lick slowly at her index finger, tasting herself, then took each finger in turn into her mouth, sucking them clean and swallowing every drop of herself before licking her whole hand clean. Performing such a slutty act for her master turned her on yet again, the same familiar heat beginning deep within her again. When she had finished, she stared intensely at Michael, her horniness now matching his own again. Both needed to fuck the other immediately, and it was finally time for them to consummate their relationship.

Michael stood, his erection even more prominent now. He took Emma's hand and silently lifted her from the sofa and guided her through the apartment, bringing her to his bedroom. Her heart fluttered and her mind raced, barely able to contain her excitement at what was about to happen. She had never been so sexually charged in her life, and she couldn't believe the effect Michael was having on her. It was like a spell had fallen over her, and she utterly craved sex more than anything else in the world. Sex with Michael, whom she knew was truly her master now.

Shutting the door behind him and pulling Emma close, Michael kissed her with all the passion in his body, feeling her slight frame against his powerful body, engulfing her with his masculine prowess as their tongues met. He could taste her pussy in her mouth, and he groaned into her mouth with the thought of it. His cock twitched hard, pushing into Emma's body, in turn raising Emma's arousal once again to new heights.

In between their hungry kisses, Michael hastily undressed Emma, unzipping her dress and sliding the straps off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. With his left hand he held the back of her head, pulling it into his own, exploring her mouth with his eager tongue. With his right hand he reached behind her, opening her bra. He gently slid it off her shoulders, stepping back and gazing deep into her eyes as she let the bra fall to the floor. Michael's gaze fell to her chest, admiring the full, beautiful breasts before him. He cupped his hands around them, feeling the soft skin, watching with delight as her nipples hardened under his touch. He teased them, watching as Emma's face betrayed her pleasure and excitement. He stepped forward once again, needing to his the object of his desire once again.

Emma quickly unbuttoned Michael's shirt and he almost ripped it off, throwing it to the side then pressing their bodies together. Her breasts pressed into his chest as his muscles wrapped around her body. Both were in a state of rapture. Everything was perfect, and they were totally attuned to one another. They continued to undress one another until they stood naked, body pressed hard against one another, not wanting to move apart. They feeling of being so close to one another filled both with strong emotions, and both knew that already their relationship was much deeper than simply lust over one another. They were meant to be together, and both had found their perfect partner.

A great wave of horniness filled Michael and his dominant side exploded forth, throwing Emma onto his king size bed. He climbed beside her, effortlessly lifting her hips and turning her over so she was on her hands and knees, facing away from him. She waited obediently in this position, the feeling of total submission as she offered herself to her master making her pussy soaking wet with arousal, her fluids slowly running down her thighs, an electric excitement racing through her.

Michael admired the sight before him. He had his perfect, beautiful, sexy submissive slave on her hands and knees for him. Her shaved pussy was inviting him in, her legs open, ready to receive his cock into her hole.

He positioned himself close to her, his thighs gently pressed against hers, his cock cradled between her lips, hinting at what was to come. He ran his strong hands over her back, sending shivers through Emma, her body involuntarily pressing back against her master, as if trying desperately to take his hard cock into her.

Not able to wait any longer, Michael leaned back and aimed his cock at her hot pussy. He placed his head at her entrance and gently, slowly, eased forward, the tip of his member stretching her, the rumbles of an imminent climax radiating through her.

Michael grabbed Emma's hips and pulled back, sliding his full length deep inside her in one powerful stroke. He relished the feeling of her pussy tightening around his shaft, almost bringing him to orgasm then and there. The two lovers moaned in tandem, their bodies finally experiencing what they had desired above all for the entire evening. At long last, they were truly united, master and slave fucking for the first time. Michael withdrew the length of his penis and sunk it once more deep inside Emma, making her muscles tremble and quiver under the might of his incredible cock.

Building a faster and faster rhythm, Michael began fucking Emma hard and fast. She tried to beg him to pound her slutty pussy, but all that she could produce were moans of intense pleasure. She dropped her face to the bed, unable to even support her body on her arms, the ecstasy coursing through her veins taking over her body. Her ass still high in the air, Michael rammed as hard as he could in and out of her, her pussy soaking wet, gripping his rod every time it slammed its length within her.

Lifting his hand high in the air, he brought it down hard onto Emma's ass, the pain surprised her, making her squeal with the flash of agony, quickly transforming into even more pleasure. Michael watched as a deep red outline of his hand appeared on her ass, spurring him on even more. He continued to spank her with all his might, both her ass cheeks turning a deep scarlet, the intense pain mixing with the orgasmic feeling emanating from Emma's pussy, confusing her mind and sending her to realms of bliss that she could not comprehend. She began to scream out Michael's name, an earth shattering orgasm quickly building inside her.”

“Michael! Michael! Oh fuck, yes! Fuck your little whore! Spank me harder master! Punish me, make me your slut! Oh fuck, give it to me harder, please master, please, fuck my little right pussy harder!”

Hearing Emma lose control and beg for more sent Michael over the edge into orgasm right as Emma slid into her second of the night, a deep vibration starting in the very core of each of the two lovers, a sensation unlike either one had felt before. What was to come, both knew, would be beyond any climax they had experienced, and relaxed their minds as total ecstasy exploded through them.

Michael grabbed Emma's hair and pulled her back against his cock as it started to pulse as he started to cum. Emma could feel him twitch and rhythmically pulsate deep inside her as he pulled her body back. Cum started to spurt out in thick ropes, filling her pussy with his sticky cum, her own orgasm making her body go into spasm, clamping down hard on her master's cock. Her pussy contracted over and over, squeezing the semen out of Michael, milking every drop of his seed from him. 

Michael's cum completely filled his slave's pussy, leaking out and running down her quivering thighs. The two held their bodies together as hard as they could, trying to make Michael's cock penetrate even deeper into Emma.

Finally, after the longest orgasm either had experienced, their bodies finally relaxed, their orgasms fading into a blissful afterglow. Michael slowly slid his cock out from Emma, a huge gush of cum following it, coating her thighs with more of his hot juices, mixing with her own wetness. Their bodies collapsed on the bed, both panting hard, trying to catch their breath after their intense, bestial fucking session. Emma's ass throbbed from the hard spanking she had received, her skin glowing a deep red from its punishment. 

Turning to face each other, they shared a gentle, tender kiss, their lust finally satisfied for now. Holding each other close, their eyes slowly closed and they drifted off to sleep, their sexual juices still covering their spent bodies. Emma had discovered her masochistic side tonight, and very soon that part of her would be pushed even further by her loving master. Michael had finally found an outlet for his dominant desires, and starting the next day, he would begin training Emma to be truly deserving of the title of being his slutty masochistic cumslut slave...


I hope you enjoyed this story! If you did, have a look at the other books in the set! You might also like my Cowgirl Mistress trilogy, excerpts below:

http://www.amazon.com/Cowgirl-Mistress-Trilogy-ebook/dp/B008ZQTK1Q/ref=sr_1_2?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1345559770&sr=1-2&keywords=jenni+ambrose

"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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