
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


‘Mastering the Virgin’

Part Eight

‘Dominants’


Author: Simone Leigh

Copyright © 2020

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, digital, mechanical, electronic including photocopying, recording or by any information storage or retrieval system without permission in writing from the author.

Dedication

This Series,’ Mastering the Virgin’, is Dedicated to

Robin, Alice, Lorie and Debra

who named it

And to Rob

who knew that Charlotte’s ‘Secret Name is

‘Jade-Eyes’ or ‘Jade’

​


Dominants​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​James


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


Charlotte is going to be by herself for the day while Michael and I mop up the remaining work we must do before we are free for the Summer.

Michael left the apartment some while ago. He has work to do today at his leisure centre. I’m about to leave for the Haswell offices for a meeting with one of the contractors.

Find some entertainment for her perhaps? Before the holiday...

Keep her interested....

What to do?

?

?

Ah.... yes...

Of course.... She knows him....

Perfect!

I pack my briefcase with the files and notes I’m going to need for my meeting, slot in my laptop, then making sure Charlotte’s occupied elsewhere, place a folder on my desk.

I’m ready to go. Charlotte is settled onto the rug by the fire, coffee in hand and reading. Taking a moment for myself, I watch her....

Intent on her reading, her flaming hair spills over a light summery dress, contrasting against her porcelain skin. Lips parted a little to sip her drink, she’s clearly lost in a good book.

.... So beautiful....

I chuckle...

.... but I’m going to wipe that calm look off your face....

Smiling inwardly, I stoop to kiss the top of her head.

“Chill out for the day, Charlotte. I’ll be back later. I’ll give you a call to let you know when to expect me.

“That’s fine, Master. I’m enjoying my book. I might go down to the park in a while to read it out there.”

“Sounds good.”

Wish I could join you....

Then I get a quick shot of the cover.

What on earth’s she reading?

Tipping back her book to see the jacket, it’s a bright splash of cartoon figures against a gentian blue sky. Smiley faced men and women frolic with a dog in front of a kids’ classic ‘first house drawing’: a square box, with a triangle of a roof and a window in each corner. I peer at the blurb on the back....

“A few weeks ago, it was finite element analysis and Fourier series. Now you’re reading chick-lit?”

She grimaces. “I’ve just finished my exams, Master. My brain hurts. It’s ready for a break.”

Yeah... that takes me back...

.... too far....

“I know exactly what you mean,” I laugh. “When I finished my exams, I always spent a couple of weeks reading nothing but superhero comics.” I kiss her again. “See you later.” 

My meeting is with Daniel. I’ve worked with him before on a couple of different projects and we make a good team. We’re also acquainted from the clubs and he shares some of my inclinations....

.... and of course, Charlotte too, has met him before....

Daniel is waiting for me as I arrive; plans and information at the ready, maps and charts unrolled on the conference table. 

“So how are we doing?” I ask.

He scratches his head. “We have a problem, some anomalous readings on the ground survey.... over the north bank.”

Oh, great.... just what I need....

“What kind of anomalies?”

“The readings are unclear. It’s not obvious that simply driving down to the levels we’d planned are going to give us stable foundations. I think we may need a second survey.”

Fuck! That’ll lead to delays....

Haswell won’t like that....

“Can we simply drill down further? Let the pilings take hold deeper down?”

He shrugs. “Yes, we can. But there’ll be a cost....”

“How much?”

Daniel rocks his hand back and forth. “Depends on how much deeper of course, but most of the cost is already there in the set-up....”

“So...?”

“.... Maybe fifteen, twenty percent....”

Mmmm....

“And how long a delay if we go for a second survey?”

“A couple of weeks at least....” Daniel stands back, leaning against the desk, arms folded. “What do you want me to do?” He looks sympathetic. He knows this could be putting me in a hole.

“My gut reaction is to say just keep drilling until you know you’ve got a stable foundation, but it’s not my money we’re spending here. I’ll pass it by Haswell and get back to you. Okay?”

“Of cour....”

“Pass what by me?” comes a familiar voice from behind us. Haswell is standing in the doorway. He smiles apologetically. “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you, but Francis told me you were both here. Thought I’d drop by to check on progress.” He tilts his head. “Problem?”

I nod. “Yeah.... the survey results for the north bank footings. We may need to drill down more deeply to get stable foundations. Daniel was suggesting a second survey....”

“Will a second survey change anything if we do need to go deeper?”

“Nope.”

“Then get on with it.” He nods towards Daniel, then to me, “Speed is more important than cost for this phase of the work.... I have a meeting elsewhere now, but could we have a chat tomorrow, James?”

“Of course.”

“Just fix a time with Francis. I’ll see you then.” And he leaves.

Good timing....

“That was easily settled,” comments Daniel.

“Indeed, it was. I have to say, the man’s a pleasure to work with. You always know where you stand with him. Alright, shall we go through the costings now?”

“Sure.”

“Great. Just bear with me while I dig out the materials quotes.”

I make a show of searching through my briefcase for the file then, “Damn, I left it back at the apartment. Just give me a minute. I’ll get it brought across.”

Surprise both of them....

Keeping the smile off my face, I tap into my phone. After a couple of rings, there’s a reply. “Charlotte, I’m sorry to disturb you, but I left a file back there this morning that I should have brought with me. Would you mind fetching it along?”

Her voice is cheerful. “Of course, Master. Which one is it? Just give me the address.”

Fifteen minutes later, there’s a tap at the door. Daniel and I straighten up from where we are stooped over survey maps and the smiling Charlotte enters, carrying a bag with the book she was reading and the file poking out.

“Ah, thank you, Charlotte,” I say, holding out my hand for the file...

... and I wait...

Charlotte reacts first as she sees Daniel. She stares, brow furrowed, then blushes red, eyes widening as she recognises him....

Daniel is a little slower to catch on, for a moment simply giving a polite smile to a stranger entering the room, but then, his smile broad and white, “Charlotte! How lovely to see you. I didn’t recognise you there for a moment.”

Hardly surprising.... considering the state of her the last time he saw her....

.... ganged by five, nude and dripping cum....

.... mainly his if memory serves....

But the two liked each other when they met at the ‘Valentine’s Party’ I arranged for Charlotte. And....

.... sure enough, her gaze drops below his belt, then snaps up again. I pretend not to have noticed.

Oh, yes. You remember....

I suppress a smile, enjoying my joke. “Daniel and I will be going for lunch in a little while, Charlotte. Would you like to join us?”

She doesn’t know how to react, stuttering her words. “Um... yes. Er, I mean, yes, I’d love to.”

“Good. That’s sorted out then.” I nod her across to a seat. “Make yourself comfortable for a bit. We won’t be long on this.” 

As Daniel and I work through the costings, I watch her surreptitiously. When she thinks I'm not looking, she's watching Daniel over the top of her book. Then she sees me watching her and her glance quickly drops to her reading, only to slide up again a minute or so later.

I chuckle inwardly. She’s reacting exactly as I thought she would. She’s looking at Daniel again now and....

I gauge her line of sight....

.... Yep, as I thought. It’s not his face she’s looking at....

.... She remembers what Daniel keeps inside his pants....

If I was feeling tough I'd ask her what the last half dozen pages of her book say.... 

..... I'll bet she has no idea.

Charlotte’s eyes meet mine for a second and she blinks as she realises that I saw her looking. There's a sheen on her face and a pale rose blush over her cheeks.

Thinking I'm going to punish you Green-Eyes?

“S’cuse me, folks,” says Daniel. “Where’s the um...?”

“Down the corridor, first on the left.”

Charlotte looks nervously at me as Daniel exits the room and I walk over to her. Bending close by her face, I murmur, “Would you like me to invite him back for dinner this evening?”

She flushes brighter. “Would you mind, Master?”

“Mind? Why should I mind? Charlotte, if it presses your buttons, it’s fine by me. After all, I get the benefit.”

Her head swings....

Confusion?

“What benefit is that, Master?”

I whisper, close by her ear. “Being able to wrap my mouth around your sopping cunt, and suck you dry while you come.”

And at my words, the scent of her arousal billows around me...

.... Who’s got wet panties then....

I smile. “See, it’s working already.”

She squirms. “How do you know, Master?

“Charlotte. I know.”

And Daniel returns.

I straighten up. “Daniel, Charlotte and I were just wondering if you might like to join us for dinner this evening?”

He halts in mid-movement, his gaze dancing between me and Charlotte. “Dinner?”

“Yes, dinner. I believe Charlotte has an extensive menu planned. She’s rather a good cook you know.”

A delighted smile on his face., “I would love to come to.... dinner.”

“Good,” I say, pulling out my wallet. “That’s settled then. Charlotte, why don’t you go out and buy whatever ingredients you need. And get some good wine too. Dan, do you prefer red, white, sparkling...?”

“Um, I suppose it depends what’s on the menu....”

“We’ll leave it for Charlotte to decide then.” 

*****
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I return to the apartment to find that James has arranged a surprise dinner and that we have an extra guest: Daniel.

Not just about ‘dinner’ then....

Charlotte is doing the cooking, but her mind is on more than just food and her eyes repeatedly wander to the dark, handsome man James brought back.

I’d wondered what her cooking would be like when she’s left to herself, and it’s not bad, although I notice she’s picked dishes that are hard to make a mess of. Prawn cocktail is pretty much foolproof, and if you can’t produce a decent meal with steak and salad, you might as well give up. Still, it’s a good dinner and the four of us chat over the food for an hour or so.

Charlotte is noticeably quiet over the meal, a slight flush to her face and her eyes repeatedly wandering to Daniel.

James’ has brought him back as a ‘present’ for her...?

.... or for himself?

Either way, Charlotte is expectant, almost poised.

Hardly surprising with the fucking Daniel gave her on Valentine’s Day...

How do I feel about this...?

I’m uncomfortable. I know that she loves it, but ....

She looks lovely; her hair long and loose, flowing over a light, low-cut summer dress that skims her figure and accentuates her curves. And her eyes are alight. Biting down on my misgivings, I try to enjoy the meal and conversation.

I push my plate back. Credit where it’s due, she cooked my steak perfectly. “That was a great dinner, Charlotte. What’s for dessert?”

She’s all big green eyes and plaintive little-girl voice. “Um.... Well, I was rather hoping that would be me....”

I nearly fall off my chair laughing. James and Daniel are the same.

“Charlotte tartare it is then,” James chuckles. “Served rare and with very little dressing. Shall we......?” He meets my eyes and we both rise to stand either side of her. She twists, reaching up to James but, “Don’t forget your manners, Charlotte.” he says, offering her a hand up and nodding her towards Daniel. “Offer ‘dessert’ to our guest first.”

Daniel stares at her like a man charmed. As he pushes back his chair to make space she straddles his lap, tugging up her dress to spread her thighs. Daniel’s main view now is of her cleavage and he’s leaning in towards her breasts when he’s interrupted by James.

“Raise your arms, Charlotte.” 

She obeys, and James and I carefully lift her dress from either side, pulling it up and away from her. A moment’s more work and I’ve unclipped her bra, slipping it off, releasing her breasts to swing heavily by Daniel’s face. Cupping one in either hand, he buries his face in her cleavage. It’s an intriguing sight, his dark skin pressed against her pale. His voice is muffled as he says, “Hey guys. Clear a spot on the table would you.”

Leaving Daniel happily sucking at her tits, James and I clear crockery out of the way until Daniel rises, bringing her with him, her hands around his neck. Perching her on the edge of the dining table, dressed only in her panties, he stands back to strip off.

Her eyes are locked on him, and his on her, as he peels off tie, shirt and shoes. And she’s grinning as he unbelts. Seeing her broad smile, he pauses, then deliberately slowly, he slides open the belt and equally slowly, unzips, releasing his humongous erection.

She’s sucking on her bottom lip. Daniel is beyond ‘blessed’ and she remembers it well. Not that I blame her. I can’t imagine any woman that had accommodated Daniel would forget it in a hurry...

... and he knows that too...

“Still like the look of it, Charlotte? It’s going to get right inside you in a while....” Her breath judders and his grin grows broader... “.... but I’m going to lick you out first. Let’s get you good and wet before this honey gets to fuck you.” 

.... Very good idea....

His hand flat between her breasts he pushes her back down onto the table. James eye-points me. I nod and from behind we each take one of her arms, pulling her across the table to leave her lying flat and with her legs dangling. Daniel, pulling up his chair once more, sits between her thighs, scooping up her legs to rest over his shoulders.

James clearly has no reservations, watching the two with obvious, if restrained, enjoyment. And Charlotte is smiling broadly as Daniel pushes her thighs apart.

Once I would have enjoyed this. I’ve taken part in such things many times with many women....

.... but now it's different....

I try to detach myself from knowing it is Charlotte here....

.... and my cock jumps to life.

Her head dropping back over the edge of the table, Charlotte can’t see what Daniel is doing, but she inhales sharply as he huffs warm air over her crotch, drawing a finger over silky fabric.
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