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Prologue 

I was indulging in the one guilty pleasure in my life: a long and very hot shower. I felt the beads of scalding hot water cascading down my shoulders and over my breasts, making my nipples rock hard. As the steam started to waft around me, I felt my mind start to drift off into a dreamy state. I was soon thinking about the only thing I ever wanted to think about: my complete submission to my Master. 

The one thing I've learned above all else is that submission isn't a physical thing. It is the physical expression of a state of mind. As a submissive, being submissive is what I live for. It's well beyond any drug. I can't wean myself off it. It is a part of what defines me as a person. 

I dream about him as the hot water relaxes every muscle in my body. His perfect, flawless body, with his dark, wavy brown hair, his masculine square jawline, broad chest, rippling abs, and his powerful muscular legs. Oh, and his cock. His incredible, magnificent, amazing cock. I love that man's cock. It's thick, but not too thick. It's veiny, with a head that sticks out and stretches the muscles in my throat, pussy, and even my ass. But it isn't his body or even his magnificent cock that has led me to this point in my life. It's what's inside him that has brought me here. That is why I love every part of him, and I can see his love for me in his piercing blue eyes as he looks at me. I can feel his love for me when he punishes me when I've been a bad girl. I can feel his love for me when he has to bend me over and redden my ass with his paddle. And I can feel that love when he rewards me, too. When I've been a good girl, and he brings me to the edge of orgasm over and over, then finally pushes me over the edge. That is why I love my Master, and that is why I am a submissive. 


Chapter One 


Lucy 


I guess my story begins in the fall of my sophomore year at Michigan State University. I was pre-med, which meant that I was one of a number of academically gifted students, all competing with each other in organic chemistry for a coveted "A." Everyone, and I mean absolutely everyone in my major, knew that organic chemistry really was the litmus test for medical school. Do well in that class, and you'd have the inside track on a spot in a top medical school. If you did poorly, you needed to weigh up your options and start to consider transferring to another major or looking at medical schools overseas. 


A full professor always taught organic chemistry, and the lectures were in a huge modern lecture hall that could hold just over three hundred students. The course was then broken up into multiple sections; each one was led by a teaching assistant (TA). They were typically a graduate student, and this was a pretty prestigious TA post for them. After my first organic chemistry lecture, I checked the notice board for my assigned classes and went to the room, which was in a part of the campus that was nowhere near as modern as the lecture hall. I couldn't help but think of the contrast as I walked into the 1950s-style building with drafty windows, old-fashioned floor-mounted radiators that had clearly been repaired more times than anyone would be able to count, and a ceiling covered in water-stained and often perforated drop tiles. I was in the classroom with twenty other wide-eyed sophomores, eager to start discussing the material we had covered in the lecture and get started with any lab work we might be assigned alongside the lecture materials. My heart actually skipped a beat when our TA walked into the room for the first time. Little did I know at the time, but that day would change my life. That was the day I met Evan. 

Evan walked into the room with an air of such supreme confidence it was impossible not to notice, as he carried a pile of books and armed with a truly infectious smile. Every set of female eyes, and almost certainly some of the male eyes, focussed in on him instantly. I think we were all wondering how a GQ model had found his way into the chemistry department at MSU. As he wrote his name and contact information up on the board, everyone almost immediately entered them into their phones, and I'm sure almost all the girls in the room were having the same little fantasy moment as they did. Imagining the message from him. 


I'm honestly not sure if I heard a single word he said in the class that day. I was already daydreaming about him. My secret addiction to romance novels foretold the plot. Evan would sweep me off my feet, then pick me up and throw me over his shoulder as he carried me out to his expensive sports car. We would drive to his palatial home, and then, after dinner and drinks, he would take me to a land of eternal sexual bliss. That was the fantasy, anyway. Reality set in a few seconds later when he handed out the course syllabus and gave everyone the schedule for tests and coursework. As he handed me the coursework schedule, it hit me. This beautiful man in front of me wasn't going to be my lover; he was going to be my gatekeeper to medical school. 

My roommate, Lucy, who was an old high school classmate of mine, was also going through pre-med. She was one of those naturally gifted people, the ones who don't have to try; they can just do anything they put their mind to. She had already taken the medical school entrance exam 'for fun.' And she had got a perfect score. I really liked her as a person but really hated that bitch's guts for being so goddamn smart. She was sitting next to me as Evan walked into the classroom, and even before I could say anything, she had given me a sharp elbow to my midsection, and as I looked at her, she rolled her eyeballs. If anything, I think Lucy was even more smitten by him than I was. 

Now, Lucy and I are very different, not just in terms of how we studied. We were quite different physically, too. She was a big girl in every sense of the word. She was 5'10", which made her well over half a foot taller than me at 5'3. And whereas I was quite petite. Naturally, Lucy was the opposite. She had always been very sporty, had quite broad shoulders for a girl, and was never worried about dieting or anything like that. Given it was our sophomore year, Lucy was definitely carrying what they often called the 'Freshman Fifteen.' The 15 pounds of extra weight a girl apparently puts on in her first year of college, but she genuinely didn't seem to care! Probably because of that fifteen pounds, about fourteen and a half looked like it had gone straight to her chest. Whenever we washed our clothes together, I couldn't help but notice the size of her bras. 36F, you've got to see it to believe it! And it was a far cry from my perky little 

Lucy was a redhead with shoulder-length curly hair, whereas I had straight chestnut brown hair that went down to the about the middle of my back. She was intellectually brilliant. I had to work my ass off to do well. I'd already watched her ace her finals as a freshman, even though she waited until the day before each exam to start revising. Lucy, which was actually short for Luciana, her mother's name too, was the best friend I had ever had. We could talk about anything, and she was always non-judgmental, even when I talked about my dreams and aspirations for the future and even when we talked about some of my many kinks. 


It was one evening after a few glasses, or actually, a bottle and a half of white wine, that I shared with her a secret no one else knew. I had some pretty serious submissive tendencies. I wanted to be loved by a dominant man. I wanted to find a man with whom I could share my darkest desires and fantasies and who could take them from a fantasy and turn them into a reality. I told her that I was starting to fantasize about Evan as my Master! Lucy is bisexual, although it's fair to say she's about 90% a lesbian, although when the 10% wants to play, then from what I've seen, it plays hard, too. But it was actually my outpouring of emotions and my revelation that triggered something in her, too. As it turns out, Lucy had some similar desires of her own, although they often involved a powerful, dominant woman. We even watched some D/s videos together; femdom, male domination, and some light bondage with a bit of spanking and whipping involved. Then we found what was definitely her favorite: nipple torture! And then orgasm denial and finally watersports, which never really did it for me. It was all completely new to us. 

I didn't have a boyfriend at the time, and Lucy didn't have a girlfriend or a boyfriend. You can probably imagine what happened in the privacy of our two-bedroom apartment. We eventually started experimenting a little with each other. It started one night when we were both drunk, and we'd ended up watching a video about spanking with an open hand. A fully clothed, very serious-looking man was sitting on a straight-back chair with a naked woman over his knee. She was completely disheveled, with her long dark hair dangling from her head as her perky little tits were squashed against his leg. He began the spanking slowly and quite gently with light slaps, giving her ass, which was surprisingly large for her frame, a pleasant pink glow. He also punctuated each set of five blows with light caresses as he whispered what must have been words of comfort into her left ear. But then, with each set, the blows became harder and more intense, and by the fourth set, her ass was turning a very angry shade of red. She was clearly crying, as her tears were dripping on the floor, but I could tell that she was trying to suppress her crying. After the fifth set, the man stopped and just waited. He sat and waited a full minute for the pain to fully settle into the young woman. Then, once she had settled, he slid his hand between her legs and quite forcefully pushed two fingers deep into her overheated pussy and started pumping them vigorously. The look on her face was incredible as we could see tiny droplets of moisture flying around the man's hand as the girl began to moan and flop about on his lap like a fish out of water. He didn't stop fingering her until she screamed. And this wasn't a normal orgasm scream; this was something else entirely. The pleasure had apparently overwhelmed her senses completely. 

I looked at Lucy with pure lust in my eyes. "God, I'd love to cum like that," I said wistfully. 

Lucy must have interpreted my comment as a request rather than a wish. "Well then, pull down your panties and lay your ass across my lap," she said with a smile. 

I looked at her, completely stunned. We had watched literally dozens of videos like this before, and I would normally go for a shower afterward and use my fingers to relieve the tension, and I had no doubt that Lucy had done the same. But we had never done anything together or even talked about it. In fact, we didn't even have any flirty banter. We really were just friends. Well, we were just friends until that night. And I guess I was straight until that night, too! 


I'd like to blame the drink, but I'm not sure that was the reason I did what I did next. I think the feelings had just built up inside me for too long and needed a release. And now, one was offered by my roommate. I felt like I was in a daydream as I stood up, pulled my panties down to my ankles, and stepped out of them. Weirdly, as I was now standing there about to be exposed in front of a woman for the first time in my life, I felt embarrassed that there was a large dark wet spot on them, which Lucy couldn't miss. She didn't say a word; she just sat on her wooden desk chair and patted her lap. A second later, I was laid across her lap, and I flipped up my skirt, exposing my ass to Lucy. She'd seen my ass before. In fact, as roommates, we had seen each other naked a few times, and it was no big deal. But never in this context. 


The first thing I felt was Lucy rubbing my ass, then gently squeezing each fleshy cheek, and then her fingers "accidentally" skimmed the edge of my pucker and my pussy lips. We both knew that this wasn't an accident, but we both pretended it was. 

Lucy emulated the video, starting with gentle slaps. I'd never really understand the big deal about spanking. In fact, after the first few spanks, I wanted to yawn. "Come on, harder," I said impatiently. I wanted to actually feel something. I closed my eyes and imagined it was Evan's knee I was lying over and that I was submitting to him. Then Lucy suddenly ramped up the intensity of the spanking by about five notches, and being a strong girl, she was able to get some real power into the next blow. 

"Fuck!!" I screamed, the unexpected pain of the powerful strike capturing my full and undivided attention. Before I could object to another, she managed to land four more spanks in rapid succession. I began hyperventilating. I could feel the sweat break out on my brow. Now I was getting a spanking, and spanking hurt. It hurt a hell of a lot. Doubts began to creep into my head about my submissiveness. Maybe I was just a poser, a fake who liked the idea but not the reality. Maybe I claimed to be a submissive in the same way I claimed to be a ballerina when I was five years old. 

But then something truly unexpected happened. I felt a warm glow start to envelop my body. It was like that kind of glow you get when you take a shower and get out and wrap yourself in a fresh towel that's come straight out of the dryer. The world felt like it was standing still as Lucy continued spanking me, then lovingly rubbing my ass as she whispered sweet nothings in my ear. The pain was more intense with each set of spanks, but so was the warm glow that followed. And then something else emerged from deep inside me. Want. A deep, unrelenting want. I began begging for what I didn't know. 

"Please ... oh please ... please, Lucy," I pleaded to Lucy, hoping she would somehow know what to do. 

And she did. My God, she did! She placed her thumb on my clit and her middle finger on my asshole and started to make lazy circles with her thumb as she wiggled her finger, sliding it slowly into my ass, up to her first knuckle. 

"Fuck Yes!" I hissed as the incredible dual sensations played the melody and the rhythm on my body at the same time. She was playing me like I was a finely tuned instrument as she made me writhe on her lap, struggling to process the cocktail of pain and pleasure that was wreaking havoc on my emotions. 

She then upped the ante as she pushed her finger all the way into my ass and started to use two fingers on her other hand to manhandle my clit, peeling back my little hood and massaging the now rock-hard nub. 

"Oh ... my ... Fucking …..God," I moaned, enunciating each word distinctly and slowly. In my mind, I was now imagining that it was Evan fucking my virgin ass. The visual image was compelling enough. I could see his big cock stretching my tight little ass hole. Lucy's fingers started to move faster, and soon they were just a blur. My breathing became ragged. My head began to rock backward and forward, and my speech was now just a garbled mess as I slurred my words and the pleasure scaled heights I had never previously unattained. 

"Oh fuck, fuck yes, oh shit yes," I babbled as climax after climax ripped through me. There was nothing, absolutely nothing, that could have prepared me for this experience. And as I came down from that exquisite high, all I could think of was that I wanted more. An endless supply of more. I slid off Lucy's lap and looked up at her with puppy dog eyes. 

Lucy, however, had other plans. I had just been treated to the best orgasm of my life so far, and we had ventured into truly uncharted waters. Lucy wasn't a Domme, yet she had just administered an incredibly skilled spanking. I wasn't a lesbian, yet I had just definitely enjoyed having sex with another woman. Lucy never moved from her sitting position, but as I looked up at her, she bunched up her skirt around her waist and slipped off her clearly dripping-wet panties. As she threw them to one side, she opened her thick thighs as far as they would go. She then looked at me and smiled, then looked down at her hairy ginger pussy and smiled again. 

Message received loud and clear. I composed myself for a second, then slowly started to kneel down in front of her. The pungent smell of sex wafted across my nose as Lucy reached over and picked up her panties. "Does puppy want a treat?" she asked. 

I can't explain what happened next, but I nodded my head, and my mouth just opened. Lucy reached out and placed the panties under my nose, then covered both my nose and mouth with them. I had no choice but to inhale her essence. The smell and taste of her damp panties stirred something primal in me, and as she bunched them up and shoved them into my open mouth, I knew what was about to happen. I sucked on them, tasting her pussy for a few seconds, then spit them out onto the floor. A second later, I moved my face forward and plunged my tongue into her hairy ginger pussy. 

"Good ... puppy ..." she managed to choke out as my tongue started to rub over her pussy. Her eyes were fully closed, and her head faced straight upwards towards the heavens. Now, here is the strange part. I didn't like licking pussy. It wasn't disgusting or anything, but the physical act did nothing for me. Running my tongue over her clit just felt like if I ran my tongue over my finger. The site and taste of her hairy ginger pussy wasn't turning me on in any way. But at the same time, I felt a really intense pleasure in giving her pleasure. It was an act of submission for me. I was on my knees licking her pussy to please her. I wasn't doing this to enjoy it myself; I was doing this to make her cum. And I definitely made her cum. In fact, she came over and over again. Eventually, she pushed me away when she couldn't take it anymore. We both just laid there, a sweaty, happy, hot mess together. Life would never be the same. 


Chapter Two 


Evan 


Lucy and I weren't lovers, not in the traditional sense. I guess we were explorers, really. We started to explore the depths of my submissive tendencies. With our limited funds, we were able to purchase a handful of sex toys. A couple of vibrators, some nipple clamps, a set of handcuffs, and a paddle. We had a lot of fun trying them out on each other. It was clear pretty quickly that Lucy wasn't a submissive at all. She hated the clamps and being on the receiving end of the paddle. In fact, anything pain-inducing was a massive turn-off for her. But for me, these devices only confirmed what we both already knew. I was a serious pain slut. 


It also didn't take long for me to realize that most of the females in our class shared my infatuation with Evan. His confident demeanor and good looks continued to capture our attention week after week. But I started to notice something else. It was like he gave off a vibe that only I seemed to be able to feel. It was sort of a dog whistle at a frequency that only I could hear. I didn't have any idea what it was. I couldn't put my finger on it. But it was persistent and omnipresent. It was driving me absolutely crazy. I wondered if he knew he had this effect on me. 

His distractive qualities were also starting to affect my work in his class. I just couldn't focus. I knew that because the grade on my first test was a "C+." When he handed my test paper back to me, I did exactly what any hormonal woman would do. I cried my eyes out. With twenty sets of eyes watching me, including Lucy, who was sitting next to me, the tears began flowing. I was already having visions of flunking out of college and never getting to med school. I thought my life was over. 

But then there was a ray of sunshine. 

I felt a big hand on my shoulder. I looked up, and there he was, looking down at me with those soft, baby-blue eyes. As I looked up, I was suddenly speechless. 

Evan said calmly and firmly, "Don't worry, Amy, it's going to be all right." 

Suddenly, everything was all right. I stopped crying instantly and looked at this tall, handsome man with the same eyes that I've looked at him with a thousand times since. With that dreamy stare through my eyes that are vacant because I'm thinking about him. I just sat there silently as I suddenly knew that he would be a big part of my life. 

I'm fuzzy on the details for the rest of that day. I'm honestly not even sure what happened in the rest of that class. But feeling his touch had energized me in ways I wasn't familiar with. I was trying my best to process this new sensory information and trying to work out what these unfamiliar feelings were. Lucy did shake me a few times, asking me if I was OK. I told her I was. 

It would be two more days until I had another class with Evan. The next day was really dull, and I felt like  I was simply counting down the minutes until I saw him, and my God did those minutes drag by. It was as if an anchor was attached to each of them. Everything felt dull, almost numb. Food seemed tasteless to me, and that night, I fell into a restless sleep, replaying that moment over and over in my mind, thinking about when he touched me and wondering what would happen in the next class. 

I woke up the morning of his class, and I was seriously on edge. I was anxious about everything. What was I going to wear? What was I going to say? I went to the organic chemistry lecture and spent almost the entire lecture doodling his name over and over again on my notepad. Then, it was time for his class. Evan didn't notice that I was wearing my favorite blouse, and I even had an extra button undone to showcase my attempt at cleavage or the short, tight skirt with heels that I'd picked out to highlight my legs. He walked straight past me like I wasn't even there. My heart sank to my feet. I spent the rest of that class wondering how I had become invisible to him once again. 

Then, as the class was ending, I heard him say, "Amy, could you stay after class for a minute?" 

Wow, he knew my name. He did know I was in his class after all. I instantly perked up. I waited until everyone had left the room, including Lucy. As the last one to leave, Lucy kept looking back at me, almost like she was worried about me. But I wasn't worried. As Lucy closed the door behind her, I stood up out of my seat, smoothed my skirt, and walked as confidently as I could up to his desk. Evan was sitting on the desk with his legs dangling and the toes of his shoes just scraping the floor. 

"So Amy, I've been sensing there's a connection between us," he said as he looked me right in the eye. 

"There is, Sir," I replied. My use of the word "Sir" was very deliberate. If he wasn't interested in the same things as me, if he wasn't considering dominating me, then he would just take the formality as a sign of my respect. But if he was interested, then he would pick up on it very clearly and know that I was signaling my submissive desires very loudly and clearly! 

Evan stopped dangling his feet and lifted himself off the desk, now standing above me, looking down at me. "You just called me Sir. TAs here aren't normally addressed as Sir. So, Amy, are you simply being formal with me, or is there something else to your choice of word?" 

That was extremely clever on his part. He had just put the matter squarely back in my lap. He was leaving it up to me to tell him what I wanted. He left me needing to take the risk; I was the one who had to run the risk of badly misreading our situation. "There is, Sir." 

"How so?" he asked. 

I replied with some real tentativeness in my voice. This wasn't an easy thing for me to say. In fact, up until that moment, it had only been a secret shared between me and my best friend. No one else in the whole world knew. "Well, Sir, I'm looking for someone who is willing to tell me what to do, urm… you know ... in every way." 

He raised his eyebrows slightly. "I see. So would every way include in matters that are sexual in nature?" 

I drew a huge breath in, then breathed it out. It was the moment of truth. "Yes, Sir, especially matters that are sexual in nature." 

"Amy, thank you for your honesty. I think you may have sensed this about me. I am experienced in relationships with women where I tell them what to do, including when it comes to sex." He paused for effect, then added. "Could you kneel, Amy?" 

I knelt immediately. I did not question why he would ask me to do such a thing. As I knelt, looking at the floor, I studied the random pattern in the worn linoleum tiles as silence filled the room. It felt like hours, but I know it was probably only a few seconds in reality. 

"Amy, may I call you kitten?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Well then, kitten, I'm going to be your organic chemistry teacher. You are going to absolutely ace the final exam. Now, I'm not the one writing the exam, but I do know the material better than anybody." 

"Yes, Sir." 

"And you are going to be my pet." 

"I would really like that, Sir." 

Evan must have seen the puzzled expression on my face. "You don't know what I mean by pet, do you, kitten?" 

"Not really, Sir." 

"Well, it means that you are going to submit to me in every way that I see fit." 

"Yes, Sir." 

Evan nodded his head, slowly indicating his approval. As he did, I felt a warm glow about me. It was that same warm glow I felt after a good, hard spanking. 

"Sir, please, how did you know?" 

"How did I know that you are submissive?" he asked, interrupting me and finishing the question for me. 

"Well, I knew because I know these things. I could sense it as soon as I put my hand on your shoulder. It felt right for my hand to be there. And then, when you addressed me as Sir, it just confirmed my suspicions." 

"I ..." 

He placed his finger against my lips. 

"You will talk only when I give you permission to talk. Do you understand? I need a verbal answer, please, kitten." 

"Yes, Sir," I answered crisply. 

"Good. Now get up and come over here," he said as he turned around to face the desk. "Let's go over the last quiz, and I'll show you where you went wrong." 

We stood at his desk and spent the next forty-five minutes reviewing the quiz. He showed me a couple of textbook passages I needed to review again, and we went over some of the concepts to make sure I fully understood the theory that was essential to answering the question. I was grateful beyond words. His patience with me actually allowed me to absorb the material in a way I would never have been able to if I was left to study it on my own. I wanted to kiss him so badly, but I knew he hadn't given me permission. 

After we finished our study session, he smiled at me and made an invitation. "This weekend, I'm going to have a few people over, friends of mine who have similar interests to you and me. Perhaps you would like to attend?" 

"Yes, Sir," I said enthusiastically. 

"Good." He wrote the address on a piece of paper with a day and time. "I expect you to be punctual, always. And you can wear something similar to what you have on now. I will never ask you to do anything you'll feel uncomfortable with, but you will see some people who are very well practiced in the art of domination and submission, so you can see for yourself what it involves, and you can make an informed decision about if you want to go further with me." 

With that, he leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. I've never blushed so hard from being kissed on the cheek before. 

"Now run along, kitten. I'll see you on Saturday, and don't be late," he said as I walked out of the classroom, floating on a cloud the entire way home. 


Chapter Three 


The Party 


Although I didn't know it at the time, this was my coming out party. Evan had told his friends that he had met somebody special and that he wanted them to meet her. I now know that he didn't actually have a gathering planned for Friday; he arranged it after I accepted his invitation. And I didn't realize it then, but I was going to be the main attraction. 


I took an Uber to his home. The journey was quite interesting, from my tacky apartment in the student area, the grungier side of town, over to the much more sophisticated side of town where he lived. The geography changed from fast food restaurants on busy city streets to long tree-lined roads flanked by rows of expensive houses. I started to feel self-conscious in the Uber as we pulled up on his driveway behind a shiny and clearly new Bentley that was a shade of blue as deep as the ocean. Evan was staying in a faculty member's house while the owner was away. The professor who owned the house had taken a year-long sabbatical and was teaching at another university in Europe. The home itself was truly stunning. It was a Tudor-style English country house with all the accouterments you would expect, including the ivy-covered walls. 

As I stepped out of the car and tipped the driver, I raised my head to see what I can only describe as an English castle rising above me in the light of the half-moon. The house boasted leaded glass windows with some stained glass insets and exquisite wrought iron work on the window grilles. The path to the front door was brick, with grass in between instead of grout, and led all the way up to the covered porch. 

Evan greeted me at the door as one of his hands gripped the brass door handle while the other extended to me. He had a genuine smile of affection when he saw me, and I felt a weakness in my knees that was so strong I had to resist falling forward into his arms. After our greeting, he guided me inside and into an opulent sitting room with plush velour brass studded furniture, huge, thick oriental rugs, and heavy velvet drapes adorning all of the windows. As I looked around, I saw a man and a woman sitting together, sipping drinks, and as I looked down, I saw two entirely naked collared women kneeling in front of them. One was blonde and looked to be in her thirties, with a big firm ass and a pair of quite large breasts. Her face was heavily made up and had a strange blend of classy and trashy that I had never seen before. The other woman looked much younger, maybe in her early twenties. She was a brunette and much slimmer, with tattoos on her arms and legs, and as I looked her body up and down, I smiled for a second when I realized that if I were the third naked and collared girl, I wouldn't be the flat-chested one. As pretty as she was, the brunette really had no tits at all. My little A cups would look huge next to her! 

"These are my good friends, Artur and Adriene," Evan said as he pointed to them. The two friends sitting both raised their drinks to me. Nobody apart from me was paying any attention to the collared women. Artur looked to be in his 30s, quite short and slender and was very well-dressed with a crisp white shirt, black slacks, and European loafers that looked almost like slippers. I couldn't place his accent; it almost had a hint of Eastern Europe to it, but I didn't want to ask. Adriene was a willowy strawberry blonde, probably a similar age or slightly older, with classic high cheekbones and a truly radiant smile. 

"So, tell me, Amy," Artur asked, taking a sip of his drink, "Are you a student here?" 

"I am, Sir," I replied. 

"Pre-med?" he continued. 

"Yes, Sir." 

He laughed, as did Adriene. "Evan seems to have a thing for pre-med students," he said with a hint of sarcasm. 

"I wouldn't know, Sir." 

"Don't pay attention to him," interjected Adriene. "He often thinks he's smarter than he really is." 

Evan then chipped in, "Don't pay any attention to either of them. They're married, and they love trying to get on top of one another. I guess that's what can happen when a Dom marries a Domme." 

Adriene brought the conversation right back to the center. "Amy, Evan's told us a lot about you. We're really pleased to meet you, and I can see that Evan made a wise choice." 

Somehow, I was flattered by this remark, and in some ways, it was quite demeaning. It was like I was being treated as chattel. Like I could be owned and selected. But at the same time, I couldn't help but feel quite flattered that Adriene clearly found me attractive. As I stood there, it started to dawn on me that I would soon be at Evan's feet like the two other collared women. 

"So, Amy. Would you please remove your clothes for us?" Evan asked, just as casually as if he was asking me if I'd like a glass of water. 

"Right here, Sir?" I asked. 

"Yes, of course, right here," he said impatiently, making a little rolling motion with his finger that made it very clear I was to "get on with it." 

I slowly started to unbutton my blouse, watching Artur and Adriene as Evan stood behind me. I slid it off and cast it aside defiantly, then reached back and took hold of my bra clasp. I took a deep breath and asked myself what was I doing? Did I really want to do this? Did I really want to expose myself in front of two strangers and a man I barely knew? Eventually, I rationalized it slightly. I would never see Artur or Adriene again if I didn't want to, so it didn't really matter if they saw me naked. And as for Evan, well, I wanted him to see. So that part was really a no-brain. 

With that, I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my arms. I flicked it off my arm and down on top of my blouse. Then, I took a deep breath and stood tall to display my breasts more prominently. Every girl with small boobs knows every trick to show them off more, and I'm no exception. I looked down and met the eyes of the seated couple. They looked back, surprisingly dispassionately, as their eyes traveled across my body. It was strange because any time anyone had seen my naked body before, the look had always been one of lust. But this was different; this was like an assessment, and the worst part was I was standing there somehow, wishing for their approval. 

"Come closer, little one," said Artur, beckoning me forward. He immediately established my place. I knew at that exact moment that I had lost my name. I wasn't Amy any longer. I was little one, or kitten, or whatever they wished to call me, and strangely I didn't care. I walked over and stood in front of him. He leaned forward and placed his hand on the inside of my thigh, using his fingers to trace their way upward, and then, as he reached the top of my thighs, he placed his palm on my very damp panties. He drew his hand back, placed it under his nose, and inhaled deeply. He looked back up at me with a knowing smile. 

"You're very excited, aren't you, little one? And that really gets me excited, too." Artur made a "come here" motion with his finger to one of the women kneeling in front of him. It was actually the first time anyone in the room had even acknowledged her existence. She was the blonde with the big tits, and while she remained kneeling, she reached forward and unzipped his pants in a clearly well-practiced manner, and a second later, she was fishing out his hardening cock. 

"You know my slut absolutely loves it when I get excited, don't you slut?" the Dom mumbled. 

"Yes, Master," she replied. She leaned forward, and without using her hands at all, she plunged his cock into her mouth until her lips were pressed against his pubic hair. Artur leaned back on his sofa and moaned gently. Her long straight blond hair fell forward, and her huge pendulous breasts started to sway as her head started bobbing up and down, worshipping his penis as if she was kneeling at the altar. I couldn't help but notice the size of her tits as she sucked his cock. They were huge and definitely not what I would describe as firm, and as I watched her sucking his cock I also couldn't help but notice the fact that she didn't just have a big ass. She was actually quite chubby. Her big as jiggled as her upper body bobbed up and down on Artur's cock, and her little belly bounced with each motion. It reminded me a little of Lucy, well, with one major exception. The blonde's pussy was completely shaved. I could see that clearly as she pushed her big ass back to help her get the right angle to suck Artur's cock. 

Adriene watched with muted interest as she started stroking the hair of her submissive with her open palm. "Oh honey," she said to her husband, "you really have taught her well." Adriene slowly moved her knees slightly apart, motioning for her submissive to move in closer. The brunette sub was really petite with small breasts, even smaller than mine, and as she moved forward on her knees until she was close to her Mistress, I couldn't help but stare at her intricate tattoos that seemed to almost take on a life of their own as she moved. Adriene lifted her hips off the sofa, and the sub slipped off the Domme's panties. The sub looked up at Adriene, her dark almond-shaped eyes standing out against her flawless porcelain skin. The Domme gave a very slight, almost imperceptible nod of the head, which clearly was what the sub had been waiting for. It was giving the sub permission to lick her. Adriene's head leaned back slightly as she focused on her husband, who was now moaning loudly, clearly on the edge of an orgasm. 

Artur didn't reply to his wife's compliment of his submissive's skills. He was preoccupied as his orgasm started to erupt through his body. He grunted as I could see his cock pulsing in his sub's mouth, firing each burst of cum deep into her mouth. The chubby blonde was absolutely incredible; she gripped his cock with her lips and didn't flinch or gag or anything as he continued to cum into her mouth. Then, as Artur started to relax, she slowly slid her mouth up his cock, drawing out the last remaining drops of his creamy discharge. Then I saw her throat ripple as she swallowed and finally slid her mouth off his cock. Artur reached forward and patted her on the head as she resumed her kneeling position in front of him. This was the first time I had noticed Artur's cock, I had been that distracted. His cock was long; in fact, it was very long. It was considerably longer than anything I had experienced, but it was quite thin too. I couldn't help but feel sympathy toward the chubby blonde. Not only did she have to swallow cum, which I absolutely hated both times I'd tried it, but she had to suck what was really quite an ugly cock. 


As Artur slid his cock back into his pants, my attention turned to Adriene's sub, who was now busy servicing her Mistress. The Domme's legs were spread wide open, which revealed her downy blonde bush of pubic hair, which was now matted with her juices and her sub's saliva. I could see Adriene's face was now contorted as the pleasure of her orgasm swept through her. As I looked down and saw the brunette sub's little nipples were rock hard, I suddenly felt a great deal of wetness between my legs. 

I was still standing in the same spot, directly in front of Artur, with my breasts exposed, but I realized I still had my skirt, panties, and heels on. I remembered that I had been asked to strip, so I resumed, sliding off my skirt first. I dropped it to the floor, then hesitated for a second. No one said anything, which at first I took as a bad thing, but I rapidly realized they were waiting for me to continue. So I slowly inched my soaking wet panties down my legs and crouched over to take them off. I slowly stood up straight, displaying my shaved pussy to both of them. 

"Very nice," said Artur. "We both keep our sluts completely shaved." He said as he smiled his approval. Somehow, that comment gave me a little shiver of pleasure. My body was already in sub-mode even though my mind was still making the transition. 

I turned my head back to look at Evan, and then I looked down at my shoes. He just nodded, so I kicked them off, leaving me completely naked. I thought about what to do next for a moment, and then it dawned on me. The other two subs were kneeling in front of their master and mistress. So I turned and knelt in front of Evan, which weirdly felt like the most natural thing I had ever done. Evan bent over and placed his hand on my shoulder, just like the first time I felt his touch. 

"Well done, kitten," he said. I felt a huge burst of energy and pleasure as I heard the sound of his approval, although I tried to keep my face as expressionless as possible. It was like someone had just given me the most powerful and pleasurable drug in the entire world. And I knew I was instantly hooked. My world shrunk around me, and suddenly, the banter between Artur and Adriene just became background noise. Their conversation just became imperceptible to me. It was now just Evan and me. 

Evan leaned down and gently kissed the top of my head, which I had now bowed to him. "There's so much for you to learn, kitten, and I think I'm going to enjoy every moment of teaching you," he whispered, but more than loud enough for me to hear. Then he placed his hand under my chin and lifted it so I was looking into his eyes. 

"You're mine now," he said, the pride in his voice very evident. 

I wanted nothing more than to wrap my arms around his legs and hug him. But I knew not to. A submissive doesn't just act without permission. Lucy and I weren't lovers, not in the traditional sense. I guess we were explorers, really. We started to explore the depths of my submissive tendencies. With our limited funds, we were able to purchase a handful of sex toys. A couple of vibrators, some nipple clamps, a set of handcuffs, and a paddle. We had a lot of fun trying them out on each other. It was clear pretty quickly that Lucy wasn't a submissive at all. She hated the clamps and being on the receiving end of the paddle. In fact, anything pain-inducing was a massive turn-off for her. But for me, these devices only confirmed what we both already knew. I was a serious pain slut. 

It also didn't take long for me to realize that most of the females in our class shared my infatuation with Evan. His confident demeanor and good looks continued to capture our attention week after week. But I started to notice something else. It was like he gave off a vibe that only I seemed to be able to feel. It was sort of a dog whistle at a frequency that only I could hear. I didn't have any idea what it was. I couldn't put my finger on it. But it was persistent and omnipresent. It was driving me absolutely crazy. I wondered if he knew he had this effect on me. 

His distractive qualities were also starting to affect my work in his class. I just couldn't focus. I knew that because the grade on my first test was a "C+." When he handed my test paper back to me, I did exactly what any hormonal woman would do. I cried my eyes out. With twenty sets of eyes watching me, including Lucy, who was sitting next to me, the tears began flowing. I was already having visions of flunking out of college and never getting to med school. I thought my life was over. 

But then there was a ray of sunshine. 

I felt a big hand on my shoulder. I looked up, and there he was, looking down at me with those soft, baby-blue eyes. As I looked up, I was suddenly speechless. 

Evan said calmly and firmly, "Don't worry, Amy, it's going to be all right." 

Suddenly, everything was all right. I stopped crying instantly and looked at this tall, handsome man with the same eyes that I've looked at him with a thousand times since. With that dreamy stare through my eyes that are vacant because I'm thinking about him. I just sat there silently as I suddenly knew that he would be a big part of my life. 

I'm fuzzy on the details for the rest of that day. I'm honestly not even sure what happened in the rest of that class. But feeling his touch had energized me in ways I wasn't familiar with. I was trying my best to process this new sensory information and trying to work out what these unfamiliar feelings were. Lucy did shake me a few times, asking me if I was OK. I told her I was. 

It would be two more days until I had another class with Evan. The next day was really dull, and I felt like I was simply counting down the minutes until I saw him, and my God did those minutes drag by. It was as if an anchor was attached to each of them. Everything felt dull, almost numb. Food seemed tasteless to me, and that night, I fell into a restless sleep, replaying that moment over and over in my mind, thinking about when he touched me and wondering what would happen in the next class. 

I woke up the morning of his class, and I was seriously on edge. I was anxious about everything. What was I going to wear? What was I going to say? I went to the organic chemistry lecture and spent almost the entire lecture doodling his name over and over again on my notepad. Then, it was time for his class. Evan didn't notice that I was wearing my favorite blouse, and I even had an extra button undone to showcase my attempt at cleavage or the short, tight skirt with heels that I'd picked out to highlight my legs. He walked straight past me like I wasn't even there. My heart sank to my feet. I spent the rest of that class wondering how I had become invisible to him once again. 

Then, as the class was ending, I heard him say, "Amy, could you stay after class for a minute?" 

Wow, he knew my name. He did know I was in his class after all. I instantly perked up. I waited until everyone had left the room, including Lucy. As the last one to leave, Lucy kept looking back at me, almost like she was worried about me. But I wasn't worried. As Lucy closed the door behind her, I stood up out of my seat, smoothed my skirt, and walked as confidently as I could up to his desk. Evan was sitting on the desk with his legs dangling and the toes of his shoes just scraping the floor. 

"So Amy, I've been sensing there's a connection between us," he said as he looked me right in the eye. 

"There is, Sir," I replied. My use of the word "Sir" was very deliberate. If he wasn't interested in the same things as me, if he wasn't considering dominating me, then he would just take the formality as a sign of my respect. But if he was interested, then he would pick up on it very clearly and know that I was signaling my submissive desires very loudly and clearly! 

Evan stopped dangling his feet and lifted himself off the desk, now standing above me, looking down at me. "You just called me Sir. TAs here aren't normally addressed as Sir. So, Amy, are you simply being formal with me, or is there something else to your choice of word?" 

That was extremely clever on his part. He had just put the matter squarely back in my lap. He was leaving it up to me to tell him what I wanted. He left me needing to take the risk; I was the one who had to run the risk of badly misreading our situation. "There is, Sir." 

"How so?" he asked. 

I replied with some real tentativeness in my voice. This wasn't an easy thing for me to say. In fact, up until that moment, it had only been a secret shared between me and my best friend. No one else in the whole world knew. "Well, Sir, I'm looking for someone who is willing to tell me what to do, urm… you know ... in every way." 

He raised his eyebrows slightly. "I see. So would every way include in matters that are sexual in nature?" 

I drew a huge breath in, then breathed it out. It was the moment of truth. "Yes, Sir, especially matters that are sexual in nature." 

"Amy, thank you for your honesty. I think you may have sensed this about me. I am experienced in relationships with women where I tell them what to do, including when it comes to sex." He paused for effect, then added. "Could you kneel, Amy?" 

I knelt immediately. I did not question why he would ask me to do such a thing. As I knelt, looking at the floor, I studied the random pattern in the worn linoleum tiles as silence filled the room. It felt like hours, but I know it was probably only a few seconds in reality. 

"Amy, may I call you kitten?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Well then, kitten, I'm going to be your organic chemistry teacher. You are going to absolutely ace the final exam. Now, I'm not the one writing the exam, but I do know the material better than anybody." 

"Yes, Sir." 

"And you are going to be my pet." 

"I would really like that, Sir." 

Evan must have seen the puzzled expression on my face. "You don't know what I mean by pet, do you, kitten?" 

"Not really, Sir." 

"Well, it means that you are going to submit to me in every way that I see fit." 

"Yes, Sir." 

Evan nodded his head, slowly indicating his approval. As he did, I felt a warm glow about me. It was that same warm glow I felt after a good, hard spanking. 

"Sir, please, how did you know?" 

"How did I know that you are submissive?" he asked, interrupting me and finishing the question for me. 

"Well, I knew because I know these things. I could sense it as soon as I put my hand on your shoulder. It felt right for my hand to be there. And then, when you addressed me as Sir, it just confirmed my suspicions." 

"I ..." 

He placed his finger against my lips. 

"You will talk only when I give you permission to talk. Do you understand? I need a verbal answer, please, kitten." 

"Yes, Sir," I answered crisply. 

"Good. Now get up and come over here," he said as he turned around to face the desk. "Let's go over the last quiz, and I'll show you where you went wrong." 

We stood at his desk and spent the next forty-five minutes reviewing the quiz. He showed me a couple of textbook passages I needed to review again, and we went over some of the concepts to make sure I fully understood the theory that was essential to answering the question. I was grateful beyond words. His patience with me actually allowed me to absorb the material in a way I would never have been able to if I was left to study it on my own. I wanted to kiss him so badly, but I knew he hadn't given me permission. 

After we finished our study session, he smiled at me and made an invitation. "This weekend, I'm going to have a few people over, friends of mine who have similar interests to you and me. Perhaps you would like to attend?" 

"Yes, Sir," I said enthusiastically. 

"Good." He wrote the address on a piece of paper with a day and time. "I expect you to be punctual, always. And you can wear something similar to what you have on now. I will never ask you to do anything you'll feel uncomfortable with, but you will see some people who are very well practiced in the art of domination and submission, so you can see for yourself what it involves, and you can make an informed decision about if you want to go further with me." 

With that, he leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. I've never blushed so hard from being kissed on the cheek before. 

"Now run along, kitten. I'll see you on Saturday, and don't be late," he said as I walked out of the classroom, floating on a cloud the entire way home. 


Chapter Four 


The First Lesson - The Touch 


The evening ended shortly after that. Once Evan had claimed me, he told me to get dressed and then drove me home. Apparently, the deal he had with the professor for the rental of the home also came with the use of the cars, and in this case, he picked out a very new and very nice Jaguar. Its throaty roar somehow seemed a fitting accompaniment to the majestic houses we were passing, one estate after another, as we picked up speed.

"Have you ever been in a Jaguar, kitten?"

"No, Sir," I said, turning my head to face him as I answered.

"This one's an absolute beast. Let me take us on a little detour for a minute," he said, although it definitely wasn't a question.

He flicked the steering wheel, and we made an abrupt right, although the car barely leaned, and this was at a far greater speed than I've ever taken a corner. Then he downshifted and stepped on the gas. The car almost leaped as if it were trying to mirror the trademarked big cat on the hood, and I was slammed back into my leather seat. The houses set far back from the road went by in a complete blur. Then he suddenly hit the brakes very hard, and the car barely dove forward as we came to an almost instant halt. He turned to look at me and said, "So kitten, how was that for you? I'm not even that good of a driver, but this car is so good it makes me look like a professional." Then he caught himself for a second and looked at me as he offered an apology. "I'm sorry. I really hope that I didn't scare you," he said, realizing that he had forgotten his manners.

"Please, Sir, there's no need to be sorry," I replied. "I found the drive quite thrilling. Really, Sir," I said, trying to tell him without saying the words that I would do anything for him, and the act of him doing something for me was especially precious to me.

A little while later, we pulled into the service driveway of my building. I naturally invited him up to see my apartment, and he naturally accepted my kind offer. I knew Lucy was away; she was back home visiting her folks for the weekend, so I knew I had the place to myself. We walked up the two flights of stairs to my apartment in a 1960s building that had definitely seen better days. Evan didn't seem at all concerned about the gritty conditions as he walked up, following me, carrying a small duffel. I was particularly embarrassed when he had to navigate around a mound of trash in the middle of the hallway that one of my neighbors had clearly left out, intending to take it down at some vague, unspecified time in the future. When we got to my apartment door, he waited silently while I rummaged through my purse, looking for the key. Once I'd found it, I unlocked the door, pushed it open, and let him walk in first. The apartment was pretty spartan, but at least it was clean.

"I know it can seem pretty crazy when you see two consenting adults who are acting like we are, can't it?" he observed as he walked into the living room of my apartment.

"It's difficult to say, Sir. I mean, it is, and it isn't. For me, it isn't. For me, it feels as natural as putting on my favorite sweater," I said, trying to make it clear to him that I wanted this.

"That's great," he said. "But sometimes you've just got to say, 'What the actual fuck'." Am I right, kitten?"

"Yes, Sir. 'What the actual fuck,' is why I'm about to kneel down in front of you Sir." I didn't say another word; I just took off all my clothes, except for my heels, and knelt in front of him.

"That's very good, kitten," he said, clearly enjoying the verbal sparring as well as my nakedness. "And speaking of 'what the actual fuck'," he said as he walked into my bedroom. "Is this your bedroom?"

"Yes, Sir. It is."

With that, he threw the duffel on the bed and unzipped it. Before I realized it, he pulled out a blindfold and was saying to me. "Put this on kitten."

I placed it over my eyes, and my world instantly went black. Suddenly, I felt a little shaky, standing there in my heels since I didn't have my eyes to help me keep my balance. But a second later, I felt his hand steady me. I could feel his fingers running through my hair, then down across my cheeks, and down over my neck before they made their way down to encircling my nipples. It was disturbingly sensual.

"Domination and submission aren't just about whips and chains and all that stuff you see online kitten. There's so much more to it on a deeper level. It's about us, as two people, understanding each other's bodies and knowing what it is that we find sexually stimulating. Do you find this stimulating, kitten?" he asked as he used one of his fingers to flick my nipple. I knew my rock-hard nipple was giving away the answer, but there was something so powerful about confirming it verbally.

"Yes, Sir. It feels so good I feel like I want to jump out of my skin."

"That's good. I really like how you respond to my touch," he said. His had then disappeared, and I could hear him rummaging through the duffel again and a second later, I felt a feather tracing along the underside of my breasts. Its incredibly slow movement left a trail of goosebumps in its wake.

"Oh my god," I gasped as the tip of the feather started to run along the inside of my thighs. "Sir," I said breathlessly, "this really tickles." The next thing I felt was him putting his hand over my mouth.

"Kitten, no talking unless I give you permission," he admonished. He continued tickling me all the way down my legs to the soles of my feet. I knew I wasn't supposed to talk, but was I allowed to laugh or giggle? The tickling was driving me absolutely crazy. He ran that feather up and down my body until I felt like a great big bowl of Jell-O. I bit down on my lip, trying my best to suppress my urge to laugh. In fact, I bit down so hard I felt a trickle of blood start to run down my chin. Then he just stopped. It was as if he had been holding my hand as I leaned back over a cliff, and he had just let go. I was now in free fall. I suddenly had a raging need that had been fueled by the tickle torture.

"Do you see what I mean now, kitten? Domination can take a variety of forms. It's not all about pain at all. I can exercise control over you in so many different ways. I rather enjoy the feather, and judging by your little nipples, so do you. Tell me, kitten, are you feeling in need of something?"

"Yes, Sir, yes I am," I said, spitting out the words as an uncomfortable and prickly feeling started to make me squirm.

"Do you know what it is that you need, kitten?" he asked, evidently knowing the answer but refusing to tell me.

I honestly had no idea what I needed at that moment other than a need to get rid of that prickly feeling. I could hardly keep myself still. My ankles were getting sore just from the standing and shaking in my heels. "I don't know, Sir."

I imagine a smile curled up on his face with that answer as he then asked. "Would it be something a little like this?" He asked as he scraped his fingernail very lightly over the tip of my clit.

"Holy fuck," I moaned, as it felt like a lightning bolt surging through my body. Every single pleasure receptor in my body was firing at once. It was like he had literally struck a match and set me ablaze. I couldn't control myself any longer and actually fell to my knees. Not a throwing myself to my knees in front of my master kind of fall; this was a genuine uncontrollable fall. The pleasure was too much too suddenly, and I completely lost control and, with it, my balance. As I hit the floor, I felt my clit suddenly explode, and as I lay there keeled over to the side, I started to cum. I was sat on the floor, pretty much convulsing as an orgasm unlike any I had ever had before had taken my body hostage. My mind went completely blank, and I have no idea for how long.

"Time to get up, kitten," he said softly, again accompanied by the familiar and reassuring hand on the shoulder. As I opened my eyes, I realized my blindfold had been removed. I fluttered my eyes as I tried to get my bearings.

"How long have I been out, Sir?"

"You were down there for about five minutes, kitten. But you looked like you could have stayed down there and slept all night."

"Did I fail you, Sir?" I was dreading his answer.

He smiled at me as he replied. "Of course you didn't, kitten. In fact, you passed with flying colors! I'm really impressed with how attuned you were to my touch."

I was so relieved that I had managed to please him. I had no idea that he wanted to see how sensitive my body could be to his touch. I really had no idea that was part of domination. But what he had just done to me had opened my eyes already. Evan had just dominated me more than anyone had ever dominated me before. But he hadn't used pain or torture. He had just used a feather, and he had dominated my senses so powerfully I'd practically passed out from cumming so hard. I smiled to myself as I thought this was going to be an interesting journey.


Chapter Five

The Second Lesson - The Punishment

Lucy returned that Sunday night after I had spent almost two full days tickling and touching with Evan. She rolled her case into the living room and found me splayed out on the sofa. Lucy had a bag of groceries in her other arm as she kicked the door closed with her foot.

"Well, it looks like somebody's been getting fucked all weekend," Lucy said, her voice tinged with a hint of envy. As she walked back to the kitchen and left her roller in the living room, she placed the groceries on the counter.

I sat up straighter on the sofa and replied, "Honestly, we actually didn't fuck." It was the truth.

"Okay, whatever you say," she replied as she walked back into the living room. "Please explain to me how could you not fuck that gorgeous man?"

"We have an …. Urm… well, an understanding ..." I started before Lucy interrupted.

"And understanding that you're going to be his submissive?" she said, completing my thought before I had formulated it properly. I said that she was really smart.

"Yes." I smiled a huge smile across my face like the Cheshire cat in Alice in Wonderland.

"Wow," said Lucy, almost incredulous. "So you're going to be Evan's sex slave?"

The smile melted off my face as I replied. "It's a little more complicated than that ..."

"I don't think it is," interrupted Lucy again. "You're going to do whatever he asks you to, sexually."

"Well, yes, but I mean..."

"Amy, this isn't like playtime between you and me. This is very real. Are you honestly sure that you're doing the right thing?"

I paused for a second. "I don't know Lucy. But if I'm honest, I'm not really sure of anything right now. I'm not sure even I want to be pre-med anymore. I'm not sure I want to stay in Michigan once I graduate. I've got bigger things that I'm not sure of. All I know is that my time with him has been incredible. It's been like I've started seeing the world in color instead of black and white. I don't want to give up this feeling for anything."

Lucy, who probably knew me best in the entire world, was utterly thunderstruck by my statement. I'm sure she thought our little playtime sessions with some D/s stuff was just a bit of a college fling, just a little experimentation. She must have thought I wasn't really serious about the whole domination and submission thing. For her to listen to me saying that I was really going to commit to that lifestyle must have caught her off balance. "So, that means ..."

"Well, it means I'm going to be Sir's submissive." It was my turn to finish her sentence.

"So you're already calling him Sir?" Lucy was knowledgeable enough about D/s things to know that meant I had already submitted to him.

"Yes, Lucy. I do. And I want to." I paused to let that sink in.

"Well, I guess congratulations are in order," muttered Lucy, clearly still confused by this sudden turn of events.

"Well, thanks, I guess," I replied in response to her rather half-hearted praise. I wanted to find a way for her to understand that this was a deep and genuine change in direction for me. "Lucy, I can't really explain it properly yet, but I can tell you that I'm happier now than I've ever been in my entire life."

Lucy came through as a friend when she realized that it was the happiest she had ever seen me. "Amy, I'm genuinely happy for you. I really mean that." Those words were genuine and heartfelt, Lucy, and exactly what I wanted to hear.

"Thank you, Lucy," I said as I kissed her on the cheek.

I unlocked my phone and checked the time. Evan was going to pick me up in half an hour, and I had completely lost track of the time. I quickly rifled through my closet, trying to piece together an acceptable outfit, and cursed the fact that I didn't have enough time to take a shower. I grabbed my makeup bag, ran to the mirror, and managed to put on some fresh makeup, then made it out to the lobby with a minute to spare. He had the Jaguar again and was parked up curbside, with the top down. As I looked at him, I had one thought. He looked like an English country gentleman picking up his mistress. As I opened the passenger door and bent over to look inside, Evan leaned on the steering wheel and cocked his head to one side, aiming his disarming smile straight at me. I lost my balance slightly and practically fell into the car as I got in. He gave a throaty laugh at my misfortune, then pulled away while I was still closing my door.

"You're not used to wearing heels, are you, kitten?" he had to shout over the noise from the stiff breeze howling past the windshield.

"No, Sir, I never usually wear them. But they do make my legs look good."

"That is certainly true, kitten. I absolutely love your legs. I keep thinking about what I'd like to do with your legs and that little area between them," he said.

I wasn't entirely sure if he meant what he had just said, but even the slightest possibility of that statement being true sent a surge of electricity through my body. "Thank you, Sir. I ... urm…..I ... would welcome you exploring what lies between my legs. "I actually shocked myself slightly with how loud and unashamed my comment was.

He chuckled softly at my comment; the sound of his laughter was lost to the wind, but his face said it all. "You will soon enough, kitten," he said over the roar of the car's engine as we raced around another corner. About ten minutes later, we arrived back at his house, and he drove to Jaguar toward the carriage house that was set off and to the side of the main house. He backed the car into the dark brick-built garage and turned off the engine. "Follow me, kitten," he said as he opened his door and stepped out of the car. He walked outside the garage, then through its side door, making a left turn and heading over to the area behind the carriage house without looking back. He started to walk down a long, meandering path that led to a large wooden shed, and as he got to the door, he opened it, and I followed him inside. He flicked on a light switch, revealing what looked like a standard tool shed at first glance. But then, as I turned my head and looked around the other side, it was very different. Lawnmowers and garden tools were replaced with a number of devices that looked very similar to the ones I had seen in the videos I had watched with Lucy. I shuddered as I saw them. Evan, of course, knew exactly the right thing to do to help put me at ease as I felt him put his hand on my shoulder. He knew that was the surefire way to get me to calm down.

"Relax, kitten," he said in such a calming, gentle voice. "Remember that I will only ever punish you if I have a reason to. And I definitely don't have a reason to punish you now. I just wanted to show you this so I can explain each of the devices you can see and what they're intended to do." He motioned for me to take off my clothes, and I didn't need a second instruction as I slipped them off and placed them into a neat pile behind me. Then I stood up perfectly straight. I surprised myself with how quickly I was getting better at standing still in my heels.

"Now, kitten, I'm going to show you something that's very basic but very important. It's called the inspection position," he said as he gently ran a finger along my arm, almost like he was checking it for dust. He paused and thought for a second. "Well, kitten, it looks like I am going to have to punish you for being a bad girl after all."

My posture drooped instantly. I knew this wasn't going to be good. "Why, Sir, if I may ask. What have I done?"

He paused again for a few seconds. "Well, kitten, this is a little more delicate. How shall we put this? Let's just say that you haven't bathed recently, have you? Your skin was slightly sticky to the touch." I could swear that I saw him curl his lip in disgust.

But he was entirely right. I had ended up talking with Lucy and wasted the time I was going to use to take a shower. "You are right, Sir. I was pressed for time, and I didn't take a shower today. I am really sorry, Sir."

"Now, if you're thinking this is where I'm supposed to say I'm sorry too, then you're going to be in for a surprise kitten because I'm definitely not. You have had all day to take a shower, and for whatever reason, you have obviously pissed away all that time. That, at least in my book, is the action of a bad girl."

"Yes, Sir. I am a bad girl, and I deserve to be punished for it, Sir. Would it please you to punish me now, Sir?" I could hear myself speaking, but it was like a strange out-of-body experience. I could hear my own voice asking someone else to inflict pain on me. But weirdly, it felt so right. My experiences playing with Lucy had taught me that pain and pleasure were actually very good things, and in my case, weirdly linked, and I was desperately hoping to get that warm and fuzzy feeling again that day.

Evan picked up a small wooden paddle that had been hooked on the wall and had a leather braided lanyard. He smiled slightly as he rubbed the face of the paddle with the palm of his hand, then looked at me and said, "You're in luck then, kitten." He was saying it to me as if he was telling me I'd won the lottery, "I like to work with wood, and I actually made this paddle myself. It's never been used before because I was saving it for someone like you."

A cold chill shot up my spine. I'd only experimented with Lucy before and never with a true Dom. I was about to be professionally paddled by someone who clearly had considerable experience at it. The same questions that came up before reappeared in my mind. I wasn't entirely sure that I wanted this. But my doubts did nothing to influence the force of his swing. He had pushed me into a bent over position with alarming ease, using only one hand, and gripping the paddle in the other hand, he snapped his wrist and connected with the bare skin of my ass with a resounding slap. As soon as the paddle hit my ass, I lurched forward, but not quickly enough to outrun the pain. This wasn't like Lucy's hand; this was real pain. Needles of pain jabbed me in waves. He rubbed the palm of his hand against the paddle again and smiled. "This paddle feels good. The weight feels just right. How did it feel for you, kitten?"

"It hurt, Sir. It hurt a lot." I whimpered.

"It's supposed to hurt, kitten. That's why it's a punishment. You've been a bad girl, and bad girls need to be punished." Then he pushed me back into the bent-over position, and I'm sure he hit me harder than the first time.

"Fuck!" I howled completely involuntarily as I tried everything I could do to suppress a scream, but I was wholly unsuccessful. It really fucking hurt, really badly. This wasn't the sort of pain I'd experienced with Lucy, where it hurt for a few seconds but rapidly turned to pleasure. This just hurt like hell. It didn't stop hurting even as he rubbed my ass with some cool lotion. It felt like it was cooling the pain somewhat, but it didn't put out the fire.

Evan struck me three more times, each stroke more powerful than its predecessor. After he landed the fifth stroke, I was a crying mess. It was all pain, all the time. I was crying almost uncontrollably as I waited, desperately hoping and praying for the magic to come. But it just didn't; my ass just hurt like hell, and I couldn't stop the tears. And then, probably five whole minutes later, it came. A warm glow began right down in my toes and tingled its way up my legs as it fed off the pain. Soon, the crying mess was replaced by a bubbling cauldron of want. The need was so powerful that I felt my hand start to move towards my pussy. I was going to touch my dripping wet cunt right there in front of him, and I was going to cum without his permission because I needed it so badly.

Of course, Evan knew exactly what I was thinking and feeling. He knew that the pain he had just inflicted on me with his paddle would have this sort of effect on me. He also knew just how badly I wanted him. And as I looked at his face, his eyes told me he knew it was now his time to take me. And he did. He pushed me into a sitting position on a padded spanking bench and made me sit up straight and watch as he undid his belt and then his pants and let them drop to the floor. He kicked off his shoes and then his pants, reached his thumbs inside his waistband, and pulled down his boxer shorts. His cock flopped out, already quite large and semi-hard. A drop of precum was already dripping from the tip. He tried to hide the smile as he caught me looking at his cock. "You can see that you arouse me, kitten. Now I want you to use your pretty mouth to get me hard."

I only heard him say that I aroused him. The words after that were completely unintelligible like I had gone completely deaf. As soon as he said that, I wanted to suck his cock. That in itself sounded crazy to me. I never wanted to suck cock. I mean, I did it, and I was told I was pretty good at it, and it's not like I actually hated it or anything, just the taste of cum. But to be sitting there thinking how much I wanted to suck his cock, for my pleasure was absolutely insane to me. Anyway, I opened my mouth and lowered my head forward, swirling my tongue around the large mushroom head of his semi-hard cock. I found myself lapping up his precum. I slid him into my mouth until I could feel the head pressing against the back of my throat, but as I looked at his cock there were still a couple of inches that were not in my mouth. I then tried and failed to get those last couple of inches down my throat. I gagged, dripped a huge amount of spit on the floor, and had to admit defeat. But there was no denying his penis had gone from semi-hard to fully erect, and it was pulsing in my mouth. I tried again, gagging and retching as I forced it down my throat, and this time, I actually managed to get just the head inside my throat.

As I pulled my mouth away from his cock and started to catch my breath, I took a good look at what had just been in my mouth. My god, it was big. I hadn't been with too many guys, but I'd dated a few, and they were all pretty average or slightly bigger. But Evan was totally different. His cock was long, not anything crazy like porn star length, but just under seven inches long. However, while that was impressive, what was really impressive was how thick it was. I'd never had trouble fitting a cock in my mouth before, but with Evan, once he was fully hard, I had to really open my mouth as wide as I could to get his cock in. God, he had a beautiful cock!

"That's good, kitten," he said slightly breathlessly. "We can work on your deep-throating technique another time. Now lay down on the bench, and lift your knees up." I did as he instructed, and a second later, he was standing next to the bench. He grabbed my hips and pulled me towards him so that my exposed pussy was lined up perfectly with his rock-hard cock. He pulled on my thighs, pressing my drenched pussy against his cock, and in one smooth movement, he just impaled me to the hilt on its length.

"Holy fuck," I gasped as his huge cock probed deeper inside me than I'd ever experienced. It literally took my breath away as he entered me. Once he was in as deep as he could get, he just stayed still, with his cock firmly pushed inside me. I was so full I could feel the throbbing heartbeat of his cock inside me.

"Fuck me, please, Sir," I begged him.

"Patience, kitten," he replied softly. "I want to savor this moment."

We stayed locked in this lover's embrace for another ten seconds or so until he finally began thrusting, ever so slowly at first, but then faster and faster, whipping the two of us up in a frenzy as he started to really pump his hips and I started to push back against his body, driving him into me even deeper. It wasn't long before all the pent-up arousal in me threatened to bubble over as I moaned. "Oh God, Sir, I think I'm going to cum," I said, trying my hardest to somehow stave off the inevitable.

"Wait, kitten. I Don't want you to cum until I tell you you're allowed to," he said between thrusts. He started pounding me even harder as I started to scream that I couldn't hold back. Suddenly, he stopped moving and started to moan, and a second later, I could feel him firing his load deep inside me. And then he looked down at me and smiled as he belatedly granted me permission.

"Cum for me, kitten," he said.

His magic words felt like they had somehow lifted me off the bed and up into the ether as my mind started to short-circuit from the overload of pleasure. I didn't black out, but I definitely lost track of time and space, as I felt like I was floating in a vast sea of pleasure. My body quivered and convulsed on the bench as orgasm after orgasm swept through me while his cock remained firmly embedded inside me. When he slowly slid his cock out of me, I could feel my temples throbbing as I watched a small rivulet of his cum trickle down my thigh and start to pool on the bench. We stayed like that for a minute or two; the only sound in the room was our labored breathing. Then he finally broke the silence.

"That's a good girl," he said, reaching over and gently twirling my hair around his index finger.


Chapter Six

The Third Lesson - Denial

It was almost half past midnight, and as we drove with the top down, the chilly night air whipped across my dress. I watched, utterly fascinated, as the wind made the thin material start to flutter and dance, almost as if it were alive. There was something about the cold air that was refreshing and head-clearing as well as bracing, and as Evan guided the Jaguar through the empty city streets, I glanced over at him as he sat there with his elbow resting on the driver side door and watched as the breeze ruffled his wavy brown hair. He looked like he was deep in thought as he drove. I know I certainly was. I had just been through a brutal emotional roller coaster; I had been punished for the first time, and then, as a follow-up, he completely used me.

I decided to take this moment of tranquillity and make an honest and frank assessment of what had happened to me that night. Evan had made me feel incredible. I felt so alive. The emotions were so raw and sharp-edged that I still lacked a proper frame of reference for them. He had inflicted pain on me, a lot of pain, more pain than I had ever experienced before. But it was also pain that I had begged for, and it was pain that overloaded my senses, and eventually, it was pain that fueled the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced.

I had my hands folded neatly together in my lap as we drove, and as  I looked at my fingers, long and slender, I started to think about them wrapped around Evan's cock once more as I used them to help him express the remnants of his orgasm on my tits. I could feel myself getting wet down there again. In fact, feeling wet was starting to become a frequent event for me these days. Over the past few weeks with Evan, something had awakened inside me sexually. In the past, sex had never really been a focus of mine, but now it was an obsession. Every waking moment, Evan permeated my thoughts. I even began dreaming about him.

My reverie was broken a few minutes later when I felt doubts beginning to creep their way into my mind. Did I really want this? Is this actually who I am? How did I find myself in this sort of situation? How did I become the submissive to a man I knew so little about? How did he manage to read me so quickly and so well? How could he anticipate my desires? And how did he know how I was going to react?

It was almost as if our meeting was somehow preordained like it was destiny or something, and that now we were just following a script that had been written long ago, just a script that I had never been sent a copy of! As I was trying to think my way through this angst, Evan's right hand slid over and rested on the area between my bare knee and the hem of my dress. He started to play with the hem absentmindedly, then slowly slid his fingers up to the inside of my thigh. I was already a coiled spring just waiting to go off due to that night's session, and his touch instantly re-ignited all those feelings of want that had made me give my body to him so willingly earlier. His fingers slowly walked their way upwards on the inside of my thigh, like they were willing me to push my ass forward in the seat so he could touch my ever-needy pussy. And I didn't resist that urge. A second later and I was sliding my ass forward in the seat, allowing his hand to get in closer to my pussy. But just as I thought his fingers were going to find my clit,  he just pulled away, teasing me in a playful yet torturous way. Everything he did had a purpose, and his seemingly casual touch was no doubt another way to subtly remind me that I belonged to him. As I started to ponder his next move, he broke the silence.

"Tell me what you're thinking, kitten?" he said, making me wonder for a second if he could somehow read my mind.

"Nothing, Sir," I replied. I wanted to play this chess match. Was that really just an offhand question, or was it a part of my training that I didn't yet understand?

"Well, we both know that's not true. Do you want me to pull the car over and spank you right here and now?" he asked, calling my bluff.

"No, Sir, I don't."

"Then tell me what you're thinking. I know this was all new to you. You were the first woman to ever feel the sting of my paddle. Did you enjoy it?"

"You know that I did, Sir. That's what I was thinking about just now. I'm just having a really tough time understanding everything. I can't understand why I liked it."

I could see Evan's face as he broke into a smile as I said that. "So you were thinking about tonight, were you, kitten? You were thinking about how it made you feel and what kind of person it would mean you are. Am I right?"

"Yes, Sir, that's exactly what I was thinking."

Still keeping his eyes straight ahead at the road, Evan pushed straight to the heart of the matter. "So, what kind of person do you think you are, kitten?"

I thought about it for a few seconds. This conversation was clearly meant to be part of my training. He was trying to force me to process these raw emotions and to say out loud what I really thought. It was like he intended to cast my answer in concrete and set it as a foundation piece for our relationship.

"I'm confused, Sir, because I really enjoy pain for some reason."

"That's true, you do enjoy it, kitten. But do you know why?"

"It urm..... it intensifies the urm…... It intensifies my pleasure."

Evan gave me a quick sideward glance as if to emphasize the importance of his next question. "So then, kitten, what does that make you?"

Now I had to think and answer really carefully. What type of woman craves pain and then pleasure? Then, the answer started to crystallize in my mind. "I'm... I'm... I'm a slut, Sir."

Evan smiled as he heard my answer, and even his smile somehow gave me a hint of pleasure. "What kind of slut are you, kitten?"

"I'm your slut, Sir."

"That's right, kitten. You are my slut. So, would you like to continue with your training?"

"Yes, Sir. There's nothing I want more."

"Well, so far, you're learning about submission. But how far did you really want to go, kitten?"

"I want to go as far as you're willing to take me, Sir." Evan had brought my submissive tendencies into the harsh light of day. He had dragged them out into the open, and now he was my guide. I wanted him to show me the way to fully embrace that side of me.

"Very well then. I want you to be ready for a study session with me on Sunday morning. I'll come and pick you up at 9 a.m."

We arrived at my apartment building a few minutes later, and Evan hopped out of the car, walked around, and opened the passenger side door for me. He extended his hand out for me to take hold of him so that he could help me out of the car. As we stood by the car, he leaned in and gave me a gentle peck on the cheek as he whispered, "Sweet dreams, kitten," then let go of my hand and walked back to the driver's seat.

Even though I got a fairly good night's sleep, I was on pins and needles the entire of Saturday. I tried to get myself focused and spent the day going over my notes for the week ahead, and I spent an extra hour with my head in my organic chemistry textbook. That evening, I had told Lucy that I really needed to study and then watched, with a hint of jealousy, as she left for the night with a couple of her friends. I figured that as she had now accepted my relationship with Evan, she was probably going to head out and continue exploring her own sexuality, which was currently leaning very heavily towards women. That night, I couldn't focus and eventually gave up studying and ate a grilled cheese sandwich as I watched an old movie on AMC, and eventually fell asleep on the sofa. I was still asleep on the sofa at 3 a.m. when Lucy stumbled in with another woman, a short and very athletic blonde who was covered in tattoos, and despite being about my height, everything about her just cried out Domme.

"I've got my own Mistress here," Lucy said, slurring her words pretty badly as she introduced the blonde to me. "Amy, this is my friend Kelly."

Kelly just looked at me, her eyes not even trying to hide how she was checking me out. It was like something about her domme radar had just been triggered as soon as she saw me. How did she know I was a submissive, I wondered? Then I realized Lucy might just have told her! I sat up straight on the sofa and replied. "Hello, Mistress Kelly."

The blonde flashed a big smile and said. "Oh, don't listen to Lucy. Come on, babe, let's head to bed." With that, she gently pushed Lucy towards her bedroom. As she was walking Lucy to bed, the blonde Domme turned her head back, and our eyes met. The expression on her face surprised me. It was one of understanding. Maybe Lucy had told her about me and Evan.

As soon as they shut the door, I knew I wasn't going to be getting much sleep, and neither was Lucy.

I set my alarm for 8 a.m. more in hope than expectation, but I ended up almost sleeping right through it. Most of the night, I could hear Lucy and Kelly through the paper-thin walls that separated us. What was very clear was that Lucy was being introduced to her submissive side by what was clearly a very experienced Domme. I could recognize Lucy's moans of pleasure alongside her screams and cries, although Kelly was surprisingly quiet. I heard her moaning a few times, and occasionally I'd hear her speak, normally just a command like 'kneel bitch,' but other than that, she was a surprisingly quiet domme. It wasn't long before I ended up masturbating to the sounds of their exploration, eventually falling asleep until 5 a.m.

I finally pulled myself together and forced myself out of bed at half past eight. I made sure I had time to take a hurried shower. I wasn't going to make the same mistake twice. Then I got dressed and got out to the curb with only seconds to spare. At exactly 9 a.m., a different vehicle, an old and pretty battered-looking Chevy pick-up truck, pulled up at the curb. Evan was sat in the driver's seat, and unlike before, he was dressed casually in jeans and a faded t-shirt. He looked just as handsome as usual, despite the casual attire, and truth be told, he would have looked handsome wearing a black garbage bag with holes cut in it for his arms and legs. The windows of the truck were already down, and he called out to me.

"Let's go, Amy," he said, really surprising me by calling out my name.

"Sir, you just used my name," I said as I got into the truck. There was a big paper bag waiting on the bench seat, and some extremely good smells were coming from it.

"I did," Evan said as he pulled away from the curb. "I think it's important for us to separate 'student time' from 'sub time.' Whenever you're in my class or whenever we're out in public, I will address you as Amy, and you can call me Evan. But anytime I want you to be my sub, I'm going to say the word 'Now,' and that means you are to revert immediately to being my submissive, no matter where we are or who is around. Is that clear?"

"Yes … Evan ""

"Oh, and Sorry about the wheels. Jaguar's in for a service. We're going to slum it in my truck for the next few days."

"It's absolutely fine, Sir. My uncle used to drive a truck just like this. It brings back a lot of happy memories of visiting his farm."

Instead of driving to his house, Evan drove us straight to the college's chemistry building and into the faculty parking lot. As we got out, he handed me the paper bag to carry. A second later, we were walking across the parking lot to the building and then up a set of stairs that led to imposing old wrought iron and oak doors that guarded the entrance to the building. He reached into his pocket, fished out the key, then unlocked the door and led us in. As I walked into the lobby, I heard the door close behind me and then lock. I knew we weren't going to be disturbed. We took the elevator to the third floor, where we walked down a long corridor lined with heavy old oak doors with frosted glass panels identifying each office's occupier. We finally got to the end of the corridor to a door marked "TA - Chemistry." Evan unlocked the door, guided me in, and then turned the inside lock handle, which closed with an authoritative "click."

I placed the bag on his very tidy and uncluttered desk, and he reached in and pulled out two large cups of coffee and two fresh almond croissants. He passed me a paper towel, then took one for himself, and we set them down on the desk to use as impromptu plates. We sat there silently, savoring the aromatic coffee and the beautiful fresh pastry. It was so quiet in there, just the two of us surrounded by shelves full of books and stacks of papers waiting to be marked. You couldn't help but feel like you were sitting in the heart of academia, a TA and his student enjoying a Sunday study session together. Evan had me sit next to him on his left, and for the next two hours, we reviewed the previous week's lecture material, sipping coffee and generally enjoying each other's company. He then handed me a previous year's midterm test to take as a practice exam, and whatever he had been teaching me had clearly stuck somehow because I aced the test.

"Well done, Amy," he said with a proud smile on his face as he handed back my practice test with barely any red marks on it. "Here's your reward. Now."

"Now, Sir?"

"Yes, kitten, now."

I stood up and wasted no time taking off all my clothes, then neatly folding them and placing them on one of the guest chairs. Now, it dawned on me why he had locked the door.

"Lay down on the desk, please, kitten, on your back."

I laid on my back and stretched out on his desk like a lazy feline after waking. He opened his desk drawer and pulled out four equal lengths of rope. I don't know what exactly he did with it, but it looked like he tied a slip knot, then made a loop, and before I knew it, he was pulling it over my ankle. He tied the other end of the rope tight to one of the legs of the desk and then repeated this exercise for my other ankle and, finally, both my wrists. He then tightened all of the ropes one by one until I was tightly but comfortably stretched and completely unable to move, with my body in the shape of an "X on his desk."

He went into his desk drawer once more and retrieved something else, then hovered over me.

"Do you know what these are, kitten?"

"They look like a hair dryer and a spray bottle, Sir."

"No, kitten. They are tools. In fact, they are the tools I'm planning to use for your next lesson. Now close your eyes."

As soon as he said that, I did, and I felt him slip a blindfold over my eyes a few seconds later. I felt the water mist hit my face. The cool water was surprisingly refreshing, at least until I then heard him turn on the hair dryer. I instantly felt the stiff breeze of the hair dryer blowing across my face. I knew straight away that he must have had it on one of the cool settings as goosebumps instantly rose across my entire body, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

"Now, kitten, it's time for you to learn that submission can take many different forms. I'm going to have you learn about a new form of submission today, and all I'm going to use is this hair dryer and spray bottle."

He then sprayed the cool mist onto each of my breasts. As soon as the cold water hit my skin, it made my nipples rock hard, and a second or two later, he turned the hair dryer back on and directed the cool stream of air across my breasts.

"Oh wow, Sir," I uttered as I felt my entire body go tingly from the sensation of cold caused by the hair dryer. My breasts were absolutely begging to be touched. "Please, Sir, please touch my breasts."

Evan completely ignored my request, sprayed my breasts again, and immediately applied the hair dryer's cold air to them. I began to squirm, pulling against the ropes as the cool air evaporated the water. I could feel my need was becoming greater and greater with every passing second. Evan knew it as well. Without saying a word, he turned the cool stream of air onto my exposed pussy. He didn't need to use the spray bottle as I  discovered instantly how wet I was down there. The feeling of the cool air on my pussy felt like I had jumped into a pool full of ice cubes.

"Holy fuck," I moaned as He then pumped the spray bottle a couple of times, wetting my inner thighs, then resumed the tortuous blow-drying of my most intimate area. "Please, Sir, please take me now," I begged, although I knew deep down that my plea would fall on deaf ears.

"Tell me, kitten. Are you my little slut?" he whispered in my ear.

"Yes, Sir, I am your little slut." I think at that point, I would have agreed to anything he had asked just to put an end to that torture.

"Good. So you'll do anything for me?" But before I could answer, I felt the cool spray land on my pussy. I could feel the cool liquid trickling down my thighs.

"Yes, Sir, I'll do anything you want," I answered belatedly as my thighs trembled with anticipation.

"Would you fuck another man if I asked you?" and again, before I had a chance to reply, he turned on the hair dryer, directing it straight at my leaking pussy. I could feel that I had turned into a live wire, crackling with energy and twisting on his desk as my body squirmed and contorted under his most wicked and most innocuous instrument of pain and pleasure.

I had to answer in gulps; there wasn't a full breath left in my lungs. "Yes…..Sir…..I ... would ... do ... that .... if .... it ... pleased .... you.

Although I couldn't see, I could sense the spray bottle wasn't far from my face as the nozzle dripped onto my cheek. "Again, kitten?"

"No ... no ... no….. Sir, please. I ... I don't think I can take any more of this."

Suddenly, he sprayed between my legs once more. "Remember, kitten, if you cum without permission, I'll have to punish you."

I knew exactly where this was going. He was trying to see just how long I could resit for, and I knew it wouldn't be long. I wondered what kind of punishment he would have in store for me once I had cum and disobeyed him. He turned on the dryer.

"No ... No…..Sir ... please ... please don't….I beg of you. Please ... Sir…. please let me cum." My voice was showing the desperation I was feeling.

"No kitten, not yet. Don't cum until I tell you to," he said as he sprayed me again and once again held the dryer on my aching pussy. My clit was starting to throb now as he rolled it between his thumb and forefinger.

"No ... no ... fuck ... fuck ... oh fuck," I moaned as the orgasm I had been desperately trying to suppress finally broke through and crashed over me in waves. I could feel the ropes cutting into my wrists and ankles as I thrashed about on his desk. Evan didn't stop, which meant I couldn't stop cumming. I was screaming his name, shrieking, and panting as the pleasure built and built until it became almost painful in its intensity. Finally, as he relented and removed his fingers from my clit, my whole body went limp like a rag doll. I was a sweaty mess tied to his desk, panting like a dog, when suddenly I heard a series of sharp taps on the office door. If I wasn't tied down, I would have sprung off the desk like an actual cat, but obviously, I couldn't do that. All I could do was let out a gasp. Evan jumped up and rushed to the door, unlocking it and, judging from the sound, opened it no more than a few inches. I could smell the cheap aftershave of the unexpected guest wafting into the room.

"Everything OK in here, Mr. Evan?"

"It's fine. Listen, I'm sorry about the noise," Evan said apologetically.

"Yes, Mr. Evan. Sounds like you were strangling a lady in your office," said the male voice through the small crack in the door.

Evan was clearly a fast thinker. "I'm sorry. I know It's against the rules, but I've got my cat in my office. It's just that she's been really sick, and I need to get these papers graded."

"I understand, Mr. Evan. Don't worry, I won't tell anyone." Evan carefully closed it and then locked it with its reassuring click, and then I heard footsteps echoing down the hallway as they walked away. We both burst out laughing at the sheer absurdity of the situation, with me tied, naked, and completely used on his desk.

"I think we might have to postpone your punishment," Evan said with a slight giggle as he removed my blindfold and began untying the ropes. "I think one visit from the janitor in a day is more than enough."

Evan led me out to the truck. As we walked out, I'm pretty sure I saw the janitor spot us and smile at himself. Obviously, seeing me would have confirmed his initial suspicion about Evan having a woman in his office. As we were pulling out of the parking lot, Evan took a few seconds to find out how I was feeling.

"Kitten, I think that was the best part of your training session. How did it make you feel when you knew you might be discovered by the janitor, naked, restrained, and abused on my desk?"

"It was complete fear, Sir, but then it sort of turned into nervous excitement, a bit like the same sort of feeling you get when you watch a daredevil stunt. It was absolutely amazing, Sir. Thank you."

Evan smiled. "You're welcome kitten. And I agree with you; I got a massive rush out of that myself. And is it fair to say that you are, and pardon the pun, a fan of the dryer?"

"Yes, Sir, I am. I felt like I was standing in front of a jet engine. I was shivering but so thrilled. I still have chills; look, Sir."

That morning, I learned a lot about organic chemistry and even more about sex. It was a good day.


Chapter Seven

The Fourth Lesson - Proving It

It was the following Saturday, almost a full week since my lesson with the spray bottle and hair dryer in Evan's office. We were sat in a pizza place that Evan had picked that he knew I liked. I always loved the corn meal dusted crust on their pizzas, with the fresh chopped tomatoes and a mix of asiago and mozzarella cheese they used. Anyway, pizza aside, as I said previously, everything Evan does is for a reason, and I figured he was going to ply me with food and drink and then get me to confess all my sins. Well, I was half right. He wasn't interested in hearing me confess my sins; he wanted to find out why I ended up with him.

He peppered me with a whole series of questions about my background. I told him about my two older brothers, Eddie and James, who absolutely adored and protected me when I was growing up. Then I told him about my mother, who could be a little overbearing at times, yet at other times as meek as a lamb, and then I told her about my breadwinner father, who I genuinely think loved his recliner chair and television more than he loved his family. Evan asked me about my friends, the teachers I liked at school and my past boyfriends. I sat there munching on pizza and sipping beer while I gave him all the details I could remember, things that I had never shared with anyone. I really hoped that someday he would speak as candidly to me about his. But it wasn't going to be that day. I had sated my hunger for good pizza, and he had sated his hunger for learning about me. We continued the conversation all the way until Evan pulled the truck curbside at my apartment building. As I opened the door and started to step out, he gave me his parting words.

"I'm starting to get quite fond of you, kitten," he said in his soothing tone of voice.

I stepped out, turned to face him, leaned in slightly, and said, "The feeling is mutual, Sir." We exchanged one last wordless glance before I closed the door and started to walk home. I could feel the cold on my skin as I folded my arms across my chest and walked to the lobby door of my building. The still of the night all around me allowed his words of affection to resonate in my mind.

As I walked into my apartment, it was in darkness. The door to Lucy's room was closed, and there was no light in the crack below it. I loved Lucy, and she was an amazing best friend, but the intensity of the evening with Evan didn't give me the strength to deal with a lengthy late-night conversation with her. I went into my bedroom and got changed into my pajamas, my favorite ones, the ones that my mother had made for me last Christmas. Somehow, I was starting to feel comfortable linking the past to what was happening to me now. I had been starting to feel pretty detached from what I now viewed as my former life, and I didn't want to lose that connection. With Evan now permeating all of my thoughts I really wanted to make sure I had an anchor, something I could use as my North Star,  so that I wouldn't lose my way home on this new journey. I walked into the bathroom and turned on the light. As I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror, I saw the same old Amy looking back at me. But was I the same? I grabbed my hair, pulled it away from my face, and stared at the mirror. Was I a slut? There was always such a negative connotation associated with that word. But for some reason, it seemed so easy for me to say it to Evan. The word just rolled off my tongue. But perhaps the context was different. A slut could mean a woman of loose morals, someone who would have sex indiscriminately with multiple partners. I knew I wasn't that kind of woman. I was Evan's slut. I belonged to him and to no one else. That's how I began to justify the word in my mind.

So if I was Evan's slut, what did that mean going forward? Evan certainly knew what it would involve, but he wasn't sharing that information with me. I'd watched so many videos with Lucy on female submission, and I knew this could go in so many directions. Humiliation? Anonymous sex? New and different types of physical punishment? Watersports? I had absolutely no idea of the direction Evan wanted to take, and I honestly didn't know how my body and mind would react to these different forms of submission.

I took a shower and headed to bed, a strange blend of tired, happy, and confused. That night, I dreamt about Evan, about the paddling that had taken me to within an inch of screaming, and then about how he took me roughly and forcefully. But then I found my dreams getting much darker. I had visions of him tying me up and forcing his cock down my throat, filling my mouth with cum and laughing as I gagged on it. And then I had visions of him tying me to the desk, face down this time, and taking me anally. God, I wanted to submit to him so desperately. I wanted to show him that I really would do anything he asked of me. When I woke up, the sheets were dripping wet, as was my skin, with perspiration.

I had to take a shower just to wash the sweat off, and just as I was stepping out of the shower refreshed and ready for the day, my ringtone for Evan went off.

Evan: Good morning, kitten.

Amy: Good morning Sir.

Evan: Did you sleep well?

Amy: Not as well as I would have liked, Sir.

Evan: Were you dreaming about me?

Amy: I was, Sir.

Evan: Good. You can tell all about it tonight. I'll pick you up at 6.30 in front of your apartment. Make sure you're wearing something slutty.

Amy: Yes Sir.

At 6.29, I was standing outside my apartment waiting as Evan pulled up in his truck. I couldn't help but think to myself, thank god he was so punctual, as standing around on the street in the dress I was wearing might have gotten a few looks, to say the least. As I got in, I had to fight to keep my boobs from falling out of my dress, so if you want to know just how revealing the dress was, then if you can imagine a dress low cut enough that a pair of perky a-cups will fall out of it you have an idea.

I asked where we were going as we drove, but the reply didn't give much away. All Evan would say was that we were going to a friend's house for 'drinks.' I'd learned by now it wasn't worth trying to second guess anything with Evan, so I just enjoyed the ride as the warm night air blew across my exposed skin, and there was a lot of exposed skin in that dress. We drove for about twenty minutes, heading out of town until we were deep into the suburbs, and as we started to head down the side roads, I noticed what a really nice area we were in. Eventually, we pulled up at a large set of metal gates, and a few seconds later, they started to slide open. As we drove along the driveway and eventually came to the house, I couldn't believe how nice the place was. The huge stone front, with impeccable grounds, really was something special. I wondered again who we were meeting for drinks.

We both stepped out of the car and started to walk towards the large double doors that were up a couple of steps at the front of the house.

"Now, slut” Evan said, his voice suddenly sharper than he had been all evening.

I stopped dead as soon as he said it. I knew what he wanted; in fact, I was pretty sure it was the 'Now' command and not the start of a conversation, but it was still light, and I had no idea where I was. I felt extremely self-conscious for a second as I started to unzip my dress and step out of it. A few moments later, I had slid my thong down my thighs as well and was standing on the drive in just my heels and nothing else.

"Very good slut, now let's go meet our hosts," Evan said with a smile as he started to walk towards the door. I almost ran to catch up, and before he could even knock, the doors opened, and my eyes were met by a completely naked blonde. I think my jaw actually hit the floor because the blonde just smiled at me and then said, "Good evening, Master Evan. Can I take your jacket or suck your cock for you?" Who the fuck was this slut? And what the fuck made her think it was ok to just offer Evan a blowjob like that in front of me. I hated this bitch already. If her slutty behavior wasn't enough, I hated the whore for the way she looked too. Blonde, maybe thirty, and in unbelievable shape. I've honestly never seen a girl who ripped but still so feminine. Her big natural tits hung ever so slightly but were still firmer than they should have been at that size, with perfect little nipples. Her slim waist led to a set of sculpted abs and then down to some wide hips and a very neat little pussy.

"Yes, please," Evan replied, handing the blonde his jacket. She took it from him and placed it into a closet just by the door, then returned and stood directly in front of Evan. "Would you like me to suck your cock here, or would you prefer somewhere more comfortable?"

"Here seems like as good a place as any, Leah." A second later, the blonde was on her knees and unzipping Evan's pants.

"What the fuck is she doing, Evan" I blurted out, my anger bubbling over as I watched her pull his semi-hard cock out of his pants. How dare she? Who the fuck was this, Leah?

Evan just turned his head to look at me and very calmly spoke words I'll never forget. "Kitten, is there some part of you'll speak when you're spoken to that you don't understand?"

"No Sir, but…." I started

"Not buts. You will speak when you are spoken to and no other time. You seem to be a little mistaken, judging by the look on your face. You seem to have mistaken my ownership of you with your ownership of me. Make no mistake about it. I own you. I own that pussy, and I expect obedience. But you don't own me, and you certainly don't have any control over me. So if I want Leah to suck my cock, then Leah is going to suck my cock. She is a very well-trained submissive, and as you can see, she is an incredibly good cock sucker." With that, Evan's body tense up momentarily as he closed his eyes and groaned.

I watched the blonde slut wrap her lips around his cock head and start to slowly suck up and down his now almost fully hard cock. I've never felt jealousy like I felt at that moment. I still don't know exactly what made me so jealous. Was it that she was better-looking than me? Possibly. Was it that as soon as she started sucking Evan's cock I knew she was obviously a lot more experienced and clearly better than me? Possibly too. But it was more than that. It was deeper. At that moment, as this stunning blonde started to suck Evan's cock I felt betrayed by him.

As she stared deep throat him easily, my dislike for her continued to grow, and it only grew even more so when I watched Evan, and I was sure he was close to cumming already. His body was starting to tense up, and his breathing had changed. How could he be close to cumming so soon?

"Leah stop, if you keep going I'm going to cum” Evan moaned as Leah slid his cock out of her mouth, gave it one last kiss on the head, then stood up and looked at him as she said, "Whenever you would like me to finish that off, Master Evan, just ask and I will be happy to." She shot Evan a really dirty smile as she said it, and then she did the most shocking thing so far.

She walked the few steps over to me and smiled at me.

"Hi, I'm Leah; nice to meet you. You must be Amy. I've heard a lot about you." With that, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, and as the slut did, I could smell Evan's cock on her lips. As soon as she had finished, she spun around and said to Evan, "Let me show you into the living room. I'm sure Dan is waiting." Then she started walking as we followed, and I hated the bitch even more. If her abs and tits weren't enough, as soon as she turned her back to me, I saw her ass. I hated her so much as her big, firm, round ass wiggled in front of me, teasing me with every step. I could see Evan's eyes locked on her ass with every step, and I hated it. He should be looking at me, not this blonde slut. As she disappeared through a doorway, I could see we were walking into the living room, and in a few seconds, Dan was stood in front of us. The sight of him surprised me quite a lot. He was taller than Evan, very broad, the sort of look of a guy that regularly worked out, and actually really quite handsome. He shook hands with Evan and then stopped and took a few seconds to look me up and down before he finally smiled and said to Evan, "Well, I definitely approve."

Before I knew it, Leah had returned with two glasses of Scotch, which she handed to both guys with a smile, and they walked over to the sofa, sat down, and started to catch up. Leah knelt in front of Dan, and I took my place in front of Evan. I could work out from their conversation that Evan and Dan were at college together, and Dan was now a professional football player, which I figured explained the incredible house. But from listening to them talking, he was finding it hard to make his lifestyle work with being on the road so much. He sounded almost sad when he explained that Leah was left without a master for most of the week, and she needed the guidance to be happy.

"Master, would you like me to suck your cock?" Leah's feminine voice suddenly interjected itself into the male conversation. I couldn't work out why she was allowed to speak, yet I wasn't.

"Yes, feel free to start slut” Dan replied, then instantly resumed his conversation with Evan. I watched as she leaned forward and unzipped Dan's pants, then slowly pulled his cock out.

"Well, kitten, don't you think you should be copying what Leah's doing?" He even said before he carried on speaking to Dan. I didn't waste a second as I reached up, unzipped Evan's pants, and pulled his long, thick cock out. He wasn't entirely soft as I pulled him out and started to kiss up and down his shaft, kissing harder as I worked my way toward the head, where I slid his now semi-hard head into my mouth and started to suck. I slid my mouth all the way to the base of his cock and held it there, working my tongue up and down his shaft as I did it. I loved the feeling of him getting harder in my mouth, and right now, I could definitely feel him getting harder. I was very focused on sucking Evan's cock, not only because I loved pleasing him but because there was no way I was going to let that little blonde slut upstage me again. But even though I was focused on sucking his big cock I could still make out the conversation and I was rapidly realizing where it was going.

"So she needs someone there to give her that guidance. She can't really cope without it. Being a submissive wife when your husband is on the road five days a week isn't much of a life. She needs more, and I feel bad that I can't give it to her. So I guess what I'm asking is, would you be willing to help." Dan said, his voice actually filled with genuine love and compassion even as he was offering what I now found out was his wife to another man.

"Well, she is an incredible cock sucker; I'll give you that, Dan," Evan replied with a smile.

"Hell, why don't you let her jog your memory right now? See if that can help you make a decision. Obviously, I'll have to have a go on your little slut's mouth, just to compare," Dan replied with a laugh. I couldn't believe he had just offered to trade for me like that like I was a possession or a piece of meat. What the fuck was wrong with them?

"Leah, why don't you come over here and finish what you started" Evan said, like it was the most natural thing to say in the world.

"Oh, and kitten, why don't you go and show Dan what you can do."

I couldn't believe what he had just said to me. I was happy as his submissive; I was even happy to accept the title of his slut. But I wasn't some actual slut that would just go and suck any random guy's cock. I was just about to reply when I looked up to find Leah almost right next to me. She was coming to suck Evan's cock, whether I liked it or not. And then I looked past her and saw Dan. Dan laid back on the sofa, his six-pack looking incredible and his enormous cock looking even better. I could feel my eyes bulge as I saw his cock. Evan was pretty big, but Dan made him look average. He must have been eight or perhaps even nine inches long and very thick. Before I could say anything, Leah practically pushed me out of the way and had her mouth wrapped around Evan's cock.

As soon as her lips wrapped around Evan's cock he started to moan and closed his eyes, and I couldn't do anything to stop the jealous rage that started to come down over me. I practically threw myself at Dan's feet and grabbed his big thick cock with both hands as I forced his huge head into my mouth and started to suck his cock. I'd never sucked cock like that before. This was competitive; there was no way I was going to let Evan and Leah humiliate me like that. I was going to show them both, I thought to myself as I started to suck Dan's cock faster and deeper with each suck.

I was really starting to get into sucking his cock, which was rare for me, and I was almost in a trance-like state when I was snapped back to reality by Evan's voice.

"Oh my god Leah, holy fuck, I'd forgotten how good you are at this." That rage started to bubble again as I heard Evan's comment, although what really made my blood boil wasn't his comment; it was Leah's little fucking giggle in response. I redoubled my efforts and managed to force about another inch of Dan's huge cock into my mouth, working my tongue up and down his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down in his lap.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck I'm gonna, I'm gonna, fuck, I'm gonna cum” was all I heard as I looked up to see the ecstasy on Evan's face as Leah's head just carried on bobbing up and down on his cock. That bitch didn't miss a beat as his body tensed up and then relaxed as he started to cum in her mouth. She just carried on sucking like it was absolutely nothing. As I watched her make Evan cum I knew I was going to have to make Dan cum, and I was going to have to swallow it too. I picked up the pace even more, and for the next couple of minutes, I sucked as hard and fast as I could on his massive dick, and his moans made it very clear that he was enjoying what my mouth was doing.

"Come on slut, seriously, how have you not made him cum yet?" Leah's bitchy comment hit my eardrums, and I felt that rage bubble again. I slammed my mouth all the way down to the base of Dan's cock, somehow forcing it all into the back of my throat, then slowly slid back up. At least there was one good thing to come out of meeting this fucking bitch. My anger towards her had improved my deep-throat game!

"Seriously bitch, he should have cum by now." As she made another comment, I couldn't help myself. I took my mouth off of Dan's cock for a second and turned my head to look at her.

"Listen, you fucking slut, don't go getting jealous because I'm sucking your husband's nice big cock. I'm going to suck it as long as I want because I'm fucking enjoying it. Ok?"

"Oh, I'm sure you are enjoying it, but he's not. Get your little tits out of the way, and let me show you how a real submissive sucks cock. You might even learn something." Before I could reply or do anything, Leah shoved me really hard in the chest, pushing me backward, and practically jumped on Dan's cock. Her mouth was around it in a second, and her head was bobbing up and down. As I looked up at Dan, his head fell back, and his eyes closed as he started to moan.

"Oh fuck Leah, god, I love your mouth." She stopped sucking once he'd said that and just held his cock as she looked up at him.

"Well, don't hold back now, baby. Give me all that cum this silly little slut couldn't suck out of you."

As she started sucking his cock again, I saw his abs tense up first, followed by his thighs, and I knew what was about to happen. As I watched, I could see his cock quivering and spasming into Leah's mouth as, once again, her head bobbing never skipped a beat as he came into her mouth. Part of me hated her as I watched, and part of me was insanely jealous. Not only was she clearly an incredible cock sucker, but she had just swallowed two huge loads of cum and not even flinched.

As she pulled her lips away from Dan's cock the pop sound was loud enough to startle me slightly. I wanted to slap her or grab her by the hair and drag that bitch across the room. But for some reason, I could only stay kneeling and watch as she turned to face me. Her nipples were rock hard as she turned, and the bitch made a little kissy face at me. Then her head started to move towards mine, and I couldn't work it out at first. Was she really coming in for a fucking kiss after everything? No fucking way!

And then I felt it hit me. Her mouthful of cum hit the center of my face. And there was a hell of a lot. As soon as she had spat it all over me, Leah just returned to kneeling at Dan's feet and looked up as she said, "Thank you for letting me suck your cock."

I was just about to say something, although I hadn't quite formulated the sentence when Evan sat up and looked at me; the look was enough on its own. The look said don't say a word. With that, he stood up, and so did Dan. The words that were exchanged between them still haunt me to this day.

"I'm sure I can help Leah while you're away. She is still an incredible cock sucker, and I'm sure she'll get to put that talent to good use."

"Thanks, man, I do appreciate it. And maybe she can help you train this one. She's got potential, but I think she'll benefit from some strong female guidance."

"Yeah, I think she would too. Is Leah still more of a Domme when it comes to other girls?"

"Dude, did you not see her performance just then? She's the most submissive girl I've ever met if there's a cock involved, but with other women, she's an absolute fucking bitch! Your girl is going to have one hell of a ride if you let Leah take control with her!"

"Well, maybe if Leah is a good girl for me, she can share Amy with me."

A few minutes later, we were in the truck, and everything had changed. The reality of submission had really hit home for me. The humiliation, the feeling of not being good enough, and the fact that as I walked naked out of Dan's house, my nipples were the hardest they had ever been, and my pussy was so wet I could hear the squelching noises as I walked.

As I got dressed and got into the truck, Evan just looked over at me and smiled. You're training is done now, kitten; you know what it takes to submit completely, and judging by those nipples, I think you quite like it.
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Is Something The Matter?: A Husband's Introduction To Torment and Denial

Dan's left hand gripped the tennis ball so hard that he could feel it squashing in his hand. If he dropped it, he knew that Chloe would stop immediately. They would be done. But as long as he held on to it, she would continue her gentle but absolutely relentless assault on his poor, abused ball sack. The tennis ball was the key to this whole situation because Dan wasn't able to speak. He was gagged and blindfolded, restrained and completely at her mercy. Dropping it effectively amounted to using his safeword while holding on to it indicated his continued consent.

He could hear Chloe whispering in his ear, "Okay baby, so that's now 17 clothespins that I've attached the loose skin on your balls and up the middle of the underside of your cock. But there really is no more room on your balls, and I still have three more clothespins to use. I'll have to find somewhere else on your cock that has a bit of room for these. Please remember, baby, that YOU'RE the one who picked the playing cards that added up to twenty, so this isn't really up to me anymore. I can see you still have the tennis ball in your hand, so here we go."

That was just one of the ways Chloe liked to torment her husband, Dan, but there were many more ways, and some were even more brutal. Sure, she occasionally went in for some truly horrific CBT, but that wasn't what drove Dan to the edge of exploding. He could deal with the pain, eventually.

What drove him mad was Chloe's ability to tease. Her ability to use denial as her most powerful weapon. And then she sat him down and told him about 'Locktober' and how they were going to take part. But luckily for Dan, before he had time to think it through, she was delivering a good, hard series of kicks to his ball sack to help take his mind off the impending month of denial with his cock securely locked away in its cage.

Now, if you're imagining Chloe as some sort of leather-clad, strap-on-wearing dominatrix with a fetish for causing men pain, nothing could be further from the truth. If you saw her in the street or the office, you would just think, who is that cute little redhead in the smart suit?

And this will sound hard to believe, but as she brutally kicked her husband in the balls once more, it isn't the pain that gets her off. It's the fact that he won't drop that tennis ball!

And now she has one thought she just can't shake. Would he drop it if she used her strap-on?

Surrender: A Powerful Woman Submits To Her Young Lover

As a student doctor in the hospital, the very name carried a sense of fear. She demanded excellence, and there was no alternative. A strong, powerful woman who no one was able to push around. In fact, most students could only imagine how her poor husband must have felt living with such a dominant woman.

Yet behind the door, there's a secret, a deep, dark secret that Dr. Johnson keeps very well hidden. Dr. Johnson might be a powerful, almost dominant woman at work, but outside of work is a very different story. Dr. Johnson found out a while ago she is a submissive, and more than that, she's actually a cuckquean. She gets off on watching her husband with other women. What she never expected was when one of those women decided to take her too.

She never expected that to happen and certainly never expected she would enjoy it as much as she did. But as time went on, her need for humiliation grew.

Now, as she does her morning rounds of the hospital, she can feel the lock holding her pussy closed, and she knows that when lunchtime comes around, the hot little student doctor will be in her office, sitting on her desk with her legs open expecting Dr. Johnson to pleasure her.

And then, once she gets home, the same student will be in her bed, looking down at Dr. Johnson, laughing as she lets her husband enjoy her young, sexy body. And the whole time, Dr. Johnson has to sit there and watch. The humiliation would be too much for most women, but not Ellenor Johnson. She can't help herself. The more humiliating, the better for her. In fact she even has a series of piercings that give away how submissive she is!

But now she's been given an even more humiliating task than ever before, and she's struggling to know if she could actually go through with it. Will she surrender completely?

Denied: A wife pushes her husband's fantasy to the limit

Sometimes you can look back and place your finger on an exact moment that changed everything, the sort of moment that can influence things for years to come. Well, this was one of those moments, if ever there was one!

That horrible moment when she dropped the bombshell when she revealed she knew all about my secret fantasy. My wife had just discovered my fantasy for watching powerful, dominant, in-control women. But it was worse than that! A whole lot worse.

My wife had just discovered that my biggest fantasy in the whole world wasn't really a fantasy at all. I didn't fantasize about them doing something to me. I didn't fantasize about that unbelievable moment when a beautiful dominant woman pushed me over the edge and made me cum like never before.

No, I fantasized about them denying me that opportunity. Taking me to the edge, then stopping and laughing at my suffering. I fantasized about being denied. And now my wife knows.

And she's angry. And I'm already tied to the bed. When she said shall we play in the restraints tonight, I thought it was too good to be true, and by the looks of it, it was!

Now I'm exposed, vulnerable, and unable to do anything, and she knows my biggest fantasy is to be denied.

And she just laughed as she said for the next 24 hours, she was going to help me live out my fantasies for real.

It wasn't the words that terrified me; it was the evil laugh that went with it. Now she knows I think I really will be denied, and brutally!
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