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	This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults.

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	Ben Weathers thought he knew what was making the noises from the moment he heard them coming from Stacy Miller’s bedroom. The sound emerged through her door as he walked by it on his way to check out the damage left by ice dams on the Millers’ roof. He had come as a favor to Stacy’s dad Jeff, and let himself into the house with the key they kept under the watering can. Inside Stacy’s room, a girl was crying out, “Oh, God,” in a strangled voice, and a man was grunting.

	Eighteen-year-old Stacy Miller was watching porn.

	But Ben’s brain, focused on the roof, filed the knowledge that Stacy was a very naughty girl away in the back of his mind. It was only when, an hour later, he had fully assessed the state of the roof—it was early summer now, so he could do a thorough job—and was walking back down the upstairs hall, and he heard a man’s voice say, “You like it in your butt, don’t you?” that the urge to do something—though at that moment Ben wasn’t sure what—came to him.

	Part of him suspected he should just keep walking. The Millers were friends of Ben’s parents from way back, and to use what he had just learned about their daughter to have the kind of fun Ben liked best might make for some uncomfortable times, down the road.

	Part of him thought he should knock on Stacy’s door and make up some excuse just to put the fear of God in her about watching porn at so high a volume. She was a good kid, and he didn’t want to see her get into any trouble—or at least not trouble that he himself didn’t cause.

	But the largest part of Ben wanted to press the advantage, barge in, and see if, as he suspected, Stacy were playing with herself. Ben saw no use in denying that desire, nor the hardness of his cock at the thought of how he could use the situation to make Stacy provide the sort of pleasure he knew he could teach her to give him.

	Ben Weathers, after all, was no novice when it came to taking naughty girls in hand, and teaching them very special lessons.

	Ben opened her door, and saw exactly what he had hoped to see: chestnut-haired, hazel-eyed Stacy sat on her bed, with her laptop in front of her. Her panties were still on, but she had pulled the gusset aside so that she could touch herself shamefully with her right hand, her fingertips lost in her light brown pussy curls, while her left played with her little breasts under her white T-shirt.

	She looked up from the screen, where from the sound of it a girl was not enjoying the cock in her butt all that much, panic in her wide eyes.

	“Stacy Miller,” Ben said. “You’re in a great deal of trouble.”

	“Wh-what?” she said, reaching to close the laptop, her face bright pink.

	“Don’t close the laptop, Stacy,” Ben said. “I need to see what you were watching.”

	“No!” she said, her fingers now on the screen. But Ben was too quick for her; he grabbed it off the bed and turned it toward him.

	“Let’s see,” he said, “just how naughty you are.” On the laptop screen an authority figure of some sort—probably a police officer, Ben thought—had a girl over a couch, his cock pounding hard into her ass, while she screamed out her discomfort at the impalement of her rump.

	“Very naughty indeed,” Ben said, pausing the video. “And playing with yourself, too.”

	“I’m eighteen!” Stacy said. “Get the fuck out of here. I’ll watch what I want, and you’re the one who’s in trouble!” Finally thinking to close her legs, she desperately put her panties to rights. Ben felt a moment’s sadness at the loss of the naughty sight, but of course he knew he would soon have the chance to observe it much more intimately. She stood up, facing him, trying to look furious. “Give me back my computer!”

	“Oh, I don’t think you want your parents hearing about this, do you, Stacy?” He paused, looking into her eyes and seeing the uncertainty arise there. “Do you?”

	“No,” she confessed quietly. “Okay, just… just go, please. I won’t say anything if you don’t.”

	Ben laughed. “That’s not how this works.”

	Stacy swallowed hard. “How… h-how does it work?”

	“You come to my house tomorrow at 10 a.m., and you start learning your lesson, for watching this filth and for playing with yourself.”

	“But…”

	“No buts, Stacy. Rearrange your schedule if you have to. If you’re not at my house at 10 tomorrow, I’m going to tell your parents. I’ll take your laptop with me, and you’ll get it back tomorrow.”

	“What?” Disbelief filled her tone.

	“What you did today, Stacy Miller, carries serious consequences. Having your laptop taken away for a night is the least of your concerns right now. I’ll see you tomorrow. Wear a dress, please: you’ll be wearing more feminine clothing from now on, whether you like it or not. We’ll discuss that further tomorrow.”

	Ben turned, snapping the laptop closed, and left the room. He heard the door close behind him. His mind already whirled with the possibilities.

	For starters, he would watch every porn video Stacy had watched on this computer. That would be fun.

	 

	* * *

	 

	As he drove home, Ben considered the shape of the lesson plan he would design for Stacy.

	First of all, Stacy would go over Ben’s knee, like it or not, for a long hard spanking: he owed that to Jeff Miller, didn’t he? No father deserved a daughter who played with herself while watching porn, and it would be better for Ben to take care of it himself, to spare Jeff the embarrassment and trouble.

	Afterwards, of course, though perhaps Jeff wouldn’t approve of this next step quite as much as he might approve of Ben spanking his lustful daughter, Ben would lay down the law. He would start Stacy on what he called ‘the path of virtue,’ and he would require certain naughty things of her. Once she had accepted his ‘invitation’ to undergo training at his house, and become familiar with how things would work, Ben would make her do several things with which she would clearly be familiar, from her porn-watching. Stacy would obey him, and please him: she would embark on the special course of study Ben proposed, because she wouldn’t want either to be spanked again or to have her viewing habits shared with her parents.

	Ben felt real, if very complicated and highly unusual, moral outrage as he thought of what Stacy had been doing in her room. He wasn’t a prude—very, very far from it—but he believed very strongly in making sure that girls like Stacy learned to walk the straight and narrow path of society’s standards when they might be observed, while also learning other, more intimate lessons about the way they must conduct themselves behind closed doors. He thought himself very well equipped to give young women the instruction they needed, and he didn’t mind taking a great deal of erotic enjoyment for himself in the process.

	The lessons Ben gave involved teaching a wayward girl as much as possible about what an unscrupulous man might do, if he had her in his power. He considered it his duty to portray that unscrupulous man as accurately as possible, to ensure that the girls he trained understood their position. Ben thought of the pleasure he got from teaching this sort of lesson not only as a fringe benefit of the avocation to try to set girls on the path of virtue, but also as a sort of natural seal of approval on his activities: how could the severe punishments and thorough sexual use he gave them be wrong, if it felt so good for both Ben and the young woman he taught with his belt and his cock?

	So the fresh memory of finding Stacy masturbating, and the notion of starting her on a course of regular training in virtue, attracted him very strongly indeed.

	Ben’s tutelage of naughty girls always began by finding the proper moment to tell them that he would be in charge of their private parts from then on, since he had discovered their naughtiness. That he would discipline them as necessary. That he would ascertain their fitness for advanced sexual training. That they would need to accustom themselves to the idea that Ben would enjoy them whenever and however he liked, in order to acquaint them thoroughly with the perils and pleasures that befall a virtuous girl who comes into the power of a teacher like Ben Weathers.

	That, when their training had reached a satisfactory standard, he would find new boyfriends for them: boyfriends who could take them in hand just as Ben had done, and continue their lessons in giving the pleasure they owed to the men who took care of them.

	Last year, he had had a girl named Julie at his mercy that way. He had caught the pretty nineteen-year-old blonde giving a rich guy a blowjob in a bathroom at the mall for fifty bucks. He had sent the asshole running with his pants around his ankles, and had told Julie that if she wanted to avoid her parents knowing about the embarrassing details, she had better come to his house to discuss the matter.

	When Julie rang the doorbell of the tidy little house Ben, now thirty-five, had bought three years before with the proceeds of his very successful carpentry business, he ushered her inside and led her down to the basement, where the soundproofing meant there was no chance the neighbors would overhear, as he taught Julie her lesson—the same kind of lesson he now thought he probably needed to give Stacy.

	The fear in Julie’s eyes had made him hard; Ben loved to give that kind of lesson. A girl who couldn’t follow society’s rules needed to be brought to a healthy awareness of the consequences of her wickedness, whether that wickedness consisted of minor prostitution or any of the other peccadilloes, like masturbation, that girls got up to when their panties came down.

	The basement room where Ben taught girls these lessons—Julie Morton, and Peggy Warren, before her, whom he had caught letting her meth-addicted bad-boy boyfriend feel her up behind a school building, and soon Stacy Miller—was a pleasant place that looked like a conventional media room, with a comfy green couch, and even comfier green chair, and an entertainment center against one wall. All the things Ben used when giving girls their lessons—disciplinary implements and sex toys, above all—stayed in the closet until it was time for a girl to undergo a sort of training that involved one or more of them.

	So all Julie saw when she came down the stairs for the first time, to the place where she would learn so much about conducting herself morally, and about pleasing the man who taught her this morality, was an ordinary looking sort of room. The command to take off her clothes had clearly caught her very much off guard.

	“What?” Julie wore cut-off shorts and a cute blue top with a ruffle at the neck. She couldn’t have looked any sweeter, despite being a thief.

	“You heard me, Julie,” Ben said. “You’re going to learn about consequences, now. Your consequences will start with a bare bottom spanking, but they’re not going to end there by a long shot. By the time you leave my classroom here today, you’ll have had a thorough fucking, to get you started on learning how to give pleasure for the right reasons. Girls like you need to learn what happens when they tread the path of vice. Here in my house, you’ll get to know your danger very well indeed, as I demonstrate to you exactly what a man likes to do with a naughty girl.”

	“I… I don’t understand,” Julie said. She shook like a leaf. “What do you mean about… about a classroom?”

	“Why did you think I told you to come here?” Ben asked severely.

	“I guess… well, I thought you’d just… talk to me?”

	“I think we both know that’s not true. I think you came here expecting to give me a blowjob, perhaps.” Ben wasn’t vain, but he knew that girls like Julie Morton found his 6′2″, well-muscled carpenter’s body attractive enough that the naughty ones like her and Peggy generally didn’t mind the thought of sex with him. That in itself was a reason to give them his course of moral lessons here in his basement classroom.

	Julie didn’t answer, and Ben could see in her blue eyes that he had gotten her expectation exactly right.

	“Well, you’ll definitely be giving me a blowjob today, Julie Morton. That part is one hundred percent correct.”

	“B-but…”

	“But,” Ben said patiently, “you’ll be learning a lot more here than how to take my cock deep in your throat. You were a bad girl, Julie, and I’m very skilled at giving bad girls lessons they never forget. You’re going to come here twice a week from now on, for panties-down discipline and panties-down pleasure. You’re going to learn that the two go hand in hand. When I feel that you have become a virtuous young woman who is ready to serve a man properly, I’ll help you find a boyfriend who can take you in hand as thoroughly as I have. Until then, you belong to me, so if you know what’s good for your bottom, you should take off your clothes.”

	But Julie still hesitated, so Ben grabbed her and dragged her to the comfy couch, and bent her over its arm as she cried out in alarm into the couch cushions.

	“You’re going to learn very quickly, Julie Morton, that I don’t mind spanking you. Pretty soon I think you’ll try hard not to give me excuses to punish you, like you just did.”

	He started to spank her sweet bottom then, over the denim of the cutoffs. “Now, Julie,” Ben said conversationally as he spanked her at a steady, even pace, “your real spanking won’t begin until you take your clothes off for me, but I can also spank you this way as long as you want me to. You just let me know when you’re ready to start being a good girl for me.”

	It had only taken twenty or so spanks before Julie had said tearfully, “Okay, I’ll… I’ll do it.” Then the fun had really begun.

	It was six months later now, and Julie lived with Ben’s friend Joe. Last Ben had seen them, she had earned a spanking for falling behind on the laundry. Joe had administered it in front of Ben, saying, “You’re not gonna see anything you haven’t seen before,” and Ben enjoyed the sight of the caring discipline greatly.

	Then they took Julie to the bedroom, where Ben, according to the rules he had laid down for handing Julie onto Joe, by which Ben continued to be the owner of her adorable backside, had her ass while she gave her boyfriend a blowjob. Ben had to admit that Julie had come along very nicely in her anal training, as he rode her hard back there while she whimpered adorably around Joe’s big cock. The four months of lessons he had given her, including making her wear a butt-plug harness for two weeks between lessons to make it easier to get his cock into her backside, had yielded good results: Julie Morton’s anus gripped him so pleasurably that he couldn’t help rewarding her with his seed up her tight little bottom, as he watched her swallow Joe’s, his friend’s big fireman’s hands keeping her mouth on him until he was sure she had done her duty completely.

	Yes, Julie Morton had turned out very well. And Stacy Miller would, too.

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Stacy rang the doorbell at 9:59 a.m. Her heart seemed about to pound its way through her chest.

	What did he mean? What’s going to happen? Is he going to give me my laptop back? Did he look at what I have on it? Oh, God… She had managed to push the questions to the back of her mind the day before, persuading herself that actually Ben must just want to give her a talking-to. That would be uncomfortable, but really, she supposed she had gotten off lightly, considering what would have happened if one of her parents had been the one to discover her porn habit.

	The fact that she had had a little secret crush on tall, dark-haired, blue-eyed Ben Weathers for a while now didn’t help the slightest bit. In fact, it made it worse, as she thought about the way he had seen her, and what he had seen her watching. Dammit, why hadn’t her parents told her Ben would be stopping by to work on the roof?

	She felt guilty about watching porn, of course. Unfortunately, her guilt didn’t seem to mean that she could keep herself from doing it once a week or so, just to take the edge off what she considered her stress-filled days as a waitress trying to figure out what the hell to do with her life. She wished she could deny what Ben had said, about how bad it would be for her parents—especially her father—to find out about the porn, but Stacy had, she thought, legitimate reason to fear that they would kick her out of the house: Jeff and Sue Miller did not take kindly to anything the slightest bit sexual.

	The door opened, and Ben stood there in a black T-shirt and jeans. His casual clothing made her even more self-conscious than she had been about the nice blue polka-dot sundress—really, her only summer dress—she had put on, in obedience to his instructions.

	“Come in, Stacy,” he said.

	“Can I have my laptop back?” Stacy asked immediately. Why should she wait?

	“Not right away,” Ben replied. “Come to the kitchen with me for a sec. Can I get you something to drink? Soda? Seltzer?”

	“No, thanks,” Stacy said, feeling very wary. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking all afternoon and late into the night about what Ben might have meant by learning your lesson.

	“Sure?” He led the way until they had reached the kitchen he had clearly remodeled, gleaming with chrome appliances and sleek with marble countertops.

	Stacy’s mouth felt dry, she realized. “Could I have a glass of water, please?” she said.

	Ben got a glass and filled it from the dispenser on the front of the refrigerator. He handed it to her.

	“What did you mean by a lesson?” she asked, after she had had a sip.

	“You’ll see in just a little while,” Ben replied. “How’s work going for you?”

	Stacy felt her brow crease in puzzlement at the question. “Fine,” she said. “Look, please just tell me what I have to do to get the laptop. Yes, I was watching porn. Yes, it’s embarrassing, but…”

	She felt her words desert her as she looked into Ben’s eyes. Something in his expression seemed to say that she hadn’t really ever understood what it meant to watch porn: that her lesson would have to do with that. She shivered.

	“Finish the water,” he said simply.

	Stacy opened her mouth to speak, but found that she had nothing to say. She finished the water in two more big swallows. Ben held out his hand, and she gave him the glass. He put it in the sink. Then he said, “We’ll be headed down to the basement, to talk about your laptop; that’s the door there on the right.” He pointed. “Go ahead and open it up, and head downstairs.”

	Feeling even more apprehensive, Stacy opened the door. The light was on, and she started down the stairs. Why the basement?

	“The basement is what I think of as my classroom,” Ben said, as having followed her in, he closed the door behind him and began to descend the stairs himself. Stacy stood at the bottom of the stairs, looking around at what seemed like a regular sort of den: a big TV and comfortable furniture. Ben reached the basement floor and stood behind her. “You’d better go ahead and take off all your clothes,” he said.

	“What?” She turned to him, feeling her eyes go wide. I misheard him. He didn’t say what I thought he said. “I… um, I thought you just said…”

	“You heard me right, Stacy. Thank you for wearing a dress, as I asked, but I want you to take it, and your underwear, off right now. The consequences of your behavior have begun, and it’s time for your first punishment and your first lesson in obedience.”

	“Y-you’re joking, right?” Stacy asked weakly. “Please say you’re joking.”

	“I’m absolutely not joking, Stacy. You were a very naughty girl, and now it’s time for you to start paying the price. Girls who play with their panties down need to be punished with their panties down. That’s my philosophy, and today—and twice a week from now on—you’re going to learn some very important lessons: ones you’ll never forget. I’m going to make sure you think twice the next time you’re tempted to commit the kind of indecency I caught you at yesterday.”

	“You… you can’t…”

	“Oh, I definitely can, young lady.” Ben folded his arms across his chest, with a look of calm confidence. “I’m positive you don’t want your parents to know what you do with the laptop they bought for you. That means that you’ll be coming to my classroom when I tell you to come, and you’ll get used to obeying me very quickly. This is your first lesson, so I’m going to be a little lenient with you about how you’re not doing as I’ve told you, but make no mistake: in the future if you’re slow to take off your clothes for me, or to do anything else I’ve told you to do, your backside is going to be even warmer than it will be anyway.”

	“Anyway?” Her mind couldn’t even seem to understand what he meant, although he spoke slowly, and the words were ordinary words like ‘lesson’ and ‘classroom.’ He didn’t even seem… violent, or anything.

	“I’m going to spank you, and whip you, regularly, Stacy,” Ben said. “It’s the only way to teach you to respect common decency.”

	“How… how dare…”

	“Well, I think by the time I’m done with you in a few months, you’ll understand just how I dare. For now, though, I’m starting to run out of patience. Either you’re going to take off your clothes, or I’m going to take them off for you.”

	That was when Stacy tried to run up the stairs, but Ben grabbed her, picked her up, and carried her over to the couch as if her struggling and yelling didn’t matter the slightest bit to him. He laid her over the sofa’s padded arm, holding her down with his left hand while with his right he pulled up the pretty sundress.

	This isn’t happening, Stacy thought.

	“Cute panties,” Ben remarked about her pink cotton briefs. Stacy felt her face go red. Then she felt it go even redder as Ben put his hand inside the waistband of the panties and simply pulled them down to her knees.

	“Now, Stacy Miller,” said his voice from above her, “you’re going to learn what happens to girls who play with themselves. Because you disobeyed me, you’ll have a hand-spanking now, and then a belt-whipping later.”

	“No, please! You—”

	But he did: she felt his big hand come down hard on the very middle of her bottom, and then she heard the sharp crack of the blow. The first spank didn’t hurt terribly, but Ben followed it with four more, and by the fifth hard swat Stacy was screaming.

	“Listen carefully, Stacy,” he said, after he had delivered those five spanks—the first of Stacy’s life. “You may or may not agree with the standards to which I hold a girl’s conduct, but that doesn’t matter to me in the slightest. You may also think that the course of training I give you in feminine virtue uses a highly unusual—and, for you, a very unpleasant—method. Again, though, I simply don’t care.”

	He started spanking her again, and Stacy began to cry, as he kept spanking the same place right in the middle: five more, ten more swats. “Ah! Please… Ben…”

	“Call me sir, now, Stacy,” he said, still spanking her.

	“Sir! I’ll… ah! I’ll do anything…”

	“Yes,” Ben said, stopping the spanking again, “you will. You’ll do things you can’t even imagine. For instance, right now, you’ll suck my cock, right after you take off your dress and your panties.”

	“Wh-… but…”

	Ben stood up, taking his left hand off her back. Stacy twisted her head to try to get a look at him, but he had moved too far behind her, where she lay across the arm of the couch.

	“You may stand up, Stacy,” he said.

	She did, and turned to him, rubbing her bottom to take some of the sting away, as the front of the sundress covered her pussy at least, though with a blush she realized her pink panties still remained bunched around her knees. To her shock and confusion, Ben was taking off his clothes. There was his cock, rising threateningly in her direction. There was his muscular chest and his hairy thighs.

	“Oh, God,” she said, trying hard to think, wanting to turn around and not see Ben’s nakedness, but frightened that she would be punished if she did. “Oh, God, but I thought… I thought you were going to teach me… I mean, I thought I wasn’t supposed to…”

	“You have a lot to learn, Stacy,” Ben said, “about what you’re supposed to do and what you’re not supposed to do. You’re not supposed to touch yourself, and you’re not supposed to watch porn.” Confused even more, Stacy saw that Ben had picked up a remote control. “Unless, of course, you’re watching porn with me, so that you can learn to please me just as well as the girls in the videos please the guys.”

	He pointed the remote at the TV and pressed a button. The TV came to life, and on it was one of the videos Stacy had watched the previous week. “Oh, no,” she whispered. On the screen a red-headed girl knelt in front of a well-muscled naked man, as he held her head tightly in his hands and thrust his cock in and out of her mouth.

	“This is what you asked for, Stacy. You asked to be treated just like the girls in your videos get treated. I promise I’m going to make sure that by the time I’m done with you, you’re not going to want to watch any more porn by yourself. In fact, if I can find you the kind of new home that suits naughty girls like you best, with a boyfriend who will continue your training, I have a feeling your new man will make you the star of your very own videos, as well as watching all the porn you want, sitting right next to you, and making you do what you see.”

	On the screen, the girl on her knees, with the huge cock in her mouth, made wet little noises as the man fucked her face. Stacy swallowed hard, and her breathing came quicker and quicker. She realized that to her embarrassment, she had begun to grow very damp between her thighs.

	But what the hell was this? She couldn’t… do that thing he told her to do. Even if she watched the girl on the screen doing it, Stacy couldn’t do that. Ben must be testing her, or…

	But he couldn’t be testing her, could he? His hard cock was right there, just as big as the one on the screen. Stacy would have to obey him… she would have to become his… His what? His girl? His student? His slut? And then he would find a new home for her, with a boyfriend? What did that mean?

	“Stacy,” he said. “I’m not going to ask you again. Take your clothes off right now. You won’t like how it goes afterward, if I have to rip them off you.”

	But she would like how it went, if she obeyed him? Visions of what that might mean, all of them based on her naughty viewing habits, crowded into her mind: girls pleasured in ways that made them cry out in shame and discomfort even as they voiced their ecstasy, too. Plastic toys: the men in the videos loved to use plastic toys to make girls come, even though the girls looked like it was terribly embarrassing.

	Stacy liked those videos, even though they always made her feel even guiltier than the more ordinary sex ones did. She liked the videos where they set up a fake situation in which the girl had to be in the video, and had to have sex with the guy or—she thought with a thrill of fear—the guys. She didn’t know why, and she definitely felt like she didn’t want to find out how it would feel to be in that situation herself.

	And now, here in Ben’s ‘classroom,’ that seemed to be exactly the situation she faced. She had to suck a man’s cock because that was what he wanted. He had her there, the door was locked, and he would tell her parents that she watched porn if she didn’t do what he said.

	“Do you know what you’re going to do now?” the guy in the videos sometimes said. When the girl said, “No,” looking mystified and nervous, the guy would say, “You’re going to suck my cock.”

	And then the girl would do it—just like Stacy would have to do it, after she had taken off her clothes.

	Biting her lip, she started to unbutton the pretty polka-dot sundress.

	“Good girl,” Ben said. “There you go. See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

	
Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Really, the porn made the whole plan for training Stacy very special, and even more arousing than his plans for Peggy and Julie had been. He had started on a sexual note with Peggy, too, because he had caught her with her bad boy’s hand up her skirt, behind the college classroom building where he was repairing a window. When Peggy came over for her first lesson, he had made it clear from the beginning that she would learn that drug addicts who would feel a girl up that way—tentatively, furtively—were unworthy of a virtuous girl’s attention.

	Peggy would learn, Ben told the sweet but very sexy raven-haired eighteen-year-old, that a virtuous girl waited for a man like Ben, and the kind of boyfriend to whom Ben would introduce her, to feel the things her bad boy had tried to make her feel behind the classroom building.

	“When a man like me does come along,” he said to Peggy, “and he tells you to take off your clothes, and you learn to do as he says, you’ll have all the pleasure a virtuous girl deserves.”

	Ben hadn’t even had to spank Peggy before she had taken off her miniskirt and her fuzzy sweater to reveal the lacy lingerie that showed her to be the kind of girl who needed virtue lessons very badly. Of course the spanking, over his knee, had befallen her immediately after she removed that lingerie, until she cried big tears and promised never to see the boy again. Then Ben, as a reward, showed her how good the right man could make her feel, between her legs.

	But it seemed to Ben that having Stacy Miller here because she had watched porn, and played with herself, presented even more intriguing possibilities. He had stayed up late the night before, watching and reading all the naughty things on Stacy’s laptop. They had inspired him so thoroughly that he had drawn up a kind of syllabus for Stacy. They would begin, today, with something of an assessment and overview.

	Stacy had the sundress down around her ankles. She had a modest white bra on, and as she reached behind her to undo it, she shot him a beseeching look, as if perhaps Ben would relent now that he saw her obeying him, and had given her a spanking with her panties down.

	“Don’t dawdle, Stacy,” he said sternly. “Get them off. Do you think the girl on the video dawdled when they told her to take her clothes off?”

	Stacy glanced nervously at the screen, blushing. The redhead in the video had now been placed on a couch, with her legs raised high, to display her cunt and her anus. He could tell that Stacy sensed in that moment exactly what Ben intended: how he had resolved to make sure she experienced every shameful thing the girls in the videos underwent.

	As the guy in the porno rubbed the pretty bare cunt much more as a way of enhancing the display of it to the camera than to give the girl pleasure, Ben froze the image on the screen.

	“Answer me, Stacy,” he said, even more severely. “Does she look like the kind of girl who would make a guy wait, when it’s time for her clothes to come off?”

	“N-no… oh, God… Ben—I mean, sir! Sir, please… I promise never to do it again! Please don’t make me do this!”

	“What kind of lesson would that teach you, Stacy? Your laptop is full of videos just like this one. Some of them are much worse. Promises aren’t going to cut it. Your life has to change, and it’s going to change right now. I’m taking you in hand, and I’m going to show you what it’s really like to suck a cock, and have your cunt touched the way that guy is touching that girl’s.”

	“Oh, no…” She turned back to him, the pleading look in her eyes even more desperate. With her hands behind her, still on the bra hook, and her panties around her knees, where Ben had put them, she looked utterly adorable.

	“Isn’t that what you were asking for, when you played with yourself while you watched this video?” They had come—quicker than Ben thought they would—to a crucial part of the syllabus.

	“No!” Stacy said. “It’s… it’s different… I mean… I know real sex and porn are different!”

	That was promising. “Have you had real sex, Stacy? Did you fuck that guy you were dating a few months ago?”

	Stacy closed her eyes, a look of shame spreading across her face. “Yes,” she admitted.

	“Was he your first?”

	“Yes,” she whispered.

	“How many times?”

	“Oh, God… you can’t ask me that!” She opened her eyes and glared at him for a moment, but then seemed to realize that in the position in which she found herself, here, Ben obviously could ask her that.

	“Six,” she said softly.

	“Did it feel good?”

	Now Stacy seemed to realize that Ben’s tone had changed—that he had lowered his voice and warmed it. Ben could see distrust in her eyes, but also a kind of softening.

	“After the first time,” she said, twisting her mouth to the side.

	“How was it different from the porn?”

	“Oh!” she said, as if startled, and glanced again at the terrible image of the girl with her legs up, on display. “I… well, it was dark—in the room, I mean—and it was over a lot faster?”

	Now the most important question, which Stacy might be able to think about in a new way. “So why have you been watching the porn, if the real sex felt good?”

	“Well, we broke up, and… I needed something… and I searched for this one thing…”

	“What did you search for?” Ben made his tone stern again.

	“Vibrators,” Stacy whispered.

	The question of what Ben Weathers really thought about feminine self-pleasure now came to the fore. “Vibrators,” he said, “are something I believe a man should often use on a naughty girl’s pussy. If a certain kind of young girl—a girl like you—uses a vibrator by herself, it means she needs a spanking, and she needs a man to show her that her pleasure belongs to him. If you’re a good girl for me today, maybe I’ll show you that myself.”

	“So…” Stacy began hesitantly, “porn isn’t wrong?”

	“That depends,” Ben said evenly. “And here at my house you’re going to learn just what it depends on. For a start, it’s wrong for you to watch it unless I tell you to watch it.”

	“I… I don’t understand,” Stacy said. She still stood frozen in the alluring position of a naughty girl undressing, with her panties down, about to unhook her bra. She looked as if she wanted to freeze time for herself the way Ben had frozen time for the naked girl on the screen, with the guy’s hand on her cunt.

	“Finish getting undressed now, girl,” Ben said. “Then, when you’re on your knees in front of me, I’ll explain a bit more.”

	Stacy gave a little whimper in her throat at that, and her chest seemed to heave with frustration as if she had realized that she had no way out. At the same time, though, Ben could tell that her powerlessness, combined with her physical attraction to him and the way his dominance increased that attraction, had begun to work upon her passions: Stacy had begun to see just how exciting it would be for her to submit to Ben’s lessons.

	She cast her eyes down to the gray pile carpet and finally unhooked her bra, shrugging it off over her arms and down atop the sundress.

	“Those are very nice,” Ben said, consciously imitating one of Stacy’s videos. Her blush, which had receded a little bit, now returned in full force. “Look at me, Stacy.” She obeyed. “I just told you that your tits are very nice. What does a good girl say when she gets a compliment?”

	“Thank you,” Stacy whispered.

	“Do you like your tits, Stacy?” That too came from the video he had quoted just a moment before. Ben wondered if Stacy realized from where he had taken his script.

	Whether she realized it or not, she echoed the girl in the video. “Sort of?” she said.

	“Play with your nipples,” Ben ordered. Stacy’s eyes went very wide, and Ben suspected that she had now figured out that he was following the scene from the porno. She hesitated, and then she whispered, “I can’t. Please… Don’t make me do that stuff.”

	Ben took the opportunity to get severe again. “If I’m not mistaken, young lady,” he said, “you had your hand on your nipples yesterday when I found you. You’re going to do that for me right now, or you’re going to get another spanking.” The spanking, of course, was not part of the video—both because that video wasn’t one of the several in Stacy’s collection that included discipline, and because of course the girl in the video obeyed when the guy told her to play with her nipples.

	Ben now felt sure that his growing suspicion that Stacy had a submissive inside, yearning to be let out despite having been pushed very far down in her psyche, was on target. Slowly, her hands moved to comply with his instructions, until at last she took her quarter-sized brown nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, and squeezed them very symmetrically, closing her eyes and making little whining sounds that gave evidence of her pleasure.

	Now Ben returned to the script. “Does that feel nice, Stacy?”

	“Mm-hmm,” she said softly. It was exactly the response of the girl in the video.

	“Alright, you can go ahead and take your panties all the way off now, and kneel in front of me.”

	Stacy clearly felt she had crossed some threshold, because she didn’t make a fuss about the panties. She tugged them down past her knees, let them drop, and 5′4″ hazel-eyed and slim-hipped Stacy Miller stood in front of him with no clothes on. Her little pussy showed very slightly through the light brown hair that covered her there.

	Ben thought with relish of the moment they would discuss the removal of those sweet curls, in line with the bareness of the cunts of all the girls in the videos on Stacy’s laptop. And then, of course, the fun of actually shaving her between her legs. He couldn’t decide which one of the two would give him more pleasure, though of course neither would compare with the pleasure he would take in fucking the bare little cunt for the first time.

	Ben was happy that she had fucked her boyfriend. It wouldn’t have stopped him, of course, if Stacy had been a virgin, but he would have felt a pang of guilt at deflowering her, and he was glad to know that she would be able to feel the full pleasure of having his cock inside her cunt from the beginning. Also, he felt quite certain that he would be the first to put his cock in her ass. Ben regarded that as a kind of greater defloration, and he smiled at the thought of taking her there.

	At last Stacy did kneel before him, and he took a step toward her so that his cock hung only four or five inches from her face. He put out his right hand and touched her cheek. She trembled violently, but she did not try to get away. “Tell me the truth, now, girl. Have you ever sucked a cock before?” he said softly. “I have a feeling you lied to me a few moments ago.”

	Stacy hesitated, a look of agonizing confusion on her face. “Yes,” she finally whispered.

	“That boyfriend?” She nodded. “How many blowjobs?”

	“Twice,” she said.

	“Did you swallow?” She shook her head violently. “You’re going to swallow now, Stacy. Did your boyfriend fuck your face?”

	“What?” There was startlement in her eyes.

	“Young lady, I’ve seen what you were watching. And we just saw it a moment ago. Don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean. Did your boyfriend fuck your face?”

	Stacy’s breath came in short pants. “No,” she whispered.

	“What do you think I’m going to do, when my cock is in your mouth?” Ben realized that he had adopted the tone of that same video again. This time he hadn’t even meant to, and he wondered for a moment about that difference to which Stacy had referred a little while before: the difference between porn and real sex. Yes, as he would discuss with Stacy over the course of her lessons, they were certainly different. But they also surely had a very complex and powerful relationship to one another.

	Stacy looked up at him with wide-eyed panic. He stroked her cheek with the backs of his knuckles. He asked again, “What do you think I’m going to do?”

	“Fuck my face,” Stacy said in a voice lower than a whisper.

	“Exactly right,” Ben said in his best teacher’s voice. “I’m going to fuck your face just the way the guy in the video does to that cute redhead. Open up that pretty little mouth now, so I can make myself feel good. If you’re a good little cocksucker, I’ll keep telling you about my standards for what a girl like you should do when her cunt gets to feeling really naughty, the way yours must have felt yesterday.”

	
Chapter Four

	 

	 

	Stacy swallowed hard and opened her mouth.

	“Stick out your tongue, now, girl,” Ben said. The words were humiliating, but to her surprise, Ben said them in a tone that sounded much better-natured than Stacy ever could have expected a man might use when instructing a girl in how to get ready for a face-fucking. The guys in the videos definitely didn’t say it that way, as if they cared about how the girls felt about it. When a guy in a porno said “Stick out your tongue” or “Put it in your cheek” or the one that always sent a terrible, shameful thrill through Stacy, “No hands,” he said it as if the girl were a thing, or at best a pet.

	Did she like it that Ben was instructing her to prepare her mouth to take his penis inside it with a kindly tone? Didn’t it make it even more shameful, if he talked down to her like that?

	Stacy obeyed, like a little girl putting out her tongue for a treat to be laid upon it. This treat, though, was big and bulky, and didn’t taste sweet. Yes, Stacy had sucked Jack’s cock, but it hadn’t been anything like this, or like the videos that it seemed Ben had decided Stacy must reenact. Stacy knew exactly what face-fucking was, and the thrill of fear, and of shame, was accompanied by a jolt of arousal—she couldn’t deny it—that spread through her pussy. When she had given Jack the blowjobs, she had used her hands, and she had bobbed her head, and he had seemed to like it, though she had been terribly unsure of that. In the videos, though… Yes, oh, my God, he’s doing it just like the video… Ben had taken hold of her head tightly in both hands… and, now, the part where…

	His grip on her head completely secure, Ben pushed his cock halfway into her mouth. Stacy couldn’t believe either how degrading it felt or how the shame seemed to set fire to her pussy. She looked up at him, and saw that his eyes were fixed on where his hardness entered her lips. That seemed to make the whole thing even more shameful, and more like the videos, where the guy always seemed to be looking with an expression of satisfaction at the way his cock claimed the girl’s body, whether her mouth or her pussy or even her ass.

	Stacy struggled to keep breathing as Ben moved the cock gently back and forth between her lips and over her tongue. “Not too much, now,” he said. Stacy’s jaw started to ache a little. It was strange, not having to think about anything but breathing and keeping her mouth open so that the big cock could come and go as it pleased, but physically it was very uncomfortable.

	Ben murmured, “You’ll get used to it soon, and then you’ll take me all the way in,” and kept fucking Stacy’s face. His hands on the back of her head controlled her utterly: she felt like he had turned her whole face into a sex toy into which he could enjoy putting his cock, whenever he felt like it.

	“A little deeper, now,” he said, and she felt the head of his cock push in almost to the back of her throat. Her hands, hanging at her sides, balled into panicky fists, and she gagged for a moment, but Ben pulled out, and then drove back in again. “That’s it,” he said. “You’re going to gag at first, but you’ll get used to it.”

	Stacy breathed desperately through her nose, and quieted her panic. Ben returned to his shallow thrusts, and started to speak more conversationally, giving the lesson he had promised before he started fucking her face.

	“When I find a girl like you, Stacy,” he said. “I believe it’s my duty to teach her to walk the path of virtue. Now I don’t agree with what most people would consider the path of virtue to be—that’s true.” He pushed in deeper and held himself there, while Stacy gagged again. Even as she started to panic and retch, Ben said, “But as far as you’re concerned, Stacy, the path of virtue is what I say it is.”

	He pulled his cock from her mouth, and then he had taken her by the shoulders and stood her on her feet. Before Stacy knew what was happening, he had marched her over to the couch and turned her to face the screen again, where the red-haired girl had been made to raise her legs so that the guy could play with her smooth, pink pussy.

	“Get on the couch just like the girl on the screen,” Ben said. Then he left her, and walked toward a door that must lead to a closet. Stacy’s heart fluttered as she thought about all the things that might be in that closet. She sat on the couch, still watching Ben. He opened the door, and on the back of the door were hanging the things Stacy had feared most might be there: a wooden paddle, a leather strap, and a bamboo cane.

	“Oh, God,” she said. “Please… you already spanked me!”

	“Not nearly enough, girl,” Ben said, turning back to her. “Get those legs up just like that slut on the screen. Look at her, and think about what happens to girls who show their little cunts like that. You’ve got a whipping coming.”

	Stacy started to cry in fear. “Please… I’ll never… I’ll never do it again. Please just give me my laptop, and I’ll go, and I’ll never tell anybody…” She realized she had started to talk nonsense: it was absolutely clear that Ben had no intention of making that kind of bargain, as if Stacy had any power over the situation. No, she had no power at all, and that was the way it appeared Ben intended to keep it.

	Ben took the strap and closed the closet door. “Shh, girl,” he said. “I know you don’t understand how this works, yet. That’s okay. All you need to do is obey me, and take your punishments and your rewards like a good girl. And I can tell you that you will never do it again, by yourself, or else your butt is gonna get whipped so good you won’t sit down for a month. On the other hand…” he advanced toward her, slapping the heavy black leather against his palm, “…you’ll be watching a great deal of porn with me, from now on. You’re a porn-girl, Stacy Miller, and the path of virtue for you is to be the best porn-girl you can be.”

	Stacy bit her lip. “But… I don’t… I don’t w-want…”

	“Get those legs up right now, Stacy,” Ben said, the kindliness gone from his voice. “You don’t think you want to be a porn-girl, but I’m pretty sure you already know that there’s a porn-girl deep inside you. Now that dirty slut belongs to me. Get those legs up, and show me my porn-girl.”

	It was different, right? Porn was different from real sex, like she had said before. The way they fucked, in the pornos… that wasn’t the way she had made love with Jack. Was it? Jack had gotten on top, she had guided his hardness to her pussy, and he had pushed it in. The first time, he had had to push hard, and the pain had… well, it had made her feel like sex was a kind of punishment, for being naughty enough to have sex. But it wasn’t like she hadn’t had her fingers in there lots of times, thinking about what it would be like, when a man entered her with his stiff cock, and held her down, telling her that her cunt was nice and tight.

	And then, with Jack, it hadn’t been like that at all, and that had been… disappointing. Yes, okay, she had been disappointed, in a way she never felt disappointed when she watched the terrible things the porn-guys and porn-girls did: the way the guys moved the girls into whatever position they wanted to, so that the girls’ pussies lay just right for fucking, and the thrusting felt best to their big cocks—so much bigger than Jack’s.

	Ben’s cock was as big as a porn-star’s cock though, and he had just fucked her face. And so was that somehow not real sex? But he had really had his hands around her head, he had really thrust his hardness inside, and made her take it until he felt like he had enjoyed her there for long enough to suit his desires. Jack had asked, “How was it?” but Ben didn’t care how it was for Stacy: he just put his cock inside her and had his way.

	He wanted her to sit and put her legs up, like a porn-girl. Stacy looked at the screen, at the girl’s face. She really loved this video, she realized with a thrill of shame, because the girl’s facial expressions seemed so authentic. It was an amateur video; both the girl and the guy were attractive, but not super-hot, really, and it was easy to imagine that she felt the same way Stacy did about the porn-things the guy made her do: she couldn’t stop thinking about them, but she was ashamed of herself for it. When the guy, whom in her fantasies Stacy had named Rod, told her what to do, the girl (Paula, in Stacy’s imagination) looked at him with the tiniest bit of alarm, and Stacy could imagine her thinking, I don’t really want to put my legs up and show the camera my pussy that way, but… Rod told me I need to be a good girl for him, or I won’t get cast in the movie he’s making.

	In the same way, later in the video, when Rod made Paula look into the camera while he fucked her doggy-style, and made her call herself a dirty cock-whore, Paula’s face seemed to tell a tale of woe. In that story, the realization that she was a dirty cock-whore made Paula terribly ashamed even as pleasure such as she had never known flowed through the pussy Rod pounded without mercy.

	In the shot frozen on the screen in Ben’s basement, Paula looked like having her pussy open for Rod’s inspection, and above all for the camera’s benefit and the viewer’s pleasure, made her feel like she was a very, very naughty girl. Paula looked like she needed a whipping. And now Stacy would get that whipping. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her head felt faint.

	She moved to obey Ben’s command. Not taking her eyes from the screen, she pushed herself back against the leather cushions of the couch. (Leather—so men’s come and girls’ pussy juices can be wiped off?) Her bottom felt strange and very naughty, naked on the leather. But when she raised her knees, and held them up just as Paula did on the couch in the room on the screen, it felt even stranger, and much, much naughtier.

	“Open those legs wide for me, Stacy,” Ben said, again in the kinder tone that seemed to make Stacy feel even more thrillingly ashamed of herself. Blushing terribly, she complied, whimpering at how open it made her feel, and at the knowledge of what was coming.

	Without warning Ben brought the strap down, hard, across the cheeks of her bottom, underneath.

	“This is called the diaper position, Stacy,” he said. “I like to use it for little girls who try to grow up too fast, and leave the path of virtue.”

	He whipped her again. She had gasped at the first lash, but now she cried out loud.

	“Look at the girl on the screen,” he said.

	“Paula,” Stacy whispered. “I call her Paula.”

	She dared a glance at Ben, and saw that he was smiling.

	“That’s good, porn-girl,” he said. “Look at Paula.” Another lash. Stacy cried out at the burning line that had even stung her poor little pussy, landing across the very lower edge of her bottom cheeks. “Is Paula on the path of virtue?” Ben’s left hand came to rest on Stacy’s right thigh. That touch, too, made her whimper, though the lash that came next, right across her thighs and her pussy lips, made her scream, as her eyes watered.

	The pain was… well, it was bad, but… Oh, God—the thing was happening that hadn’t really happened before, when Ben had spanked her over the couch arm, because she had been so scared. Now, though, the warmth of the burning lashes from the thick, stiff leather strap had become a terrible tingle in her pussy.

	“Answer me!” Ben said, and whipped her again in the same terrible spot. “Is that slut on the path of virtue?”

	“No!” Stacy cried.

	“You’re wrong, porn-girl,” Ben said calmly, and lashed her again, hard.

	
Chapter Five

	 

	 

	Stacy screamed in pain and what Ben could tell was also the beginning of the terrible pleasure he would now enforce upon her. Again he lashed her. He looked into her face. She had closed her eyes, and she had her lower lip between her teeth. Her head twisted from side to side, and the chestnut hair threshed against the leather cushion.

	Now the best part: he laid the heavy strap on the couch, stooped down, and touched Stacy Miller’s cute little cunt for the first time. He ran his fingertips all the way from her clit to her tiny brown asshole, while Stacy moaned as loud as any girl in a video.

	“It’s not possible,” he said quietly as he continued gently making her wet herself with her arousal, “to tell whether Paula is on the path of virtue, because we don’t know enough about her.”

	“Wh-what?” Stacy said, panting with the excitement Ben had called into the sweet little place where he would soon put his cock. She opened her eyes, and Ben watched her take in the filthy image of Paula’s cunt before they darted to his face in confusion.

	“First of all,” Ben said, stroking Stacy’s clit all the while, and running his fingers down further every now and then to bring up some of the slippery arousal that now flowed there in great abundance, “we don’t know anything about the real girl who’s playing that part.”

	“But… but she’s in a… porno.”

	“If her guy—and who knows if her guy is the one in the video—do you have a name for him?”

	“Rod,” she said softly, and Ben chuckled at that.

	“Maybe Rod is her guy, but maybe her real guy—let’s call him Phil—told her that she had to do the video with Rod.”

	Ben looked at Stacy’s face—yes, he could see that the thought of being made to star in a porn video excited her: she closed her eyes and visibly swallowed hard. She opened her eyes again and repeated the sequence of looks, from red-headed Paula to Ben’s face, with an expression on her face that seemed to plead with him. How nice for both of them that what he planned to give her was exactly what he knew she needed.

	Ben rubbed firmly at Stacy’s clit for a moment, with his middle finger, and she cried out loud, until he was gentle with her sweet, pink nub again. He couldn’t deny himself any longer, then; he bent his head and kissed her tenderly on her cunt, right where his cock would go.

	“Oh, God…” Stacy whimpered.

	“Did you let your boyfriend do that, Stacy?” Ben murmured, raising his head and looking up, between the legs she had spread because he had commanded it, over the breasts he had made her bare, to see a kind of panic on her face.

	“N-no… I mean, it… it never h-happened, or anything.” In her eyes, Ben saw that her doubts about the kind of girl she was were growing very quickly: Stacy was realizing how deeply porn-girl lived inside her.

	Ben continued with the lesson, as if he had not just made Stacy yearn for pleasures of which he felt sure she had never truly conceived despite having seen them over and over in her naughty viewing. “In that case, Paula is on the path of virtue because she’s pleasing Phil—or, if there’s no Phil, and Rod there is actually her boyfriend, she’s on the path of virtue because she’s giving Rod the pleasure he deserves.”

	“Deserves?” she whispered.

	“Mm-hmm,” Ben said again, flicking his tongue against her clit for a few moments, so that she made a lovely questioning, whining sound in her throat, as if she weren’t sure that she should be allowed to feel so much pleasure. “It’s the same kind of pleasure I deserve, Stacy. And now I have a porn-girl to give it to me, just like Paula gives it to Rod. So when Rod makes her show her cunt to the camera, and he opens it up the way he does…”

	Now Ben reached for the remote control, and, without leaving his position between Stacy’s thighs, pressed play, so that suddenly ‘Paula’s’ voice filled the room, as she said, “Oh, God…” just the way Stacy had a moment before. ‘Rod’ was indeed opening up Paula’s sweet, smooth cunt, and the camera came in close, so that all the folds of Paula’s pink pussy could be clearly seen. Rod’s finger spread her wide, from above.

	Ben froze the video again: the screen held nothing but a lovely close-up shot of a naughty cunt, ready for fucking.

	“…it may well mean that he’s putting her on the path to virtue, the same way I’m doing for you, porn-girl.”

	“Oh, God…” Stacy cried, just like Paula, as Ben spread the eighteen-year-old, still nearly virgin pussy open to match the image on the screen, though Stacy’s brown cunt hair made it look rather different.

	“One thing I deserve,” Ben said conversationally, “is that my porn-girl’s cunt is a nice smooth cunt—like Paula’s, there. I’m going to shave you, next time, so that I get to fuck a real porn-girl, who’s as bare down there as she should be, to please a man properly.”

	“No, please…” Stacy whispered. “I… someone will notice…” She blushed furiously. “My friends… at the gym…”

	“Do you think I care about that, Stacy?” Ben asked severely. “I hope your friends do notice that you’re bare down there. When they ask why, you’ll tell them that it’s because you’re in training to be a porn-girl, and porn-girls are always bare, so that they give men a nicer view.”

	He pointed to the screen. “Look at little Paula’s cunt. How much hotter does it look, because we know that Rod, or Phil, or some other guy, decided she should be bare between her legs, to show her pussy off to him and whoever else he wants to show it to?”

	Ben looked at Stacy, studied her expression minutely as she obeyed and examined the close-up of the sweet, spread cunt on the screen.

	“But… I mean…” she said quietly and almost to herself. “I mean, shouldn’t she be the one… Isn’t it only right if she decided to be in the video?”

	“Yes,” Ben said. Then he bent his head again and licked fiercely at her clit, still holding her cunt open with his right hand, so that he could catch the little nub between his lips, too, and make Stacy cry out even louder than Paula did in the video.

	He raised his head again and looked up at Stacy, who had closed her eyes once more. He watched those sweet, innocent hazel eyes open. When they did, he said, “Do you want to be my porn-girl, Stacy?”

	Stacy’s mouth opened slightly, as if she were going to answer the question, but no sound came out.

	“You don’t know, do you?”

	Mutely, she shook her head.

	“But you do know that if you don’t obey me, you’ll be whipped.”

	Stacy’s eyes widened, and she nodded at that.

	He fixed his eyes on her sweet cunt, whose soft fur seemed paradoxically to make it look more innocent, since Ben had told her that he would take that covering away. He wanted to see how her pussy would react to his next words. “Do you think Rod whips Paula?”

	Stacy’s cunt didn’t disappoint him: it gave an adorable little contraction. “I-I…” she stammered.

	“I saw what your cunt just did, Stacy,” Ben said softly. “It doesn’t really matter whether just before the video started Paula had to have a whipping, but I want you to imagine that she did.”

	Ben stood up, and once again fetched his old punishment strap, an antique—perhaps from a one-room schoolhouse—that he had found in a wonderful little shop in the Berkshires. He put his left forearm across Stacy’s knees, to hold them high in diaper position. He preferred to thrash girls over a spanking bench, for the most part, but diaper position did have wonderful humiliation value, as well as a certain intimacy. And for Stacy right now, of course, the similarity of her position to Paula-the-porn-girl’s on the screen made it very special.

	At the touch of his arm, Stacy gasped, and then, when he brought the strap down hard atop the slightly curled red lines that already marked her sweet pale bottom, she screamed.

	“Now you’re having a whipping, too, Stacy.”

	He lashed her again, looking at her face this time, as she opened her mouth to give a sob and the tears rolled down her cheeks.

	“Do you think you’re going to decide to be my porn-girl, as I’ve requested, and to keep your cunt nice and smooth and pretty for me?”

	He whipped her again, harder, making certain to catch her pussy a little with the strap.

	“Yes!” she screamed.

	“There,” Ben said. He stopped whipping her, but he kept her knees raised. “You’ve decided to be a good girl, and learn your lessons. Like I said, I think someday you’ll be in videos of your own, just like Paula.”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whispered.

	Ben put the strap down again, picked up the remote, and pointed it at the screen.

	“What happens next?” he asked.

	Stacy’s brow furrowed. “Um…”

	“In the video. What does Rod do next, with Paula?”

	The blush returned to Stacy’s cheeks. “He… they have… sex.”

	Ben smiled. “That’s right, and I think he even describes it that way, though I have to admit I found that rather fun, since it’s not the term I would have used.”

	Stacy frowned. “Wh-”

	“Fucking,” Ben said, cutting her off. “Rod fucks Paula, just like I’m going to fuck you.”

	He watched her cunt contract at that, and he couldn’t help putting his hand down to rub gently. “How’s this pussy doing?” he asked softly and condescendingly. “Does it want to fuck? Does it want a nice big cock inside it?”

	He looked Stacy in her eyes. “Answer me, Stacy. Does your cunt need fucking?”

	“Yes,” she whispered. In her eyes he saw the way his special kind of lesson had released her: knowing that he would whip her if she didn’t answer correctly meant that she could give the shameful answer her passion wanted her to give, rather than the answer society wanted.

	“Are you starting to get it, porn-girl?” he asked softly. “Do you see the path of virtue? Do you see how a girl like you needs training, to learn to serve a man and give him pleasure?”

	He accompanied these words with more gentle caresses, of her whole cunt, up and down, so that she whimpered in response. He plunged two fingers inside her pussy, and thrust them in and out, while moving his thumb against her clit. Stacy gave a sobbing moan.

	“From now on, Stacy Miller, you’re going to be able to walk that path of virtue, because you know what will happen if I find you watching porn that I didn’t tell you to watch for homework, or I hear you cussing, or being disrespectful to your folks. You’ll be able to do that because I’ve taken you in hand, as my porn-girl, and I’m training you to please the guy who will take care of you, after I’ve finished getting you ready for him.”

	Ben started the video again.

	Rod took his hand away from Paula’s cunt and said, “Keep those legs nice and high, sweetie.” In a medium shot, the camera watched him step back and lower his pants. “Do you know what’s going to happen now?” he asked, like a patient teacher.

	The camera showed Paula looking slightly confused. Ben had to admit that this setup, where Paula had come in to audition for a porn video and pretended not to understand that she would have to do right there, on the casting couch, exactly what the porn video required, worked very well to produce a highly arousing power dynamic.

	“What do you think you’re going to do now, sweetie?” Rod asked.

	Paula shook her head, as if to say that she had no idea.

	“You’re going to have sex,” Rod said. “When’s the last time you had sex?”

	“Um,” Paula said. “Last month?”

	“Well, open up those knees for me, nice and wide, now, and we’ll fix that.”

	Paula’s face showed uncertainty, but Rod gave her no time to hesitate: he opened her knees for her and brought his cock to bear. The angle switched to a camcorder he held in his right hand, and the screen showed his cockhead pushing slowly into Paula’s pink cunt.

	Ben froze the video again. Stacy’s eyes, which had been fixed on the screen, moved to his with a wide-eyed expression of alarm.

	“What do you think is going to happen now, Stacy?” he asked.

	
Chapter Six

	 

	 

	Stacy bit her lip. I can’t answer, can I? I just can’t.

	“I’m going to have sex,” she whispered. But I thought I couldn’t answer. Was Ben right? Did she want this? Did she want to be his… that thing he kept saying?

	“As nice as that video is,” Ben said, “I want my porn-girl to answer a little differently. Do you know what I want you to say?”

	Her face got even hotter. Now she felt positive she couldn’t answer, but then she found herself saying, so softly that she almost couldn’t hear herself, “You’re going to fuck me.”

	“That’s right, sweetie,” Ben said.

	He moved between her and the screen, and he took his cock in his right hand.

	“Spread those knees nice and wide,” he said.

	It’s just like the video, Stacy thought. I’m a porn-girl.

	But now she couldn’t see the screen, and Ben’s back was to it, too. That made her wonder whether she could be… that thing… if the porn wasn’t visible to her. If she couldn’t see the terrible images, where the girl—always, in the videos Stacy watched, it was indeed the girl, or the girls—became nothing more than the thing the guy (or guys) fucked… if she couldn’t see the fucking, what did that make her, while Ben, her strange new teacher, put the head of his cock in her warm, wet pussy, and began to push in firmly.

	Stacy moaned: it felt better than sex had ever felt with Jack. The idea that she was Ben Weathers’ porn-girl now seemed to make the sensation of him putting his cock inside her to fuck her so much more intense that she couldn’t help throwing her head back and sobbing with the pleasure of it. She would come; she would come so hard, and she had never come during sex before. She looked up at Ben, and saw that he was looking not into her face but down at the filthy sight of his cock thrusting into her cunt.

	Cunt. Stacy had never thought she would ever find the c-word appropriate for her own brain to think on its own. When the porn-guys said it—the porn-girls never did—she found it arousing, yes, but she had never had the word come into her mind from her own subconscious.

	And now she looked where Ben was looking, and she realized that she must be looking through his eyes, because what she saw was her cunt being fucked by a big cock. That made her give another sob of terrible ecstasy. Ben put his hand down and rubbed her clit, and Stacy screamed and came without even realizing she was on the edge; she just felt her back arch, and heard the strangled sound coming from her chest. She pulled her own knees back, and then felt Ben put his hands there to push her further open, and it made the orgasm even stronger. Something about being… forced seemed to be transforming her, and though Stacy was by no means sure she liked it, the pleasure of this incredible climax felt like fact—like something so true it made no sense to try to deny it.

	She could not see the screen, where Rod had begun fucking Paula just as Ben now continued to fuck Stacy, still looking down at her cunt and his cock surging into and out of it, but she understood now that she was absolutely still a porn-girl, in the sense that mattered. Ben’s eyes, looking at the shameful sight, became the camera through which she watched the objectification of her body, of her cunt, her tits, her ass.

	She knew she wasn’t supposed to like that. She wasn’t supposed to like being seen as an object. Stacy Miller wasn’t a feminist, and her mom certainly wasn’t a feminist, but she had taken in enough of the modern values they had inculcated in her in public school to know that men weren’t supposed to objectify women, and women were supposed to tell them so, any time they felt like a man had objectified them.

	Though she had been watching porn once or twice a week for several months, now, she had never thought about it, as silly as that seemed in the current circumstances. In fact, she had tried hard not to think about it. She would find a video and download it. She wasn’t sure why she always downloaded them, which now seemed like a very stupid decision, but she thought it had something to do with wanting to keep it contained.

	She would watch the video, she would play with herself, and she wouldn’t think about why exactly hearing ‘Rod’ say “You’re going to have sex,” and then put his cock in ‘Paula’s’ pussy got her so excited. She would come, close her laptop, and that would be that, except for the two occasions when one orgasm hadn’t been enough, and the porn-viewing had gone on for several hours. After those occasions were over, though, she definitely hadn’t thought about how they happened; she had just told herself, That’s not going to happen again.

	Ben had shifted his gaze to her breasts as he continued to fuck her. “Play with your tits,” he commanded, and she did, giving a little whimper. “Nice, baby,” he said. “Nice little tits.”

	Yes—that was it. Ben’s gaze was the camera, and Stacy could look through that gaze, in her imagination, and watch him fucking porn-girl, who happened to be Stacy Miller. When that shameful image of her objectified, sexy young body came together with the feeling of his cock pounding into her, of his fingers on her clit, of her own fingers on her breasts, pinching the nipples to put on a show for the camera—and when Stacy understood that the reason she had those sensations was that she was the porn-girl—all the pleasure in the universe seemed to be flowing through her pussy, her hips, her legs, her bottom, her soul.

	That bizarre insight still seemed to enfold inside it the mystery of what Ben’s gaze was, and how it accomplished the feat of turning her into porn-girl. But although Stacy didn’t know how she would respond the next time Ben gave her an order—whether she would need another whipping, at the thought of which she felt her treasonous pussy clench again around Ben’s cock—she knew that these degrading lessons were something that for better or worse a long-buried part of her needed.

	The next order came very quickly, and it turned out Stacy didn’t need whipping.

	“We’re going to do doggy-style now, baby,” Ben said. He pulled his cock out. “It’s my favorite way to fuck a naughty girl.”

	Stacy herself had never had sex that way before, but of course she had seen it in the videos hundreds of times. Something about it triggered a kind of arousal that felt like the most shameful kind of all—except for the heart-fluttering, pussy-clenching kind she got when… that other thing… happened to the girls.

	And Ben had just said it was his favorite. And that meant that Stacy would… well, that she would have to do it very often, right? Because she would have to come to his house twice a week, for these lessons. And she would get it doggy-style every time, because that was Ben’s favorite.

	And if doggy-style was his favorite, what did it mean about the other thing? The other thing that usually started with the doggy-style position, and then the guy said that it was time for the other thing.

	Stacy’s mind seemed to be going round and round without finding a place to land, but Ben apparently didn’t see her confusion, or he didn’t care. He said, “Get over the arm of the couch, now. Face in the cushions and butt nice and high.”

	She could see the screen again, now, where Rod was still frozen in the motion of fucking Paula the same way Ben had just fucked Stacy. She had the sudden urge to tell Ben that if he fast-forwarded a minute or two he would find that Rod had Paula doggy-style over the arm of the casting couch, but then she realized that Ben undoubtedly knew that.

	Stacy turned her eyes from the screen: she didn’t need it, to play porn-girl. She obeyed without getting a whipping, and she walked the few steps until she could bend over the couch arm nearly the same way Ben had bent her there for her very first spanking, and her very first time having her panties taken down by a man. Jack of course had waited for her to take her own panties down, for sex.

	Part of being taken in hand, though, would appear to involve Ben taking Stacy’s panties down whenever he felt like it. Stacy felt a shiver go through her at the thought, as she put her elbows on the leather cushion, right where her back had been before, when Ben had made her get into diaper position (oh, how well she knew about diaper position, from the spanking videos) for her inspection, her whipping, and finally her fucking.

	She put her face right against the cushion, between her hands. She felt the warmth there and smelled, with another blush, the lingering scent of her arousal from when her pussy’s wetness had trickled down onto the cushion.

	“Get that ass higher, baby,” Ben said. “Arch your back for me. And spread your legs.”

	Those commands, and the way he gave them: just like the videos, but somehow also not like them at all. Why? Because this was real? Stacy felt like she needed to think long and hard about what it meant to be real… because…

	The head of Ben’s cock pressed against her pussy, at the same time his left hand came down on her hip with a firm grasp. She gave a little cry of pleasure: she couldn’t help it.

	Ben put his right hand on her right hip, and started to fuck hard and fast, keeping tight hold of her waist so that though she tried to move, to adjust the angle, which was deep and a little uncomfortable, Ben didn’t allow it, but just kept fucking the way that suited him. The thought that he held her that way, for his own pleasure without regard to hers, sent another of those crazy tingles through her pussy.

	Stacy tried to think again about reality and play, and porn and real sex, but her mind seemed only to be able to feel the way Ben’s hips pounded into her bottom and the way that pounding reawakened the sting of the strap so that she felt like he was teaching her a lesson by fucking her this way.

	A lesson… teaching her… training her for obedience… for pleasure… for fucking.

	She cried out, knowing that she was about to come again, feeling the waves of arousal build.

	“Don’t come, porn-girl,” Ben growled. “From now on, you ask permission.”

	What? In one of those BDSM videos, they had done that, hadn’t they? She had been powerfully attracted to that one, but she could hardly bear to watch it: the girl had been… tied up, and those vibrators…

	She cried out, and bit her cheek hard. How could she possibly stop herself? She tried to think of the pain in her cheek, but then she felt like Ben had made her feel it, and that seemed to increase the arousal. She tried holding her breath, as the relentless thrusting of Ben’s big cock and the firm grip of his hands around her waist just went on and on.

	Then suddenly his right hand left her hip, and she felt him take her hair in its grip and pull her head back. “Come for me, now, baby,” he said.

	She couldn’t have stopped herself: the feeling of his control of her head, together with his left hand squeezing her hip hard, and the fucking that never stopped, sent her pleasure spinning out of control, and she screamed out her climax. At the same instant, Ben’s thrusting suddenly changed its rhythm, became spasmodic. She felt his cock pulsing inside her.

	What about… getting pregnant?

	He grunted and held her against him. Gradually his breathing slowed. “You’re probably worried about getting pregnant, porn-girl.” He reached his hand under her belly and between her legs. He stroked her soaking, still-contracting pussy, around his softening but still embedded cock. “Don’t worry—if I make a baby in here, I’ll take good care of you.”

	
Chapter Seven

	 

	 

	He would take good care of Stacy, if she got pregnant. That made up an important part of his lessons. Peggy had gotten pregnant, and now she had a fine son, two years old, to remind her of Ben. Peggy had married Ben’s friend Mike, who couldn’t have kids, and Mike had adopted Ben Junior.

	Just last month, Ben had gone over there for dinner, and after Ben Junior was in bed Mike had told Peggy to take her clothes off and get ready for a three-way. Ben and Mike had shared Peggy deep into the night, each of them coming once in her mouth and once in her ass.

	Now, as Ben caressed Stacy’s sweet cunt, he thought about the fun they would have when he brought Stacy over to play with Peggy and with Julie: bringing Julie to play with Peggy had been a very memorable experience, since Ben greatly enjoyed watching one girl teach another how to please her, and after completing her lessons with Ben, Peggy showed herself to be very eager to have a turn teaching Ben’s new girl. Ben was pretty sure Peggy and Julie would both be happy to train Stacy, now. He wondered idly if he could borrow Peggy and Julie from Mike and Joe, and have them here in the basement for a very special lesson with Stacy, while Ben would participate just as he liked, putting his cock wherever might seem best at the time.

	“But…” Stacy said. “I don’t think… I mean, I love kids, but…” She turned her head to try to get a look at him, but he took hold of her hair again—not roughly, just to train her—and turned her face back to the cushion.

	“Shh, baby,” Ben said. “You’ll learn to accept what I give you. If that’s a baby, you’ll accept it, and we’ll take good care of it.”

	Stacy remained silent. Ben pulled his cock out of her; it was time for the final part of today’s lesson. He laid his right hand on her ass, with the middle finger between the firm, pale ovals of her bottom-cheeks. He moved that finger inward, and Stacy gave a soft cry of alarm.

	“Now we’re almost done for today, porn-girl,” Ben said in his didactic tone. “I’m going to give you your homework assignment.”

	“P-please…” Stacy stammered, as the finger began to invade her most private place, but Ben simply pushed steadily against the little hole’s resistance.

	“Your assignment has three parts, Stacy. The first is to think about what I’m doing right now.” He pushed even more firmly with the fingertip, and overcame the tightness of Stacy’s anus.

	“Oh, God,” she whispered.

	“At least three times a day,” Ben continued, “maybe when you pee, you’ll put your own hand here, touch your little asshole, and say, ‘This belongs to Ben, because I am his porn-girl.’” He pushed his finger into her bottom to the second knuckle as he gave the assignment, making Stacy whimper.

	“N-no… please, sir…” she sobbed.

	“Say, it Stacy. Repeat after me: ‘This belongs to Ben, because I am his porn-girl.’” He moved the finger gently in and out. “You don’t even have to put your own finger inside yet. That will happen next week. All you have to do is touch your little anus and say the words.”

	“This belongs…” Stacy whispered.

	“This belongs to Ben,” he supplied. He pushed the finger into her further than it had yet gone. Stacy cried out.

	“This belongs to Ben, because…” she said in a desperate voice. “Because I’m his porn-girl.”

	“There we go,” Ben said encouragingly. “Three times a day. Do you understand?”

	Stacy nodded into the couch.

	“The second part of your assignment is to watch the video that’s on your laptop called Polly Gets Caught. Do you remember that one?”

	“Yes,” she admitted, though he could hear the reluctance in her voice—and he could certainly understand the reluctance given what Polly suffered in the video: things that Stacy undoubtedly, and accurately, imagined would now befall her.

	“You may not touch yourself while you watch the video. You’re going to make a video of yourself watching it, for me, so I can be sure you stayed on the path of virtue. That’s the third part of your assignment. In the video, you’re going to be naked.”

	“What?” She turned her head wildly, trying again to get a look at him. Her movement made her backside squirm deliciously on his finger, and Stacy gave a little sob as if with the extremity of the feeling and her inability to escape it, or even to see him.

	Ben pulled the finger out. “Stand up,” he said sternly, and took a step back to let her do so. He seized her firmly by the forearms, from behind, and marched her over to stand in front of the big reclining armchair, three feet away from it. Then he sat in the chair himself.

	Stacy’s eyes were fixed on the floor. “Hands on your head, porn-girl,” he said. It was a posture she would know very well from such videos as Polly Gets Caught, and she obeyed almost instantly, looking at him with wide eyes as she did so.

	Ben drank in the sight of the pretty naked porn-girl in front of him. Really, her pussy curls were very sweet; he almost regretted what he considered the necessity of removing them next time. But the educational benefits of a cunt that felt bare could not, in his view, be denied.

	Stacy’s firm little breasts heaved with the quickness of her frightened breathing. The brown nipples pointed ever so slightly outward, which Ben found terribly endearing.

	“Alright, baby,” he said softly. His cock had begun to rise again at the lovely sight of her standing submissively before him, and he pumped it gently, just to show her that he could give himself pleasure any time he wanted, since he was her teacher. “Do you really not understand the third part of your homework, or do you just want to get out of it?”

	“Please…” she whispered. “Please. Maybe with my clothes on? Or… or just my underwear?”

	“Get over my lap,” Ben said. “You clearly don’t understand your situation yet.”

	“What? Oh, no! Please, don’t… sir… I-I’ll do it—I’ll do it with my clothes off.”

	“Yes,” Ben said firmly, “you will. But you will also have a spanked bottom in a moment, and it will be more painful the longer you wait to get over my knee.”

	Stacy was crying now. Her hands seemed about to leave her head, which she was shaking, her eyes closed. She took a hesitant step, and then another, toward where Ben sat in the chair, still without opening her eyes.

	“That’s it, baby,” Ben said, much more gently. He patted his naked right thigh, moving forward to the edge of the chair seat at the same time, so that there would be enough lap for Stacy to lie over for her punishment.

	Stacy opened her eyes and bit her lip. She took the last steps and laid herself over the thigh Ben kept patting to guide her. The feeling of having Stacy Miller’s adorable naked body over his lap, where his cock brushed against her belly, was heavenly. Ben put his hand on her bottom, where there were still fading red curls from the punishment strap.

	“Get this up for me, Stacy,” he said.

	She wriggled atop him, trying to obey, and that sent waves of arousal through his cock that made Ben feel he had everything he wanted or needed right in front of him: a sweet, cute girl to train, with an already whipped bottom for him to spank.

	He started to spank it, not terribly hard, but at a quick, even pace, and all over—from her cheeks to her thighs. Stacy whimpered, and kept squirming atop his lap. Ben loved the wriggling so much that he just put his left arm loosely across her back to make sure she didn’t get away, and kept spanking.

	Her bottom turned light pink, and now she cried out, “Ow!” with every spank. She threw her hand back, and Ben captured it and bent it behind her without even bothering to tell her that that was forbidden.

	When Stacy’s backside had reached a brighter pink, he lightened the spanking and, as he expected, her cries began to turn to moans. He smelled her cunt’s excitement again, freshly, and now Stacy tried to part her knees, begging with her body for Ben’s caresses, since she knew now that she must not bestow her own.

	“Keep those legs closed, porn-girl!” Ben said, stern again with the need to impress this part of the lesson as firmly as he could. He gave her a final sharp spank, right on her sit-spot, and then he tightened his left arm’s grip around her waist, letting her right hand go so that she could hang limply over his lap.

	Ben said very softly, “You’re going to be a good porn-girl for me, aren’t you?”

	Stacy nodded, her hair shaking around her head where it hung off to the left.

	“Are you going to touch your little pussy?”

	She shook her head.

	“Are you going to do your homework?”

	She nodded.

	“Good girl,” Ben said, and helped her to her feet. “You’ll wear a dress or a skirt every day. I’m going to let you wear panties this first week.”

	She turned to him with a furrowed brow. “But…”

	“No buts, Stacy. Today’s Saturday. I’ll see you Wednesday at 10 a.m., here.”

	“I-I… have a…” For a moment Ben thought that Stacy was trying to get out of having another lesson, which would of course have been very unwise. Then, to his surprised pleasure, he realized that, on the contrary, she had instinctually begun to try to integrate her porn-girl studies with the rest of her calendar.

	“A what, Stacy?” Ben asked conversationally, as he disconnected her laptop from the entertainment center and handed it to her. He had copied all her videos, of course, onto his own hard drive.

	“A training—management training,” she said with a puzzled look as if management training existed in a completely different, alien universe. “For being a… manager at the restaurant.”

	“Well, that’s nice,” Ben said. “How’s Tuesday for your porn-girl lessons?”

	“Um…” Her brow creased further. “Tuesday’s okay,” she admitted in a whisper.

	“Alright,” Ben said. “I’ll see you then. If you want to use contraception, go ahead and get that process started. You’re eighteen, so you won’t have any problems. If you feel like it, you can take Plan B today to make sure your first lesson didn’t get you pregnant. Like I said, though, I certainly wouldn’t mind putting a sweet baby inside that pretty pussy, and I’ll take good care of you and the baby.”

	He looked closely at her face. They were both still naked; Stacy held her laptop in front of her bare tummy awkwardly. Her eyes were troubled, but Ben could tell that the idea of having a baby was not really unwelcome. A pregnant porn-girl—the taboo image intrigued him greatly, but of course if she did get pregnant, the porn-girl side of matters would get laid to the side, at least after the baby was born.

	“Go ahead and get dressed now, baby,” Ben said. He turned to fetch his own clothes.

	When he had his jeans and T-shirt on, he turned to watch Stacy put on her panties and her bra. She had laid the laptop on a table near the stairs, and she had her back to him. She seemed to be looking at the laptop as she dressed, as if accusing it of getting her into this.

	“You were a very good girl for me, Stacy,” Ben said. “As you’ll learn very well, spankings aren’t just for naughty girls, although I do like to administer punishment for breaking my rules.”

	She turned to look at him, getting her dress from the floor at the same time. God, she looked cute in her underwear: white bra and pink panties.

	“I know how conflicted you must be right now, Stacy,” Ben said, “but I think you’re going to come to understand that the path of virtue is the right one for you. Just so you know, I installed a program on your computer that lets me monitor everything you do with it.”

	
Chapter Eight

	 

	 

	Beginning the process of doing her ‘homework’ made Stacy feel like she might lose her mind, but in a way she found strangely pleasant, at least until she actually had to sit down, naked at her laptop, to do it. Then the feeling of insanity became a little more ambiguous. Until that point, though, she had felt rather warm between her legs as she thought about it, despite the way Ben had denied her the pleasure of masturbation, to which she had become so used before the bizarre events of that fateful Friday afternoon.

	Only three days ago, Stacy thought as she set up to make the video of herself watching Polly Gets Caught on Monday afternoon. She had removed her clothes, but laid them conveniently on the bed in case she had to scramble back into them if she heard her mom come home. Part of her, of course, couldn’t believe that she really was doing this ‘homework’ assignment. That was the same part that said that even if her parents kicked her out of the house for watching porn—which they probably wouldn’t even do—she could go live with her friend Maria, which would be closer to the restaurant anyway.

	The path of virtue. Ridiculous, completely ridiculous. She knew that, right?

	Stacy was proud of her intelligence, despite having decided to put off college until she was sure she could afford it on her own. Given the fickleness of her parents’ support and their tendency to try to control her, she wanted to be absolutely sure she could pay her whole way through before she started.

	But even without the benefit of advanced courses in philosophy, Stacy knew that the path of virtue wasn’t supposed to include porn, or ultra-dirty sex lessons involving porn in the basement of a guy who said he would pass you on to a friend when he was done with you.

	Unless… here was the tricky part, Stacy thought as she looked through the contents of the secret porn folder buried deep in her file directory, which nevertheless took up half the space on her hard drive. Unless I decide I’m going to let Ben Weathers decide what virtue means for me.

	There it was: Polly Gets Caught. It struck her as even weirder than it usually did that you could put porn in alphabetical order. She had carefully renamed all the videos, which she had downloaded under titles like 10347_a_71.mp4, to things like Pete and Amy, Polly Gets Caught, and Priest and Schoolgirl—or, in the case of the dirtiest, simple numbers, one through ten. She could find whatever she wanted quickly, and except when she binged, because she had denied herself for a few days, Stacy only usually needed to watch for ten minutes before she came, and could go on about the rest of her day. But the experience struck her as so unruly that she always felt a strange little surprise to see that the video she wanted—for her ‘homework’—was right where she had left it, automatically sorted by her computer’s operating system.

	Virtue. What Ben Weathers seemed to mean by ‘virtue’ was in fact, it appeared, what—if she remembered correctly, since she had only watched Polly Gets Caught once—the hero of this video, which Ben had assigned to her, meant when he instructed Polly about the proper use of her ‘heiny’ and her ‘cooch.’

	Stacy swallowed hard, just thinking about what she would now watch, as she propped her phone up to take the video of her watching a porn video, and not playing with herself. As she saw in her head the vague memory of what this video contained—the Appalachian-type uncle-figure guy telling Polly how a good girl only let the right man use her cooch and her heiny—the need to play with herself already began to seem unbearable. Could she tie her hands to the arms of her chair? she thought wildly—or to her sides?

	Then of course she saw in her head that leather belt restraint, from another video—Taming Haley, she thought it must be—the one with the cuffs on the side, intended to prevent exactly what Ben had told her she must not do, if she were to stay on the path of virtue and escape punishment at her next lesson, tomorrow at 10 a.m. Haley, that video intimated, liked to play with herself, but her husband had brought her to a special facility to be cured of her vice.

	Cured of the vice of self-pleasuring, and set on the path of virtue. None of the videos used those terms—even Priest and Schoolgirl—but many, many of them implied the same kind of ridiculous idea of education: sex training as the improvement of women—lessons to make women pleasurable for men to put their cocks into, and to fuck in whatever manner suited the men at the time.

	That was supposed to be the difference between real sex and porn, wasn’t it? You weren’t supposed to want to be fucked, right? You were supposed to want to be respected, and made love to. You were supposed to want to have Jack on top of you, pushing gently until his cock filled his condom with his semen, and he asked if you liked it.

	Fuck that. Literally.

	Stacy adjusted her propped-up phone against the back panel of the bookshelf atop her desk until it showed a view of her face and her naked chest down to her tummy. She had shopped that morning for a couple of skirts and a dress; taking off her new orange miniskirt, her panties, and her pink top, so she could watch the video naked as Ben had told her to do, had made her blush all over. She debated trying to get the pussy into the frame of the video, so that she could be absolutely sure Ben wouldn’t accuse her of somehow playing with herself out of frame, but she decided the strategy she had hit upon, of keeping her hands folded in front of her breasts, would do.

	And if she squeezed a little bit down below, would Ben know? And if he did know… Stacy swallowed hard again and pressed record on the video. She looked at her phone and said, “Okay, sir, I’m going to watch the video now.”

	She reached for the mouse, and hesitated for just a moment. Even if she decided that she wanted to find sexual experiences that were more like the ones in Polly Gets Caught than the ones implied in Pride and Prejudice, that didn’t mean that she should let Ben Weathers tell her of what the path of virtue consisted, did it? Why should she give into what seemed from the outside like the madness of Ben’s ‘lessons’? The idea of doing the homework he had assigned, and of going back to his house tomorrow to be objectified and undoubtedly made his fuck-toy again—to let him shave her between her legs, to let him degrade her and continue her training as a porn-girl—scared her.

	And she didn’t really have to, did she? Because her parents wouldn’t kick her out, would they? And if they did, she could live with Maria, couldn’t she?

	Her mind wouldn’t stop going round and round that way. Stacy probably had a half-hour before her mom came home. Thankfully, Polly Gets Caught, like most of Stacy’s videos, was only ten minutes long. There would be no other opportunity to do her homework for Ben after that.

	And if she didn’t do her homework, Stacy knew for certain she would be whipped with that strap that hung on the back of the closet door in Ben’s basement, or perhaps paddled with the wooden paddle; maybe he would use that for academic failings, rather than the strap. She gulped, clicked the play button, and quickly returned her hands to her midriff, clasping them in a pleading sort of grasp.

	On her laptop’s screen, Polly, a young-looking eighteen-year-old, regarded herself in her bedroom mirror, twirling her blond pigtail on her left forefinger. She wore a short school-uniform plaid skirt and a white blouse. No tie, thank goodness; Stacy thought those ties with girl’s uniform were incredibly stupid-looking.

	Polly’s right hand went to the front of her skirt, and lifted it up to reveal white cotton panties. Stacy felt her fists clench. This was the point in the video where she inevitably would have exposed her own panties to her own view. She felt her pussy’s nakedness keenly; she could just touch herself there a little, couldn’t she? Then she thought of what Ben had said about shaving her down there, and her heart fluttered uncontrollably.

	Oh, God, Stacy thought, suddenly remembering what Polly would do now, and remembering how hot she had thought it the one time she had watched this video. Why had she never watched it again? What was it that the uncle figure did that had made her think, I’m not watching that one again any time soon?

	Polly reached her left hand down and started to gather the gusset of the white panties into a little bunched rope. The screen showed all this naughty action in the mirror, shot from over Polly’s right shoulder.

	Polly switched hands; her left hand held the skirt up above her waist, and her right hand pulled on the panty rope, pulled it into her bare, smooth pussy. Polly bit her lower lip.

	Stacy whimpered in frustration, clenching and unclenching her fists as her pussy spasmed and wet her thighs, crying out for pleasure. She glanced at her phone, and saw a look of terrible arousal on her face: creased brow, compressed lips.

	Polly whimpered, too, as she bucked her hips, and pulled her panties inside her pussy lips and up against her clit, watching the shameful sight in the mirror all the while, just as the camera did. Stacy loved panties; she loved videos where panties were important and she loved to play with her own panties. She always felt like girls’ panties were removed too quickly in the vast majority of the videos she watched, but Polly Gets Caught wasn’t like that: for a full minute, as Stacy found her breath coming more and more harshly, Polly rode her innocent white panties.

	She pulled them up until they had seemed to disappear entirely between her pink inner lips. She cried out as she tightened the fabric against her clit and then used her left hand to rub all along the length of her pussy and even down and back further, where the panty rope must be pressing excitingly against her anus. Then she released the panties and pulled them out, looking dark and damp, and caressed her clit with the fingertips of that left hand, until Stacy saw her hips seem to move of their own accord against the rubbing. Then, again, the panties bunched in the fist of Polly’s right hand, held lightly against her pussy, rubbed playfully across, up and down, and in…

	“Polly, what are you doing?” came the voice of the uncle figure, from off-camera. The screen cut to a shot of him coming into the room, wearing jeans, with no shirt. He was beefy, and not very handsome, but was not a terrible actor and he had the tone of voice down. Stacy felt a flush of embarrassment, in sympathy with Polly, and her mind flashed to the moment when the door of her room had opened to reveal Ben Weathers standing there. She felt her arousal start to flow into her panties at that thought—that similarity.

	Polly’s going to learn a lesson now, her mind couldn’t help saying. Just like you did.

	“N-nothing,” Polly protested, turning to him and dropping her skirt. “I just got home from school, Uncle Billy.”

	“Now you know,” said Uncle Billy, “that your mama wants me to take care of you, even though we’re not related, right?”

	That kind of thing always made Stacy smile. Sometimes they bothered making it clear that there was no actual incest involved, and sometimes—in the most amateur ones—they didn’t.

	“Yes, sir,” Polly said, looking theatrically fearful but also, Stacy could see, suppressing a smile. Sir. Why did that word have such an effect on Stacy?

	“Do you want to tell me what you were doing,” asked Uncle Billy, “or do you want to make it worse for yourself?” His tone was severe and threatening.

	“But I wasn’t doing anything!” Polly wailed, her performance clearly raised a notch by Uncle Billy’s very realistic one.

	“Give me your panties, Polly,” Uncle Billy said. “Right this instant. I’m going to see for myself.”

	“What?” Polly said.

	“Give me your panties, girl. I can already promise you you’re going to get a spanking. Do you want me to have to use my belt?”

	“No, sir,” Polly whimpered.

	Stacy was breathing terribly hard now, her fists clenched tight and held firmly against her breastbone. Please, she thought, please just let me…

	She tried squeezing her thighs. She had heard that you could sometimes even come that way, but the little bit of pleasure it gave only made her bite her lip in frustration that she couldn’t have more.

	If only he hadn’t mentioned the belt, she thought.

	How could she possibly make it through the whole video?

	
Chapter Nine

	 

	 

	“Alright,” Ben said. “We’re going to watch your homework assignment together in a few minutes. Were you a good girl for me? Did you stay on the path of virtue?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy said meekly, looking over her right shoulder at him.

	They stood in the basement, at the bottom of the stairs. Stacy had certainly seen that Ben had set up the spanking bench, facing the entertainment center and replacing the coffee table, but she had given no sign of recognition. Three of Stacy’s videos involved spanking benches, if Ben remembered correctly, so he felt certain that she knew the thing’s purpose.

	“Get those clothes off, now,” Ben said. “From now on, unless I tell you different before we come down to the basement, you must always take all your clothes off as soon as get here. We both know what you’re here for, porn-girl, and you need to learn to show me how well you understand what that means. Next time you don’t strip immediately, you’ll get a whipping.”

	He looked at Stacy, who now seemed to register the presence of the bench, and seemed frozen in place in the open space on the carpet at the bottom of the stairs.

	“Stacy? Do I have to repeat myself? Get those clothes off for me this instant.” Ben reached forward with his left hand and took hold of the hem of Stacy’s short green skirt. He pulled it up to reveal blue nylon panties. He took a small step forward and brought his right hand down hard in a spank to the seat of those panties.

	“Ow!”

	Ben spanked her again, hard. “Do I have to repeat myself, porn-girl? Now’s not a time for clothing, where you’re concerned.”

	“No, sir!” she cried. Stacy’s hands went to the button at the neck of the white cotton top she wore.

	“I think you just lost your panties for the next few days, Stacy,” Ben said conversationally, letting go of Stacy’s skirt but being careful to leave it hiked.

	“What?” Stacy whirled to face him.

	“From now on,” Ben said, “panties are a privilege, for you. You just lost that privilege.”

	“Oh, please… sir, please don’t.” Her fingers fumbled at the buttons as she looked pleadingly into his eyes.

	“This is what the path of virtue means for you, Stacy,” Ben said. “I can’t let you get away with thinking that you can take your time obeying me. A few days without panties is exactly what you need. You should feel lucky that I’m not telling you to wear that cute short skirt without your panties. You may wear a sundress, and remember what a man like me would see if he lifted it up high enough. Especially since you’re getting shaved today.”

	Stacy’s fingers seemed to have even more trouble with the buttons, then, but she finally got them undone and, trembling, lifted the top off over her head and laid it on the little table where she had laid her clothes at her previous lesson. Ben smiled to see the blue nylon bra that matched the panties he had exposed.

	Stacy tugged the hem of her skirt down so that she could get at the button at her waistband, and covered over those panties. Ben had an urge to reprimand her for that, but to do so seemed unfair even to his dominant impulses; after all, Stacy couldn’t remove the skirt otherwise. The thought of making sure that his porn-girl always asked permission when there was the slightest chance she might be about to deny him the shameful sight of her nakedness made him hard nonetheless. Maybe next time he would tell her that even covering up her panties to follow another instruction of his, without permission, would earn her a spanking.

	Stacy undid the button at the back of her skirt and pulled the zipper down, looking at the floor the whole time, clearly unable to meet Ben’s eyes. She folded the skirt and put it on the table. In her pretty blue bra and panties, she faced Ben. She bit her lower lip as she put her hands behind her back to unhook her bra.

	Then she seemed to pause, and she looked at Ben, standing there with his arms folded across his chest. The pause lasted only a second or two, but Ben loved it, and the way it aroused him, to see that she still resisted; she still didn’t want to be made to strip for him. He hoped, as had happened with both Peggy and Julie, that the resistance would never go completely away; the idea that the lessons Ben gave were shameful, and embarrassing, made up a big part of the method behind them, such as it was. Stacy should never be shameless; every time Ben made her take off her underwear, she must pause, realize how naughty she had been to watch porn, and how naughty Ben demanded that she be now that he had taken her in hand as his very own porn-girl.

	But she didn’t protest, because of course she knew Ben would punish her. And he thought he could tell that the idea of the punishment for protesting aroused her even further. Stacy unhooked the bra, shrugged it off, and put it on the table. She pulled her blue panties down, off one bent leg, then the other, and she stood naked before him.

	“Go into the bathroom,” Ben said, pointing at the door in the far wall, which led to the very nice bathroom he had built himself. “Leave the door open. Take a hot bath.”

	“What? Why?” Stacy’s brow furrowed in dismay.

	“I think you know why, baby. It’s time for your pussy to be bare, just like Polly’s, and just like the other girls I’ve taught, and just like every porn-girl on your videos. Give me your phone before you go in there, and I’ll set up your homework video so we can watch it at the same time—while we watch Polly herself.”

	Stacy’s jaw dropped a little. She clearly hadn’t thought about the possibilities that Ben’s skill as an amateur media engineer opened up. She reached to where she had laid her purse, on the same table by the bottom of the stairs, and fetched the phone. As she handed it to Ben, she looked like she wanted to say something. Maybe something like, “Please don’t make me watch it.” Ben smiled, as he thought of the effect it would have on her to have to watch the two videos together, especially the way he planned to make her watch them.

	“Tell me your passcode,” he said. “From now on, I’ll be checking your phone at every lesson, to make sure you’re on the path of virtue. You don’t have to bring your laptop, because of that monitoring program I installed.”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whispered. “You… you can’t do that, can you?”

	“I did, Stacy. Now go get in the tub. Door open, so I can see you.”

	 

	* * *

	 

	Ben made Stacy sit on a towel, on the side of the tub closest to the wall, which he had designed for precisely this purpose in the bright white bathroom. He had tiled a little shelf there—of the perfect width so that a girl could place her back against the wall, her knees wide spread, without worrying that she would slip. Once she sat there, of course, her teacher could comfortably lean forward and first cut her pussy hair down, then apply the shaving lotion.

	Then, finally, her teacher could use a disposable razor to make her naughty pussy all his own in a very special way; something about knowing he had shaven a pussy made Ben feel like it belonged to him.

	Stacy remained silent as Ben used his barber’s scissors to cut away, carefully, as much of her private fleece as he could. The hot water had made both the hair and her skin there nice and soft. Though Ben occasionally got a little naughty with a finger, running it up and down her lips to show her that her arousal was at his command, Stacy protested no more than to sigh a little, in her throat.

	Stacy whimpered loudly, though, while Ben rubbed the lotion in. He said in an intimate, degrading tone, “Shh, baby. You’re just gonna get nice and smooth here for me, now. That’s all. Good girls look the way their teachers like them to look, down here.”

	Stacy moaned as Ben accompanied his last words with a very firm caress, all the way from her asshole to her clit, which, Ben knew, lubricated by the shaving lotion, must feel terribly naughty. He looked into her face; she had closed her eyes, and her brow had a deep crease in it that made him want to strip naked himself and step into the tub for at least a brief fuck in Stacy’s terribly wet cunt.

	“Do you know what it means, porn-girl?” Ben asked as he took up the safety razor at last. “What it means to have a bare pussy? Not to be allowed to have your hair there?” He looked into her anxious eyes. She shook her head, the ghost of her arousal still haunting her face.

	Ben leaned down and focused his attention completely on her sweet pussy. Its longer hairs lay shorn upon the towel, around Stacy’s adorable little bottom-cheeks. That backside, primly seated on the side of the tub, showed him its tiny hole, with its own short hairs to be trimmed, open as it was by the spreading of her legs for her teacher’s care.

	He started to shave her in short, careful swipes of the razor, loving the feeling of control it gave him to prepare her thus for his own pleasure in looking and in fucking. “It means that you have been specially prepared, for a particular kind of training.” He kept shaving her in silence for a little while, to let the idea sink into her quick mind, and to let her turn it over there for a while.

	“But,” Stacy whispered, “the… the people… the girls in the videos—they’re not in training… I mean, like me…”

	Ben stopped shaving for a moment, to rest his middle finger against Stacy’s pink clit. He rubbed gently, and she gave a gasping moan. “I think they’re in training in their own way, Stacy,” he said. “They might not even know it, but I think a girl who has a bare pussy—who’s not allowed to have her hair there for some reason, whether because a man took her in hand or she’s going to be in a dirty video all on her own and she knows that the girls in the dirty videos have bare pussies—I think she’s always in training to be a better girl, in one way or another.”

	He went back to shaving her. She stayed quiet. Ben had almost finished now, and had begun on the sensitive area that led back to her anus. “I think,” he said quietly, “that maybe you’ve sometimes thought about doing this yourself. Is that right, porn-girl?”

	“I-I…”

	“How could you not, when you’ve watched so many videos? I think you didn’t do it because you were waiting for a man to do it to you, whether you liked it or not.” Ben spread her bottom open with the fingers of his left hand, so that he could reach the last stubble.

	Stacy whimpered at that, but she didn’t answer. All the better, Ben thought.

	“Alright,” he said, straightening up, and putting his hand on her pussy so that she could feel how much more thoroughly he could claim her, now that she was bare. “Go ahead and take a shower, and then come on out and lay yourself over the bench, facing the screen.”

	He rubbed her pussy gently, as if it were a little creature who needed tender affection. Stacy’s breath came in short little pants of arousal. “Do you want to come, porn-girl?” Ben said softly.

	“Y-yes, sir,” she said. “Please, sir.”

	“If you’re good for me today, maybe I’ll let you come, on the spanking bench. Would that be nice?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy whimpered.

	“Will you be a good porn-girl for me?”

	Stacy cried out, “Yes, sir.” Ben could tell she was very near her climax. Reluctantly, he took his hand away.

	He bent forward and kissed her—the first time he had done that. “Do as I’ve said, then,” he said, smiling.

	
Chapter Ten

	 

	 

	In the shower, Stacy couldn’t stop thinking about what Ben had said while he had shaved her. Did it really mean that she was in training, and on that strange path of virtue he talked about? Well, wasn’t she in training? Hadn’t she done the homework, watched the video, and then come back here? Hadn’t she just let him bare her between her legs?

	But what he had said had seemed so… well, existential. And he had told her before that she had lost her panties until her next lesson, so as she walked around in her sundress, feeling wicked without her underwear, she would be constantly conscious of her bareness, of the way her pubic hair had been taken away, just like her underwear. She shivered despite the warmth of the water raining down on her.

	Would she really not wear her panties? He wouldn’t know, of course. Unless he came over unexpectedly and ordered her to raise her dress for him… Stacy felt her pussy growing warm again at that thought. What the fuck was wrong with her?

	But she knew what was wrong with her: she didn’t want to be porn-girl, but the more time she spent under Ben’s tutelage, the clearer it became that Stacy Miller was porn-girl.

	She dried herself in one of the fluffy white towels that lay on the white shelf in a corner of the bathroom. The only thing there that wasn’t gleaming white were a few of her hairs, which she self-consciously cleaned up with the towel she had sat on to have her pussy shaved. She put the towel in the hamper.

	She almost walked back into the main part of the basement with the fluffy towel wrapped around her, but then she got scared that Ben would whip her for covering herself up that way, so she dried her hair as much as she could, and dropped that towel, too, into the hamper. At least it was nice and warm in Ben’s basement.

	Stacy’s heart started to flutter when she remembered what she must do when she re-entered the big room, with the entertainment center, and in front of it the strange bench that she had recognized immediately from those videos—the ones with the punishments that went on and on and on. She saw through the open door that Ben was standing next to the bench, facing the TV. On the screen he had a split screen of Stacy’s face at the beginning of her homework video, on the left, and the opening scene of Polly Gets Caught on the right.

	Stacy swallowed hard, and moved into the room toward the spanking bench.

	“Ah, there you are, porn-girl,” Ben said with a cheerful air. “Get over the bench, now.”

	There were arm rests at the front for her elbows, and knee rests at the back. And there were leather straps, eight of them in all, which Ben quickly fastened: wrists, elbows, knees, ankles. Stacy started to breathe hard and fearfully as she felt the leather buckled tightly—though not painfully—to keep her in place, for both spanking and, she was sure, fucking as well, since her knees were fastened wide apart on the padded supports.

	Then she watched as Ben went to the closet.

	“Wh-what are you doing?” Stacy asked.

	He said nothing, but opened the door and took the wooden paddle from its hook.

	“Please, sir,” Stacy pleaded, panicking and beginning to struggle against the leather restraints. “Please! Just your hand! I only hesitated for a moment!”

	He didn’t speak until he had taken a stand near Stacy’s bare, spread bottom, so that she had to crane her neck to look at him. “That was a moment too long, Stacy. It’s time you learned how the paddle feels. I use it for academic infractions, and your failure to follow the rule I had just laid down, that you must always take your clothes off in my basement, is the kind of thing I consider an academic infraction. Following rules is an important part of your training.”

	He tapped the paddle, which must have been of oak or maple, against Stacy’s bottom, and she whimpered.

	“While I paddle you,” Ben said, “we’ll watch the beginning of your homework.” With his left hand, he picked up the remote and pressed a button. “I want your eyes on that screen, Stacy.”

	Trembling, Stacy obeyed, and she watched herself biting her lip, on the video from her phone, while Polly began to play with herself in front of the mirror.

	She felt a puff of air against her bottom, and an instant later the paddle struck her, hard. She yelped, and tried to move her bottom, but the straps held her so that she could barely wiggle.

	“One,” Ben said. The sting built and built in her poor bottom-cheeks. On the screen, Polly was riding her naughty panties, and Stacy’s fists were clenched in front of her as she watched.

	Ben paddled her again, and Stacy cried out, her eyes beginning to water. “Two,” he said.

	Polly’s uncle asked for the panties, and Polly reluctantly complied. Ben paddled Stacy for the third time as the uncle brought the panties to his nose, and sniffed them.

	“Oh, God,” Stacy murmured. The pain from the paddle had become heat in her pussy, at the filthy sight of what the uncle did. On the other side of the screen, Stacy’s own face was transformed by arousal: she panted, mouth open and fists tightly held so that she wouldn’t touch herself.

	“Take off all your clothes and lie on your bed, Polly,” said the uncle. “I’ve got to teach you a lesson about your cooch and your heiny.” He started to take off his belt. The paddle smacked down on Stacy’s bottom again.

	“Five,” Ben said, as Stacy screamed at the pain from the repeated blows on the same place, all right across her poor little bottom.

	Polly lay face down on her small bed with the pink comforter. Her uncle started to whip her. “Your mama left me in charge of you, when she went away, Polly,” he said, through the sound of her tears. “That means I’m in charge of all of you, including that sweet little cooch of yours. Do you understand me?”

	“Yes, sir,” Polly sobbed.

	Stacy felt Ben’s hands on her hips, and then she felt the head of his cock at her soaking pussy, pushing in hard. She gasped at the feeling and at the idea that he would simply fuck her that way, without warning.

	Just the way Polly’s uncle had simply dropped his own jeans and climbed onto the bed, and started fucking Polly from behind, saying, “How does that heiny feel now, Polly? This is what you need, isn’t it, you little whore? We’re going to do this every day from now on.”

	Stacy looked at her own reaction, on the left of the screen, to the terrible, terrible thing the uncle had just said—the thing that had made her never watch this video more than once, even though she couldn’t stop thinking about it for days afterward, every time with a treasonous clench of her pussy. Her open-mouthed arousal was absolutely clear: the awful thing the uncle had said was a huge, undeniable turn-on for Stacy Miller.

	She felt the cock of Ben Weathers, her own version of that uncle, her own objectifier and degrader, her own sex trainer, going in and out of her pussy, and she cried out with the excess of pleasure that cock brought both in the feeling of being full of masculine hardness and in the feeling of degradation that joined her to Polly. On the screen Polly screamed the way Stacy was screaming, with pleasure forced upon her that paradoxically was the very best kind of pleasure there was—at least for a porn-girl.

	Ben put his right hand on her shoulder, gripped her hip tightly with his left, and fucked very hard. “There you go, baby,” he said. “How does your heiny feel?”

	“It hurts, sir,” Stacy sobbed, not even sure why she was answering what Ben must have meant to be a rhetorical question.

	“Good, baby. That’s good to hear. A porn-girl has to get used to that.”

	Those words seemed to send both of them off: Stacy strained against the straps, finding to her shame that she loved the way they prevented her from moving with her orgasm the uncontrolled way she usually did. Ben slammed his hips into her punished bottom so that she cried out in a final squeal of discomfort. Both videos had ended, Stacy’s frozen face looking abashed as her hand reached to stop the recording and Polly’s bottom covered in the uncle’s semen, in close-up.

	Stacy felt Ben’s cock pumping her pussy full of semen, and wondered why she hadn’t done anything about birth control. It wasn’t because she had forgotten; she had thought hard about whether to get the morning-after pill, and to schedule an appointment for an IUD, but something about this experience with Ben seemed to change the way she perceived the idea of having a baby inside her. There was something so hot about the idea that he might get her pregnant that she almost didn’t want to think about it, but rather let it happen, if it would happen.

	Besides, she knew her cycle backwards and forwards; she was in the safest part of it right now, right at the beginning.

	But why the hell should that be hot—the idea that Ben didn’t give a shit whether his porn-girl got pregnant?

	All those thoughts shot through her mind in an instant, as she felt her body coming down from the orgasm: my very first orgasm on a spanking bench. It made her proud, and it made her think of the videos with the spanking benches in them, and the way those girls had to come while strapped to the benches, screaming out climax after climax as the man in charge of them told them how slutty they were and how necessary it was that they learn to give pleasure to men’s cocks.

	Above and behind her, Ben was stroking her back. “Was that nice, baby?” he asked.

	Stacy started. Hadn’t Jack asked, “Did that feel good, sweetheart?” Why was it so incredibly different for Ben to ask almost the same thing?

	“Do you like having my come inside your little cunt?” Ben murmured.

	There was the difference: the way Ben said it, well, from behind, and above her. The power. Jack had had a note of pleading in his voice: please tell me I’m an okay lover. Ben didn’t care; he asked the question to demonstrate that he wasn’t really interested in the answer. I know it was nice, because I have a big cock, and I fucked you with it. I’ll call your pussy a little cunt, and I’ll call you a little cunt, a little whore, and a porn-girl, whenever I feel like it.

	And that’s the path of virtue, as far as you’re concerned, Stacy Miller.

	Ben pulled out and undid the straps, giving her bottom a pat when he had finished. “You can go ahead and get up, baby. Stand in front of the chair like last time, and we’ll talk about your homework.”

	He disappeared out of her field of vision, and when she rose from the spanking bench she saw that he was shutting down the TV. She watched him for a moment, trying to remember what he had told her to do. When Ben finished with the TV, he turned and saw her. He gave her a stern look.

	What did he say? What am I supposed to do? “I-I’m sorry, sir…” Stacy stammered. “I j-just… don’t remember. Please don’t spank me!” Again she felt the double feeling—the fear of the spanking for failing to obey and the arousal at the thought of it.

	Ben smiled. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said. “Girls like you drop into subspace, and it makes you a little silly and forgetful sometimes. I know that. Go stand in front of the chair, like last time. I’ll come tell you your homework in a moment.”

	Stacy felt warmth fill her chest at this little instance of understanding. She couldn’t actually be developing some kind of feelings for the man who was forcing her to undergo porn-training, could she? Feeling her brow furrow in perplexity, she went to stand in front of the armchair where he had spanked her three days before, over his lap. How could one lewd ‘homework’ assignment and having her pussy shaved, and having to watch that video while Ben fucked her…

	At first, it seemed to her that far too little had happened since Friday for her to feel as different as she felt now, but then as she reviewed the events of the past three days in her mind she saw that really a lot had indeed changed. She looked down, instinctively, at where she had just that morning still had fleecy brown hair between her thighs. All gone.

	Then she remembered to put her hands on her head, as she heard Ben move back toward where she waited. His hand took hold of her bottom, very gently, and just held it for a moment. “So nice,” he said. “We’ll start training you here very soon.”

	Stacy shivered.

	
Chapter Eleven

	 

	 

	As soon as Stacy came in the front door, the next Tuesday, Ben said, “Show me your cunt, Stacy. I want to make sure you’re not wearing panties.”

	The look on Stacy’s face showed a perfect mixture of shame and arousal. It got him instantly hard. Her hands began to move downward, but then they stopped. Stacy bit her lip.

	“Go ahead, girl,” Ben said. “Do you want a paddling?”

	Stacy shook her head. She took hold of her blue sundress at the front of her thighs and started to lift it up, while Ben regarded her lovely bare legs with an appraising eye. Stacy pulled the dress up slowly, until at last she gathered the hem into her fingers and held it, trembling a little above her bare pussy, of which Ben could just make out the little cleft, peeping out modestly between her thighs.

	“Did you shave this morning?” he asked softly, as he put out his left hand to touch her there lightly, just to let her know to whom her cunt belonged.

	She nodded, and made a little whimper deep in her throat at the delicate caress.

	“Alright, you get downstairs. I’ll be down in a sec.”

	To his satisfaction, Ben found Stacy naked, in front of the chair, with her hands on her head.

	“Good girl,” he said. “That’s just the way you should be, if I don’t give you any other instructions. I’m proud of you, Stacy.”

	“Thank you, sir,” she said, turning her head to look at him as he advanced across the carpet.

	“Now what was your homework again?”

	Stacy blushed. “The Adulteress,” she said softly.

	“Oh, that’s right,” Ben said. He stood next to her, now, and casually reached out his right hand to play with her breasts, giving her nipples a possessive little tweak. Stacy’s nostrils flared, and Ben reached down to run his middle finger along her smooth pussy, pushing it further in, so that he could pinch her little clit between that finger and his thumb, and make Stacy’s knees buckle and open further to him.

	“Naughty,” he said softly. “Tell me about The Adulteress, like it’s a book report. Do you remember the questions I asked you to think about?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy gasped. Ben kept up the caress of her pussy, running two fingers down and inward, to seek out her wetness. He brought the fingers up and put them at Stacy’s lips. At first her brow furrowed and she compressed her lips, but when Ben seized her jaw lightly and squeezed just a little, she opened her mouth with a little sob, and greedily sucked her cunt’s arousal off his fingers.

	“There we go, porn-girl,” Ben murmured in her ear. He took the fingers away and returned them to her slippery, warm cunt. “What were the questions?”

	“Th-they… I mean, the f-first… one was why d-does Lady M-Margaret get p-punished?” Ben had put his left arm around Stacy’s waist to support her, while he forced her legs open with his right hand, so that he could claim her pussy and anus completely with his hand.

	“And I asked you to think about it on at least two levels, didn’t I?” Ben said, nodding like a teacher prompting a good student.

	“Y-yes. And…” Ben relented a little with his hand, so that she could finish answering before he brought out his little surprise.

	“And you asked, why does Lord Palmer fuck her in the ass, after he whips her?”

	“That’s right,” Ben said, just gently running his middle finger up and down, so that the little noises came from Stacy every few seconds, but she still had enough reason to carry on a conversation.

	“And… why does… does he let her come, at the end.”

	“Mm-hmm,” Ben said. “Let’s get you on the bench, so that we can discuss your answers.”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy whimpered. Ben helped her stand up, and she took the two steps to the bench and laid herself over it so sweetly and obediently that Ben wanted to hug her. He resisted that urge, but couldn’t help patting her bottom and saying, “Good girl,” before he strapped her down.

	He started The Adulteress playing on the TV, with no sound, and went to the closet. The first few minutes of the video were a ludicrous setup of the restoration-era-esque situation, in which Lord Palmer discovers his wife Lady Margaret in bed with a footman. The sex with the footman was a little hot, Ben would admit—the director tapped into a fantasy of a proper lady getting from a footman what she had never dared asked for from her noble husband.

	Lord Palmer’s discovery of the footman riding Lady Margaret like a pony, though, made Ben—who thought of himself as something of a porn connoisseur—cringe. So he didn’t mind having his back to the screen as he went to the closet to get the vibrator, the butt plug, and the lube.

	He was sure that Stacy would have eyes only for the action in the video, but he took a roundabout path back from the closet to the rear of the spanking bench anyway, so that he could create some anticipation in her mind as she realized that he held something she wasn’t supposed to see. Once he had reached a spot directly behind her, as always admiring the loveliness between her legs—the pretty pink pout of her cunt and the sweet wrinkled opening between her firm cheeks—he plugged the vibrator into the power strip he had put there for that purpose before Stacy arrived. He set the butt plug and the little bottle of lube down on the couch cushion right behind him. He laid the now powered but still inactive magic wand next to them, its purple dildo attachment firmly affixed.

	On the screen, the good part of The Adulteress had begun. Lady Margaret had been marched down to the dungeon she hadn’t known existed in her manor house, through a secret door in the basement. The production values of the video were not terrible, really, Ben thought as he watched Lord Palmer rip Lady Margaret’s gown off. The interiors and the lightning were both well done: Lord Palmer’s dungeon looked like the crypt of a medieval church, and his disciplinary equipment looked suitably antique.

	Lady Margaret, a blonde with long curly hair and no discernible tattoos, struggled in the arms of her husband, a standard tall, dark, and handsome porn star. He dragged her toward a spanking bench that didn’t really look very different from the one over which Stacy herself now lay.

	Ben put his hand once again on Stacy’s little bottom, running his fingers over the taut ovals of her cheeks. “What did you come up with for the first question?” he asked. “Why does she get punished?”

	Stacy turned her head to try to see him, but Ben said, “That’s alright, porn-girl. You just keep watching while we talk.”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy said. “Um, well, obviously…” She giggled, and Ben gave her a sharp, but not very hard, spank to her left bottom-cheek. “Ow!” Stacy said. “What did I do?”

	“I’m not sure you’re taking this seriously enough, Stacy,” Ben said, delivering another spank—this one to her right cheek.

	“I’m sorry, sir,” Stacy said, her voice giving evidence of the arousal that had been Ben’s primary intention for the mild spanking. “I was saying that obviously Lady Margaret committed adultery. So, Lord Palmer punishes her.”

	On the screen, the nobleman had secured his wife to the bench. She was still dressed in her shift, a costuming decision of which Ben thoroughly approved. The garment was simple, but also nearly transparent, and although Ben loved to take underwear away from a girl, he liked to see her in revealing underwear even more—even if that underwear was as old-fashioned as the shift worn by Lady Margaret. Lord Palmer walked to a rack that hung on the wall of his dungeon, and looked at the various canes and straps he had hanging there.

	“Of course,” Ben said. “What other levels did you think about?” With the fingertips of his right hand he began to rub very gently around Stacy’s clit. She gave a questioning little moan.

	“Well, I think another way to answer the question might be to talk about why she… you know… let the footman… you know… doggy-style.”

	Ben chuckled, and took his fingers away to give her two more spanks, one on the right and one on the left. Stacy yelped. “Porn-girl,” he said, “you’re going to learn to talk dirty if I have to paddle your bottom purple. Now don’t get me wrong. I don’t want you to talk dirty unless I tell you to. But when you’re reporting to me about your homework, I want you to show that you know how much I enjoy hearing you have to say bad words for me. Do you want to try that again, or should I punish you for an academic infraction?” Ben spanked her twice more.

	“Yes, sir, “Stacy said meekly. “Um, well, when the footman puts Lady Margaret on her hands and knees, and fucks her from behind? Well, she didn’t say no—she just let him. So maybe she gets punished because she… I don’t know… needs it?”

	Lord Palmer, in the video, had selected a long thin cane, which looked like it was made of rattan. He stood behind Lady Margaret, raised her shift to her waist, and tucked it up to leave her backside bare. Ben noted that although Lady Margaret’s bottom was very pretty, Stacy’s was even prettier. Lord Palmer tapped his cane against Lady Margaret’s bottom-cheeks. A close-up of Lady Margaret’s face showed a passable expression of alarm. Ben remembered from his viewing a few days before that if the sound had been turned up they would have heard some terribly acted dialogue at this point, as Lady Margaret pleaded for forgiveness, and Lord Palmer told her that he should have caned her a long time ago. Sometimes porn was better with the sound off, especially if you had a girl like Stacy to provide an even sexier soundtrack than the video itself could.

	Ben rewarded Stacy’s thoughtful answer with the return of his fingers to her cunt. “That’s very well put,” he said, as he made her sigh with a gentle circular motion of his middle finger.

	He heard Stacy gasp then, and he turned his attention from her pussy to the screen to see that Lord Palmer had begun to cane Lady Margaret. Ben increased the pace of his ministrations to Stacy’s clit, and murmured over her moans, “Any other levels?”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy said. “I… well, because… because he… likes to punish her… and she likes… oh, God, please, sir…” Her voice trailed off into a kind of strangled squeal of pleasure. She seemed very close to a climax, so Ben abruptly took his fingers away. On the screen, Lady Margaret was screaming in close-up, and then the angle shifted to a view of her beautiful bottom now crisscrossed with double lines of red. Ben had chosen The Adulteress as Stacy’s homework in part because it was one of the two videos on her laptop that had what seemed to him truly authentic discipline in them. The sight of a realistically caned bottom moved Ben more than almost anything else of an erotic nature. His cock strained against his jeans at the combination of the sight and Stacy’s reaction to it.

	He knew that Stacy must be thinking of the cane that hung on the back of the closet door, and he loved knowing that she must both fear and long for the knowledge of what it would feel like. Not today, he thought, but soon, porn-girl.

	“Finish what you were saying, Stacy,” he said. “You said that Lord Palmer likes to punish Lady Margaret, and that…?”

	Stacy panted with the frustration of interrupted arousal. To his delight, Ben saw her cute pink inner lips contract, helplessly showing him how very naughty a girl she was.

	She whispered, “She likes being punished.”

	On the screen, the time had come for Lord Palmer’s pleasure. He was fucking his wife’s cunt with abandon, holding onto the spanking bench at the level of her waist, and using it for the traction he needed to pound her bottom-cheeks with his hips so that she cried out. That, however, only went on for thirty seconds or so. From his breast pocket—Lord Palmer hadn’t even taken off his breeches, which were conveniently fitted with a flap in front to allow for the easy fucking of disobedient spouses—Lord Palmer took a little vial.

	In perfect sync with Lord Palmer, Ben put a lube-covered forefinger on Stacy’s anus. Stacy cried out, “Ah! Oh, please, sir… I’m… I’m not… ready.”

	But Ben pushed the slippery finger firmly into her bottom as she whimpered in protest. Lord Palmer had three fingers inside Lady Margaret’s ass now, but Ben was still letting Stacy get used to the feeling of having something small imposed there. In his left hand, though, Ben held the little blue butt plug that represented the smallest end of his collection.

	“Please,” Stacy wailed.

	“Answer the second question,” Ben said, as Lord Palmer put the head of his cock at the well-lubricated anus of Lady Margaret. Ben touched the tapered end of the rubber plug to Stacy’s little ring, and she yelped again.

	“What’s that?!”

	“If I wanted you to know,” Ben said severely, “I would have told you. Answer the question: why does Lord Palmer fuck Lady Margaret in the ass?” He started to push the butt plug in, rotating it very slightly as he did so.

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whimpered. “Because… Because she needs it.”

	Ben pushed further, and Stacy gave a little shriek. “Why does she need it?” he asked.

	Stacy’s breathing was harsh and quick. “It’s…” she started. Ben pushed and turned. “Ah! It’s where bad girls get fucked,” she finished in a whisper.

	On screen Lord Palmer had taken hold of Lady Margaret’s long blond hair in both hands and the bottom-fucking had grown frantic. “Are you a bad girl, Stacy?” Ben asked softly. He pushed much more firmly on the plug.

	“Yes,” Stacy moaned, as the widest part of the rubber invader filled her. Then her little anus closed around the slim part at the end of the plug, before the flared base, and Ben’s porn-girl had her first ass-training device inside her.

	

Chapter Twelve

	 

	 

	On screen, in the most unusual part of The Adulteress, Lord Palmer had pulled out of Lady Margaret’s ass. He unstrapped her right wrist and elbow, and commanded her to play with herself for him. Stacy wondered if it was this scene that had attracted Ben to the video as a homework assignment for her. It wasn’t the kind of thing that happened often in the videos on her laptop—or in porn more generally, as far as she could tell. The camera focused in closely on Lady Margaret’s frantically rubbing fingers, as she made circles around and over her little pink clit.

	Suddenly Stacy heard a click, and a buzzing sound filled the air. She had a bizarre moment of cognitive dissonance: this is the eighteenth century—they didn’t have… and then the vibrating, tormenting head of the thing touched her clit, rubbed up and down her pussy.

	Ben had clearly decided to go off script for this lesson: surely that couldn’t be anything but a magic wand ‘massager’ with that wicked attachment, could it? Stacy screamed, and felt her hips writhe against the top of the bench, as all her limbs accompanied that writhing with a terrible, intensely pleasurable struggle against the sturdy leather straps.

	The wonderful, shameful thing began to push inside her pussy. She felt much, much too full; she had only just had her very first experience with taking a butt plug—really with anything anal. She screamed her pleasure.

	“What about the third question, Stacy?” Ben asked.

	But Stacy couldn’t even think about any subject that required more than a ‘Yes’ answer to the question, “Do you want to fuck?” She cried out again, still straining hard against the restraints of the bench.

	She heard Ben tsk, clucking loudly with his tongue so that she could hear him over the sounds of her own pleasure: the buzzing, the wet noises from her pussy, her moans. Another click, and the terrible buzzing stopped. Stacy whimpered with mingled relief and disappointment.

	On screen, Lady Margaret bucked her own hips against her hand, while Lord Palmer gave her light spanks to encourage her. At each spank, Lady Margaret cried, “Thank you, my lord.” A close-up of her face showed a grateful penitent, as she came at last.

	“Why does Lord Palmer let Lady Margaret come?” Ben asked, as he replaced the vibrator with the head of his cock. Stacy had been so wrapped up in the video that she hadn’t even heard the sound of him lowering his jeans. She gave a happy little cry. The feeling of having Ben’s hardness there, alongside the plug in her bottom, was easier to bear than the vibrator’s big latex dildo had been.

	The angle changed again, to show Lord Palmer jerking off and splashing his semen on his once-again-faithful lady’s bottom-cheeks.

	Ben eased himself further into Stacy’s pussy, and she sobbed at the feeling of being so very full, at being made to take so much by her sex teacher.

	“Why does he let her come?” The brief credits rolled on the screen. Ben had thrust all the way in, and held Stacy lightly around the waist.

	“B-because he… he knows that if she c-comes…” Ben gave the tiniest tap on the end of the butt plug, and Stacy sobbed to know herself both full and open; open now to whatever Ben wanted to do. “…if she comes, she’ll want to…” Ben began a slow withdrawal, easing himself out of Stacy’s pussy. The lovely friction of his cock made her sigh. “…to come to the dungeon again?”

	“Would you like to come, porn-girl?” Ben asked, fully withdrawing, and putting his hand on her pussy.

	“Y-yes, sir,” Stacy whispered.

	Ben began to rub lightly, and to turn the plug, with his other hand. Stacy whimpered, moaned. The plug kept turning, but the hand on her pussy left for a moment. Then the click and the buzzing came to her ears. Almost instantly the head of the vibrator touched her clit, Stacy screamed at the pleasure, and started to come, feeling her pussy contract helplessly. As her body shuddered with the climax, Ben invaded her pussy again with the vibrator, fucked her with it, returned it to her clit, all the while still turning the plug in her backside.

	Stacy’s orgasm went on and on, and Ben didn’t let it end; for the first time, Stacy came twice, and then three times. The buzzing stopped, the vibrator departed, and Ben replaced it with his cock, fucking her hard and fast, now.

	“Do you want to come back to my dungeon, baby?” he asked.

	“Y-yes, sir,” Stacy wailed, feeling like she might come yet again; she seemed to hover just above the cliff of her orgasm, looking down upon it, as strange as the image seemed.

	Ben kept fucking, giving little grunts of pleasure as he filled her full over and over, slapping his hips against her bottom-cheeks and making the sturdy bench creak.

	“What do you think is going to happen next time?” he said, panting the words as if the pleasure were too great to speak rationally. Stacy certainly knew that feeling.

	She saw for the first time that when the screen in front of her was dark it worked as a mirror, and with a thrill of terrible recognition she realized that she could watch Ben fuck her over the spanking bench, his own eyes fixed downward on the sight of Stacy’s bottom with the butt plug and his cock going in and out of her cunt. Stacy couldn’t see that angle of course; she could only see the ghostly reflection of her own, arousal-puckered brow, her eyes troubled with wicked pleasure, and above her, big, hulking Ben Weathers, fucking her like a porn star.

	She came again at the wicked sight, the vision of herself on the big TV screen—herself as porn-girl. She cried out and shuddered, thinking about the reflection on the screen and about Ben’s question, and in her cry she found that she was whimpering, “Anal, sir? Anal?”

	Ben didn’t answer, but came instead, pumping his seed into her with hard jerks of his hips. His cock inside her pulsed warmly, and she looked again at the reflection in the TV; a more tender expression had appeared on his face, as he stroked her back gently.

	“Would you like that, baby? Would you like to have my cock in your butt?” he said, echoing the words from the video she had been watching the day he had barged into her room, Tiny Butt Trouble, when the bad policeman said, “You like it, baby, don’t you? You like having my cock in your butt.”

	 

	* * *

	 

	Tiny Butt Trouble was her homework, of course, but there was much more to that assignment.

	She had managed to avoid thinking about the moment during her Tuesday lesson in Ben’s basement when she had seen, in the dark TV screen, the reflection of the fucking Ben gave her. Every time her mind went to it, her thoughts seemed to recoil, and shoot off in some other direction: the weather, her job.

	Her mind certainly did want to revisit the sight of that reflection, because not only did her pussy clench and warm when she saw again the ghostly vision of Ben, looking down at the place where he had thrust his cock into her already overfilled body, but she could tell that she had much more to puzzle out. Why had that sight thrust her straight over the edge into a huge orgasm? What did it mean to her that she had seen Ben, looking at the way he was fucking Stacy?

	What did it mean that in addition to telling her that she must watch Tiny Butt Trouble, Ben had said that she must do so with the butt plug, with which he had sent her home, inserted? And that he had commanded that while she watched she must bring herself to at least five orgasms, after each one of which she must take a picture of her pussy and send it to him?

	“If you run out of video,” he said, “before you’ve come five times, start the video again.”

	What did it mean that she was allowed to wear panties, but that when she did she must always have the plug inserted?

	“No plug, no panties,” Ben had said simply.

	Now, though, as she prepared to do her homework—setting up her laptop on her bed, with the phone beside it, taking the blue butt plug and the little bottle of lube from the very back of her underwear drawer, where she had thrust it on returning home on Tuesday, sitting on her bed with her back to the wall and self-consciously pulling up her skirt and spreading her knees—her mind suddenly returned yet again to the reflection in the dark screen. She caught sight of herself, in the mirror over her dresser, preparing to do the terribly shameful things Ben had told her to do, and she understood: looking made her porn-girl.

	Ben’s looking at her, whether at her naked body, or at her panties, pulled aside so that Stacy could play with herself, or her pussy filled with his hardness and her ass filled with the rubber plug. Stacy’s own looking—at herself being fucked, at Ben fucking her. At the dirty videos. Other people’s looking: the idea that Ben, or some other guy, might put Stacy herself in a dirty video, for anyone to watch if they just clicked the play button.

	But looking wasn’t reality, was it? Real sex, and porn: the difference wasn’t that people didn’t fuck in real life the way they did in porn—though certainly that could also be true, for as many people wanted to have sex in an old-fashioned, intimate, making-love kind of way. The difference was that when Stacy looked at herself as Ben’s sex-toy, or looked at a girl in one of the videos that way, sex became something more—for her at least. It became super-hot, incandescent. It became so arousing that her poor human brain couldn’t help getting confused, and mixing up priorities.

	Among other things, the idea that it would be super-hot to get pregnant might get hold of you for a few days.

	Stacy picked up her phone and found the number of her gynecologist in her contacts. Not moving from her skirt-hiked, no-panties, spread-knees position on the bed—sure that she would simply continue with her anal homework once she had taken care of this detail—she made an appointment to get a pregnancy test and, if she wasn’t pregnant, an IUD.

	Hadn’t Ben said that he had taught his lessons about the path of virtue to other girls? Had any of them gotten pregnant? Stacy wondered. How many were there?

	Stacy surveyed the setup for the shameful porn homework. Now she did close her legs and smooth her skirt down. She picked up the butt plug and the lube and returned them to the back of her underwear drawer.

	She dialed Ben’s number.

	“Where are my pictures, porn-girl?” he growled at the other end of the phone.

	“I need to talk to another girl who’s… who you’ve… trained,” Stacy said hesitantly, but surer every second that she had made the right decision.

	Ben said, “I’ve taken you in hand. That’s all you need to know.”

	Stacy took a deep breath. “I’m safewording,” she said.

	“Huh,” Ben’s voice said, with an air of surprise. “Okay.”

	“I’m withdrawing from your… program or whatever it is—at least for a few days, to get my head straight. You can tell my parents about the porn if you want, or you can let me talk to one of your other porn-girls.”

	“Peggy and Julie aren’t porn-girls—at least, not the way you are.”

	“So you’ll let me talk to them?”

	“Sure. You were going to meet them soon anyway.”

	Stacy let her breath out through her nostrils, realizing that she had held it for a very long time. “Um, okay. So… we’re… playing? I mean, you weren’t planning on telling my parents about the porn if I didn’t… you know… do my homework?”

	“That’s complicated,” Ben replied. “I don’t consider my lessons to be play. If I think it will help you learn to be a good girl, I will tell your parents, and I will punish you as I see fit.”

	“Oh,” Stacy said.

	“But I’m not gonna give up on you, if you need to think about things. Safewords don’t really apply, but I know what you’re saying, and it probably will help you to meet the girls who have been in your place.”

	
Chapter Thirteen

	 

	 

	Ben set the meeting with Peggy up for coffee the next afternoon—Friday. Ben picked Stacy up at her house. She wore the polka-dot sundress, and looked just as cute and nervous as she had when she had showed up at his house for her first lesson. Ben didn’t tell her to lift her skirt, though he had to admit to the temptation. This strange little hiatus in Stacy’s training had only increased his desire to make sure she acknowledged his power over her and felt the submissive pleasure he knew being Ben’s porn-girl gave her, but more was at stake than a moment’s arousal, now.

	To reassert his mastery by commanding her to show him her cunt, and then spanking her if she failed to obey, would probably solve her immediate difficulty of doubting her desires. But it would mean that her natural questions about what Ben intended for her, as his girl in training, went unanswered. Better to let Stacy get those questions answered, and punish her later for making him wait to have his way.

	When they got to the café, Peggy was sitting, looking prim in a blue sundress of her own. Ben led Stacy to the table, and gave Peggy a kiss on the lips. “Hi, Ben,” she said softly.

	“Peggy, this is Stacy. She’s my new girl.” Stacy shook hands awkwardly, and then sat down, while Ben went to get them all coffee.

	When he returned, Peggy was saying, in a voice just above a whisper, “…taught Pete how to spank me.” She looked up at him and blushed, her brown eyes sparkling.

	“What?” Stacy said as Ben put the coffees down. “You mean… like, in his basement?”

	Peggy nodded. “When Ben finds your guy, he’ll make sure…”

	“Actually,” Ben interrupted, looking around to be sure that they wouldn’t be overheard at other tables. “I think the guy for Stacy will already know how to keep her in line. I had to teach Pete and Joe how to keep you and Julie on the path of virtue, but the guy I have in mind for Stacy here already knows the value of a sound spanking.”

	Stacy turned her head sharply to look at him. Her jaw hung open.

	Peggy said, “I know, sweetie. Ben’s path of virtue is different from anything you’ve ever known. But I couldn’t be happier. I love Pete, and I love Ben, and when they share me…”

	“Share you?” Stacy asked.

	Peggy laughed. “I know how strange it seems, and I remember how frightened and embarrassed I was the first time Ben brought Pete to watch my training. I couldn’t even look at Pete, and when Ben told me to…” she lowered her voice to a whisper, “…suck Pete’s cock, I thought I would die.”

	“But… did you… I mean, did you already know you were… pregnant, then?” So, as Ben suspected, the first thing Peggy had told Stacy about was little Ben, who Peggy had said Pete was watching this afternoon.

	“Mm-hmm,” Peggy said. She looked sympathetically into Stacy’s eyes. “Why don’t you tell me how you see your… dynamic with Ben, and I can tell you a little bit about mine.”

	Stacy stared at her.

	Peggy smiled. “I don’t think there’s any use denying that Ben can pick girls who need his path of virtue, sweetie. When you admit that you do, everything will get much easier.”

	“I… I got an IUD, this morning,” Stacy said. Peggy’s brow creased at the non-sequitur, but then she nodded slightly.

	Stacy looked at Ben, clearly expecting him to say something—perhaps to say that he would punish her. He remained silent, thinking that Peggy’s response was probably the more important one for helping Stacy right now.

	Peggy’s next words seemed to him to prove him right. “So you want to continue your training,” she said. Stacy’s mouth opened again, as if to deny it, but Peggy continued, “You just don’t want to get pregnant.”

	Stacy closed her mouth.

	“Tell me this,” Peggy said, stirring sugar into her coffee. “Did you take the morning-after pill, after your first lesson?”

	“N-no,” Stacy stammered. Ben felt the corners of his mouth turn up into a smile.

	“Why not?” Peggy asked.

	Stacy looked down at her coffee, clearly unwilling to answer the question.

	“Can I take a guess?” Peggy said kindly, reaching out her hand to lay it on Stacy’s wrist. “Was it because of how turned-on it got you to think about Ben making a baby there?”

	Stacy nodded wordlessly. A long moment went by, and then she whispered, without lifting her eyes, “But I don’t want to be porn-girl. I don’t.”

	Ben said to Peggy, by way of explanation, “You know how you were third-base girl?”

	“Oh,” Peggy said, the light of understanding dawning in her eyes. “I think I get it.” She turned to Stacy again and said, “So Ben caught you watching porn?”

	Stacy nodded again, her eyes still fixed on her coffee.

	“He caught me with my boyfriend’s hand in my panties.”

	Stacy did look at her at that, and then over at Ben. She looked to Ben like she was trying to glare at him, but she couldn’t muster as much anger as she thought she should. She looked back at Peggy. “But what’s wrong with that? Why should you have to have… these lessons… for making out with a boy?”

	Peggy laughed. “That’s what I kept saying at first, but what I couldn’t see, and even my parents couldn’t get me to admit, was that I was being self-destructive then. The guy was a terrible guy—a criminal, a drug user. But that isn’t even the most important part. The reason I was with him was that I felt like the things my body craved made me a terrible person—a person who didn’t deserve anything nice or pleasant. Above all, I knew—I just knew—that I didn’t deserve to get any pleasure out of sex, because the things I wanted were just wrong. By teaching me about his path of virtue, Ben helped me accept my need to be dominated, and the healthiness of that need, and of my need for sex—especially the kind of sex Ben is best at. So when I got pregnant it made me really happy even though I knew that the situation was going to be very unusual.”

	Ben looked at Stacy. Her face seemed to have softened in sympathy with Peggy’s happiness. She took a sip of coffee, looking thoughtfully down at the cup.

	“Actually,” Peggy said, with a little giggle, “to the outside world it just looks like Pete got me pregnant and then married me, and we named the baby after Ben because Ben introduced us.” Ben saw some pink come into Peggy’s cheeks. “After all,” she continued, “no one has to know that the guy who introduced you to your husband taught him to spank you, and comes over every couple of weeks for a three-way.”

	Finally Stacy spoke again. “Can you tell me a little more about your story?” she whispered. “I mean, how long did it take before…?”

	“Before I understood that I was third-base girl? Before I understood that I needed Ben to use me however he wanted, and then pass me along to Pete? Before I realized that Ben’s path of virtue meant being a very, very dirty girl when the world wasn’t watching?”

	Stacy nodded. In her eyes Ben saw a look of almost-desperate hope.

	Peggy looked at Ben. “How long would you say, sir?” she asked. “When did you know that I was on the path of virtue?” She turned her eyes back to Stacy. “I didn’t tell him, of course. That’s almost part of the fun.”

	“I’m guessing it was probably just before I had you go down on me in the movie theater,” Ben said, smiling at the memory.

	“What?” Stacy said, her face turning bright red. “I thought you just said that the point was to look like a good girl in public.”

	Peggy giggled. “You’re right, sir,” she said to Ben. “I think it was the day before that when I realized I really did belong to you, and with you, and I wanted you to find me someone who could keep me in training. It was because you told me that I was going to have to suck your cock at the movies, and I suddenly understood that part of me really was looking forward to it.”

	Then she turned to Stacy. “Ben will decide what’s public and what isn’t,” she said simply. “We didn’t get caught. He’s good at that kind of thing.”

	“Stacy,” Ben said, “part of being on the path of virtue is knowing that I—and whoever I give you to—get to be in charge of the path. If I tell you to go over to that booth over there and show your smooth little cunt to that nice old man, you’ll do it, or you’ll get the whipping of your life, beginning with a spanking over my knee right here in the café.”

	Stacy looked at him, her eyes wide and her mouth open.

	“Stacy?” Peggy asked softly. “If you take my advice, you’ll admit to yourself how very wet you are right now. I know I’m very wet, thinking about what Ben just said. And I know you’re going to say that that’s because I’m not the one who’s just been threatened with that terrible humiliation, but I know what just happened to your pussy, and I suggest that you admit it, too.”

	Stacy looked down at her coffee again. Her face was still bright red. “You wouldn’t…” she said softly. Then, “He wouldn’t, would he?”

	Peggy looked at Ben. Ben nodded, to let her know she had permission to tell the truth. “No,” Peggy said, “he wouldn’t. Let me put it this way. I like porn too. Which is a good thing, because even though I was third-base girl and not porn-girl, Ben made me watch a lot of it.” She laughed. “You can definitely imagine a porn video where a girl has to show her pussy to a guy across a restaurant, right?”

	“Yes,” Stacy said, looking puzzled.

	“Would that video be hot?”

	“Yes, but…”

	“But what?” Peggy asked. Ben felt he probably couldn’t have put it any better himself. He smiled, his chest filling with pride at Peggy’s reasoning.

	“But… that’s not real,” Stacy said. Her confusion, though, seemed to be changing to understanding.

	“How real was it when Ben told you that if he instructed you to show someone your pussy, you would do it or be punished?”

	Stacy’s brow furrowed. “Realer? I mean, definitely more real than if it were in a video.”

	“Why?” Peggy asked.

	“Well, because this is a café and not a movie set.” Peggy did not reply, but looked at Stacy steadily. “Okay, okay,” Stacy said. “It didn’t actually happen in the café.”

	“Where did it happen?” Peggy asked innocently.

	“It didn’t,” Stacy said, “but…”

	“Yes, it did,” Peggy said. “It happened in your fantasy. That’s why you got wet.”

	Stacy sat back in her chair at that. She looked a little stunned. “So, what… I mean, what does it mean? What does that have to do with whether I can stop feeling like I’m going crazy?”

	Ben said, “Maybe you should think about the first question Peggy asked again. Why didn’t you get the morning-after pill? And why did you get an IUD this morning?”

	Stacy looked at him with a blank expression for a few moments. Then she said, “If I do my homework, it doesn’t mean that I’m going to let you pass me along to whatever guy this is you say you think you want to give me to.”

	Peggy said softly, “Ben knows that, sweetie.” She glanced at him, and then looked back at Stacy. “The thing is, though, that if Julie and I are anything to go by, he knows you better than you know yourself right now. The little world he’s created with us and the guys who look to him as a kind of mentor isn’t anything you were expecting for your life. It’s a good thing that you made the decision about the IUD, but just for comparison purposes, having little Ben was the best thing that ever happened to me, and I include my lessons in Ben’s basement as part of that, because that’s where big Ben put little Ben in my belly. Pretty soon I think you’re going to realize that even though it’s not the way your parents told you it was supposed to be, it’s the way you want it.”

	She looked at Ben, and in her eyes he could see that she wanted to make sure she was expressing things in a way that pleased him. Ben nodded to encourage her. Stacy’s face remained blank, except for a little crease in her brow as she took in Peggy’s words.

	“Since it looks like I’m not earning myself a whipping for saying this stuff,” Peggy said, “let me be a little daring, and tell you a secret that Julie and I sometimes talk about.”

	Ben chuckled. “This’ll be good.”

	Peggy’s cheeks turned a little pink as she continued, “The way Ben makes it sound, it’s all about his control over your pussy. Like he will decide who puts his cock in there. And that’s hot, right?”

	Stacy nodded slowly.

	“But here’s the secret: we are the ones who are really getting what we need.”

	Stacy shook her head. “I don’t understand.”

	“Maybe you don’t understand it yet,” Peggy said, “but I have a feeling you will sometime soon.”

	
Chapter Fourteen

	 

	 

	On Tuesday, Ben told Stacy, she would have anal sex for the first time. Stacy actually wanted a lesson on Saturday, the day after they had coffee with Peggy, but Ben told her in no uncertain terms that being punished by having no lesson was exactly what she needed. He also said that she had better do her homework, because he would be using her ass the next time she came to his house for training, and he wanted her to be ready to please him back there.

	Tiny Butt Trouble depicted the trials and tribulations of a girl named Jessica (tiny both in butt and in overall bodily features) who didn’t think she wanted to try anal. Unfortunately, in the opening scene of the little drama, Jessica fell into the clutches of an unscrupulous police officer who enjoyed anal very much.

	Her tiny backside presented what appeared on the video to be terrible trouble, when it came to taking Officer Chris’ big cock. Jessica had tried to sell drugs to Officer Chris, though, and so according the script of the video, she had no choice but to give him his way, no matter how cruel a fate it was to have her first experience of anal be so uncomfortable and so shameful.

	The part that had made Stacy come almost instantly both the first time she watched—before she had started her lessons with Ben—and when she had had to watch it twice, on Monday, to complete her lascivious homework, occurred when Officer Chris tied little Jessica up on top of the bare mattress of a little cot. The cot was in the special secret cell to which he apparently took girls in whom he had an interest, and the way he tied Jessica seemed to be something he liked to do frequently to those girls. After she had reluctantly stripped down to her panties—Jessica wore no bra, which Stacy thought was understandable because of her tininess—Officer Chris made her kneel on the cot, and then put her face down to the mattress and reach her hands back around and behind her thighs.

	“There we go,” said Officer Chris, and began to truss her up in that position, binding her wrists tightly together.

	Then he pulled the gusset of her lacy black panties aside, to show the camera—and to see for himself, of course—just how open little Jessica’s bottom now was. After that, Officer Chris could take his time getting the tiny butt ready for fucking, and he did, persuading Jessica in the process that when her policeman finally did enter her there, and have his pleasurable way, she wouldn’t find it such a terrible thing.

	But when, after the fingers, and the plug and the vibrator that made her come with the plug inserted, Officer Chris did crouch over her little backside and impale Jessica there with his big cock, she cried out into the mattress, and her face betrayed the injustice of having her innocent rear end treated so harshly. That made Stacy come, too, as she looked at how the protection of the lacy panties, the fabric pulled from its proper place to expose pussy and anus, had simply been put aside and disregarded, as Officer Chris seemed to view the panties as a cute ornament for the bottom he fucked, rather than as any sort of impediment to his pleasure.

	Tuesday morning, Ben handed her a slim box once she had come through the door of his house, knowing that Jessica’s fate would soon be her own.

	“Go downstairs and put these on,” he said. “Only these.”

	Stacy swallowed. “What are… they?”

	“You’ll see,” Ben said. “Now get going, or you’ll go over the bench for a paddling. Today’s not a day for dawdling or disobedience—or even questions. You know what’s happening today: I’m going to fuck your ass. Go get ready.”

	They were lacy black panties, but they had an important difference from the ones worn by little Jessica. Stacy’s new panties had no seat: where the fabric that should cover the valley between her bottom-cheeks should be was nothing at all, and the elastic that circled the leg-openings of the panties simply continued up to the waistband, ornamented by a thin ribbon that would cover nothing at all.

	Trembling, Stacy laid the panties on the back of the couch and looked at them. She heard Ben moving across the floor of his living room, above her. He would be coming down the stairs soon. If she weren’t at least stripping when he came down, he would whip her, or paddle her; she felt sure of it.

	But how could she put on those panties? She couldn’t even figure out why she had come, now; something about the lingerie, the command to put it on, and the brusqueness of Ben’s tone made it too… real.

	It was just like Tiny Butt Trouble, though, in a certain way. Officer Chris had certainly been brusque with little Jessica, and that had been so very hot… Stacy looked again at the little black garment lying on the back of the couch.

	Then she felt her eyes widen as she realized that the sight of the seatless panties had started to make her pussy flow with moisture. She took a deep breath, and, still trembling, started to unbutton her green sundress. She had no panties on, of course; she had taken them off and removed the butt plug, leaning over her bed, before walking the quarter-mile from her house to Ben’s.

	“Plug and panties, or no panties,” he had instructed her, when he dropped her off after coffee with Peggy. “Put your plug in for at least an hour a day, and when you’re watching the video. Understood, porn-girl?”

	Stacy had nodded. Knowing she would have to walk to his house, she had decided on no panties. The sounds the butt plug made coming out of her anus, and the feeling of walking in with no panties, unable to think of anything but what Ben’s cock would feel like in her bottom, were shameful enough. But after she had hesitantly pulled the new panties up over her knees, over her thighs, until they arrived at the place panties belonged, where they were supposed to cover you and hide you from lewd eyes and lewd action, this new feeling of the seatless panties… It made her want to put her hand in the front of the terrible underwear and touch herself—and it made her want to sink into the ground and never be seen again.

	She felt herself blush like the sun as she heard Ben’s footsteps, behind her, coming down the stairs. She left her dress on the floor and hurried to her place in front of his chair, her hands on her head, unable to keep from picturing what her bottom must look like, its bare furrow framed by the opening in the panties.

	“Good girl,” Ben said, with a note of approval despite the continuing severity—and even arrogance—of his tone. “Your ass looks just as nice in them as I was hoping.”

	Stacy heard him advance toward her, across the carpet, around the couch. He stood three or four feet behind her, now.

	“How does it feel to know that your tiny butt is going to get what Jessica’s got—a nice big cock?”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whispered, her heart fluttering like a trapped bird. “It…” Her pussy clenched, but the fear rose in her tummy. “It feels scary, sir. Please…”

	Ben ignored the ‘please.’ He said, “Don’t worry, baby. Girls love anal, once they get used to it.”

	Oh, God. Stacy didn’t say it out loud, that time, but the plea to some heaven seemed the more heartfelt to her for being silent.

	“Before I bend you over and take your ass,” he continued conversationally. “I want to make sure I don’t forget to tell you that Derek, the guy I think will be a good boyfriend for you, is going to come to your next lesson.”

	What? Stacy didn’t think she could feel any more anxious, now.

	“He’ll fuck your cunt, but one thing Peggy didn’t tell you is that your ass is always going to belong to me. When Pete and Joe—that’s Julie’s boyfriend—want to fuck Peggy and Julie’s asses, they have to call and ask permission. So when Derek comes, he’ll be up front and I’ll be back here.” Ben laid his hand on her shamefully uncovered bottom, then.

	Stacy gave a sob of fear and shame and arousal. How could he… How could it… What did it mean—what did it all mean?

	“So while I have you today, and open you up, I want you to remember that your ass is always going to be special to me, Stacy. I’m not going to give it up, even if I loan it to Derek. Do you think you understand?”

	Ben urged his middle finger inward, into the valley between her bottom-cheeks. He touched her cringing anus, itching from the plug. Stacy whimpered. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.

	What had Peggy said? “We’re the ones who get what we need”?

	Yes, her mind replied. As horrible as it would look to anyone on the outside, I need to have my ass owned by a man who passes the rest of me on to another man I haven’t met. I need to have him make me share little Jessica’s fate: I need him to fuck my own tiny butt.

	“Bend over,” Ben said. “Hands on the seat of the chair. Knees flexed a little.”

	Stacy obeyed, her face hot, putting her hands on the leather cushion of the recliner. Ben didn’t take his hand from her bottom; instead he fluttered the tip of his middle finger against her anus, so that she gave a little yelp—and then a louder one as the finger entered her, as soon as she had bent all the way.

	“There we go,” Ben said in a tone of condescending praise. “Stay just like that, porn-girl. It won’t be long, now.”

	Stacy closed her eyes, as she heard him unbuckling his belt and dropping his jeans. Then his hands were on her hips, and she felt the head of his cock press up against her bottom. She heard a little moan, at the wicked feeling, come from her chest.

	Ben adjusted his cock with his right hand, so that it lay in the furrow between her bottom-cheeks. Then he returned that hand to her hip, and he began to move his cock up and down in the tender valley there. He seemed to get harder and harder at the sensation, which for Stacy was so shameful she could scarcely have imagined it; she had never felt truly used, before, the way Ben now used her rear end for his cock’s pleasure.

	“So sweet,” he murmured. “Do you know why we’re not watching Tiny Butt Trouble?”

	“No,” Stacy sobbed. She felt like she was on the scariest roller-coaster ride ever, and the ride was somehow, and in more than one way, inside her.

	For a few moments, Ben didn’t answer, apparently content just to keep up the strange, degrading use he made of her backside’s cleavage. Then he said, “Because I want you to concentrate on how it feels to have anal sex. I want you to think about what it means for you—and not for any other porn-girl—to be in training to give a man pleasure with your butt. Like I said, porn-girls love anal, but I’m not sure you’ve figured out yet why—at least as far as I can tell.”

	The cock moved back and forth in her bottom, but outside the little ring where Stacy knew there was now nothing in the universe that could prevent Ben’s massive hardness entering, very soon. Ben’s hands on Stacy’s hips kept her still, so that he could enjoy her ass fully.

	“Why do you think porn-girls love anal?” he murmured.

	“B-because…” Stacy began, but she had no idea how to finish. She thought she knew the answer, but she couldn’t see how she could ever say it—just as she hadn’t thought she could put on the seatless panties that had left her bottom available for the terrible degradation Ben now visited upon her.

	
Chapter Fifteen

	 

	 

	“They love it,” Ben said, taking a step back, so that he could grab the lube from a shelf in the entertainment center, and instantly regretting the loss of the lovely feeling of Stacy’s milk-white butt-cheeks around his cock, “because it’s wrong, and shameful, and dirty.”

	He stepped forward again, putting a generous dollop of lube on his fingers.

	“Isn’t it?” he asked softly, beginning to prepare Stacy’s tiny anus.

	“Yes,” she sobbed.

	“Put your hands back and open up your butt for me, now. Once I’m inside I’ll let you put them down again.”

	Stacy raised her shaking hands, swaying a little and then recovering her balance. She reached them back and hesitantly took her bottom-cheeks in them. The sight of her little fingers against the naughtiness of the seatless panties nearly overwhelmed his senses with arousal. His cock gave a little leap when the tiny brown aperture, glistening with lube, appeared to his lustful eyes, framed in black fabric and exposed by Stacy herself at his command.

	“But that’s not the whole reason,” Ben said softly, as he presented the head of his manhood to the little ring, and began to push gently so that Stacy whimpered and swayed anew.

	“Oh, please…” Stacy said.

	“Girls love anal because it’s wrong, and because they know that when a man wants something wrong from a dirty girl, and he takes it, he’s making her his own, just like she needs to be his own…” he pushed harder, and Stacy cried out, “…little…” even harder; he took her wrists firmly, held them behind her, and gave one final push, “…porn-girl.”

	Stacy screamed, and the head of Ben’s cock entered her anus—the most beautiful sight he could imagine.

	“Good girl,” he said.

	“Thank you, sir,” she moaned.

	For a long moment, Ben simply looked down at the way his cock was framed by the panties, and by the pert little ovals of Stacy’s bottom. That bottom squirmed a little around his cock, as she tried desperately to become accustomed to the feeling of being held open by a man’s hardness, and even attempted, instinctually, to push him out. Ben held her still, though, and refused to let her expel him, as he began to push into her farther and farther.

	“Oh, God… oh, God…” she whispered, over and over, at the feeling of having her bottom fucked. Her voice was strained, and interspersed with the words were the lovely little yelps that told Ben she would go home very sore from her lesson.

	“Shh,” Ben said, starting to fuck her ass in earnest. He tried to keep his thrusts gentle despite the intensity of the sensation. The feeling made him almost wild to plunge in and out of her tightness with abandon, and simply seek his pleasure at the expense of hers, but he wanted Stacy’s first anal not to be too painful a memory for her. In response Stacy gave little sobbing moans. Ben folded her arms behind her and took hold of her elbows, knowing that he was close to coming and wanting suddenly to make absolutely sure his porn-girl felt exactly how thoroughly her ass belonged to him now.

	“There you go. There you go,” he growled, feeling the arousal build and build in his balls, in his hips. “Nice little ass. So nice and tight.” He thought of his favorite, dirtiest thing: giving Pete or Joe permission to enjoy one of the bottoms that belonged to Ben—calling one of them to say that he thought Peggy or Julie should have an ass-fucking that night.

	He imagined calling Derek some night to tell him to fuck Stacy’s ass—telling him to let her know that Ben had given him permission to use her there. He imagined telling Derek that he had to set up a webcam and live-stream Stacy’s ass-fucking, so Ben could watch—instructing him, via instant message, to fuck her harder—and see Stacy’s woeful face as her new boyfriend, the boyfriend to whom Ben had given her, borrowed the rump that would always belong to Ben.

	His climax hit him like a freight train, and Stacy cried out as if the pulsing of Ben’s cock in her anus were some terrible consummation of her submission. Ben held her elbows and thrust deep into her bottom, still imagining that his cock was somehow Derek’s, fucking Stacy by permission from Ben himself.

	He grunted, and his hips spasmed against her sweet little bottom, making her whimper again in discomfort. It was strange to imagine his cock was another guy’s cock, he supposed, but ever since he had begun training Stacy, and thinking so much about porn, such twisted fantasies had begun to seem hotter and hotter. His orgasm seemed to go on and on, as if the idea of giving Derek permission to use Stacy’s ass represented the absolute zenith of arousal.

	Finally the waves of pleasure subsided, and Ben simply held his place in Stacy’s backside, letting his cock grow soft but refusing to release her little body.

	“There you go,” he said again, more softly.

	“Thank you, sir,” Stacy whispered.

	 

	* * *

	 

	“I talked to Pete,” Derek said, “and I’m definitely interested.”

	Ben and Derek were finishing up construction on a deck they had been rebuilding for the past week. They both had their shirts off, and Ben noted with approval that Derek’s frame was maybe even a little more muscular than Ben’s own.

	Twenty-five-year-old Derek, blond and blue-eyed, had been working remodeling jobs with Ben for a year now. Although Ben knew of the younger man’s interests in spanking and in porn, and even that Derek wanted to try his hand at making a porn video or two just to see if it might be the lucrative side business he thought it might, he hadn’t told Derek about the lessons he gave naughty girls in his basement before the previous week.

	“That’s great,” Ben said.

	“I mean,” Derek said with a twisted smile, “it sounds a little kinky—okay, a lot kinky—but I’m a pretty kinky guy myself.”

	“So Pete told you about the rules?”

	“Yup.” Derek shot two nails into a board, then continued, “and he said that they’re negotiable. Is that right?”

	Ben checked the security of the railing he had just fixed in place. “That’s right,” he said. “If you want to let Stacy grow her pussy hair, or you want more access to her ass, just let me know. As long as we’re clear that I’m the guy who makes the big decisions about her training, we can work out any issues that come up.”

	“Fine with me,” Derek said. “I admit it’s not like anything I’ve ever been part of, but, you know, it’s kind of like a porn video, right? Like you’re the director and I’m the guy who’s fucking the girl?”

	Ben clapped him on the shoulder. “Exactly. Plus, I think you two will probably hit it off. I don’t know if you’re going to get married or anything, but she’s a good kid, and you’re a good guy—and you both have a very dirty side.”

	Derek gave him a sheepish grin.

	“Be at my house at 9:45 on Saturday morning, and be ready to give my porn-girl a serious screen test.”

	 

	* * *

	 

	By the time Stacy arrived, Derek had set up his cameras in the basement: one on a tripod and another, handheld one ready for close-ups and POVs. Watching him prepare made Ben think of what Derek had said about Ben being the director of a porn video. He thought back to the lessons when Pete had come to fuck Peggy for the first time and Joe had come to fuck Julie for the first time, and the way he, Ben, had supervised the action. There hadn’t been any camera present, but Derek was definitely right: Ben did make himself into a kind of porn director, both on these occasions, when he told his naughty girls how they would be enjoyed by their new men, and more generally, when he served as a mentor to both girls and guys. Maybe, as his porn-girl, Stacy had somehow become the ultimate realization of Ben’s program for keeping naughty girls on the path of virtue.

	“Is he here…?” Stacy asked as she came through the front door. Ben looked at her sternly. She swallowed hard. “…sir?”

	“Yes,” Ben said, “and you are to call him ‘sir’ too. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy said meekly.

	“Derek is down in the basement. Before you go down and take your clothes off…”

	“In front of… him?!” Stacy squeaked.

	“Yes, of course,” Ben said. “Just like in the video you watched for homework.”

	That video was one of the several that didn’t have a name, only a number. They represented the large subset of Stacy’s collection that clearly had amateur origins, and were in one way or another the dirtiest things Stacy had downloaded. The one Ben had told Stacy to watch, while fucking herself with a black dildo held in one hand and taking a video of her pussy, as she fucked it with the latex cock, with the other, bore the number seven.

	Stacy blushed, and Ben thought he had a pretty good idea why. Number seven began with a shot of a tanned, dark-haired girl in her 20s waiting nervously in the living room. She wore a white T-shirt and cutoff jeans. Sitting on a couch, watching her, was a black guy with his shirt off, wearing basketball shorts. A voice, presumably the voice of the guy holding the camera, said, “Go ahead and get naked, baby. Show Curtis what you got.” When the girl seemed to hesitate, the voice said, “C’mon, baby. You know you wanted to do this.”

	“What I was going to say,” Ben continued, “before you interrupted me and earned a whipping from Derek, later…”

	“No! Please, sir!” Stacy’s mouth turned up in an adorable pouting frown.

	“Don’t make it worse, porn-girl,” Ben said, feeling very patient with her but wanting for his pleasure and Derek’s to treat her with the utmost severity. “What I was going to say is that we should talk for a few minutes about your homework, so that you’re ready to go down and strip for Derek and give him his way.”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy whispered, biting her lower lip.

	Ben led her into the living room, where she had never been before, and sat down on the couch. Then he took Stacy’s hands and pulled her onto his lap. Her eyes went wide with surprise; Ben had never done anything so conventionally affectionate before, and it clearly took her aback.

	Ben kissed her: he’d only done that once before, and to his satisfaction—though not to his surprise—Stacy melted into the kiss and kissed him back, putting her arms around him and snuggling in close.

	“Sir,” she murmured softly when he had broken the kiss. “I thought you would never do that again.”

	She wore a little blue miniskirt, and now Ben boldly put his hand up it, and ascertained that she was not wearing panties. Stacy giggled and shied away a little, but then remained obediently still while Ben’s hand opened her thighs and his fingers explored her wetness. She threw back her head with a little whimper.

	Ben kissed her again, and this time she squirmed with desire against him, as he accompanied the kiss with his lewd caress, until she bucked her hips against his hand, desperate for more.

	He broke the kiss again, but he left his hand between her legs. “Today, you’re really going to be my porn-girl, and you’re really going to set out on the path of virtue,” he said, looking into her hazel eyes.

	“Why?” she whispered.

	“Think of that video—number seven,” he replied. “When Curtis is fucking the girl…” The girl didn’t have a name, a common feature of amateur videos, and neither did the guy with the camera. “Do you remember what her boyfriend says, when she says that she doesn’t think she can take all of Curtis’ cock in her pussy?”

	Stacy compressed her lips into a tight line. Then she said very softly, “I love you, baby. You can do it.” Her brow grew very troubled. “Do you love me, sir?” she asked.

	“I do love you, baby,” Ben replied, putting his left hand up to stroke her cheek while he ran his right middle finger up and down her pussy, under her skirt.

	“Why…?” she sighed.

	Ben thought he knew what she was asking. “Why am I having Derek fuck you, and film you, and be your boyfriend, if I love you?”

	Stacy nodded, blushing crimson.

	“I think the best way to explain it is that I believe in a path of virtue that doesn’t let the conventions of society get in the way of our pleasures—behind closed doors.”

	“Or in the dark,” Stacy whispered, as if to herself. “Like a movie theater.”

	Ben nodded. “I believe that when we do the things that turn us on, even when those things are shameful, and even when they include pretending to be reluctant, or needing to be punished, it makes us more able to be virtuous in public, not less.”

	He let that sink in for a moment, looking at her pretty face, as she turned her eyes downward to gaze at the place where his hand claimed her cunt, though it was hidden by her skirt.

	“Do you like video number seven, porn-girl?” he asked softly, then. “Does it get you hot, thinking about Curtis’ big cock? Derek’s cock is pretty big, I’m guessing, though I haven’t seen it yet. You’re getting wet, thinking about it, aren’t you?” Ben rubbed her there, ran two fingers into the place where Derek’s cock would go. “Yes, you are, Stacy. Answer me, porn-girl. Does number seven get you hot?”

	
Chapter Sixteen

	 

	 

	“Yes,” Stacy whimpered, closing her eyes and giving herself over to Ben’s fingers. Oh, yes. Video number seven, because it seemed to mirror exactly what Ben had told her would happen at her next lesson, had gotten her very hot—so hot that when she had slid the black dildo Ben had given her into her pussy, she had seemed to gush with moisture, at the sight of Curtis’ dark-skinned cock and the sound of Curtis telling the girl on the screen to suck it.

	And then the part that Ben had just mentioned, where the unseen guy with the camera said, “I love you, baby. You can do it.”

	And then the part where Ben sat me in his lap, kissed me, and told me he loved me.

	How long had Stacy known she was in love with Ben, her lewd teacher, her lustful guide on his strange path of virtue? Since coffee with Peggy, definitely.

	But it felt so different from any love she had ever known. How could you love a person who used you for his pleasure that way? Who made it clear that he wanted to give you to another man, and watch that other man use you for his pleasure?

	No, it was worse: how could you love that person because he did that?

	Maybe it started with the complete clarity with which Ben showed her, in doing those things, that he valued her, and—in his unconventional way—loved her. You didn’t give something to a friend that way unless the gift meant something. What Peggy had said about Pete, and about little Ben, had affected Stacy in ways she couldn’t define, but which seemed nevertheless to have a terrible, wonderful power.

	The more she thought about it, the more she began to see that whatever society said, or other people said, her idea of what sex was, and what it should be—what it could be—had changed utterly since Ben had taken her in hand.

	Society said sex was supposed to be about Jack on top of you, thrusting gently, his eyes closed. A dark room, and a man on top of you, but not on top of you, really, just there above you because that happened to be the way you were supposed to do it. Maybe you were on top sometimes, and that was a little better, because it was kind of naughty.

	It wasn’t supposed to be a guy whipping you because he found you playing with yourself while you watched dirty videos. Or that same guy shaving your pussy. Fucking you in the ass.

	Giving you to a guy named Derek who liked to make dirty videos, whom you had never met but whose cock you were about to be told to suck. Who was about to fuck you, but not in the ass because Ben reserved naughty girls’ asses for himself. Who apparently would now serve as your boyfriend because Ben said so.

	But what did ‘boyfriend’ even mean, now that Stacy had gone through the looking-glass of porn? Real, not porn. Porn, not real. Sex, not love. But—love, all the same, in unexpected ways and for unexpected people. A porn-boyfriend was a guy who decided how you would fuck. Or, sometimes, he watched while somebody else fucked you.

	A porn-boyfriend was whatever the fuck you wanted him to be, so that you could have awesome sex. Did you have to marry him? Of course not. Did you even have to go on dates with him? Well, if he asked you out, you probably owed it to yourself and to him to see whether maybe you did want to be more than fuck-buddies Ben Weathers had brought together.

	Stacy gave herself to Ben’s hand, between her legs. C’mon, baby. You know you wanted to do this. She moaned, picturing the man she had never seen; picturing his cock, and the way he would look at the porn-girl Ben had bestowed upon him. The way he would whip that porn-girl; the way he would fuck her.

	“Are you ready?” Ben murmured in her ear.

	“Y-yes,” Stacy gasped.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Derek stood at the bottom of the stairs. As Stacy descended, and saw his warm smile for the first time, she had a strange vision of herself as a debutante in the nineteenth century, descending a grand staircase to meet the man who would escort her to the ballroom.

	My God, he’s handsome, she thought. He’s even hunkier than Ben. And… for a man who’s supposedly about to treat me like a filthy slut, he looks surprisingly… well, nice.

	She looked into Derek’s blue eyes. “Hi,” she said, when she had stepped off the bottom of the wooden stairs and onto the carpet.

	“Hi,” Derek replied. His voice wasn’t as deep as Ben’s, and it had a very pleasant, mellifluous quality.

	“Derek,” Ben said, behind her, “this is Stacy.”

	Derek hadn’t taken his eyes off hers. “I thought it might be,” he said. Yes, he was nice, but now, in the way that he looked at her and the way his voice sounded so confident, Stacy could hear that he didn’t lack dominance—it just came across more… smoothly, maybe?… than Ben’s did.

	“You know what to do, Stacy,” said Ben. “Derek, do you want to film her taking off her clothes? So you know, she’s not wearing panties.”

	Stacy felt herself blushing crimson. She looked at Ben, and then back at Derek. Something fascinating seemed to be happening, and it gave her a thrill of a strange kind of joy she had never felt before. Both Derek and Ben were smiling, but beneath their smiles lurked something else. What is it? she wondered, and Why does it make me happy… and, okay, yes, wet?

	Competition. Derek wanted her, and Ben wanted her. They were in a kind of friendly rivalry, here at the very beginning, when Derek had only seen her for the first time a few moments before. Stacy felt like she had taken wing, despite the hotness in her cheeks.

	“Actually,” Derek said suavely, “could you film it while I do the directing?”

	That seemed to be a reference to some private joke, because Ben laughed. “Yeah, okay,” he said. “But remember the rules.”

	Now Derek chuckled. “Sure do,” he said.

	“Rules?” Stacy asked. Had Ben made some sort of regulations for the way Derek would… have her? But she already knew that he must have, because of that thing he had said about his girls’ bottoms—how he reserved them for himself.

	Derek looked at Ben. “Does she not know the rules?” he asked, with an expression of mild concern on his face. An adorable expression of mild concern, Stacy corrected, in her mind’s running transcript of the momentous meeting.

	“Not all of them,” Ben said. “But she does know the one about her ass.”

	Stacy’s blush had begun to fade, but now it returned in full force. The idea of the rivalry for her body between Ben and Derek, though, suddenly made her brazen. She said to Derek, “Ben owns my ass. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

	Just having said it made her pussy clench. She couldn’t help a smile that nearly turned into a giggle.

	Derek laughed uproariously. “Sweet Jesus, girl, you just got me hard as iron. No, I don’t have a problem with it. But apparently I can…” He hesitated, as if about to take the plunge into the altered world of filthy sex that lay before all their feet. He dove. “…fuck you in that sweet booty as often as I like, as long as I get permission first.”

	Stacy looked at Ben. One thing that hadn’t gotten covered in the conversation with Peggy was the question of just how restrictive Ben was about his naughty girls’ backsides.

	“That’s right,” Ben said, though Stacy saw his brow cloud just a bit. “And as long as when I decide she should wear a plug for a day or two, you make sure she does, and you send pics.”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whispered. Instinctually, feeling like the strength of her knee-shaking arousal at these men’s humiliating way of speaking about her might make her faint, she put out her right hand and laid it on Derek’s left shoulder, which suddenly seemed like the most stable point in the universe.

	He smiled, and looked into her eyes again. “Of course,” he said to Ben, though he did not break eye contact with Stacy.

	After a long, silent moment, he did look over at Ben. “Why don’t you get behind the camera on the tripod? Stacy, you just stand in front of the couch, okay? You’ll be taking ‘em off in a sec, but for now let me just make sure everything’s set up right.”

	“Okay… sir,” Stacy said softly.

	Derek smiled at her. “I like that,” he said. “I could get very used to that.”

	Stacy glanced at Ben. He nodded. The same joy filled her heart that she had felt when she first became conscious that there would be a rivalry between these two men. Her two men—her two masters.

	“Thank you, sir,” she said, and went to stand where she was supposed to stand. Derek had put the tripod between the couch and the armchair, so that the angle, in a wide shot, would take in both the spanking bench and the TV. Stacy stood in front of the spanking bench while Ben took a place behind the camera. Derek stood behind the couch, to Stacy’s left.

	“Alright, sweetie,” he said. The way he said ‘sweetie’ made it sound wonderfully like he was actually saying ‘slut.’ “Go ahead and take off your top. Show me what kind of bra you’re wearing.”

	So ridiculous to blush at that, after all the sex lessons she had had in this basement.

	“Ben,” he said, “as she takes off the top, can you zoom in on the tits?”

	“Oh, wow,” Stacy said softly, overwhelmed by the wave of arousal that came with the objectification.

	“Take it off, now, sweetheart,” Derek said to her. “It seems strange at first, I know, but I can tell you’re the kind of girl who’s gonna love it. You like fucking, right?”

	Stacy nodded, feeling her eyes go wide as she looked at him.

	“Well,” he said, “taking off your clothes for the camera is like getting fucked. A pretty girl like you just needs to let it happen. Then, when we have sex for the camera, it’ll be like you’re getting double-fucked—by the camera and by me.”

	As if in a trance, Stacy moved her hands to the button at the neck of her white cotton top.

	“There you go,” Derek said. “Just take it off, and show me your bra.”

	Stacy took the bottom hem of the top in her hands, pulled it slowly up over her flat tummy, and then over her breasts in the cute blue nylon bra.

	“Nice,” Derek said. “Did you notice how slowly she did that, Ben? She’s a natural.”

	The cotton was covering Stacy’s eyes as Derek said this; somehow that made her blush even more fiercely—to think that they were looking at her, and using the camera to look at her, but she couldn’t see them. Then the top was over her head, and she was holding it in her right hand, at her hip.

	She looked at Derek.

	“You’re a natural porn-star, sweetheart,” he said, “and your tits look adorable in that bra. But why don’t you go ahead and take it off, too, nice and slow just like you did with the top.”

	Stacy bit her lower lip, reached her hands back slowly, and started to unhook the bra.

	“Nice,” Derek said. “What color are your nipples, sweetheart? Are they pink or brown? How big are they? Go ahead and show me.”

	“Oh, God,” she whispered.

	“Do you like it when I talk that way, sweetie?” Derek asked. “I thought a little slut like you might like that kind of thing.”

	
Chapter Seventeen

	 

	 

	Ben zoomed the camera in on Stacy’s pert little breasts as she slowly let the bra fall from her shoulders a bit.

	“Brown,” Derek said with an air of satisfaction. “And just the perfect size, too. Hold your bra just like that for a sec, sweetie. Right there on your arms.” He started to walk around the couch, and around the spanking bench. Ben couldn’t see him in the frame, because he had zoomed in, but suddenly there Derek’s hand was, handling Stacy’s right breast, pinching the nipple between thumb and forefinger so that Stacy drew her breath in sharply through her nostrils, somewhere above the shot.

	One of her bra straps remained in the frame, and it gave a suggestion of bondage that made Ben’s cock leap at the sight of Derek playing with the breasts that belonged to Ben, still slightly constrained by the bra they had made her take off. They. Well, Derek—but Derek told her to take off the bra because Ben had consented to let him have Stacy.

	Ben took his eyes off the viewfinder to glance over at Derek, where he was going from nipple to nipple with the casual arrogance of an owner. He had the other camera in his left hand, taking footage of Stacy’s face though he only flicked his eyes at it from time to time to make sure he still had her centered there. He smiled and nodded to her, to encourage her to give herself over to her porn-girl side.

	Stacy’s lower lip was caught between her teeth, and her brow had a deep crease. She gave a little whimper as she looked into Derek’s eyes, as if his taking her sweet nipples in his fingers was going to make her come all on its own.

	“That’s it,” Derek said. “Show me how much you need it. Show me what a dirty little cock-whore looks like, Stacy.”

	Stacy gave another whimper, and her mouth fell open as her breathing grew faster and harsher.

	“Are you a dirty little cock-whore?”

	Ben’s cock was so hard in his jeans that it was a little distracting. When he had given Julie to Joe and Peggy to Pete, he had felt a little jealousy—and of course that jealousy had contributed hugely to the hotness of the scene. Something about the cameras, and about Stacy’s special status as porn-girl, seemed to double the jealousy, and with it the hotness.

	Do I want to stop this, and say that Stacy’s going to be mine, and Derek should leave? Ben returned his eye to the viewfinder, and saw again Derek playing with the sweet tits of the girl Ben had trained for him.

	“Loosen the angle, Ben,” Derek said. It felt very strange to be obeying his orders—with Joe and Pete, Ben had been like the fiddler at a square dance, telling both the girls and the guys exactly what to do: what to kiss, what to suck, what to spank, and above all what to fuck.

	He zoomed out, so that the camera saw both Stacy’s breasts and the look of helpless arousal in Stacy’s hazel eyes.

	“Answer me, Stacy,” Derek said. “I think you already know that I have to whip you today. I’m sure you don’t want to get more than you already have coming.”

	“Yeah,” Ben said, not sure why he was contributing, but feeling that he couldn’t remain silent, since he was the instructor here. “And I’ll whip you too, baby. Answer your director: are you a dirty little cock-whore?”

	Ben’s mouth felt dry as he watched Stacy’s chin quiver a little in the viewfinder.

	“Y-yes,” she stammered.

	“Say it,” Derek demanded.

	“I-I’m a… a d-dirty little… c-cock-whore.” The last word came out as a sob.

	“Good,” Derek said. “You can let your bra go, now, and take off your skirt. I hear you’re shaved just like you should be. Is that right?”

	“Y-yes, sir.”

	“I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted to see a pussy as much as I want to see yours, sweetie. Go ahead and get that skirt off for me.”

	The bra dropped, and Stacy’s fingers fumbled at the skirt.

	“Hold on a sec, sweetie,” Derek said. “Ben, close on the fingers, and then zoom out as the skirt falls down, okay?”

	The jealousy and the arousal returned equally. Ben nodded.

	“Then tight on the cunt, okay? I’m going to go in there and touch it for a while. I’ll put her on the bench, sitting on her ass, and spread her legs.”

	“Oh, no,” Stacy whispered.

	“Hush, sweetie,” Derek said. “Just let it happen. You don’t have to do anything but be sexy. Ben, I’ll keep everything as open as I can, so you can get a nice close-up of what she’s got going on down there, but let me know if I’m in the way, okay? This shot is about Stacy’s cunt.”

	“Sure,” Ben said, his mouth still very dry. Something in him felt very satisfied that he would get to direct this part of things, at least a little.

	“Okay, sweetie,” Derek said. “Go ahead and unbutton the skirt. Nice and slow.”

	Ben kept the camera tight on her fingers. She gave another whimper; had Derek pinched a nipple again? No, it was just Stacy’s natural arousal at the scene they were playing—that they weren’t just playing, but filming.

	She had the button open, and she tugged gently at the little zipper so that it descended slowly. The revelation of skin was just out of sight, which frustrated Ben a little, but only an instant later Stacy began to lower the skirt.

	Ben pulled out wider, so that he had both her hands, at either side of the waistband of the little blue polyester miniskirt, in the frame. He became aware suddenly of what an incredible moment it was: Stacy Miller was in a very important sense about to become porn-girl for real; here on their makeshift porn set, she was about show her little cunt to the camera.

	“Nice and slow,” Derek repeated in that dominant voice that Ben had to admit had at least much confidence in it as his own. He’d come out of left field, really, while Joe and Pete had been old friends, but Ben had no worries that Derek would take could care of Stacy. Ben had actually begun to worry a bit that Derek might take too good care of her. The chemistry between them had been obvious from the moment she greeted him at the bottom of the basement stairs.

	The skirt descended, and the beautiful sight of the tender triangle between Stacy Miller’s legs began to appear: milk-white skin, with just the naughtiest hint of a tan line between her taut belly and her pussy’s little hill. Then, at last, the modest little cleft that told the eye where to fix its lustful gaze. Ben felt his mouth watering. Yes, Derek would fuck her first, but Ben would get in there, too. Just as he had with Joe’s and Pete’s first times with Julie and Peggy, knowing that the other guy—by Ben’s own permission—would fuck Ben’s girl first seemed to increase Ben’s arousal remarkably.

	“So sweet,” Derek said, stepping forward. He brought his right hand down and began to stroke Stacy between her legs. “Are you nice and wet, sweetheart?” he asked.

	Ben pulled out wide, so that he could see both what Derek was doing down below, with his fingers, and the look on Stacy’s face. Her look of troubled arousal enchanted him, as she nodded in response to Derek’s question.

	“Does that feel good?” The hand’s motions continued, pushing a little further in, as Stacy bent her knees slightly, and tried to spread them to give Derek more access to her cunt. She nodded again.

	Ben kept the shot wide as Derek lifted Stacy onto the spanking bench, positioning her so that her feet rested on the knee and elbow supports. Ben zoomed in a bit: the view of Stacy’s pussy, glistening with the arousal Derek had called into it, was perfect.

	Stacy, however, looked a little precarious atop the bench like that. Derek said, “Does that work for you, Stacy?”

	“Well,” she replied hesitantly. “I kind of feel like I’m going to fall off?”

	“That’s no good,” Derek said. “Ben, I think we’ll put her over the bench and strap her down. We can do the close-up of the cunt and then go right to whipping her. Sound okay?”

	Ben heard Stacy’s breathing quicken. “Sure,” he said.

	“I’m thinking the tripod should go behind the couch, with a bit of a higher angle, down onto her ass.”

	They spent the next five minutes positioning the camera and adjusting the lighting—the recessed fixtures Ben had installed in the basement weren’t going to do anything spectacular for the video, but at least everything would be visible.

	Derek strapped Stacy down to the spanking bench and went to get the punishment strap from its hook on the back of the closet door. Ben watched him take in the box of toys, and pick up a flesh-colored, penis-shaped dildo. He came back and put the strap on the couch, and then he crouched down and began to play with Stacy’s cunt, while Ben shot the action.

	Stacy moaned louder and louder as Derek put first his fingers, and then the dildo, inside her, kissing her from time to time on her clit, on her butt-cheeks, and on her sweet little asshole. He spanked her from time to time with his hand, saying, “Are you a bad girl?” or “Naughty!” Stacy yelped at the little slaps, but Derek always went right back to the pleasurable caresses.

	“Ben,” he said, “really tight on the cunt, now. I’m going to show it off.” As Ben pushed in with the zoom, Derek used both hands to spread Stacy open for the camera, while she made humiliated little whimpers at the feeling and the knowledge of what was happening behind her.

	“How does it look?” Derek asked.

	“Perfect. Nice and pink,” Ben said.

	“Time for her whipping?”

	“Think so,” Ben responded.

	“Stacy,” Derek announced, as Ben pulled the camera angle back to take in Derek standing up next to the backside that would now receive punishment, the strap in his hand. “I was a little surprised when I heard that if I want to be your boyfriend I have to agree to punish you regularly, but I can’t say I don’t approve, especially now that I see what a dirty little cock-whore you are.”

	He brought the strap down, hard. Stacy yelped. Ben zoomed in on her bottom, where a curling red line appeared. The strap came down again, and in the viewfinder Stacy’s bottom squirmed deliciously. Another stroke, and Stacy let out a full-voiced yell.

	“Ben,” Derek said, “can you get the handheld and shoot her face? Just leave that angle on her ass, okay?”

	Ben got the little camera, and went around to the front of the spanking bench. Stacy looked up at him, her face a mask of woe.

	“Thank you, sir,” she whispered, though her eyes were watering.

	“You’re welcome, baby,” Ben said.

	Derek brought the strap down again. “Oh, God,” Stacy said. In the camera, she looked pitiful, but so arousing in the pain of her punishment that Ben had to suppress the urge to take his jeans off so he could jerk off. He pictured giving his porn-girl a facial, and that only made his arousal worse.

	“I’m going to whip you every day, Stacy,” Derek said, “when you’re with me.” He lashed her backside again. “You need to learn to respect a man’s authority. The men who know how to whip you are the only ones whose whore you are.” Another lash. Stacy screamed.

	Derek dropped the strap, and came around the other side of the bench, unbuttoning his jeans as he arrived there. His cock sprang free. Stacy gave a little gasp. The shot, in the viewfinder of the little camera, was perfect: Derek’s big, hard cock, confronting Stacy’s tear-stained face.

	
Chapter Eighteen

	 

	 

	Stacy’s bottom hurt terribly, but it was the kind of pain she already knew so well from her lessons with Ben; the kind you couldn’t help loving, because it added to the warmth in your pussy and because it told you that you were porn-girl, subject to the desires and commands of the man—the men—who would look at you, and fuck you.

	She opened her mouth; she didn’t think she could have kept it closed if her life depended on it, after the whipping, the humiliating dirty talk, and the cameras.

	“Good girl,” Derek said, and then he groaned with pleasure as he sheathed his cock inside her lips and over her tongue. He stroked her cheek and started to fuck her face.

	How could she possibly feel so gratified, she wondered. Sex is just… strange. A lot stranger than I ever knew even as I collected my dirty videos.

	A man she had just seen fifteen minutes before. A cock she had just seen seconds before. If he weren’t so cute, or so dominant, or so… well, competent, when it came to the cameras and dirty talk and even the way he had touched her nipples, and her pussy—if he weren’t the guy he seemed to be, maybe she would have called a halt to it.

	She could always call a halt to it, right? Ben had said it wasn’t a question of safewords, and yet somehow she knew that if she showed that she really didn’t want to do this, Ben would stop Derek, and stop himself. In the amateur videos, you sometimes got a vibe like, This girl couldn’t stop this even if she wanted to—the guys wouldn’t let her. Stacy didn’t download those. That was a thing with real porn—the professional stuff and most of the amateur stuff—she knew: if the girl wanted to stop the scene, she could, at any time. That was why the scenes looked realistic, when they did—because the girls who really were dirty little cock-whores like Stacy felt like they could trust the guys in the scene, and whoever was shooting the scene.

	The girls could let their real needs come out and play. Derek and Ben between them, with their two hard cocks, had made Stacy feel like she could admit to knowing what she had known deep down for so long: she was a porn-girl. Stacy Miller was a dirty little cock-whore.

	Stacy Miller loved the discomfort of having Derek—Jesus, she didn’t even know his last name, did she?—hold her head and fuck her face as she lay strapped to the spanking bench. The length of him, invading her mouth, over and over—the girth of him, holding her lips terribly, shamefully open as he worked only for his own pleasure.

	Then they took her off the spanking bench and had her go stand by the closet, with her hands on her head. Derek set up the camera on the tripod with an angle on a spot on the carpet, in the big, open part of Ben’s basement. He lay down, so that his hard cock, still wet from Stacy’s labors with her mouth, was in the center of the frame.

	“Ben,” he said, sounding just as dominant as ever, somehow, despite being naked on his back on the carpet. “I’m gonna have you get some shots of my cock in Stacy’s cunt, and then a POV as we transition to DP. Okay?”

	“Got it,” Ben said.

	“Strip down anytime you want,” Derek said. “Just get a close-up of my cock going in before you do. Kind of a special moment, you know?”

	Ben chuckled. “Stacy,” he said, “get on over there, now, baby, and get your pussy on your new boyfriend’s cock. Let him have a taste of how nice and tight you are.”

	On slow feet, Stacy moved there. Kind of a special moment. Was she imagining it, or could she actually hear in Derek’s voice that he was keeping it light for Ben, but he really did think that something important was about to happen?

	Two weeks ago, Stacy would have found the state of mind into which she entered then borderline insane if not outright nuts. But the amazing erotic things that had happened since that day Ben had walked into her room seemed to make it perfectly reasonable to position herself in a straddle over Derek’s close-to-six-pack abs, so that he could put the head of his cock right at the entrance to the hottest, wettest part of her. They made it perfectly reasonable, also, to see that as a simple, bodily, animal act and as the beginning of something special between herself and a guy who seemed really nice.

	Stacy moaned uncontrollably at the top of her voice, as she slid down Derek’s cock, looking into his eyes the whole time. She had never fucked in this position—she had once thought of asking Jack if he wanted to, but chickened out, and Ben always took her from behind. Derek smiled up at her.

	“What are you doing for dinner tonight?” he asked.

	Stacy started to laugh, but then Derek took firm hold of her bottom, and started to make her go up and down on his cock.

	“Oh, God…” she whimpered. “Um, I don’t know, sir.”

	“You’re having dinner with me, sweetie. And then we’re going to fuck without any cameras, okay?”

	“Yes!” Stacy screamed. The feeling in her pussy was like no sex she had ever had. Being able to go up and down, and grind the way she wanted, seemed to make orgasms come in waves and bunches. She gave herself over to that feeling, and then to the feeling of Ben lubing her anus, and even to the feeling of her first real DP—two cocks, rather than a cock and a butt plug—as Ben showed no mercy in the way he pounded her ass, making her pussy go up and down on Derek’s cock as Ben wanted, rather than as Stacy did. Surely you were absolutely, definitely a porn-girl after you did DP?

	 

	* * *

	 

	Before Stacy started in on her homework for her next lesson, she thought about that idea—that having undergone double penetration she was now irrevocably the porn-girl Ben had made of her. Especially considering that she had to watch Pretty Pussy Party before the promised Tuesday lesson with Julie and Peggy, she wondered whether being porn-girl just meant a never-ending series of points-of-no-return.

	They had both come inside her, after they had shared her between them for what felt like hours; all sense of time had gone long before Derek, clutching her little breasts, hard in his strong hands, had grunted, and thrust his hips up hard until she felt his cock pulse out his climax. Ben had only taken a minute or so more, riding hard as Stacy cried out at the feeling of his hardness even as Derek softened inside her pussy. Then he, too, had come, with his right hand on her shoulder and his left gripping her hip firmly, saying, “Good girl, Stacy.”

	And, that night… well, it was Monday afternoon, now, and Stacy was still sore. After a simple dinner of veggie pasta, wonderfully cooked by him, Derek had taken Stacy over his lap for a long, but not a very hard, spanking. He had given her no reason, and she had not asked why she must be spanked; Derek just said, “It’s spanking time. Take your clothes off.” Stacy blushed, remembering the way he had first roused her pussy with his knowing fingers, and then started to spank her, and then just touched her clit so that she screamed—then back to the spanking.

	After that, in his bed, doggy-style, for what seemed like hours; her bottom turned up and offered, and her huge new boyfriend crouched over it, hands around her waist, to fuck, and fuck, and fuck her. She hadn’t come, then—she already had over his lap, and now her pussy was just already so sore. But the soreness seemed to tell her that her new golden-haired boyfriend would have his way, whatever Ben said or didn’t say, and that kept her hot and wet through the whole ordeal of pleasing him. She had fallen asleep on his chest, and caught hell from her parents for coming home at 7:00 Sunday morning.

	Hell from her parents didn’t matter as much as it had, though. Being porn-girl seemed to have cleared that up—ironically enough. If anyone had threatened to tell her parents that she watched porn, or went to Ben Weathers’ house for sex lessons, or had just had a screen test for dirty videos of her own, and taken two cocks like a porn-star, she would have said, “Sure. Go ahead.”

	Or she thought maybe she would—which was definitely an advance on the way she had been three weeks ago. That day, her boss at the restaurant had told Stacy that she was definitely manager material. How could it be unrelated to Ben’s path of virtue? Knowing that she understood her erotic nature, and that she had ways to satisfy her dark desires seemed to transform the way she looked at everything in her life.

	But… Pretty Pussy Party. She swallowed hard as she opened her laptop. The assignment was to write a series of little diary entries while she watched. She was allowed to play with herself with her left hand, as long as her right hand kept hold of the pen. She also had to take all her clothes off, which she had already done, trying not to think about the rest of the assignment as she did so. She began writing in the little notebook Ben had given her, with the flowers on the cover and the words ‘My Secrets’ in elegant cursive.

	 

	Dear Diary,

	Okay, I watched this video a few times, but… I’m not sure I can DO the stuff in it. I mean, Ben didn’t spell it ALL out, but I think I know what the next lesson has to be: Peggy and Julie. Girl on girl.

	 

	Even writing ‘girl on girl’ sent a shock of warmth to her pussy. What was it about the most shameful things that always made them the most arousing? Stacy Miller, so well brought up, had to go to Ben Weathers’ house for some hot girl-on-girl action.

	She pushed play. Pretty Pussy Party was a professionally made video, so it began with a ridiculous little dramatic setup about three friends staying at a bed-and-breakfast on a stormy night. Each of them separately gets into her lingerie while flashing back to the last time she had sex with her boyfriend. In each of the flashbacks, the girls—blonde, brunette, and redhead—told the guys that they were going to miss them when they went on their special girls’ weekend.

	 

	Why do guys love this stuff so much? Maybe *I* really do have some fantasies buried deep inside about other girls, and maybe I think I’d like to kiss Peggy, but why would Derek want to see me kissing Peggy, or Julie? I mean, does it really have anything to do with them at all, when girls do that stuff?

	 

	Blonde went to brunette’s room. Brunette’s bed was enormous, of course. Brunette was masturbating, thinking about her boyfriend, so she didn’t hear blonde come in. Blonde watched brunette play with herself for a long while, the camera helpfully showing a close-up of brunette’s hands inside her white mesh panties. Blonde licked her lips, a little nervously, as if she wasn’t sure she wanted to watch, but she couldn’t turn away. She lifted the hem of her black nighty, and let her middle finger just rub a bit at her clit.

	Blonde said, “Oh!” and brunette’s eyes opened. They went wide, not very convincingly, but then narrowed sexily. Brunette said, “Do you want to come keep me company?”

	When they kissed, Stacy started to play with herself, whimpering a little at how incredibly sensitive her own clit felt. She started to breathe harder; she almost dropped the pen.

	She paused the video; redhead had just come to seek comfort from the frightening noise of the thunder, wearing a gorgeous green lace teddy. She stood at the foot of the bed, even less noticed than blonde had been. In freeze-frame, her mouth open in a passable expression of shock, redhead watched naughty brunette, who was clearly the bad girl, having started the whole pretty-pussy-party chain reaction, go down on innocent blonde, who clearly had never imagined another girl might bury her face between her legs and taste the pretty pussy she kept waxed for her boyfriend.

	Stacy kept firm hold of the pen, determined to think of what to write next, but first she just had to soothe her own pretty pussy, the one Ben had shaved and whose bareness Stacy now maintained in the shower every other day, especially Tuesdays and Saturdays, for lessons. She whimpered as she played with herself, making circles around her clit and alternating those with cupping her whole mons, not neglecting to push her middle finger gently around the anus that belonged to Ben and was now, it seemed, on semi-permanent loan to Derek.

	She wasn’t allowed to come, of course, so she had better start writing again. How would Ben know, though? Well, he would ask her, and… he would know, and he would whip her. But you wouldn’t mind that, would you? No? Yes?

	Stacy balled her left hand up into a fist, and wrote with her right.

	 

	Maybe it’s because they think we’re kissing each other’s pussies…

	 

	A shiver went through Stacy’s whole body; she would have to kiss Peggy not just on the lips, but on her most private parts. Ben would make Stacy bury her face in Peggy’s womanhood, her… cunt. Stacy would have to smell the smell, and taste the taste, of another girl, because Ben said so.

	 

	…because they’ve refused to let us have their cocks, or there aren’t enough cocks around.

	 

	Stacy’s eyes widened—she had it. Whenever, in a video where two girls were having sex with each other, a guy came in, he instantly called the shots, and the girls competed for his cock.

	 

	That’s it, isn’t it? Men really are so deluded that they think the world revolves around their cocks.

	 

	But didn’t it? In porn, it certainly did.

	And porn was… well, it was so damn fun to be porn-girl, these days. Not real, but fun.

	
Chapter Nineteen

	 

	 

	Peggy and Julie came to Ben’s house at 9:45 a.m.; Derek had been there since 9:30. Ben wanted to have Derek shoot some footage of the first two of Ben’s naughty girls on their own, before Stacy got there at 10. Ben presented them with the lingerie he’d bought the day before: a red merry widow, with stockings but no panties, for Peggy, and a lacy black teddy for Julie. After a great deal of thought, he’d decided that Stacy shouldn’t be allowed any lingerie at all, as the junior girl.

	Ben watched Peggy and Julie getting busy on the couch, while Derek filmed. “Keep the lingerie on, girls,” he said, as it looked like Peggy might be getting ready to unsnap the gusset of Julie’s teddy. “I want Stacy to have to please you for a good long time while you’ve still got it on.”

	“Yes, sir,” Peggy said, with a guilty look on her face. Julie kissed her, then, though, and they returned to enjoying one another’s company.

	Ben went upstairs to wait for Stacy, and the doorbell rang almost immediately.

	“Go downstairs,” he said without preamble, “and get undressed. Peggy will tell you what to do, after that.”

	Stacy’s eyes went wide, but she said, “Yes, sir,” and obediently went straight to the door to the basement stairs. Ben followed her. He heard her give a little gasp when she had gone halfway down: she had clearly seen what was happening. She paused and looked behind her, up at Ben, her lower lip between her teeth.

	“Did you do your homework?” Ben asked.

	Stacy nodded.

	“So you’re ready to eat some pussy?”

	Stacy’s mouth opened. Ben knew her so well now; he could tell just how aroused she was from the pinkness of her cheeks. She closed her mouth, and the adorable crease came into her brow. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, and turned around.

	Peggy had seen Stacy, now. “Come on down, sweetie,” she said. “Julie and I can’t wait to teach you how to be a good girl for us. We know how good a girl you are for Ben and Derek.”

	“We promise we won’t spank you,” Julie called.

	“I’m not promising that,” Peggy said with a giggle. “Stacy has to learn to make me come. If I have to spank her to make sure she learns, I will.”

	“Oh, God,” Stacy whispered.

	“In fact,” Peggy said, “you get your sweet backside down here right away, or I’m going to put you over my lap this minute.”

	Stacy descended the rest of the steps. Ben followed her down and onto the carpet.

	“Alright,” Derek said. “Come give me a kiss, sweetie. I’ll spank Peggy myself if she won’t let you kiss your boyfriend.”

	Ben smiled as he watched Stacy go over to Derek with a spring in her step, and give him a kiss so chaste it seemed to make the rest of the tawdry scene seem excessive. Ben couldn’t help feeling a little pang of envy; Derek’s way with Stacy clearly had something she needed that Ben wouldn’t have been able to give her.

	Derek turned Stacy around, then, and gave her a sharp spank on the seat of her polka-dot sundress. She yelped happily. “Now go get naked, girl,” he said. “I can’t wait to see just how dirty you can be for me, spanking or not.”

	Ben had meant to watch Stacy undress, but the scene on the couch took his attention away from that pretty sight to an even prettier one: apparently frustrated that she wouldn’t get to spank Stacy for her slowness to undress, Peggy had put Julie on her knees, facing the back of the couch, while she stood and spanked Julie’s little bottom red.

	“Ow!” Julie said. “Not so hard! You promised!”

	“That’s not hard, sweetie,” Peggy said. “You should feel what Pete gives me, if I spend too much on shoes!”

	“Ben,” Derek said, “can you get some of this on the handheld? I want Stacy’s reactions too.”

	Ben glanced over at where Stacy was slowly unbuttoning her sundress, with a look of fascinated alarm on her face as she watched Peggy spanking Julie. He took the handheld from Derek, and started to shoot video first of Stacy, chewing on her lip as she watched the spanking, and then of Peggy’s hand rising and falling on Julie’s backside, still sweetly covered by the black teddy. Of all the different kinds of sexy lingerie, Ben thought to himself, the teddy has to be the one that seems most like gift wrap.

	He swung the camera back to Stacy, who was now naked, and had put her hands on her head, maybe just because she knew if she did that she couldn’t be accused of disobedience. Despite the submissive posture, though, she flexed her knees, clearly to try to soothe away some of the heat in her pussy from the terribly naughty sight of the spanking that continued on the couch.

	“Are you sure you don’t want me to spank Stacy?” Peggy asked Derek and Ben, very coyly.

	Julie’s face was bent over all the way into the cushions at the back of the couch, and she was crying out with mingled discomfort and pleasure, as Peggy kept steadily spanking her, moving resolutely from cheek to cheek.

	“Maybe later,” said Ben. “Right now, I want her to open up the crotch of that sweet little teddy and show me she’s ready to play panties-down games with the big girls.” He turned to Stacy. “Are you ready to eat pussy, porn-girl?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy said softly.

	“Go over there and show me, then.” Ben followed her with the handheld as she walked slowly over, a shy smile on her face.

	“Kiss Peggy first, a little,” Derek said.

	Ben got Peggy’s smile on video, and then Stacy’s very first girl kiss. Stacy wanted to break it off early, but Peggy wouldn’t let her, keeping her right arm around the younger girl’s shoulders and bending down to kiss her smaller breasts, as Stacy gave a soft, questioning sigh at the strange feeling.

	“Alright,” Peggy murmured, stroking Julie’s raised and presented bottom to show Stacy where her attention must now turn, “you’ve got some pussy to eat, sweetie. You’d better get started. Just unsnap her there, and show her that you can be a good friend.”

	Derek set the tripod up so that he could get a good angle on the action at Julie’s rear end.

	Ben said softly to Julie, “Raise your face up, sweetheart, so I can see you.”

	“We’re gonna have Peggy there, too,” Derek said, “and Julie will go down on her while she gets it from Stacy. Then I think I’m going to fuck Stacy from behind, while her face is still in Julie’s ass. Do you want to fuck Julie’s face when Peggy’s done there?”

	Ben had to hand it to Derek—the guy was creative. “Sounds fine,” he said. Julie raised her face to look up at him, a little smile on her lips although her eyes were watering a little from Peggy spanking her.

	“How does your ass feel, Julie?” Ben asked. “You ready to have Stacy’s face there?”

	Julie giggled. “Yes, sir.”

	Peggy pushed Stacy’s shoulders down gently but insistently, until Stacy knelt behind Julie.

	“Alright, sweetie,” Derek said. “Go ahead and get that teddy open.”

	Ben looked at Stacy’s face as she reached her right hand out. When her fingertips touched the snaps in the gusset of the teddy, Julie gave a little whimper of arousal, and Stacy drew her hand back as if she had felt a little shock.

	“Can you smell that pussy, Stacy?” Ben asked. He held the camera on Julie’s face; she had a sweet little pout on her mouth that showed her need.

	Stacy nodded, her eyes fixed on the place between Julie’s thighs that was still covered with the black lace. Ben was about to order her to open up the snaps or have a whipping, but Stacy reached again, and this time, with trembling fingers, she opened up the teddy and looked at Julie’s cunt, glistening with arousal and just as smooth and bare as anyone could wish. The pink inner lips peeped out, ready for Stacy’s inexperienced tongue.

	“How are you doing, baby?” Ben asked. “Are you ready to go down on another girl?”

	“Yes, sir,” Stacy whispered.

	“Then get your face right in there and make Julie feel good.”

	Stacy took a few quick, shallow breaths through her nose, a look of trepidation and shame appearing on her face, and then at last she bent her head forward, and planted a little kiss right on Julie’s pussy.

	Derek clearly found the sight as enchanting as Ben did. He said, “Get that mouth in there, sweetie. Your whole face, right in Julie’s ass.” He reached out his hand and gave a little push on the back of Stacy’s head. She whimpered quietly and obeyed, burying her face in the other girl’s rump.

	“That’s it,” Derek said, as Julie cried out in wordless pleasure. “How’s she doing, Julie?”

	“Oh, God…” Julie moaned. “She’s… she’s doing great.”

	Derek kept his hand on Stacy’s head, making her pleasure Julie in that terribly shameful way for a full minute before he said, “Alright, Stacy, I’m gonna have you go ahead and fuck that pussy with a dildo now. You’re gonna make her show just how much she loves cock.”

	Stacy pulled her face back from Julie’s rear end, a look of confusion on her face, as if she had been very far away and Derek’s voice had called her back. Derek held out the big black dildo, she took it, and as if in a trance where she could do nothing but what the men in charge of her told her to do, she turned back to Julie’s cunt and slowly worked the dildo in.

	“Alright, Peggy,” Derek said, “go ahead and sit on top of the back of the couch: it’s time for Julie to get her share of pussy.”

	After Derek had the footage he wanted of the pretty-pussy chain with Stacy at one end and Peggy at the other, they turned the cameras off. It was time for two big, achingly hard cocks to have their share of the fun.

	Julie had her head held steady by Ben, as he stood on the other side of the couch and took advantage of how well he had taught her to open her throat. Derek fulfilled his promise to take Stacy from behind, holding tight to her shoulders as he pumped his cock in and out her pussy, telling her how to use the dildo on Julie. Ben told Peggy to crawl underneath and lick Derek’s balls while he fucked Stacy.

	After Ben and Derek had come, they turned on the cameras again, and had the girls line up along the back of the couch, facing the TV screen, then bend over it until their faces were in the cushions of the seat.

	“Reach back and spread those cheeks,” Ben said. “Time for a little anal training for three.”

	While Derek filmed all the action, Ben got his box of toys. There were more than enough butt plugs to go around: Peggy got the biggest, a black invader with ridges that made her cry out in discomfort; Julie the purple, medium-sized one that made her moan; and Stacy the cute little blue one that only made her give a soft cry of distress.

	That, of course, got Ben and Derek hard again. Derek filmed Ben sampling all three asses, and then Ben returned the favor. Each time, the plug was removed, and the backside was fucked for a minute or two. Then the plug was returned.

	Ben and Derek didn’t come in the girls’ asses: they had Stacy go get soapy washcloths from the bathroom to clean their erections off, and while she did they had Peggy and Julie put on a sweet little show atop a blanket on the carpet. Finally, all three girls had to lie in a triangle with their legs spread and their cheeks pillowed on one another’s thighs, eating pussy and having their pussies eaten, until they had each come twice.

	While that went on, Ben and Derek went around the triangle, lying behind whatever girl they chose and thrusting into her cunt with abandon, so that the basement was filled with the sound of male hips slapping female bottoms and girls crying out into one another’s pussies. The girl who was supposed to be eating the cunt Ben or Derek fucked had to watch the fucking, and on command, either lick the other girl’s clit or the balls of the guy taking his pleasure there. Ben came inside Stacy, and then Derek came there too, shouting out his ecstasy at the feeling of her well-lubricated tightness.

	
Chapter Twenty

	 

	 

	Before Stacy left that girl-on-girl lesson, Ben told her that her next lesson, on Saturday, would be a kind of graduation.

	“Peggy and Julie came for lessons with me for a couple of months before I even started to think about finding boyfriends for them,” he said, as she waited at the door for Derek to get ready to drive her home. “But because of your…” Ben gave a twisted grin, “…advanced level when we started, we progressed a lot more quickly than I thought we would.”

	Stacy blushed. “I’m on the path of virtue, you mean?” she asked. It sounded to her like she meant it—as if the path of virtue, as defined by serving the cocks of the dominant men who chose a girl to serve their pleasure really did constitute a form of goodness. Well, she thought, don’t I get to define virtue for myself? Isn’t that what it’s all about?

	Ben smiled and nodded. “You like Derek, don’t you?”

	Stacy compressed her lips, looking into his blue eyes, and nodded.

	“You guys had a good time on Saturday night?”

	“Oh, yes,” Stacy said, feeling her blush grow hotter. It hadn’t been anything but dinner, spanking, and sex, but it had felt perversely like the first real date of her life.

	Derek came down the hall. “You ready?” he asked Stacy.

	Stacy turned to Ben. “Homework, sir?”

	Ben glanced at Derek. “What do you think?” he asked. “That one I showed you this morning?”

	“Oh, yeah,” Derek said. “Are Joe and Pete available?”

	Stacy felt her heart beat much, much faster.

	“I’m sure they will be, when we tell them what the deal is.” He turned back to Stacy. “Video number one,” he said.

	“Oh, Ben…” Stacy felt herself trembling. “I’m not sure…”

	“I’m sure,” Derek said.

	“Me too,” Ben said. “Your assignment is to write out the backstory of video number one. And no orgasms.”

	“No playing with yourself at all,” Derek said. “Panties like the girl’s in the video, but no touching that pussy.”

	Stacy looked at him, and then at Ben, who nodded to approve Derek’s command. Their faces were stern; just the look of them sent a tingle of arousal through her belly, and below.

	“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Video number one. It had been labeled, on the porn website, Li’l slut gets gangbanged by five guys and four gals. Stacy supposed that four guys and two gals could probably accomplish the same basic maneuvers. She began writing in the ‘My Secrets’ diary.

	 

	The little slut is eighteen years old. She just had her birthday.

	 

	Stacy pondered, as she watched the beginning of the video. Like most of the amateur videos, it didn’t provide any context at all—it was made up almost entirely of the action: the fucking. The girl—the little slut—had hair a shade or two darker than Stacy’s, in pigtails. She wore a cute little pink T-shirt and white cotton panties, just like the ones Stacy, obeying Derek’s command, now had on under her skirt. The video began with a shot of her lying on her back on a princess-style bed with a pink comforter. The oldest of the five men stood over her and said, “You know what it’s time for, honey, don’t you?”

	The little slut had an expression of apprehension on her face. A thrill of taboo arousal went through Stacy’s chest and tummy; the girl seemed so inexperienced.

	“What’s it time for?” the second man said, looming over the pretty pink bed.

	The little slut shook her head. She didn’t want to say.

	“It’s time for us to fuck that little pussy of yours,” the first man said jovially. “And there are some other folks here who are going to fuck you, too. They’re out in the living room. We’re going to start by taking turns in here.”

	Stacy swallowed, and realized she was breathing very hard. She had watched this video dozens and dozens of times, and it always affected her the same way: more strongly than any of her other videos, and with an arousal, mingled with horror, so great that it seemed to steal the breath from her chest. She paused the video.

	 

	The men…

	 

	She crossed that out.

	 

	Her name is Amy, and she’s actually twenty, and she’s always wanted to be gangbanged.

	 

	Stacy thought for a moment. Oh, God, how she wanted to put her hand up under her skirt. Maybe Derek wouldn’t spank her if she just touched herself through her panties?

	Of course he would—if Stacy told him she had played with herself. But she didn’t have to tell him, did she?

	How could she possibly write this silly little backstory for a video whose creators (if they could even be called that) clearly had no thought that a viewer would ever do such a thing? Part of her wanted to explain how the model/actress/porn-girl in the video really did want—no, crave—the apparently terrible things that happened to her. ‘Apparently terrible’: that made Stacy smile. Her parents would certainly think them terrible.

	And most of the time, in the video, the girl—Amy—seemed not to be enjoying them. That was the part that made Stacy feel faint: the way she got so incredibly hot at the sight of Amy’s face contorted in discomfort as man after man sampled her ass with his cock.

	Just like Derek and Ben had sampled her ass, and Peggy’s and Julie’s asses, over the back of the couch. Had Stacy’s face looked like that? Anal certainly wasn’t comfortable, and she could well imagine that her brow had creased and her eyes watered and her mouth pouted.

	But, at the same time, it felt so… right—in that special, ultra-wrong way.

	Really, Stacy wanted to beg Derek to ask Ben if he could fuck Stacy’s ass every day. She never failed to get wet thinking about the rules, and the way Ben had retained, and would retain, ownership of her anus. So wrong, and yet so right.

	She had it.

	 

	Amy has always fantasized that her guardian, who’s not related to her, would invite all his friends over, and come into her room and tell her that it’s time for her gangbang.

	 

	Yes. That was why it paid to be a porn-girl. If something is right on that edge, you add a layer of fantasy. Besides, she had probably just figured out exactly how video number one had come to be.

	 

	Then her guardian fucks her first, while his best friend shoves his cock in her mouth.

	 

	Stacy pressed play. Her fascination with the mode of writing she had just seemed to unlock for herself actually made it bearable to watch the video without such a need to play with herself.

	 

	They turn her over, and the best friend fucks Amy doggy-style, while the guardian fucks her face, and comes there. He calls Amy a good girl, and says that he’ll go and get Mrs. Jerue, Amy’s high school English teacher.

	 

	Oh, wow. Oh, wow. Stacy couldn’t believe what was pouring out onto the page. None of the backstory about guardians and friends and English teachers, of course, was in the video, but it all flowed naturally out of… She looked at what she had written, and giggled very, very nervously. Mrs. Jerue was Stacy’s high school English teacher.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Video number one was already playing on the big TV in Ben’s basement when Stacy walked down the stairs. The sound was turned down all the way, but Stacy saw that the action had reached the part where one of the gals—the one Stacy had named Mrs. Jerue—put on a strap-on dildo and takes Amy’s ass with it while ‘Mrs. Marshall,’ Amy’s best friend’s mother—a woman who had once scolded Stacy severely—presented her very hairy pussy to Amy’s mouth.

	The faint feeling returned so strongly that Stacy thought she might fall, but then she saw Derek smiling at her from across the basement, where he was setting up the cameras and—to Stacy’s amazement—real photographic lights and reflectors.

	Two guys who could only be Joe and Pete, black-haired and sandy-haired respectively, dressed in jeans and T-shirts, came over to shake her hand. Ben introduced them.

	The strangest part about meeting two guys whose cocks would soon be inside her was how normal it seemed, Stacy thought.

	Peggy and Julie waved to her; they sat on the couch, wearing what looked like business clothes—just like the women in video number one seemed to be wearing elegant clothing, in sharp contrast to…

	Ben held out a little pink T-shirt. “You’re wearing the white panties?”

	Stacy nodded.

	“Why don’t you go into the bathroom and change so that you’re just like the li’l slut?”

	“Amy,” Stacy whispered. “I named her Amy.”

	Ben smiled. “Okay, Amy.”

	Stacy took the T-shirt and went to the bathroom. It seemed strange because she had always undressed right there at the bottom of the stairs, but Ben had clearly decided to make all sorts of things about this final lesson feel different. When Stacy came out of the bathroom she saw that the basement had been set up as two different scenes: in the corner by where she stood, just outside the bathroom door, there was a futon covered with a pink sheet. Derek was there, holding a much more serious-looking camera than he had ever used before, and one of the lighting stands lit the scene warmly.

	“This is your bedroom,” he said. “Joe has a little experience with videography, so he and I are going to take turns with the cameras. Ben and Pete and Peggy and Julie will help out getting coverage.”

	“Coverage?” Stacy asked. She knew it was a technical movie production term, but she’d never known what it meant. Everything seemed more, well, serious, this time. Like it was a real porn set.

	Derek smiled. “Footage that I can use when I edit.”

	“Wait,” Stacy said. “Who said anything…” She started to breathe faster. Yes, she fantasized about being a real porn-girl, and she got hot when Ben talked about it, but she didn’t think, given the way the world worked, that that fantasy should come true.

	“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Derek said. “It’s just for us. Like a graduation video.”

	“Do you promise?” Stacy asked. She looked at Ben, who had ambled over from where he’d been talking to Peggy and Julie. “Do you promise, sir?”

	“Absolutely,” Ben said. “Remember about the path of virtue, and what’s public and what isn’t?”

	“Nothing much more public than a porn vid these days,” Derek said. “Do you think I want other guys ogling my girl?”

	“Well,” she said, “what about, um, Ben? Not to mention Joe and Pete—and, for that matter, Peggy and Julie?”

	Derek laughed. “You’ve got a point, but… well, I look at it like this: when they ogle you with my permission, it’s hot, and it keeps you on the path of virtue because I’m the one who decided you should get looked at, and fucked, and filmed. But when guys are ogling you and I don’t know who they are or where they are—that’s not hot, and it’s not virtuous.” He looked at Ben. “Ben, does that seem right?”

	Ben nodded. “Yup. Just to be completely on the level with you, porn-girl…”

	Stacy giggled at that—she couldn’t help it: it had started out as such a degrading, filthy, hot thing to be called, but now it seemed a term of endearment.

	“…I really hope the seven of us will keep playing together. It’s worked out pretty well with Peggy and Julie and Joe and Pete. But after today you answer to Derek—if you want to answer to anyone.”

	“And my ass?” Stacy whispered urgently, suddenly taking it all more seriously than maybe it should have been taken, but unable to stop herself. She glanced quickly from Ben to Derek and back.

	Ben’s brow creased lightly. “Do you mean, does Derek have to text me for permission if he wants to fuck your ass?”

	Stacy nodded. “I mean, it’s kind of hot, isn’t it?”

	Derek nodded. “Oh, yes. But, you know, maybe it would be hot if I told you that I was going to fuck you up your backside even though I didn’t text Ben for permission, too.”

	“Oh,” Stacy said, a little breathless all of a sudden. “Oh.” She tried to keep the smile off her face for a few moments, wanting to play innocent Amy whose bottom had just been appropriated by a man who told her in no uncertain terms that he had exclusive—though occasionally transferable—rights to her anus.

	She looked up at Derek, then at Ben, and then at Derek again. The smile broke out. “Maybe?” she whispered.

	Then she thought of what she had written in the little diary.

	 

	Mrs. Jerue makes Amy eat her pussy, which is very hairy, unlike Amy’s own smooth little pussy. At the same time, Mr. Weathers, Amy’s basketball coach, comes into Amy’s room, and lubes her anus up. Amy knows that her guardian must have told Mr. Weathers to do that. She’s never had her bottom fucked before, and she’s very scared, but Mr. Weathers doesn’t care; he just puts his cock in and uses her tight little anus to make himself feel good.

	Two by two, all the men and women come into Amy’s little room and fuck her just as they please. Three of the women put on strap-on dildos, and make Amy suck the dildos before they fuck her with them, just like a man would. That makes Amy feel very ashamed, but she has to let them, because her guardian said so.

	Then they carry Amy out into the living room, and they put her on the couch with her pretty red-haired French teacher Miss Martin, who’s not much older than Amy and whose pussy is nice and smooth just like Amy’s, next to her. The men and the women with the strap-ons fuck Amy and Miss Martin side by side. They tell Amy and Miss Martin that they have to kiss each other while they’re getting fucked, so they do, even though neither of them has ever kissed a girl before.

	Afterwards, Amy’s guardian asks Amy if she had a good time.

	 

	“Yes,” Stacy told Derek. “Oh, yes.”

	 

	 

	The End
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	More Stormy Night Books by Emily Tilton

	 

	 

	The Count’s Discipline

	When Robert de Lourcy’s wife spurns his desire to spank her, the young count contents himself with disciplining other women of the court, until a rash decision to chastise the women of a captured castle arouses the ire of the local bishop and Robert is forced to seek absolution. In an act of penance, he visits a cathedral and stumbles upon a young girl named Sophia who has been set upon by robbers. Remembering his promise make amends for his sins, Robert takes pity on the destitute child, placing her in a convent so that she may be properly educated.

	When Sophia comes of age, the nuns at the convent grow more firm with her. The young woman is simultaneously drawn to their discipline but also unconvinced that their motivations are particularly noble. After Sophia’s education is complete, Robert brings her into his household to serve as his secretary. Though he has decided to never spank another woman again, when Sophia begs him to chastise her as the nuns did he cannot resist the opportunity to take her over his knee.

	The two begin a happy relationship based on Sophia’s acceptance of the count’s discipline, but he remains devoted to his wife until she dies tragically in childbirth. After that sad event, Sophia expects the count to marry another noblewoman, but will that new wife be jealous and send her away? Is she doomed to be cast back onto the streets from whence she came, or will Robert break the shackles of society and wed a commoner?

	 

	Geoffrey’s Rules

	For as long as she can remember, Chloe has imagined what it would be like to be utterly and completely dominated by a man. When she meets Geoffrey—a man who can make her blush red with shame and quiver with lust at the same time with nothing more than a word or a glance—Chloe begins to wonder if her fantasy could become reality.

	As hot as her desire burns, though, Chloe struggles with herself. How can a modern woman feel this way? Should she not berate herself for longing to be taken over her man’s knee for a bare-bottom spanking? No matter how she yearns for it, does she really belong on her knees at Geoffrey’s feet, naked and waiting for him to take her any way he pleases?

	When Geoffrey offers her what she knows deep down she has always wanted, will she turn him away, or will she submit to his rules and allow her new master to take her fully in hand?

	 

	Tamed by the Highlander

	When raiders fall upon Urquhart Castle, Elisabeth Grant, the daughter of the castle’s lord—a highlander by birth, but educated in the lowlands—is left defenseless when her cowardly father abandons her. At the last moment, her life and her maidenhead are saved from the raiders by Angus MacGregor, the proud highlander she had only hours earlier ordered locked in the pillory for his insolence toward her.

	Vowing that she will see her home rise from the ruins after the attack, Elisabeth resolves to stay as close to the castle as possible. With her father and his soldiers gone, however, she has nowhere to turn for protection except to the highlander who so recently rescued her. When Angus informs her that he has no interest in a ward or a servant, she impetuously offers to wed the uncouth, yet undeniably brave and handsome highlander whose firm words and strong arms both terrify and excite her.

	Angus agrees to marry Elisabeth on one condition: she will serve and obey him as a proper wife should, and if she fails in her duties, she will be soundly spanked. She agrees to his condition, but when she surrenders to his touch one moment and defies him the next, his desire for her only grows fiercer. Though it quickly becomes clear she will not yield without a fight—and a taste of his leather strap upon her bare bottom—he soon discovers she is like no woman he has ever known, as being chastised until she is writhing and begging only increases her lust for him.

	But when her father returns to rebuild the ruins of Urquhart even as the threat of another assault on the castle looms, Angus wonders whether Elisabeth will abandon him and return to the life of a noble lady. Even if she stays by his side, will their newly forged bond be shattered in the heat of battle, or will their love and courage be enough to withstand the swords of the marauders?

	 

	Their Firm Men

	When she hears about the engagement of her sister, Esther, to one of San Francisco’s wealthiest merchants, twenty-five-year-old Amelia Lander decides it is high time she obeyed her mother’s last wish—that she watch over her younger sister. Amelia leaves her teaching job in New York City and travels by train to San Francisco, where she loses no time in calling on Esther and her new husband, Samuel Allen, and providing them with proof that she is Esther’s sister and that her existence has been intentionally concealed by their father for seventeen years, since Esther was a toddler.

	Samuel suggests that Amelia live with them, but when Esther says something impolite and Samuel tells her—in front of Amelia—that she can expect to be soundly spanked for her rudeness, Amelia is shocked. Samuel informs Amelia that he will run his house as he sees fit, and when she responds with insults and defiance, Amelia soon finds herself over the knee of Samuel’s business partner, Michael Sullivan, for a long, hard spanking on her bare bottom. In spite of her shame and fury, however, Amelia cannot help but be drawn to the man who chastised her so thoroughly.

	When she learns that her father is once again up to no good, Amelia runs straight to Michael with the news, and he and Samuel form a plan to stop him. But can Amelia bring herself to obey Michael and stay out of the way, or will her foolhardy actions cost the life of the man she has reluctantly come to love?

	 

	Bought and Trained

	Desperate to be dominated, twenty-five-year-old Rose signs up for a concubine training program and agrees to have her memory of consenting erased, allowing her to experience being forced to explore her fantasies of complete and utter submission.

	Leo, a skilled case-agent for the program, captures Rose and puts her through a strict training regimen, in which her body is no longer her own but instead is Leo’s to command. He brings her to the Institute where she meets her training partner, Hannah, and also meets other men who she learns to call ‘master.’ During her time at the Institute, Rose is taught that obedience is not optional and that defiance will result in ever more humiliating punishments.

	Once their training is complete, Rose and Hannah are purchased by a master and mistress and are brought back to the couple’s villa in the Caribbean. The girls thrive in their new roles, but when a traumatic experience causes Rose’s memory of her consent to come flooding back, will her realization that she wanted all of this from the beginning bring everything crashing down?

	 

	Bred by the Spartans

	When the beautiful young goddess Thaleia spurns Zeus’ attentions, he has her thoroughly and shamefully punished and then casts her down from Olympus to walk the earth as a mortal woman. Worse still, he places a curse upon her which will overcome any man who sees her with the desire to claim her in the most humiliating ways possible. Her only hope lies in an ancient power stronger even than the gods… Destiny has decreed that if, in spite of the curse, two men can make her confess that she yearns to be theirs, then she will find a happiness beyond her fate.

	After Thaleia’s sister throws herself at the feet of Apollo in desperation and begs for his aid, Apollo appears in a dream to Leontes and Theoleon, two of the bravest warriors of Sparta, and commands them to rescue Thaleia. When the men wake and find the girl naked and distressed, they are torn by two equally powerful instincts: to take her long and hard and make her blush with shame, and to love and protect her as their own.

	The three journey to the Oracle at Delphi, who gives them Apollo’s prophecy—that the descendant of two Spartan warriors and a goddess will one day save all Greece from its enemies. But if Thaleia bears the son Apollo has foretold and Zeus relents and allows her to return to Olympus, will her love for her two Spartans be greater than her desire for immortality?

	 

	Her Doctor’s Orders

	When her mother injures several people while driving drunk, eighteen-year-old Kendra Jackson rushes to the hospital. In the emergency room, Dr. Levi Hunter promises her that everything is going to be okay, but she cannot imagine how the handsome medic’s words could possibly be true, especially once her mother is sent to prison.

	Something about Kendra touches Levi, and try as he might, he cannot get her out of his head. Three years later, after another alcohol-induced crash—this time with Kendra behind the wheel—Levi pays her bail and brings her to his house to sober up. After examining her thoroughly—despite her protests and blushes—to make sure she’s not seriously injured, he offers to let her stay with him while she gets her life back on track. He warns her, though, that living under his roof means living with his rules… and breaking those rules will have consequences.

	Despite her shock at his promise to discipline her when her behavior warrants it, Kendra agrees to his conditions. She soon discovers that Levi is a man of his word, and when bad habits start to creep back into her new life, he takes her over his knee, bares her bottom, and spanks her soundly. When she continues to test his resolve, Levi shows Kendra that a punishment from a firm-handed doctor can leave a naughty girl’s face even redder than her well-spanked bottom.

	As their relationship blossoms into a passionate romance, Kendra is comforted by the fact that Levi’s discipline and love is something she can count on, and she begins to realize that no matter how many bad decisions she makes, he has no intention of ever giving up on her. But Kendra’s painful past still haunts her, and she cannot help but fear that what she has with Levi cannot last. Can she bring herself to obey her doctor’s orders and embrace her new life at his side?

	 

	An Extreme Marriage

	When Frank catches Jenny, his prim and proper wife, masturbating while reading about the Institute—a place where husbands learn to spank their naughty wives and thoroughly ravish them in the bedroom—he realizes that something needs to change. The Institute’s training costs a fortune, but he is willing to bet it will be more than worth the price.

	Jenny and Frank enter ‘Extreme Marriage’ training at the Institute, but although Jenny craves Frank’s dominance on a very deep level, her bashful ways reveal a sexual guilt taught to her long ago which will require great patience and care to overcome. It takes all of Frank’s willpower to restrain his raging desires as he follows the Institute’s plan and takes control of their marriage.

	Frank’s newfound dominance brings Jenny pleasure beyond anything she has ever known, and as the terrible guilt that has been a part of her life for so long slips away, she and Frank find more joy in their marriage than they ever thought possible. But when they leave the Institute and return home, can they keep the passion they ignited there burning hot?

	 

	Breaking Abigail

	As eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret pleasures herself in her family’s summerhouse, she cries out the name of Mark LeMarchand, the man she secretly loves. She has no idea that he stands steps away, ready to do what she most desires: strip her naked, spank her hard, and take her even harder. But as a result of her stern upbringing, Abigail finds herself unable to give herself to Mark no matter how badly she longs for it.

	Mark is determined to help Abigail, and with the assistance of wealthy friends he creates the Institute, a place where women agree to have their memory of consent suppressed by hypnosis in order to free them to enjoy their submission fully. When Mark tells Abigail about the Institute, she realizes it may be her only chance at real happiness.

	After agreeing to the program, Abigail wakes up at the Institute and meets Master Ian, under whose firm hand she will be taught to please a man in any way he requires. Absolute obedience is expected of her and anything less will result in punishments as shameful as they are effective. But when Abigail inadvertently discovers the truth about The Institute, will she decide to finish her training or will she leave and rush into Mark’s waiting arms?

	 

	At Leo’s Command

	When twenty-three-year-old Kristen Harper peeks through a window and witnesses a man giving a woman a bare-bottom spanking, the sight ignites desires she has ignored for too long. After Kristen sees the same man get into a van with a company’s logo, she calls the company to make an appointment, hoping to experience for herself what she glimpsed in the window.

	The man turns out to be Leo Hastert, one of the top trainers at the Institute, a place dedicated to giving women like Kristen exactly what they need. After her call, Leo visits Kristen’s home, spanks her long and hard, and takes her in all the ways she’s longed for a man to have her. Everything is perfect… until Leo informs Kristen that she can’t be his. What he can do for her, though, is take her to the Institute, where she will be fully trained as a submissive.

	Kristen volunteers for the Institute, but she’s not ready to say goodbye to Leo, and as her training continues he is stunned by his intense and growing feelings for her as well. Can Leo stay professional and play his role in Kristen’s training, or will he decide that having Kristen as his own is worth any price?

	 

	Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor

	Twenty-two-year-old Natalie has three dominant men in her life. Tom, her daddy, spoils her even while making sure her bratty behavior is dealt with firmly over his knee. Dan is a doctor whose intimate examinations always leave Natalie blushing… and begging for more. And last there is Adam, the dom who gave Natalie her very first spanking and who still holds a special place in her heart. The only problem is that none of the men know about one another, and Natalie is afraid they will all leave her if they find out the truth.

	When they discover that Natalie has been dishonest with them, there is only one solution: she must be taught a lesson. The men bring Natalie to a beautiful island resort, planning to give her a memorable stay. She’ll have three days of fun in the sun, but also three days of harsh punishment with each man taking his turn, and then on the final day Natalie will learn what it is like for a naughty girl to be thoroughly punished by her daddy, her dom, and her doctor, all at once.

	 

	Her True Lord’s Claim

	When eighteen-year-old Anne, the Countess of Mercester, hears that she must marry Sir Guy de Freche, she hopes for the best. But when Sir Nele, the handsome knight sent to bring her home to marry Guy, warns Anne that her husband-to-be is a cruel man who will birch her before he takes her in any way he pleases, she endeavors to escape.

	In that attempt, however, she quickly ends up over Nele’s knee for a long, hard spanking. His punishment leaves Anne quaking with desire, and that night, in spite of his better instincts, Nele gives in to his own lusts and lays claim to her.

	When Anne arrives at Guy’s estate, he punishes her harshly, and though she finds herself strangely excited by it, his mastery of her body on her wedding night leaves her blushing with shame. Anne promises herself that Guy will never know how she cannot help but crave his lash, but when Nele returns to rescue her, will she yield to her true lord’s claim?

	 

	The Emperor’s New Pony

	Bound by oath to serve Princess Edera as he once served her father, since the old king’s passing it has been Lord Ranin’s sacred duty to keep the naïve, headstrong eighteen-year-old safe and her realm free. But when Edera ignores his dire warnings and rides out to meet the tyrannical Emperor Comnar on her own, her foolishness has a terrible price. Seizing the opportunity to conquer her lands without a fight, Comnar takes Edera prisoner.

	Ranin sets out to treat with Comnar and bring her home, but the emperor shows no interest in negotiations. Instead, he shows Ranin his stables, filled not with horses but with beautiful women from conquered nations, fillies to be trained and displayed for the emperor’s pleasure. To Ranin’s horror, Edera and her ladies-in-waiting are the newest additions to Comnar’s stables, and like all the other fillies they have been stripped of their clothes and now wear nothing but bridles, harnesses, bits, and horsehair tails.

	To complete the humiliation of his captured enemies, Comnar commands Ranin to personally train Edera for her new role as a filly, informing him that if he does not train the princess himself, a far harsher trainer will be found for her. With no other choice, Ranin sets out to master the princess, training her with a firm hand, as he would a young filly in the royal stables of his homeland where he was once the master of horse.

	Despite her great shame at her treatment, Edera is secretly comforted by Ranin’s control and attention. She soon finds herself longing for her new master to ride her long and hard, and though he struggles against himself, Ranin finds in time that he can no longer resist his little filly’s charms. But when the occasion arrives to perform in front of the emperor and his people, will Edera’s training have been sufficient? And can Ranin ever free Edera from Comnar’s tyranny, or will his princess spend her life in the emperor’s stables?

	 

	The Rancher’s Little Girl

	Some might call Victoria Mason ruthless, but she always gets her story, even if she has to sleep with influential men or put herself in danger to get a lead. But when she sneaks onto Senator Bob Austin’s property and snaps some highly compromising photos of the powerful, corrupt politician, Victoria soon finds herself in way over her head.

	She goes to a fellow reporter for help, and he suggests she take refuge with a friend who owns a ranch. Upon meeting the handsome, rough-hewn rancher Ross McGregor, she’s none too happy with the way he speaks to her like she’s a naughty little girl in need of a good spanking. But when she gives him a piece of her mind, she quickly discovers that he is not a man to be trifled with and her bare bottom pays the price for her sharp tongue.

	Despite Victoria’s shock and humiliation at this childish punishment, when Ross holds her close after her spanking it makes her feel safe and loved in a way she’s never felt before, and she all but melts in his arms. It isn’t long before Victoria knows she’s found something she’s been missing her whole life: a firm daddy who will keep her safe and make her behave like a good little girl. But her new life is going to be a big change, and Victoria will need quite a few more painful, embarrassing lessons along the way, followed each time by care and comfort from her loving daddy.

	 

	The Outlaw’s Daughter

	After a notorious outlaw guns down her father, eighteen-year-old Maggie Curtin is dead set on revenge. The only thing standing in her way is Travis Quill, a bounty hunter who is determined to find the outlaw for himself and even more determined to see that Maggie doesn’t get involved. But Maggie is a sure shot with her rifle, and despite Travis’ warnings—and the bare-bottom belt whipping he gives her when she defies him—she sets out to track down her father’s killer.

	Deciding at last that the headstrong girl is not going to give up, Travis finally agrees to bring her along, though he’s more than ready to tan her bare backside if she doesn’t obey him on the journey. As they travel the west together in search of their man, Travis soon finds that he delights in showing Maggie the world outside her small town. Try as he might to resist her, it isn’t long before he is also showing the blushing girl all the ways a man can please a woman.

	But with the outlaw still on the loose, their newfound romance will have to take a back seat until he is caught. Travis knows it’s high time for Maggie to start trusting his decisions, but will she finally learn to do as she’s told before she gets them both killed?

	 

	Assigned a Guardian

	When twenty-five-year-old Kayla Lourcy boards a spaceship with her late father’s colleague, Patrick McDowell, she is glad to leave Earth and its political squabbles far behind. But when she awakens from cryo-sleep on the planet Draco, she is shocked to learn that the planet has undergone major changes. The government in power on Draco has adopted laws that require women to live under the care of either a husband or a guardian, and since she is not married, she will be assigned a guardian.

	Kayla is not the type of woman to be easily controlled, and she jumps at the chance to organize a rebellion, but she is immediately thwarted and then firmly chastised. Afterwards, Patrick informs her that he will be stepping in to act as her guardian, and he will be employing a unique form of discipline Draco reserves for the most stubborn of women. Kayla will be treated like a naughty little girl, and any further unruly behavior will result in punishments far more humiliating than just a spanking.

	Not truly believing that Patrick will implement his plan, Kayla defies him, and to her horror he bares her bottom, spanks her soundly, and then puts her in a diaper. But soon enough, when she’s seated at Patrick’s feet, coloring, with her new stuffed bear nearby, her thoughts about her place on Draco begin to change. As she grows closer to Patrick, will she be able to make the best of her situation and accept her guardian’s love and care?

	 

	Old-Fashioned Values

	When Mark Weaver takes eighteen-year-old Sally Lanchester out on a second date and tells her afterwards that she’s earned a spanking for her disrespectful language, Sally is mortified… but another part of her can’t help but accept her punishment. After Mark spanks her bare bottom, Sally feels like her life has been changed forever. Is it possible that Mark could really offer her something she never thought possible in the twenty-first century: a man who will take her in hand, guide her, and even discipline her when he feels it necessary?

	Her friends are shocked that she’s fallen so quickly for Mark and horrified that instead of being the independent, headstrong woman her parents tried to raise, she actually wants to submit to a man. But despite her friends’ apprehension, Sally is soon falling deeply in love with Mark as he begins to teach her, slowly and gently, what it means to offer her body to a dominant man both for punishment and for pleasure.

	When Sally’s best friend seeks to explore her own growing need for dominance and discipline, Mark introduces her to his friend and mentor and the two hit it off quickly. But when the girls’ rich parents find out that their daughters are dating men who are not afraid to spank them, they threaten to ruin the men’s careers. Will this threat bring an end to their relationships, or will the girls—and their firm-handed men—stand up and defend their old-fashioned values?

	 

	Stolen by Her Master

	Leka is the perfect result of her planet’s gene manipulation program: the beautiful young woman’s only desire is to be bought by the man who will become her master and to serve his pleasure. But Leka’s dreams for her future are shattered when Hend, a mysterious space-captain, steals her and brings her to another world in the hope that studying her will aid his cause. Certain that he is not her true master, she defies him, but when she ends up over his knee for a bare-bottom spanking Leka finds to her distress that her body responds to his chastisement.

	Ashamed at her lack of control, she resolves to resist him all the more stubbornly, but Hend is not a man to be tested and he quickly proves more than ready to make her yield. Despite her best efforts, Leka soon finds herself not only submitting to Hend’s will but even craving his dominance. But when she discovers the true reason her new master claimed her, will she stay willingly by his side?

	 

	Innocence Examined

	Sir Gerald is having great difficulties with Caroline, his eighteen-year-old ward. He has always been a doting guardian, shielding young Caroline from the truth about the differences between men and women and what they do behind closed doors. But now Caroline has become much too curious for her own good, to the point where he must bring himself to punish her repeatedly for hiding in closets in an attempt to witness the pleasures he takes with his mistress.

	At his wit’s end, Sir Gerald calls upon the services of Dr. Reginald Brown and his colleague Dr. James Fairleigh. After a thorough, intimate examination, the physicians decide that since Caroline is of age, it would be appropriate for her to become acquainted with the pleasures a man can bring a woman. Instead of marrying her off to someone who won’t give her the freedom Sir Gerald can afford, the men decide that Dr. Fairleigh will personally oversee young Caroline’s erotic education.

	After Caroline is made to observe Sir Gerald’s couplings for the first time, however, her wide-eyed innocence stirs Dr. Fairleigh far more than he thought possible. When she implores him to take care of her, the young doctor finds himself promising that he will. Before he knows it, she has utterly claimed his heart, and he can’t imagine her being given to anyone else. But can he rescue Caroline from Sir Gerald’s plans for her before it is too late?

	 

	Under His Watch

	Charity Phillips is not one to shy away from trouble, and the twenty-two-year-old activist makes powerful enemies when she shoots a film exposing the effects of a mining operation on priceless archaeological sites. After she receives a death threat, her anxious father informs Charity that if she wants his continued financial support she will have to get used to living under the protection of a full-time bodyguard, former Navy SEAL Ryan Bedford.

	She grudgingly agrees to Ryan’s presence in her home, but matters quickly come to a head when Charity goes out for drinks without notifying Ryan of her whereabouts. To her shock, upon returning home Charity soon finds herself bent her over her own couch for a long, hard, bare-bottom spanking. Enraged and also horrified that a part of her was excited by his punishment, Charity tells Ryan she never wants to see him again.

	The danger suddenly feels much more real when her computer is hacked and she receives another death threat, however. She begs Ryan to return, though she knows it will mean submitting to both his rules and his discipline, and when Ryan takes Charity into his arms after a sound spanking she cannot help craving not only his protection but his dominance as well. But can Ryan truly keep Charity safe from those who would do anything to silence her?

	 

	Trained at the Castle

	On an appointed day each year, the young women of Hala’s village who have recently come of age are stripped naked and put on display so that those maidens who cannot control their wanton lusts may be identified and dealt with firmly. Hala has dreaded this day since she turned eighteen a few months past, fearing that her body will betray her when she can least afford it.

	When at last her time comes to be bared and displayed, her worst fears are realized, and after the shameful spectacle of her arousal is witnessed by all about her, Hala is bound and dragged off to the castle for punishment and training. Upon reaching her destination, she is soon left at the mercy of Sir Wake, the most handsome knight in the castle. To her shock, she finds herself yearning to obey the rough, dominant warrior’s every command, even when he chastises her thoroughly for her wicked desires.

	Sir Wake cannot help but be smitten by Hala’s beauty and the way her training leaves her both blushing and throbbing with need for him. But when he helps his captive to escape the castle, will his actions bring ruin upon her village, or can the primal power which surges within her instead bring healing to the realm?

	 

	Her Shameful Audition

	After a particularly shameful photo of twenty-three-year-old movie star Kirsten August is leaked online, her fall from grace is swift and she is soon without a job and feeling hopeless. When handsome, confident screenwriter Michael Rollins finds her crying in a local coffee shop and offers to cheer her up, Kirsten agrees to give him a chance.

	Upon learning that Michael is working on a screenplay about romance and kinky sex, Kirsten presses him for details. It turns out that the screenplay mirrors her own situation in many ways, which upsets Kirsten at first, until she considers that this may be the only role she is offered for a while and if she plays the part well she might earn back some respect in the industry.

	But when she asks to try out for the role, she is shocked to discover what Michael has planned for the audition: he will have her recreate the moment she took the fateful selfie, and then he will give her the bare bottom spanking she deserves. Kirsten quickly realizes that if she accepts this part, she won’t just be submitting to her director’s instructions while the cameras are rolling. Though she blushes to admit it, the thought of being stripped bare, punished thoroughly, and dominated completely excites her deeply, but is she truly ready to put herself in Michael’s hands so that he can train her to be his?

	Emily Tilton Links

	 

	You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her blog, her Twitter and Facebook pages, and her Amazon and Goodreads profiles, using the following links:

	 

	http://etiltonexplorations.blogspot.com/

	https://twitter.com/ETiltonExp

	https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976

	http://www.amazon.com/Emily-Tilton/e/B00CB4VHVY/

	http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton
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