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Chapter One

 

Even when you wanted men to dominate you, they ruined everything!

Bridget Stanger slammed her apartment door and locked it behind her. Chain, deadbolt and doorknob were all secure. After three weeks of chatting online with a potential boyfriend who was a Dom, she’d caught him in a lie on their first time out.

Every time! She stalked to her bedroom and kicked off her pumps. Shrugging out of the casual green dress that showed her form but not too much for the dinner date, she cursed him under her breath. He was just another one who’d thought he could work her up to what he wanted.

The dungeons are only social, right! She wasn’t a virgin or new sub. At thirty-two, she knew what she wanted and had been very clear about her limits before they’d met. No reason to waste their time.

Some men were players, even in the BDSM community. Unfortunately, in the small New England college town where she taught, there wasn’t a huge pool of Doms from which to choose.

She carefully removed her nice lingerie and thigh-high stockings and put them away. Her fury wouldn’t cause her to snag the stuff she loved wearing!

Tugging on a terrycloth robe against the winter chill, she headed to her small desk nestled in her living room. Opening her laptop, she used an email address no one would match up with her and created a blog.

“I’m done! No more wasting time,” she said aloud to no one. Up for tenure this year, she had a paper to finish up for publication. The right Dom would encourage her and help her, but the wrong ones only infuriated her. Maybe there wasn’t someone for her. Maybe all the good ones were taken, and new Doms believed they could make the sub do anything. Amateurs!

Her fingers flew across the keys. It wasn’t the great English Literature she taught, but damn it, she was right. The title spoke for itself, but she reread every word. There was nothing worse than an English teacher with typos or bad grammar. Even though no one would ever know this blog came from her she wanted it to be insightful.

Masters Wanted!

Open post from an experienced submissive to the Doms of New England!

Are there no bedroom Doms left in the world? I don’t want the extremes. I don’t need to belong to a club. All I need is one man who has the patience, intelligence and creativity to make me his. Perhaps this is a single girl rant, but having found my niche sexually, it should be easier to link up with sexual Doms.

However, all I seem to get are those who want to test or exceed my hard limits. I don’t play or give in on those things. I safe word out and break off things immediately. There is no second chance with me. Only one Dom has ever caused me a small physical injury. I’m not a doormat. Maybe I’m just a bitchy sub? It no longer matters because I’m now mourning the life I envisioned as part of a Dom/sub couple. Equal in every way except sexually. My partner may not exist.

So I will share my thoughts here for those who might be interested. Some subs may benefit from my experience. The publicity of our subculture, thanks to books and internet sharing and other online outlets, could be a good thing. Finding others discreetly or finding a place to meet others in safety is a huge benefit for a newbie. That doesn’t mean one needs to belong to a dungeon or have orgy parties in their basement to be in the lifestyle. There are subs, like myself, who don’t want to be shared, paraded or caged. It’s perfectly acceptable and no more or less gratifying to be private about your Dom/sub play.

For the Masters, that title is an honor. A privilege earned by those who understand the experience and have the skills to lead the play properly. The limits are not yours to make, but yours to respect. Pushing a sub doesn’t mean breaking her hard lines under the lie of a lesson or punishment. That is a brutal break of trust! Please do not represent yourself as okay with certain limits and then demand to cross them. It makes us all look like sex crazed maniacs.

A true Master doesn’t need an audience or even a single prop to drive his sub to beg for more. He needs only words and will. Of course, I’m not speaking to the 24/7 lifers who take things to their own level. I can’t even comprehend that. Nor am I referring to the plenty of men who’d love to order women around generally. That isn’t being a sexual Dom. But maybe those men have invaded our ranks as society becomes more equal elsewhere?

Bedroom Doms, please don’t feel the need to show off in a dungeon or attempt any extreme play without a genuine desire on both sides. There are plenty of eager subs who want the intimacy of private play as much as you do!

The post wasn’t laid out as clearly as the thoughts in her head, but it made her point. She posted it then sent the link to her BDSM fetish group online. The support and friendships were wonderful, but she didn’t need to attend a house party or visit a club on kink night. She’d met people through the group and knew others shared her frustration!

Hopefully, her message would help her friends and fellow subs in the group understand their worth. The new ones especially were ready to do anything. She understood the feeling, wanting to please and give in. The hope of that deep connection and stunning release never went away. Unfortunately, she’d been around the block too many times to believe the romantic fantasy would fall into her lap just because she got on her knees.

Changing her focus, she checked her work email. There was no way to make her perfect Master appear in her life, but she could earn tenure and have job security. A PhD didn’t mean as much these days. She needed to publish another paper in the proper place and secure tenure. While she was popular with students and faculty, colleges were downsizing, as well. Her online skills helped there. She’d been the first in her department to suggest and volunteer for online classes. Some of the old dogs didn’t want to learn, but they already had tenure.

Her closest friend in the Literature Department, Colleen Sheppard, was quietly promoting Bridget’s name for tenure and helping her. As much as Bridget wanted to call Colleen and rant about the date, Bridget kept her kink off campus and it’d be hard to explain exactly what had been wrong with a veterinarian who made good money and looked great.

Minimizing the blog, she opened her latest paper. Much Ado About People was a critical piece on how Shakespeare’s Much Ado About Nothing proved that perception and influence were powerful things. Bringing it forward to today, with instant information and rumors that could be pushed so hard they seemed true, no wonder people’s reputations meant nothing anymore. Anyone’s dirty laundry could be on display if someone dug for it. Celebrities were fodder for entertainment, much like public hangings once had been. Her piece pulled on her private life and felt highly personal even if it academically paralleled modern day to Shakespeare’s time. She loved her work and it was something she could control and succeed at all on her own.

Her career had to come first! Not that she’d ever give up working, even if the right Dom came into her life. She loved her career, the small college town and the routine she’d found. Since things hadn’t fallen into place romantically despite her best efforts, she needed to lock in the career that she loved.

One more round of editing on the paper, and she’d try to sleep. She had too much pent-up energy to relax now.

* * * *

Scott Kasten sat in his office in the history department and logged off his forum for the Modern Wars of Europe class. Online classes were a younger man’s game. At thirty-five, Scott didn’t mind virtual teaching at all, but he’d insisted on keeping some in-person education time. He didn’t want to be rusty in the classroom even if European History wouldn’t change.

A knock on his door made Scott sit back. Nelson Cannon from the Information and Tech department stood in the doorway. The lanky guy kept to himself and was one of the few people here Scott considered a friend. They shared some preferences Scott discussed with almost no one else. Still, Nelson rarely made it up to Scott’s office.

“G. Scott Kasten, PhD. What does the G stand for?” Nelson asked.

In the ten years Scott had worked there, five of which Nelson had been there as well, no one had asked that. Scott had taken enough crap as a child for his odd first name that the family had changed to using his middle name. “Gideon after my great grandfather.”

“Almost fits you better. Scott sounds more casual.” Nelson entered and closed the door behind him.

“Do you want something specific?” Scott and Nelson normally chatted over lunch or at the university gym. Scott knew if Nelson had made the effort to stop by it meant something was up.

“I want to help you. Did you see the new blog link go up in the local BSDM fetish group?” Nelson held out his Smartphone with the page pulled up.

Unlike some, Scott didn’t live on the BSDM fetish links. He knew what he was and what he wanted, but people rarely got what they wanted in life. Deserved or not. As he read the post, the passion of it caught him off guard, and he took in every word with sympathy for the woman. She knew her mind. Weak-willed subs had always bored Scott.

“So? You’re going after her?” Scott handed back the phone.

“Nope, she’s got almost a hundred local responses though. Some other subs in the same situation. Doms offering their assistance.” Nelson sat in the guest chair.

“You’ll beat them all out.” Scott had no doubt of Nelson’s skills. The man had been courted as a counterintelligence hacker by the government. If he could’ve passed the background check, he’d have had a cool career. But most everyone had a past.

“Not me. I tracked the blog and IP address.” Nelson grinned.

“And found her online. She’s ugly? Eighty? Married? The online world is wonderful for academics and information, if you check your facts. For dating, sorry but there is no substitute for meeting someone.” Scott ignored the draw he felt to the writer. He’d been alone too long. Over spring break, he’d line up a casual encounter and clear his head. Such things never worked for long, but he didn’t need the complications of a relationship.

“I agree. We have met her. She’s not ugly or eighty.” Nelson shrugged. “She’s hot, single and here.”

“Here? She said New England in the post, but that’s rather generic.” Scott let Nelson build up to his moment. Hackers loved to show off, and while Nelson no longer used his powers for anything too illegal, he loved to brag.

“No, she works here. She’s a professor. Not bad to look at, early thirties and single.” Nelson tapped on his phone then turned it toward Scott.

A thunderbolt of arousal and shock hit him.

“You’re joking.” Nelson leaned in. It was her picture off the university website, but he’d seen Bridget Sanger plenty in real life. Tall with a curvy figure, she had plenty of men commenting on her attractiveness. Her sharp blue eyes and the long spiraling reddish curls against her pale skin were the view that made Scott stop. Her love of skirts and fuzzy cardigan sweaters made her style seem a bit old-fashioned, but this blog post put a new spin on it.

He could see her now in the lounge, pouring over a book with her wild hair falling in her face. There was always a clip attached to her sweater that she’d eventually use to pin back her hair. She looked great with her hair up or down.

“Not a joke, my friend. Traced it to her home IP. Private laptop. She’s no fool. Never does anything on the work system, or I’d know. She’s using a different email to throw people off. She reposted the blog link to the group so it would look like it came from someone else and she’s just sharing it.”

“So why are you telling me? Go get her! You can give me all the dirty details later.” Scott could imagine he was the one with the sexy sub, but Nelson had done the work.

“She’s not my type.” Nelson took back his phone. “She’s yours.”

Frowning, Scott closed his computer. “You know what my type is? We’re friends, but we’ve never played with subs or anything together.”

“Look, I didn’t peg her as a sub either, but I’ve never spent much time around her. You’ve noticed her. Right?” Nelson asked.

That damn hacker was too observant and smart. Scott was controlled and reserved, but few people would pick him out of a crowd as a sexual dominant. Nelson could see the logic in chaos and the truth behind the fronts people put up. “She’s attractive. Outgoing. That’s not exactly me.”

Nelson leaned forward. “No, but it’s what you need. A sub who turns you on and likes it private. In public, she can even you out.”

“Even me out? I’m tenured. I don’t need to suck up. The last thing I need to do is get involved with someone at work. A relationship is the last thing I want.” Scott had always been very clear on that point.

Nelson held up his hands. “I get you. You were burned badly by someone. I don’t need the details. You’d never give them anyway. She sounds like she’s had a few bad Doms herself. All I’m suggesting is maybe you two can satisfy each other’s needs. You’re not getting any younger, and casual hookups aren’t you.”

“They work,” Scott lied.

“So does porn and jerking off. That’s not enough. If she was right for me, I’d snap her up. The vibe isn’t there. If you feel it, just a tingle of wanting to see her naked and kneeling, don’t miss out.”

“And if it blows up? We both work here.” Scott folded his arms.

“She’s English Lit; you’re European History. Different departments for one thing. You can both be grownups if it ends. More importantly, there’s no rule against you two being together if it does work out, so you won’t mess up her tenure. Plus you have something in common.”

“Dom/sub, we all do.” Scott took a deep breath. The temptation grew. He admired her strong mind and behavior. She’d kept her private life far off the radar from her work. Everyone respected her. Rumor was she’d get tenure this year.

“I meant the English and European thing. Those are connected, right? Either way, as soon as I figured out who our mystery blogger was, I thought of you. Don’t let her give up. I’d hate to see her end up alone with a bunch of cats. She’s too eager and passionate about life. Bridget knows there’s a lot of good in our type of sex. Plus she’s right here…”

“It’s a coincidence.” Scott could give Nelson a dozen examples of how dumb luck had helped or hurt armies throughout history.

“I don’t believe in coincidence. I deal in code. It works or it doesn’t. Something doesn’t fall into place and work because you made a birthday wish.” Nelson stood up.

“What do you think that blog is? She’s getting attention. I bet she has dozens of offers right now. Why would she bother with me?” Scott asked.

Nelson laughed. “She needs attention. No Dom is giving it to her. I’m sure plenty of men think exactly what you did. She’s ugly or unbalanced. Some might reach out to her just to get a picture or a meeting. You, she knows you. She’s worked here almost as long as you. Maybe she’d like you to ask her out, but she doesn’t think you’re into what she is. This isn’t coincidence. She asked for it.”

Scott nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

“Good. Don’t get me wrong. I think she’s attractive. If I have to play with her to keep her from giving up on our lifestyle, I’ll do it. Hell, I’ll enjoy it. But she’s not the one I can’t live without. That sub is still out there for me.” Nelson winked and exited the office.

After a few deep breaths, Scott looked her up online. He knew most of the information already. It was odd how working with someone for so long made their information a part of your life as well. They’d only spoken casually, but he’d never minded chatting with her. Others grated on him, but she was comfortable and so easy to look at, with no extreme makeup or obvious flirtation. She was professional at work.

With no clue what he’d say, he locked his computer and left his office. Never impulsive, he had to see her now to know if that spark was there for real. The nagging in him might go away then. Was the attraction really that strong or was it just Nelson playing with people as if they were bits of data? His friend had the best of intentions; Scott believed that. Still, Nelson wanted romance and kink. Time and again, Scott had seen how love failed to last. He’d closed off his heart years ago, but his sexual appetite never waned.

He nodded to people as he entered the English department. Her office wasn’t far, on the same floor but on the opposite end of the building. Finding Bridget’s office door ajar, he listened.

“I can’t believe your students want to read those books!” Colleen Sheppard’s familiar cackle of laughter caught Scott off guard. He waited in the hall, listening to the conversation—it wasn’t his fault if they were talking loudly.

“It’s true. They say because the author is English we should. Those Greyish books are not literature!” Bridget declared.

Scott cracked a smile. The woman knew her work and had strong opinions. Her voice alone sent desire sparking in him.

“They are popular,” Colleen said.

“Then let the pop culture classes cover them. I have nothing against what people want to do privately or want to read for entertainment, but I won’t turn my classroom into a fan fiction forum,” Bridget replied.

“The department head would never let you teach it anyway. I’ve got to go. Class time. Don’t let some annoying students distract you. Finish that paper and get it published. Your goal this year is tenure.” Colleen pulled the door wide.

“My job is still teaching, but thank you for the reminder.”

Colleen stepped into the hall and smiled at Scott. “Looking for someone, Dr. Kasten?”

He felt out of place, and it seemed as if she knew what he wanted to do to her friend. Work and kink never mixed for him before, but he quickly regained his composure. “I just need a word with Dr. Sanger. Thanks.”



Chapter Two

 

Bridget had no idea what Scott wanted to talk about, but she ignored the flip of attraction she experienced as he walked into her office. When he closed the door, she grew a bit nervous.

“Can I help you?” she asked politely.

“Good for you, about the books. There’s erotic literature that’s much better.” He nodded to the chair.

“Please, sit down. I’m sure I can find something to teach them a lesson about sensuality in literature. I didn’t think it’d be a subject you’d be interested in.”

He couldn’t be there for that.

She looked into his pale green eyes just to prove she could. No more submissive games, not that he’d play, but it was always her instinct when attracted to a man. Scott aroused something inside of her, though. He always had with that coal black hair trimmed short and his lean muscular form always hidden. He wore long-sleeve dress shirts year round. The rare days when he rolled up the sleeves made her itch for a glimpse of his naked body.

Most considered him stuffy, and he kept to himself.

The man of few words never rushed anything. Woman around the college agreed he was handsome enough but had pronounced him a secret momma’s boy or a closeted gay man. He never went after women or men that she’d heard of, and the literary romantic in her always wanted to know his story.

Scott cleared his throat. “I’m interested in a lot of things; not just history.”

“Such as?” she asked. He could be here over a million little things that were official and proper, but why not chat with him a little?

“Blogs, for example.” His expression changed, and his eyes locked on hers.

A chill hit her skin, and she shivered. The way he stared at her made her squirm in her chair. She’d never seen any signs from him that he was the BDSM type, but her mind never lingered on that private topic on campus. Her pussy tightened, but she grabbed her sweater off the back of her chair and tugged it on, hugging it to her body. The man turned her on, no debate about that.

He let the silence hang, and she believed he’d wait her out indefinitely. “Blogs? Really? I know you do plenty of online classes, and I’m sure those are a useful part of the information.”

“This blog isn’t related to teaching at all. I believe you’re familiar with it. Something called Masters Wanted?” The corners of his mouth turned up just a touch.

She’d rarely seen him smile, but she wanted to. Did he know it was her? He couldn’t possibly. Grabbing her hair accessory off the collar of the worn wool sweater, she clipped her hair back and tried to ignore her pounding heartbeat. “I’ve not read it.”

“You wrote it,” he replied.

Instantly, it felt as if someone had set fire to her face. Her cheeks burned, and her eyes misted up in embarrassment. She grabbed her reusable water bottle and took a long drink. “I think your expertise is the history of Europe, military especially. Computer hacking isn’t—damn. Nelson?”

Scott nodded. “Nelson. He’s a good hacker, a good friend and a good Dom.”

Blinking, she pushed away the embarrassment and fear. If he could be so relaxed about it, she’d do the same. “Is he your Dom?”

Scott smiled a real smile, and it melted her fear away. Still, she waited on the edge of her office chair for an answer.

“No, he’s not my Dom. He knows I share his preference and like submissive women. We both belong to the group where you posted the link. I had no idea.” Scott looked at her.

A Dom? Suddenly, she didn’t want to meet his gaze, but he wasn’t her Master. He could be feeling her out for Nelson. Scott’s friend was nice and brilliant, but he didn’t make her want to be bad. “I should go over there, and give Nelson a piece of my mind. He had no right hacking my post.”

“You know nothing is secret out there. I lurk, but I know better. Nelson won’t betray you to anyone,” he said.

She pointed a finger at Scott. “He told you! You read it? It’ll be all over campus in a day.”

“No, it won’t. Nelson was surprised and sympathetic. You deserve better. But it was a rather risky rant, given the traceability of technology.”

“I know. One bad date too many. I’ve tried for too long. I simply can’t trust someone who won’t respect my boundaries, and yet I can’t deny my nature in the bedroom.”

“You’re direct and outgoing. Many Doms like a challenge,” Scott said.

“I like a challenge, as well, in that area. That doesn’t mean a Dom should push someone to break their limits. All kink, no conversation.”

“The real challenge is to respect the limits and keep things interesting. Creativity is underrated,” he said.

She studied him silently for a moment. “I never thought of you or Nelson as creative types.”

“Not here. I know that Nelson was out of line hacking your IP address. But your blog was passionate. He wanted to find out where you were. You mentioned New England, and he’s gotten around a bit.”

“I’m sure.” She rubbed her forehead. “I appreciate the thoughts behind it, but Nelson just doesn’t do anything for me. I’m sure he’s very good and experienced, but there has to be a certain type of chemistry. I’m sure you understand; you wouldn’t take just any submissive. He’s more like a brother I go to when my computer crashes.”

“I completely agree. That’s why he brought the blog to me. It wasn’t to tease you or reveal your information. He doesn’t need the dean knowing he likes tying women up any more than I do.”

“Good. We’ll all keep each other’s secrets. And I’ll know there are two nice Doms around. I guess you’re telling me not to give up hope?” Her body hummed with the knowledge that he might want her, but her brain rejected the idea. Just yesterday, she’d given up.

“If that’s all you want to hear, that’s fine. I wasn’t looking for anything either. I don’t date at work. I’ve observed that you don’t seem to either.”

“No, I never thought it was a good idea. Certainly not before I get tenure, but I’d always thought I’d meet the right man before now. I like my life, but I’m tired of trying so hard with the wrong men,” she confessed.

“I know exactly how you feel.”

“I’m working on a paper. I’m very close to sending it off. Hopefully, it’ll help me secure tenure this year.”

She noticed he’d let her change the subject. Maybe he didn’t want to play with her.

“I’m free for another hour. If you are, why don’t we grab an early lunch?” he asked.

She kept her seat as he stood. “We can’t talk about this stuff in the cafeteria. I’m not sure what you’re up to.”

Slowly, he walked around the side of her desk. “We can talk about anything at lunch. Those books, history. As far as what I’m up to… Nelson thinks he’s a matchmaker. He’s a friend of mine and knows me better than most people. I don’t ignore the advice of my friends.”

“So he’s not at all interested in me. It’s you?”

“Is that okay?” he asked.

Warmth rushed over her. She didn’t need to reject a good guy like Nelson because she’d always want his friend more. Scott wanted her! He was a good guy. He’d walked Colleen to her car when she’d worked late. He never let the elderly admin in his department carry heavy things. For eight years, she’d seen him be a quietly helpful and strong nice man. He’d never made a move in her direction.

She wanted to say something special, but nothing clever came to mind so she nodded. “Very okay.”

* * * *

Scott hadn’t planned on inviting Bridget to dinner, but he’d never been the type to meander around a decision. They needed to be alone where they could speak frankly and sort it out. The limits, the potential and the desire to enter into a Dom/sub relationship.

The memory of her blushing and how her entire body had been at attention for him when they’d spoken in her office fed his need. She was submissive, and if she was ready to turn down Nelson, Scott had to believe she wasn’t desperate but knew what she wanted.

Apparently, she seriously wanted him. Good! He didn’t want a sub who’d settle for anyone so long as her limits were respected. That was a basic necessity, but not a good match. At lunch, they’d discussed where they came from and their interests outside of work. Small talk wasn’t his area, but she made it easy.

Nelson had quizzed Scott all afternoon, but Scott wasn’t planning on any actual play tonight. The woman knew her mind, and she might want to proceed slowly. Still, he’d pulled out his basic accessories in the bedroom and made sure things were neat. His phone buzzed, and he hoped it wasn’t her canceling.

There were two messages. One text was from Nelson informing Scott that if he hurt Bridget in a bad way that Scott would answer to his friend. Nelson even acted like her brother. Scott didn’t want to compete with Nelson anyway. The hacker was more personable. The other text was from Bridget saying she’d gotten stuck at work in a meeting about her paper. She’d have to come straight from campus.

He replied, telling it was fine and dinner would be ready. No doubt she’d planned to change for him. If he got beneath her clothes tonight, he wouldn’t judge her undergarments. He liked her, and the fact that she wanted to be on time pleased him.

Fifteen minutes later, the doorbell rang. He checked her out through the peephole and caught her smoothing her hair nervously. The ice had to be broken soon, or they’d both crack. It felt so different to know someone then discover an entirely new layer of mutual desire. The idea of her on her knees and naked for him had plagued him all day.

He opened the door. “Come in. Was your meeting good?”

“Yes, I think so.” She shrugged off her wool coat, and he took it. “Thank you.”

“No problem. I made chili. I’m not the best cook, but usually, I don’t screw that up. Sit down.” He gestured to the small square table.

“It smells great. I spent summers with my grandmother so I got the cooking boot camp. All I wanted to do was read, but it’s a handy skill. Do you need help?” She paused before sitting.

“Nope. Anything special to drink?” he asked.

“Water is perfect.” She sipped from the glass he set out and sat down.

He filled two big bowls and joined her. “You’ll have to cook for me one night.”

“Absolutely. A little pasta, chicken and some sauce and I can do anything. I think my grandmother thought I’d be feeding an army.” She took a bit and savored it. “It’s very good.”

“I’m glad you approve.” He ate and watched her.

She added oyster crackers then finished the entire bowl. When she set her napkin on the table and sat back, sipping her water, the mood changed. Scott realized he’d been staring at her, but it didn’t seem to bother her at all.

“So you’re into dominating women? I never would’ve guessed.” She leaned down and grabbed a tin of mints from her purse.

After she popped one, he extended a hand. She gave him a mint and smiled.

“I never expected to hear what Nelson told me today either. It changes a lot of things, if we want it to.” He cleared the table and sat back down. “You’re sure you want to talk about it?”

“I blogged about it. We could talk about it even if you weren’t interested in me. You caught me off guard at work, but I’m not ashamed.” She smiled at him.

“So what are these limits?” he asked.

Her back straightened a bit. “No clubs or dungeons or house parties.”

“So nothing in public? Your office?” he asked.

“That’s not public. I’m not a prude, but we are there to work. My career means a lot to me. I won’t play sex bunny on campus and miss my meetings, deadlines or classes,” she said firmly.

“Good. If I wanted someone like that, I wouldn’t be talking to you.” He leaned on the counter, deliberately giving her breathing room. “In private, sexual limits?”

She licked her lips. “No sharing. I can’t please more than one. No needles, cutting, knives or anything with blood.”

He nodded. “Good, you wouldn’t get it here.”

“No real whips.” Her cheeks were bright red.

He moved closer to see if it’d calm her. “Meaning spanking with the hand, paddle and flogger are all okay?”

“Very okay. Belts are fine too, if you know how to handle them. No buckles.” She shook her head.

“No breaking the skin. Noted.” He sat down and watched her eyelids flutter as she thought. “Anything else? Likes? Dislikes?”

She sat back. “No choking. Nothing around my neck. I panic.”

“I never understood the thrill in choking someone.” He couldn’t believe how on the same page they were. He wasn’t leading her but he sure as hell agreed with her.

She held up a finger. “Anything going anal gets lubed first.”

“Deal. What do you like?” he asked.

From head to toe, she stiffened. “You want a list?”

“Maybe. Masters have hurt you, and I don’t want to do that. I won’t break the rules, but make no mistake, I’ll discipline you when you’re bad.”

Her smile returned. “I hope so. I love being spanked, tied up, blindfolded and sexually teased. Role-playing is fun too. I…”

“Say it,” he said.

“I need to be kissed. Maybe, I shouldn’t share this now, but one Dom, the one who was truly good, he loved to spank me but never kissed me. I don’t know why. He didn’t like to talk either.”

He walked around the table and held her as she shivered. She wanted affection, but who didn’t? “You had to leave him if he didn’t give you what you needed.”

“I enjoyed the sex and the teasing. For a while, it was enough. He’s the only one who ever slipped.”

“Slipped?” he asked.

“The rest of the Doms, I left. Some weren’t right and others tried to push me. Some tried very hard to corner me and show me why going beyond my limits was good. Some demanded it. I refused and got away unscathed. This one Dom, he never meant to break the rules. He slipped with a riding crop and went much harder than intended. He broke the skin. I didn’t need stitches or anything, but I didn’t like it. I couldn’t go back.”

Scott cupped her slender face in his hands and kissed her softly on the mouth. “I won’t slip. I’d drop the toy first. I swear nothing sharp ever.”

She nodded. “Thank you. You really haven’t found a willing submissive?”

Now wasn’t the time to tell her his gory details. She’d left out the details of what the sinister Doms had wanted from her. He’d rather be rejected as the Dom who didn’t fit her needs than because his personal crap getting in the way. “I think right now we should see if we’re sexually compatible. If that doesn’t work, the rest of this won’t matter.”

“You’re right.” She leaned in and kissed him hard. His chest tightened as blood rushed lower. The woman knew how to kiss, and her soft moans only fueled his desire. Letting her take her fill, he teased her with his tongue.

When she sat back, there was a sparkle in her blue eyes he’d never seen before.

“What would please you now, Sir?”

The fact that she wasn’t a newbie who needed hand holding or instructions turned him on even more. She’d slipped right into it.

“Sir? Not Master? Your blog said Masters Wanted.”

A cautious smile crossed her lips. “That title needs to be earned. I’ve never called anyone that. Only my forever Dom will get that title.”

Even in submission, she’d handed him a challenge, and this one, he wasn’t sure he could meet. Forever was a long time. “Let’s get started then. Stand up, and slowly, take off your clothes.”



Chapter Three

 

Standing slowly, she eased off her sweater and folded it neatly. The look in his eyes aroused her further. He’d listened, and he wasn’t just nodding like a bobble head. She believed he meant it.

She unbuttoned her skirt and slid it down to the floor. Stepping out of her pumps, she regretted wearing boring cotton cream and paisley panties. They did match her bra but were bikini cut, if it helped. “I have lace and satin at home.”

“I have nothing against cotton.” He slid his hand from the top of her thigh-high nylons up to her hip and momentarily slipped a finger under the material.

Carefully folding the skirt, she fought the seductive fog he was putting off. She worked free her tiny blouse buttons then slipped it off and set it atop the skirt.

“All of it, Sir?”

He stood and nodded.

Letting the panties fall, she sat on the edge of the chair to roll off the stockings.

“Not those. They can stay,” he said.

Smiling slightly, she kept her eyes down and put the stocking back in place before unhooking her bra. She stood up and waited for more instruction.

“Move over here away from the table.” He pointed to a spot on an area rug in front of his coffee table.

She admired his apartment from what her gaze allowed. It was very manly with dark leather couches and wooden tables. It felt very much like him. Standing on the indicated spot, she waited. Inside her a fire raged for relief, but he’d tease her first. Since he’d walked into her office that morning, she’d been wet and restless for play. Now, she was naked for him.

He was so calm and deliberate that she wanted to rip off his clothes and give in that instant. What a punishment she’d get! But it was their first time, and she wanted to be good. He had to come back for more. Of all the outcomes from that blog, she’d never imagined this!

“Why are you grinning?” He pinched her ass.

“I was thinking that this is the last thing I dreamed of when I wrote that blog last night.” Lying was pointless. He could have her if he wanted.

“I never expected this either.” He caressed her ass cheeks then slapped one of them.

The fire grew, and her skin tingled. “Thank you, Sir.”

“You like it?” he asked in her ear.

“I do. Please, tell me what to do. Let me service you.” She ran her hand along the front of his dress pants.

The view of him, sleeves rolled up as if ready for work, so intent on her made her feel the complete opposite from last night. He wanted her. His cock pulsed under her touch before he pushed her hand away. This was special. When he smacked her ass twice on each cheek, harder than before, she knew she was where she belonged. Moaning softly, she closed her eyes as the wetness in her pussy grew.

“Take that clip out of your hair,” he said.

She obeyed quickly. He took it from her then played with it along her sensitive breasts.

“Please,” she said.

“What?” he asked. “You don’t like it?”

“No, I love it. Nipple clamps, clothes pins, I love it.” She could nearly get off on rough breast play, but he’d learn that.

“Then please what?” he asked, standing dead in front of her and very close.

The scent of him was like books with a hint of musk. “Please, Sir, let me see you.”

“Ah. Fair is fair.” He stepped back. “But I don’t think this game is fair.”

“At least, your shirt, please. I promise I won’t touch unless you allow it.” She fought the urge to tear his shirt open and lick his chest.

“What do you want right now?” he asked.

“To rip your clothes and suck your cock, Sir.” The words flew without shame. There was a bit of relief behind them. The anticipation of what would come next charged her.

“You may unbutton my shirt,” he said.

Her hands flew to his chest and carefully worked the buttons loose. When she spread the fabric, she nearly fell to her knees. All the hard muscle and teasing layer of chest hair she’d imagined were true. His broad shoulders and strong arms were so sexy, and she couldn’t stop herself. She kissed the center of his chest and licked to taste his skin.

“You’re a bad girl,” he said.

“I’ve been deprived of the right way, the right release, for so long. I can take the punishment for my crimes, Sir.” She knelt, letting her tongue drag down his hard abs and over his belt. She kissed his erection through the dress pants and inhaled deeply.

His hand fisted in her hair and pulled her back. “No, you don’t get to taste first. Get in there, on the bed. Don’t touch anything!” He pointed to the hall.

“Yes, Sir.” She crawled and hoped he’d give her everything she deserved. Kneeling on the bed, she folded her hands in her lap. She’d seen handcuffs, toys and other fun things on his dresser. He’d planned for her like this. The thrill took her deeper into wanting to please him. As much as her cunt throbbed for attention, she needed his attention everywhere.

He walked in, and she looked. Then she stared. He was naked, and his thick cock made her body shiver at the thought of riding him.

“Hands behind your head. Lie back flat on the bed,” he said.

She obeyed and watched him grab something from the dresser. The weight of him on the bed shifted her slightly, but she held the easy position. He laid a blindfold over her eyes, but her moans of frustration turned to a gasp when his lips pressed to her calf. His tongue teased up her leg and settled above her slit.

Opening her legs more, she knew she couldn’t come without permission, but she’d show how ready she was.

“Nice and wet. Did I turn you on by coming to your office?” His lips slid over her stomach and pressed under both breasts.

“Yes, Sir.” She arched her back.

He pinched and twisted her nipples until she groaned. “Good,” he said. “You hid your true nature from me long enough. No more.”

“Never. I’m all yours,” she replied.

He bit her nipple then swirled his tongue around the other. Her insides trembled, but she held still.

“You never picked a safe word,” he said.

That sent her brain into a spin. She’d trusted him so much she’d skipped a key commandment. “Um, ‘halt’. Does that work?”

He chuckled. “That’s a little close to stop.”

“But it’s not stop. It’s military talk that you’d understand. A word I wouldn’t normally use at all.” The blindfold was making her crazy. All she had to do was turn her head, and it’d fall away and she could see. That was the test, and she knew it.

“Fine, ‘halt’ it is.” He tapped the underside of her breast and added force with each strike.

Smiling, she let him play and drank in the sweet ache and stimulation. When he actually slapped her well-padded breast, she moaned.

“Don’t lie to me. Tell me if you don’t like something,” he said.

“Yes, Sir. You’ll need a riding crop though.” His hand would go numb before he spanked her to her limit.

“I see. Very honest. Good girl.” He slid lower on the bed, spread her legs and pushed her thighs up.

She tilted her hips and was thankful for the blindfold just then. Her body wasn’t perfect, but she’d made peace with it. If he was disappointed, she didn’t need to see it. When he kissed her inner thigh, she relaxed. He licked along her outer pussy lips until she lifted.

“Hold still,” he said.

“I’m trying, I swear.” She never could hold still. “Tie me down; hold me down.”

“Not now.” He swirled his tongue around her clit, and she gasped.

Winning the fight to be still, she panted as the pleasure deepened. He dragged his tongue lower and flicked her inner folds. Her hips lifted, but he pushed them back down to the bed. He pressed inside of her with one finger, and her body tightened on it immediately.

“You really do like it.” He filled her with only one finger.

“Please, I’m so close. On the edge.”

“You know better. You come when I say.” He kissed her thigh and grabbed her hips.

He flipped her over, face-down on the bed as if she were a pillow. The man was strong! The blindfold fell off, and the light made her blink, but all she saw was the wood slats of his headboard. Then he hiked her ass up in the air and smacked her bottom.

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

“No, you’re not. I’m glad you didn’t sneak off to the ladies’ room and pleasure yourself during the day, but you will control yourself if you want to be with me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He wasn’t babying her or nervous, and every nerve-ending in her responded to him.

“I didn’t punish you for disobeying earlier. You knew not to touch me. You did it anyway. Are you ready to be punished?” he demanded.

“Yes, Sir.” She spread her knees far apart and tilted her hips as far as she could.

He spanked her rear with sharp slaps that made her tremble. The fire of the sting spread through her insides, and she was suddenly aware of everything. Her swollen cunt in need of any relief was wonderful enough, but having one breast aching while the other longed for attention made her dizzy as she gripped the headboard as a tether.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir. I deserve it.” It would hurt to sit down tomorrow, but that would turn her on all over again.

He’d given her six on each cheek when he stopped and kissed her flesh. “You’re tougher than you look.”

She smiled into the comforter. “You like it, Sir?”

“I do. Now, about this.” He slid two fingers deep into her pussy.

She cried out. “Please, please let me come. Fuck me!”

“Don’t move.” He pressed a third finger into her cunt and pumped.

She fought the very natural need to climax, wanting to make him happy so they could play more. Just when she could take the fingers and control her need to orgasm, his tongue flattened on her clit.

“Come for me, now!” he ordered.

As if she could stop it! Screaming, she squeezed his fingers and rode them as she pressed to his face and ground like a desperate slut. It’d been so long. It’d never been this easy or this good. He flicked her clit with his tongue and her release rolled through her body. He knew she was helpless and grateful. She’d say it as soon as she had enough air in her lungs. When his tongue teased lower and filled her cunt, she bit her lip and held still. If Scott had any doubts about her, she hoped she’d proven herself.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said.

Scott smiled and kissed her pink ass. No doubt, she was a submissive. Not new and not afraid.

“Roll over and sit up,” he said.

She obeyed, and he saw her flushed cheeks. The relief in her face filled him with pride and lust. He loved being in charge, not only to get his kinky needs met but to drive subs to new levels of pleasure. Her eyes were fixed on his cock.

Quickly, he slid off the bed and went to the dresser. Grabbing a vibrator and nipple clamps, he turned to her. Tossing the toy on the bed. “Play with yourself. Get off again.”

Her frown made his cock ache.

“Please let me take care of you, Sir.”

“You’re refusing to obey?” he asked sternly.

She picked up the toy and turned it on. Slowly, she rubbed it over the breast he hadn’t tormented. He shook his head at how much she liked spankings. Her breast was pink, as well. “Was it that one good Dom who conditioned you so much?”

Licking her lips, she nodded. “I always loved it. He wasn’t afraid to keep going until I said stop. I don’t know why I like it so much.”

He grabbed her chin and kissed her. “You trust me that much?”

“Yes, Sir. We’ve known each other so long.”

“Not that well,” he said.

“True, but I’ve never done this with anyone I did know very long or well. You make me feel safe and free.” She kissed him.

Her playful tongue curled around his. Damn! She’d never have come here if she didn’t trust him. The woman was too smart and practical. Digging his hands in her hair, he deepened the kiss and held her to him.

She dropped the toy and ran her hands over his chest. That would earn her some punishment later, but he’d never said not to touch him now. Hell, he wanted to feel her eagerness. Those delicate fingers curled around his cock, and he inhaled sharply.

“Please, tell me what I can do.” She kissed his neck and kept going lower.

“Suck it.” He grabbed her hair and guided her down.

Her tongue teased the tip of him before she kissed down the length. Nuzzling his balls, she stroked the shaft before licking up the length.

“What did I say?” he asked.

“Suck it,” she repeated.

“You’re not doing what I told you.” He cupped the back of her head and pressed until she sucked and swallowed his cock into her mouth.

She almost had it all when he felt the resistance and heard a muffled gag. When she tried again, he pulled her up. Massaging her throat, he recalled that she’d said she hated anything cutting off her air. “I didn’t say choke on it.”

“I want it all. It’s okay if I’m in control of myself.” She tried to go back down.

“No.” He grabbed her wrists. “Look at me.”

She obeyed, her eyes still teary from the gag reflex. “I’m not conditioned for everything, Sir.”

“That’s okay. We’ll have to work on your sucking skills later, but I don’t want to gag you.” He kissed her and pulled her up to the pillows. “Relax for a minute.”

“I’m fine, really. I should be punished.” The smile on her face convinced him she was okay.

“What’s your safe word?”

“‘Halt’, but I’m not using it.”

“Just testing.” He reached in the nightstand and produced a condom. “Clearly, you want to be fucked, and it’s the only way to get you to behave.”

“I’m sorry if I disappointed you, Sir.” She opened the condom and slid it on his cock without instruction.

As soon as she touched him, he forgave her. He wanted to fuck her senseless as much as she wanted it. The time for play and patience was over. He’d work her over more tomorrow. Rolling her on her side, he inspected her pink ass. It’d get darker, and he couldn’t wait to see her at work and think about all that he’d done tonight.

“Please, Sir. Fuck me!” she begged.

“I think it’s time to see how much you really want me,” he whispered in her ear.

He arranged a couple pillows and leaned back on them. While his cock sided with her getting off fast and hard, he couldn’t resist pushing her buttons a little more. If basic sex were enough for them, they wouldn’t be together.

Waiting patiently, she focused on his erection. He smiled. “Ride it, but you can’t come until I say.”

Bracing her hands on his chest, she swung one leg over him and rubbed her pussy along his cock. He thrust up and fought for control. He grabbed her by the arms. “You tease, and you won’t come at all. I’ll tie you up and fuck you.”

She didn’t blink. “However you want me, Sir.”

“Do it right.” He let her go.

Gripping the base of his cock, she eased down on him slowly. He felt her body stretch for him and tighten around him. He rested his hands on her hips. He didn’t want to rush or hurt her, but she took him all with only a slight gasp.

“Good,” he said.

She lifted and snapped back down on him hard. The angle and pressure were perfect as he lifted to meet her. The way she rocked her hips enticed him. Feasting on her breasts, he held her close, and she moved faster.

“Easy or you’ll come. You want to be tied up in my bed all night?” he teased.

“Yes, Sir.” She wrapped her arms around his neck as her hips pistoned down to him.

“Hell!” He rolled her onto her back and drove into her harder and faster.

“Please let me come!” she begged.

“Not yet,” he whispered.

So close himself, he wanted her to wait for him. He also wanted her to beg more.

“Please, Sir! I can’t stop it. You’re making me.” Her voice quivered.

“Use your safe word,” he urged.

“No, it’s so good! I don’t want to stop. Please, Sir.” Her moan became constant.

He felt her body tighten on him. “Do it! Come for me now!”

“Scott!” she shrieked.

She shook and clung to him as her hips slammed to his.

“Sir,” he corrected.

Reaching between them, he rubbed her clit before she could apologize. He watched her face contort in another release.

“Thank you, Sir!” she managed this time.

The pull of her threw him over the edge after her. The pressure of control disappeared as he came, kissing her neck and grinding his hips to keep her on edge. Her nails dug in his back. The pleasure shot through him as he mentally listed all the things he’d punish her for tomorrow.

She kissed his mouth and held his head to keep the kiss going.

“You are in serious trouble,” he said.

Shrugging, she smiled. “I like it. I really couldn’t stop. I haven’t done missionary in so long I forgot how good it can be.”

“Next, you’ll say it was the best orgasm of your life.” He licked down her neck.

“Without battery assistance? Yes. There’s always tomorrow. I hope.”

“Tomorrow.” The complete honesty was a challenge and a turn on. In her eyes, he saw nothing but the truth. He bit her pale breast then licked it until she moaned. The woman was amazing. “How could I not know about you?”

“I’m feeling the same way.” She smiled. “You never came to any of the non-sexual meet ups.”

“You go to those?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I did a few times to make some friends in person. And to meet a Dom in a safe public place. I never saw you.”

“No, I never went. Nelson went to some of the sexual events. I couldn’t. The idea of being discovered in a small college town. I don’t need to be exposed. Kinky Dom teaching college students. Sadist professor.”

“You’re no sadist.” She ran her hands over his shoulders. “But I worried about it, too. If people found out I’d be the slut professor screwing anyone and everyone.”

“You’re no slut.”

“Only for you now.” She sighed. “I’ll need more of this, please.”

He knew he’d need more too, but her “only for you now” comment made him tense. He didn’t want her sexually with anyone else, but moving too far too fast could hurt them both.

“You’ll get more. Just remember not to call me ‘Sir’ on campus.” He bit her nipple.

She giggled and groaned. “I promise, Sir. Though it is the first time I’ve worked with my Dom. Every time I see you, I’ll get turned on.”

“Good. I might surprise you in your office or summon you to mine.” He closed his hands around her breasts and squeezed. “I won’t interfere with your meetings or classes, but if you have free time, don’t be shocked.”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.” She arched her back.

“In the morning, email me your schedule for the rest of the week. Text me if you get any unexpected meetings or plans.” He wanted to respect her career, but he wasn’t a mind reader.

“Yes, Sir,” she said with a teasing tone.

“And don’t spend the night with me when you should be working on your paper. I’m not going to have a sub that isn’t tenured.” He pinched her ass cheeks.

She yelped and smacked his hand. “I promise, but might I suggest some lotion in the areas you were harder on.”

He should’ve thought of that. “Roll over, ass in the air.”

Moaning, she obeyed, and he watched her carefully. The view was almost as good as her release or her begging. She looked so natural and casual. He couldn’t mess this up! No one else would treat her the way he would. He hoped what he had to offer was enough.



Chapter Four

 

She couldn’t stop smiling. Alone in her office, she was glad no one saw her grinning like a fool. While she hadn’t spent the entire night at Scott’s, she easily could have. Unfortunately, today she’d had an early class, and her home was in the opposite direction from Scott’s. Not being a morning person, it would’ve screwed up her entire day to stay at his place.

She’d made it on time for her class and pacified those students wanting to read modern erotic novels with Lady Chatterley’s Lover. It’d been a blur.

Thus far she hadn’t seen Scott all morning, but she’d thought of him constantly. The things he’d done last night were perfect. He wasn’t afraid of his power. So many new dominants couldn’t handle the responsibility. The fact that her ass stung as she sat at her desk was proof he trusted her. Neither of them was new to the lifestyle.

She debated whether or not to email him her schedule before she forgot that request. She loved being punished but failing to follow through on this order might have bad consequences. He might demand her attention during a time when she needed to be working. Could she say no when he’d asked for the information? That would be the type of punishment she didn’t like. She sent the schedule.

Her body snapped to attention when someone knocked on her door. “Come in.”

It was Colleen, and Bridget smiled, trying not to seem disappointed.

“So what did Dr. Dull want?” Colleen sat down.

“Don’t call him that.” Bridget had never thought of Scott as dull though the students’ nickname for him sort of stuck. He was all business, and while he could tell great historical stories that caught the attention of his students, the faculty had all heard them.

“Why not? He’s great to look at but boring,” she said.

“It was nothing.” Bridget wasn’t sure exactly what was going on so she didn’t want to say anything just yet.

Colleen nodded. “Okay, well, did you send me your paper? I’ll look it over one last time before you send it off.”

“Thanks for doing that! I just want to make sure it’s clean and makes the points clearly.” Bridget attached the file to an email and sent it off. “It’s in your inbox now.”

“Great, I’ll go over it this afternoon, and we can talk about it over dinner,” Colleen suggested.

“Sure. Sounds great.” Normally, Bridget would be more enthused. On a Friday night without a date, of course, she’d hang out with a friend. Only she’d been hoping Scott would claim her time first.

“You seem antsy. Don’t worry about it. I’m sure the paper is great. Any little bit of polishing can be done over the weekend and you’ll have it in by Monday morning. That journal turns around quick so you’ll know soon if it’s in. I think you’re a lock for tenure based on your last review and how much you’ve published.”

“I don’t need a pep talk, but thanks. I just hate things being up in the air.” It wasn’t just tenure now. She almost had an actual personal life with potential.

“Tonight, we’ll have some drinks and scout some men. Mexican?” Colleen asked.

“Sounds great but I really don’t need to think about men now.”

Colleen held up her long fake nails. “Fine, after tenure. You’re right. Focus is good. I’m going to read, and I’ll see you at six.”

“Thanks. See you tonight.”

As soon as Colleen was gone, Bridget couldn’t resist the urge to go see the man who’d meddled in her life.

She headed to the elevators then went down two floors. The computer labs were full this time of day with student workers helping others, but she hoped to grab Nelson between classes.

He looked half worried when she spotted him. “Bridget, how are things?”

She folded her arms and walked into his empty computer-outfitted classroom. “You hacked me?”

He closed the door and locked it with the keypad. “I’m sorry. I was just curious who wrote it. I didn’t know it was you, and when I found out, I went back and read all your posts in the BSDM fetish group. Why don’t you come to anything fun?”

“The social stuff is fun. I’ve made several friends there whom I can talk to about these things. The Doms I’ve met are always so new or so extreme. That’s been a bust. I can’t believe you told him!” She turned away because her face felt as if it’d catch fire.

“Wait, are you mad at me or thanking me?” he asked.

“I don’t know.” She sat on one of the long tables that filled the room. The sting on her ass made her inhale slowly, but she tried not to give away her punished state as she enjoyed the feelings of her very pink ass. “Both maybe.”

“Good. I’ve got good instincts for this. If you’d come to one of the clothing optional functions, I’d have matched you two up.” Nelson smiled smugly as he leaned on the table next to her.

“Did Scott ever go to those?” He’d said no, but she wouldn’t mind a little independent confirmation.

“Nah, I couldn’t drag him there either. He did some random hookups from time to time but never got romantically involved. You’re both solid. You’re not damaged and fucked up. If you two can’t make it…I’m screwed.”

“How are you damaged?” she asked.

“I’m not right for you. That’s all that mattered. If I were a selfish bastard, I’d have claimed you for myself and made you happy for awhile, but that’s not the right thing,” Nelson said seriously.

“A good Dom isn’t selfish. I’m sure you’ll find the right sub or subs.” She knew some people could handle groups or sharing. It wasn’t for her to judge them.

“One would be plenty. It’s finding the right one. Scott was reluctant at first because of the work thing. There are always complications.” Nelson shrugged.

“Challenges can be fun. I won’t screw up our careers.”

Nelson chuckled. “I know that. You two are a lot alike at times. If it doesn’t work, let me know. I’m networked pretty well, but I don’t think you’ll need it.”

“I hope not.” Truly, she hoped she’d found the right guy. “He’s never had a romantic entanglement with a sub?”

“I don’t know his whole history, but he’s never talked about one. You should be talking to him about this,” Nelson said.

She nodded. “Well, thanks, I think.”

“Don’t worry. I didn’t nose around in anything else on your computer. I tracked the blog. I didn’t really hack into your computer or look at anything personal.”

“Thank you, but you could if you wanted to.” She thought of all the naughty stories and pictures she had on her home computer. Nelson wouldn’t be shocked at all after knowing she was submissive but still.

He opened the door, and she left as students filed in. Heading back up to her floor, she made a slight detour to Scott’s office. He might punish her for coming unannounced. She only walked faster and let the sting in her rear add a bit of anticipation and arousal.

After greeting the elderly admin, Bridget knocked on his office door. When he answered, she opened it.

“There you are,” he said.

“Were you looking for me?” His attention went straight to her ego and pussy, but she checked her phone to be sure she hadn’t missed a text.

“I stopped by your office, but you were gone.” He leaned back in his chair.

She studied him as she closed the door and locked it. Charcoal gray slacks and a white shirt with gray pinstripes looked delicious on him but what wouldn’t? The memory of him naked was better, of course.

“Sorry I missed you. I did send you my schedule.” She didn’t volunteer where she’d been on purpose. Let him ask if he wanted to know.

“Where were you?” he asked matter-of-factly.

She leaned on the guest chair since he hadn’t invited her to sit. “I went to thank and scold Nelson.”

“Come over here,” he said.

Walking over, she stood next to him. “I’m not going to stop talking to Nelson because he’s a Dom. He’s not interested in me.”

“That’s not what I was going to say. I’m glad you thanked him. Sit on my lap,” Scott said.

Her eyes darted to the door, but she sat and slid her arms around his neck. “Are you glad he suggested this?” she asked.

His arms wrapped around her waist. “I am. You have an interesting weekend ahead of you. Starting with cooking me dinner tonight.”

She bit her lip. “I can’t. I’m sorry. Colleen is reading my paper now, and we’re having dinner to talk about it. I just found out after I sent my schedule.”

“After dinner, you can come by then,” he said.

“The paper has to get in soon for consideration so it gets published before they decide on tenure. I may have to fix it this weekend. You want me to get tenure, don’t you?” she asked.

“Of course, I do.” His hands slipped below her waist and gave her ass cheeks a squeeze.

She moaned. “Thank you.”

“Your paper might be perfect, and you’ll be free. Text me when you know. If I’m available, I might let you cook for me before I tie you up,” he said softly against her neck.

Shivering, she pressed close. “I’d like that and more.”

“Greedy.” He pinched her ass.

“More of whatever you want from me. The paper is strong, maybe some rough paragraphs, but I hope it won’t take all weekend. I’m comparing Much Ado About Nothing to the current climate of celebrity and fame.” She wanted to share everything with him. Her life, her body and her heart.

“Not now.” He kissed her.

Sinking into the embrace, she let his tongue invade her mouth and moaned when he pulled back.

“Maybe I can tell you about it this weekend? I’d love your input,” she said. He was an academic and understood the historical angles. She’d hoped he’d be interested.

“I really don’t know much about romantic literature. I actually have to get to some online class forum stuff. Just enough time for this.” He rubbed his hands over her rear again and slid her off of his lap.

Standing, she felt a chill in the room. “Sorry, I didn’t know. Maybe, you should send me your schedule as well so I don’t intrude.”

She left before he responded and walked with a snap in her step back to the English department. Scott wasn’t one for romantic entanglements according to Nelson. He didn’t want to talk about her work. She knew what she wanted, but maybe all Scott needed was the sexual sub and not a relationship along with it.

In her office, she closed her eyes and focused on what he’d said, not how he made her feel. Last night, he’d wanted to see if they were sexually compatible before they got deep into conversation. Obviously, they worked in bed. She wasn’t young enough or foolish enough to think she was in love with him yet.

Nothing she knew about Scott made her hold back, however. She could easily fall in love with him very fast if they found their groove. It was too early to jump to conclusions. Still, if Scott wasn’t looking to love his submissive, maybe Nelson wasn’t as good of a matchmaker as he thought.

* * * *

Scott had been annoyed all day Friday after Bridget had left. Spending a night alone had been frustrating. She hadn’t texted him either. Now, it was late afternoon on Saturday, and he was watching his phone. Only fools believed Doms held all the power.

Two nights ago, he’d been fine, watching some documentary or one of the many history or military channels while grading papers. Right now, he would normally be making a list for the grocery store tomorrow. Sunday was the one day he skipped the gym in favor of avoiding crowds and running early errands.

Even the gym hadn’t helped this morning. He’d graded his papers, and nothing on TV tempted him. Now, instead of the online sales, he surfed her screen name at the BSDM fetish group. Rereading her blog made him nervous. She wanted a relationship. The fact should turn him off. He could pull the plug now with minimal damage. She might not be happy, but she’d be mature about it.

The bottom line was he didn’t want to. He needed more of her. They had things in common that would make her a good companion for him. Sharing space and expenses with someone didn’t scare him. However, bringing up the topic of love and romance too soon could ruin whatever they might have. Those issues scared him.

He and Bridget weren’t a perfect match. He wasn’t well versed in Shakespeare. The stories about kings? Sure, he knew those but not the comedies. He pulled up Much Ado About Nothing and downloaded the book to his phone. Perhaps, he’d rent the movie online as well. That’d give him the basics quicker than wading through the old English. Literature wasn’t his area.

Just then his phone beeped with a message. Finally!

Bridget texted that she’d polished up a few rough edges and sent off the paper for submission. She was free tonight and tomorrow, if he was still interested.

He set down the phone without responding. His own eagerness made him pause and take stock. Hell yes, he wanted her here and now. And he did want her to give proper attention to her career. That didn’t mean he had to jump the second she was available.

* * * *

A few hours later, he’d battled through the Cliff Notes version of the story, made his grocery list, braved the store at an hour of the day he dreaded and put everything away. She hadn’t texted again.

He smiled. She’d passed the test by not being too needy. Scott knew she had friends and a life. Some subs threw it all away to be devoted to anyone who would spank them. Not Bridget. She wasn’t begging for attention except in bed.

After texting her that he’d be by in an hour if she was free and to let him know if she wasn’t, he went into the bedroom and grabbed the handcuffs he hadn’t used on her a couple nights ago. She wasn’t new to BDSM, but he enjoyed easing into things and finding what she liked. There was no rush to things.

In jeans and a college T-Shirt, he slid the handcuffs into his back left pocket and protection in the back right. When he checked his phone, she’d texted to assure him she was free and would whip up something for dinner.

Her excitement came through, and he shared it. He was hungry for more than her cooking. He downloaded the movie and forced himself to watch half an hour while planning what he’d do to her. A good Dom did his homework and so did a good companion.

When he arrived fifteen minutes early, Bridget was casually dressed in jeans and a V-neck blue T-shirt that showed a bit of cleavage. Her feet were bare, and her hair was clipped up. “Come in; it’s almost ready.”

She kissed him as he stepped in the door, and he held her for a second. “I think I can count on two hands the number of times I’ve seen you in pants. Only when there’s deep snow.”

“Oh, that. I like jeans for the weekends. I wear shorts at the gym.” She turned to the stove and stirred a pot. “But I think I look better in skirts.”

That was only half the story. He studied her ass in the low-riding, worn denim. “I think this looks very nice for cooking and housework.”

She gave him a smile. “I was going to change before you got here, but I didn’t want anything to burn. You’re a tad early.”

“Want me to go wait in the hall?” he asked.

“Not a chance.” She snapped off the stove and dished out the food. “Sit.”

He let her serve the food this time. Saucy rice, chicken with a buttery glaze and garlic rolls. Not bad for short notice.

“Wine?” she offered.

“A little, thanks.” He sipped it but never drank much when he intended to play.

“Should I change?” she asked before sitting.

“No, you won’t be wearing it long.” He smiled.

She sat and ate. “What did you do today?”

“Just the usual. Groceries, the gym and a little bill paying. Paper grading. I might show my class some clips from the Tudors regarding Henry the Eight.”

She nodded. “I think sometimes dramas can help students relate to history. Everything is so visual and interactive these days.”

They fell into easy conversation about the monarchs of England, and he made sure she switched to water after one glass of wine just as he did. Talking to her was too easy. After the dishes were cleared, she looked toward the hall. “I should change. This isn’t sexy.”

He stood in her path. “So you want to play with me more?”

She bowed her head slightly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Take off your clothes right now. No need to change.” He folded his arms.

The smile on her face was priceless as she tugged off her shirt and folded it before setting it on the coffee table. She brightened up any room, but he liked her neat and orderly apartment with the delicate couch and ladylike chairs. Soft greens and earth tones made it feel like her place.

Her jeans were off when he looked back. She wore cotton, bikini-cut panties again, but light blue today. The bra matched, and he got a nice view between her full breasts when she bent to remove the underwear. His cock stirred as she set aside the bra.

“You like cotton underwear,” he said.

She shrugged. “I didn’t think you’d want to see me tonight.”

“Why?” He walked around her and inspected her pink bottom. All that work had faded quickly.

“I wasn’t available before, and I thought you’d make me wait for you. I’m glad you didn’t.”

“I don’t play mind games.” He stood in front of her and moved in close. Kissing her, he laced his fingers around her wrists and moved them to the small of her back. She crossed them naturally, and he reached one of his hands back to grab the cuffs.

She kissed him softly with eagerness and hope. “Trust me?” he asked.

“Of course. What would you like me to do, Sir?”

“Be still.” He clicked the cuffs around her wrists and watched her eyes sparkle as she tried to move her hands. Not a flinch of fear or panic. She kissed him instead.

Grabbing her ass, he pulled her against him and let his hands roam. Her soft moans were perfectly acceptable when he smacked her bottom and fueled his arousal further.

Lifting her off the ground, he carried her to the bedroom and dropped her on the bed. He found the light switch and flipped it on. Without complaint, she knelt with her hands cuffed behind her.

“Very good. Spread your knees wide. I want to see all of you.” He removed the clip from her hair, and it fell over her shoulders as her hips tilted.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He took her in for a moment. Not too thin or too big, her curves stood out for play or punishment. Her pussy was bare, and she looked so innocent now. “You’re beautiful.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Did you miss me last night?”

“God, yes!” She looked up at him and caught herself.

“Good.” He slapped her ass in approval and correction for her wandering eyes. “What makes you a submissive?”

She paused. “It’s my nature, Sir.”

“Are you ready to do what I want?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I want a real answer. Why are you submissive?” he demanded.

“I can’t not be,” she said firmly. “I’m sorry, Sir. I don’t have a better answer.”

He let it go. “Are you wet?” he asked.

She relaxed. “Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me.” He grabbed her hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed.

“I’m so wet. I missed you so much.” She lost her balance and bowed her back, pressing her head to the bed.

“Are you okay?”

“Fine, how do you want me?” She rested her shoulders on the bed.

He stared at her body on display for him and guessed she had done it on purpose. “That’s fine for now.” His cock stretched against the denim of his jeans.

Sucking her breasts, he squeezed them before licking down her stomach. The scent of her arousal drew him in. He teased her folds and tugged them one at a time until she trembled. Rubbing her clit, he watched her muscles shift and bunch. He slowly slid a thumb into her, and she tightened on him. When her hips rocked, he smacked her thigh. “No. Hold still.”

“Please, Sir, fuck me.”

“Do I need to gag you?” he asked.

“No!” she said too quickly.

She didn’t like gags—noted. Sucking her cunt, he slid his tongue and finger inside of her. The sweet and tangy taste of her made him want to keep her on edge all night.

“Don’t come,” he reminded her.

She groaned and squeezed his fingers. All the moaning and whining wouldn’t work. He could tell by her controlled muscle responses that she’d done this before. Taking the edge off kept her from coming. To push her more, he dragged his tongue up the tender flesh and flicked her clit.

“Please don’t, Sir.” She wiggled but stopped when he pinched her ass.

Holding her, he ate her cunt until he felt her tensing erratically against him. Letting her go, he licked his lips. “Good.”

She panted and rolled onto her side.

The sight of her cuffed wrists at the small of her back made his cock throb. “Face down on the bed for now.” He grabbed her ass cheeks and played. Smacking then caressing her. Soft moans and whispers of “Thank you, Sir” were sweet to hear, but he wanted her screaming.

“Want more?” he asked.

“Yes, please.” Her ass lifted.

He slapped her hard once and stepped back. Opening his fly, he went around to the other side and grabbed her under her shoulders. She didn’t tense. The trust she showed him added to his arousal. Pulling so her head was just off the edge of the bed, he leaned and rubbed his cock along her cheek. “Want it?”

“Yes, Sir, please.” She craned her neck to get it.

Sliding the tip into her mouth, he felt power and freedom immediately, then the rush of pleasure and vulnerability. He needed her, so willing and fearless. She’d push back and hold her limits.

Removing his cock, he had to check. “What’s your safe word?”

“I want to suck you off,” she insisted.

“Just a test.” He smacked her ass in the same spot over and over until she answered.

“‘Halt’! But I’m not using it,” she said.

“Good.” He watched her form wiggle on the bed. He hadn’t let her come at all, and she must be desperate.

“Sir, please let me suck your cock!” she begged.

Giving her the shaft, he moaned as she eagerly tongued him. She groaned as she sucked as much as she could. When she tried to scoot to take more, he held her neck. “No, all you get is the top half.”

“Please,” she said against his stomach.

“We can stop now,” he suggested.

She sucked halfway down his cock and bobbed to get him off fast. A woman gagging on his cock normally turned him on, but not with her. Not when she’d reacted so strongly to the mere suggestion of a gag and made it so clear she’d never be choked. He’d never want to cut off her air. For some, even the sensation that their air was blocked could cause panic.

“Take your time. Do it right. Do you like it?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir.” She relaxed and teased him in return. Skillfully, she worked her tongue on his opening then curled around the head and just underneath.

She went down again but stopped at halfway. He pulled back and thrust into her mouth. Her moaning pushed him closer as he fucked her mouth. The teasing sub pressed her tongue to the underside of his cock and rubbed hard when she got the tip.

“Hell!” Their need was too much. He came in her mouth.

Her lips immediately sealed around his flesh and trapped the cum. Her tongue worked the head. The rush of her obeying and so eagerly satisfying him made him want to get her off. Yet, he needed to push her a little more. Sliding his cock from her lips, his watched her hands wiggle.

“Swallow,” he said.

Bridget licked her lips as if she’d swallowed the second she’d had it.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“Please make me come, Sir.”

“What else?” he pressed.

“Spank me.”

“Hard?” he teased.

“Yes!” she begged.

“What else? What do you really want?”

“Stay with me all night. Don’t go home. Use me all night and again in the morning.” Her breathing began to pick up with that confession.

“Thank you for being honest.” He kissed the back of her head. “I will, if you tell me your submissive truth.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

He relaxed and removed his clothing. It might not be a traumatic or interesting story, but he needed to know.

Scott was finally naked, and pulled her back to the center of the bed, but left her face down and cuffed. She turned her to head to enjoy the view of her Dom. The taste of his cum still on her lips, she wished he’d let her try to take all of him. She would one day. It was a challenge, and unlike some men, he didn’t want to cut off her air.

He positioned her carefully, legs pressed together and hands folded at the small of her back. When he caught her looking, he found something and blindfolded her. She moaned in frustration. She loved his body, and the sightless feeling refocused her attention on her throbbing cunt.

He’d teased her to the edge and left her there for his own relief. Pressing her thighs together, she built her arousal in seconds. A sharp slap on her ass made her stop. Of course, he’d catch her.

“Spread your legs.” He smacked her other cheek.

She obeyed but didn’t go very far.

“Wider!” He slapped both cheeks until she was as far as she could go. Then everything was still.

“Tell me,” he said.

“Like this?” She knew some Doms worried about abused people turning submissive. “Please, fuck me first. Sir, I need to look you in the eye for that.”

He was quiet for a moment. Would he punish her? Leave? Not stay the night? In her aroused state, she couldn’t talk about her family and make sense.

“You are a demanding sub.”

She listened for the front door. When she felt his weight on the bed, she sighed in relief. He pulled her legs together tight and tilted up her ass.

The heat of his body sparked her need, but he spanked her first. Not dead center but around her ass cheeks. Warmth spread as the sting set in. She loved it and rocked her hips for more. He smacked harder, and she pulled on the cuffs. The dark world with restraints and discipline felt perfect to her.

He lifted her rear up and tongued her cunt as he squeezed her flesh.

“You like this?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir. Thank you!” she moaned.

When he eased her back down to the bed, he rubbed his cock over her bottom.

He was making her wait, and her wetness grew. She loved it. Her world revolved around that hard cock bouncing on her cheeks. Pressing her thighs together, she waited for her correction. He smacked her rear and straddled her legs. She moaned and arched her back.

Large hands slid under her chest and cupped her breasts, pinching her flesh. She pressed her face to the bed. “Please, Sir!” she begged.

He kissed the back of her neck and filled her. The tender and raw mixed so well her pussy pulsed around him. Her hips rocked, and no matter how hard he pinched her breasts or spanked her ass, she couldn’t stop if he’d ordered her to. There was frantic need, and he’d taken her there so fast she groaned loudly.

The thrusts came hard and fast, and she felt so tight in this position. The blindfold meant she couldn’t see him even if she were facing him so it only made things better. The pressure grew inside her as he stretched her. She was so wet and ready but fought her release as long as she could.

“Let me come, please!” she gasped.

“Come for me.” He filled her faster and had the bed rocking.

She let go, and the rush flooded her senses. “Oh God!” she screamed.

Her limbs trembled, her body felt like liquid and he was the one solid thing in her universe. His erection ground deep inside her so she squeezed him again.

As he grunted, his weight pressed her to the bed, and she had a safe and calm sensation no other Dom had given her. He had her trapped, and she loved it, especially when he kissed her neck.

Craning her neck and rolling her shoulders, she nudged his cheek then chin and finally caught his mouth to cherish a soft kiss as his afterglow wore off.

He kissed her harder then pulled back. The blindfold disappeared quickly. She watched him and waited patiently for instruction or more fun. He dumped the used protection and fished in his jeans’ pocket. She saw the key and smiled.

Seconds later, her wrists were free, and he kissed them. He lifted her back to the head of the bed and cuddled her in the pile of pillows. No good sub ever lacked for pillows. They came in handy, but he hadn’t used them to prop her in any way yet.

“Too much?” he asked.

She shook he head. “Perfect.”

Playtime was over, but his watchful eyes told her he expected answers.

“Don’t make me push,” he said.

“I wasn’t abused or anything like that. It’s just my nature. Honestly, I’m the middle of six. Four girls and two boys. Trust me, I didn’t get to make a lot of decisions. I was along for the ride. Whether you believe in birth order or not, I did what I was told and didn’t make trouble. I always craved more attention. I found a way to get it and have amazing sex as well.” She kissed his muscled shoulder and ran her tongue along his collarbone.

“I bet your brothers were protective.” He stroked her hair.

She shrugged. “I wasn’t the prettiest, and I developed late. Not much to protect.”

“Why the skirts?” he asked.

“You don’t like them?” She sucked his nipple.

He lifted her chin to look him in the eye. “Playtime is over. Just tell me.”

She relaxed and hugged him tight. “Strict Catholic school for twelve years. I rebelled and went to a non-religious college. But I was used to wearing skirts. Just like teaching. I loved school and got a scholarship. I had no idea what I wanted to do, but I love literature so I kept getting degrees in that. It all worked out.”

“You’re a good teacher. You’ll get tenure.” He smiled at her.

“Thanks. I hope so. I found you. That’s a step in the right direction.” She kissed his arm and looked at the clock on the nightstand. “Oh, let me just check the DVR.”

“What for?”

She grabbed the remote and flipped screens. “Good. I’m recording this miniseries on the History channel. I can watch it later. I don’t want to miss it.”

“Leave it on. I wanted to see this, too.”

“Are you sure? I’d much rather go for round two with you.” She kissed him hard.

“We need a little break. I want to see you normal and relaxed before I push you to the edge again.” He bit her lower lip then slid his tongue in her mouth.

Moaning, she dropped the remote and pressed closer. Submitting to him was so good it almost scared her. Sliding her hands over his chest, she’d touch him as much as she could until he tied her up again. She didn’t want to act too much like a girlfriend, but that’s how she felt.



Chapter Five

 

A week and a day later, Scott sat at work and stared at his computer. He’d spent the night at Bridget’s that one Saturday, but not another time since. Being with her was too much like a relationship, and while it felt good, he couldn’t hurt her that way. Other Doms had tried to violate her limits. He wouldn’t break her heart so he’d left after the morning play. He hadn’t even stayed for breakfast. He felt like a jerk, but he hadn’t promised her anything yet.

The past week had been tense. They’d had two meet ups for sex that were amazing and were followed by watching that miniseries on the History Channel and pointless chitchat. Neither of them brought up anything about a relationship or dating. Nothing had changed except he wanted to be near her every second of the day.

Whatever they had was stalled because of him. Even sexually, he hadn’t pushed her beyond what they’d done nor had she disobeyed to make him get creative. Things were stalemated, but neither could give up the play.

He knew it was because she wanted a relationship.

Could she handle a Dom/sub relationship only? He hadn’t asked her that question yet, but it was the natural extension of things. Telling her his limits would ruin everything, and he couldn’t do that yet.

A knock on the door made him hope, but it was Nelson.

“Hi,” Scott said curtly.

“Hi? What? Did she dump you?” Nelson asked.

“No, not exactly, but things are in a lull.”

Nelson folded his arms. “Lull? You have to nudge her within the limits. Keep it interesting.”

“It’s not the sex. I think she wants a relationship.” Scott rubbed his temples.

“You don’t want a relationship with her?” Nelson shook his head. “She’s smart, attractive and into your kink. If I found my woman like that, I’d marry her now.”

Scott’s chest tightened. “It’s not that easy.”

“Dude, one sub left you for another Dom when you were young. I get that. It hurt. But that was years ago. Get over it. Tell her your past crap so she doesn’t think you’re a massive dick. Take it slow, but don’t let her get away.”

“I can’t. It’s not just that.”

Nelson folded his arms and shook his head.

“It’s not. I trust her. If I could give her what she wants, the proper boyfriend and Dom combo, she’d never leave me.” Admitting that almost scared him.

“Told you. I was matchmaker in a previous life. Master Yenta!”

Scott laughed. “You may be that good, but I’m not good enough for her.”

Nelson wagged a finger at his friend. “Lack of confidence in a Dom doesn’t work. Get that crap out of your head. It’s not hot, and it’s not healthy.”

“But the boyfriend can’t be an arrogant ass.” He’d never tried to combine romance with submission except that one sub who’d once been abused. All he’d wanted to do was make her safe, and she’d run off with a guy who would do darker things than her daddy had done to her. He shuddered at the memory of what she’s shared.

“Okay, so tell her you’re having trouble finding the line because you don’t normally do relationships and kink. Tell her so she doesn’t think you’re a jackass. Let her guide the dating thing while you rule in the bedroom. Even Steven.” Nelson nodded.

“I’m not sure I can cut the relationship thing.”

Nelson sighed. “Tell her that. If this is going to work, you don’t have to be the Dom all the time. That’s not what you signed on for. You get to buy the wrong peanut butter and forget her favorite wine. You get to be the boyfriend. In the bedroom, you’re in charge all the time. If she’s unable to handle that change, maybe she’s the problem?”

Deep down, Scott knew she wasn’t the problem, but he wasn’t going to talk about his family to Nelson. The only person who needed to know was Bridget, when the time was right.

“Okay, I’ll think about it.” He checked her online schedule. At least, she’d emailed that to him again this week. She had one early class and was free until a packed afternoon. “I should go see her. Don’t be a dick, right?”

“Right, that’s the spirit!” Nelson clapped his hands together. “I’ll get back to the computers. Have you seen the blog lately though? People are talking. It’s wonderful.”

“I’ll bet you’re leading things.” Scott smiled.

“Well, people need a little encouragement.” Nelson went one way down the hall, and Scott headed for the English Department.

A few moments later, he knocked on her door and waited for her response. Entering, he locked the door behind him. She looked so good he almost forgot what he was there for. A loosely knit purple sweater over a white blouse showed off her features well. Her hair was pulled up, and his hands itched to take it down.

“Good morning,” she said.

“I’m sorry that I’ve been neglecting you.”

She shook her head. “No, I had to grade papers all weekend. I’d let some things slide because of my paper. It’s not like we’re dating.”

The gloves were off!

“I was going to invite you out to dinner tonight.”

“With no notice? Sorry, I have plans with friends.”

She was just being difficult. “It wasn’t in your schedule.”

“You get the BSDM fetish group notices. It’s the monthly pizza meet up. I have friends there, and I’m not going to stand them up. You don’t dictate my life outside of bed.”

“I understand that. We’ve never discussed things beyond the kink. I didn’t realize you went every month. Why don’t you come by after the pizza dinner, and we’ll talk?” he suggested.

“I doubt we’d be talking at ten at night. Why don’t we have dinner at your place tomorrow night and talk it out?” Her blue eyes seemed icy today.

He couldn’t leave their discussion until tomorrow. “If this isn’t working for you, tell me now.”

She folded her arms and leaned back, rocking in her office chair. “The sex works. But I’ve shared stuff about myself, and you never tell me anything. There’s a little talk about history or your work but not a word about you, your family or your past.”

“Does it matter?” he asked.

“If you don’t want a girlfriend, tell me now so I can consider whether or not this is right for me,” she replied.

It was his chance. The out option he’d secretly hoped to have if things didn’t work. He could tell her this would only be a sexual relationship and a friendship. Still, he’d loved watching TV with her and had actually finished that damned book. The movie had annoyed him, but he’d made it through that, too.

“I think we both need to think about what we want and need from this then talk tomorrow.” He nodded. “Six work for you?”

“Fine. See you then.” She opened her laptop and dismissed him with her eyes.

* * * *

Bridget hadn’t lied to Scott, but when the time came, she couldn’t face her BSDM fetish group friends tonight. She emailed them and claimed tenure issues. Really, she just couldn’t go. Before, she’d been hoping to share the news that she’d found the right Dom. Maybe even drag him along.

She always got too eager, and when things went south, it frustrated her. This time it hurt worse, and nothing was decided yet. Before Scott, she’d been so down and negative about finding a Dom. Now, this felt real. She hadn’t expected it, and he shocked her. At the moment, she wanted to pretend it never happened and go back.

That wasn’t really true. She wanted Scott to love her. To be a boyfriend and a Dom. That just didn’t seem to be the direction he was headed.

In need of a reality check, she’d called her best friend of dinner. No BSDM fetish talk tonight, but last week, she’d admitted to Colleen that Bridget was sort of dating Scott.

Colleen sat across the table at their favorite Mexican restaurant. “What’s wrong? I thought you and Dr. Dull were having a good time?”

“I wish I’d never told you anything.” Bridget sipped a frozen margarita.

“Come on. I’m your best friend. He’s attractive. Good potential. What happened?” she asked.

Stabbing the slush in her drink, Bridget tried to boil it down without sharing the kinky secrets. “I’m not sure he’s looking for a serious relationship.”

“Him, a player? I don’t think so. He’s nothing but serious. So he asked you out and started seeing you for sex only? Oh Bridget, dump him.”

“It’s more complicated. We get along. I’ve shared stuff about my family and growing up, but he doesn’t say a peep. Like he was hatched from a pod or something. I’ve been to his apartment. I didn’t see pictures of anyone. Parents, siblings, nieces or nephews. Nothing.”

Their food arrived and both ladies kept quiet. Once the server was gone, Colleen shook her head. “Don’t sweat the pictures. He’s a single man. They’re not good at pictures unless someone gives it to them in a frame already. I’m sorry to tell you this, sweetie, but he sounds like a normal man so far—which is what you want. At least, you didn’t find out he’s gay, and you’re just some cover story. Men usually love to hear themselves talk but only about what they want to share. You’ve got to drag that other stuff out of them.”

“I’m not pushy that way.” Bridget took out her frustration on her food.

Colleen pointed her fork at Bridget. “You’re great at small talk. You can charm anyone at those fundraisers and mixers for the college.”

“That’s different.” Demanding stuff from her Dom felt wrong even if it was information she’d be entitled to if she were his girlfriend. Her limits in bed were clear, but Colleen was right. Most men loved to talk about themselves and what they wanted. This guy only wanted to play, but they understood each other. No relationship had ever moved this fast in bed or in her heart.

“If he doesn’t want you or a relationship, you deserve to know. You’re not afraid to be alone. Don’t be afraid to walk away because you’ve got a guy you like. If he doesn’t want you for you, you’ll be sorry in the end.”

Bridget chuckled. “You need to stop watching so much Dr. Phil.”

“I’m right,” Colleen said.

“I know, but it’s like there’s a wall. He wants me around but doesn’t want to share that much yet. It all happened so fast!”

“True, but when it’s right, you know. If you know how you feel, for sure, tell him.”

“Scare him away fast?” Bridget laughed.

“Scare him! Make him face stuff or lose you. Play on those ancient hunter instincts in men. They love to claim and conquer. That’s what sports is all about—or war. He’s into war, and if he’s smart, he’ll negotiate a treaty before you blitz him. He strikes me as the blunt type. Who won the war and who lost? I’ve heard he doesn’t give pluses or minuses. A grade is a grade.”

“A lot of professors do that.” She shrugged. “I’m not sure he’s even interested in me. Whenever I tried to talk about my paper for publication, he changed the subject. I don’t want to look weak.”

“You’re not weak. You’re not going to stand by and let him do things his way and string you along. Relationships take compromise. He has to negotiate, or you walk away from the table. Nudge him and see.” Colleen smiled. “I bet he caves, but make sure there’s nothing bad in his history before you get too serious. No jail time or anything. You never know these days.”

“He’s harmless, Colleen. Maybe something bad happened when he was a kid that made him afraid of a relationship?” Bridget hadn’t thought about that, and she should have. Her appetite returned, and she dug into her food. “Thanks. I needed this.”

“Now about your tenure. Word is good right now!”

Bridget’s mood picked up. She couldn’t change Scott’s history or what he might say, but she could give him her heart and safe space to share. If he refused, that was a problem.



Chapter Six

 

Honesty. Scott could do that. He simply didn’t know how to explain what he felt. She’d be there any moment and having the dinner at his place was a calculated move by her. At first, he relished the home court advantage, but she’d made him cook for her.

Not one to take the easy way out, he’d avoided takeout and made pasta instead. As the oven dinged, so did the doorbell. He turned off the heat and headed for the door. Letting Bridget in, he saw her friendly yet determined expression.

“You look very nice,” he said.

She lifted an eyebrow and walked inside. “Thank you. Are you feeling more talkative today?”

He took her coat and noticed her black slacks. Was that a power move or just because there was some snow on the ground with a prediction for another six inches overnight?

The message was clear. The ball was in her court. She hadn’t dressed for him.

“Would you like something to drink?” he offered.

“Not right now.” She sat at the table, and her expression was impossible to read. For a moment, he understood what his subs had felt. He had no clue what was coming.

Mulling things over last night had made him vulnerable. He tried to stay on a task. “Dinner is ready.”

She shook her head. “I’m not hungry. We should talk first. I thought we were getting along well. It seems we’re compatible in the bedroom. If there’s something you need to tell me about your past, just put it out there. If something happened to you, please tell me.”

What she was worried about clicked in his head. “Nothing happened to me. I didn’t ask about your past because I was abused,” he said.

“Good. I’m glad. So why is there a huge wall whenever I try to treat you like a boyfriend? We can be Dom/sub or friends watching TV and having dinner, but I want everything merged. A relationship.”

He sat across from her and deflected. “You don’t think we’re moving too fast?”

“Oh please, that’s not going to work. We’ve known each other too long. We’ve done too much. I’m not proposing marriage or even moving in together this second, but wanting to be treated like your girlfriend isn’t too much to ask. I told Colleen we were dating, and she barely believed me.”

“You told someone?” He pushed his fear back down.

“Nelson knows what we’re doing. If you’re ashamed of me, it’s over.” She stood up.

“No, it’s not you! I didn’t come into this looking for a relationship.” He couldn’t let her leave. Not when he could make her happy.

“You should’ve told me that from the start. What’s so awful about dating me?” she asked.

“Nelson is the one who brought it up. He made his opinion clear and said if I didn’t jump at the chance, he would.”

She rolled her eyes. “Like I’d date Nelson.”

Scott chuckled, loving her honesty. “I know, he’s not your type. He planned to offer to be your Dom until the right one showed up, to give you what you needed to prove to you there are Doms like us in the world. He’s all over your blog.”

“I know. Still, why say yes if you didn’t want more than a sexual arrangement?”

“I haven’t had a relationship in a long time. I began doubting love years ago and lost my faith in ever finding it. You believe it exists. You have a normal family that’s happy.”

She frowned. “I don’t think anyone is normal. My parents are still married and seem happy. Every relationship has problems and quirks.”

Time to come clean.

He reached out and took her hand. “My parents split when I was eight. Common enough… They’d gotten married young, and both dated a lot after they divorced. They never spoke a word to each other after they broke up.”

“I’m sorry.” She sat on his lap.

Scott inhaled her scent and relaxed. Damn it! She was his relaxation and home. “It’s nothing that doesn’t happen to thousands of kids. I’m an only child so I was alone in all of that. I had their full attention and pressure. College professor wasn’t what they had in mind.”

“Tough on them. You belong here.” She hugged him. “Where are your parents now?”

He held her. “My mom is on her fourth husband after my dad so technically number five. Dad just dates, and they’re so young. Hell, his last girlfriend was younger than you.”

“I promise I’d never trade you for anyone, especially him.” She kissed his forehead.

“Relationships don’t work. All my aunts are divorced. Maybe that’s where I got my Dom side? Being an only child dealing with mom’s boyfriends and dad’s girlfriends and a very adult world. I wanted control and someone who wouldn’t leave me. I was never a kid like other kids.”

“That doesn’t mean you wouldn’t be a great boyfriend. We can work. I’m not going to leave you because your parents are crazy or you make a mistake. Maybe that’s why you’re a little scared?” she asked.

“Scared?” His defensives flew up, but her soft form pressed to him and held it back.

“If you didn’t want me here, I wouldn’t be here. You know I want a relationship. You’re a man of detail, and you’ve read my blog. I made it clear I wasn’t looking for a fuck-buddy Dom. You want to work it out. I feel like there’s something more you’re holding back.” Tension seemed to leave him as her delicate fingers rubbed his neck.

“You’re right. This is a lot to share for me. Why don’t we break for dinner and talk about your paper? Have you heard anything yet?” He smiled.

She kissed him, and he knew he was forgiven for holding back that information. It wasn’t all over yet. He wanted to ease her into his imperfections.

The stress in him hurt her. Bridget ran her hands over his shoulders to help until he stood and set her on her feet. “I’ll get dinner. Pasta.”

“Good, I’m starving. Why are you asking about my paper now?” She grabbed a diet soda from his fridge and a couple bottles of water.

“I know it’s early. Have you heard anything?” he asked.

She was sorry about his parents, and it explained why he’d be afraid of something serious. Still, he was tense, and she hadn’t pushed him for anything beyond girlfriend status. Just like a frustrated student who couldn’t crack old languages, she backed off a little.

“Actually, I did hear back. They’re publishing it!” She hadn’t even told Colleen. Somehow, it seemed right for him to know first.

“You’re kidding? That fast? They must want you.” He carried a steaming dish to the table.

Spying the garlic bread cut up on a plate, she brought it along. “I don’t know about that, but they have published my others so it’s a good track record.”

“It’ll look good for tenure!” He handed her the spoon.

She set down the bread and dished out pasta. “It won’t hurt. You never wanted to talk about this before.”

“Not true. I wanted to talk about your tenure. I had to read the book first. Now I can make any sense of your paper.” He spooned out his own helping of pasta.

She paused as she was halfway to her chair. His confession hit her heart. “You read the book? You didn’t need to read it. I’d have given you the gist.”

He smiled. “I’m perfectly capable of reading it and talking about it intelligently. I didn’t want you to know I hadn’t.”

“Scott, you were making an effort. Now, you’ll have to wait to read the article when it’s in print.” Part of her felt bad making him cook on top of the new information, but she dug in and realized his jarred sauce wasn’t so terribly impressive. She’d cook from now on.

“I’m not a jerk.” He shrugged.

“I know. Thank you for making me dinner. How about a little pop quiz. Who was the funeral for?”

“You’re such a teacher. Hero.” He relaxed and ate.

“Correct. Who did Hero marry at the end?” Excitement bubbled in her that he did make that effort, at least to watch the movie. There was hope for them.

“Claudio. Don’t ask me to recite anything. I hate the old language. It’s like a foreign language.”

“You’re not the only one. I hear that plenty. Thank you,” she said.

He set down his fork. “I don’t want to lose you.”

That was a confession of feelings for him, and she heard it her way. “I love you, too. You won’t lose me if you trust me and just tell me the truth. I don’t want a Dom for a boyfriend. I want a boyfriend who I can fight with and share with and who is a Dom in the bedroom. I’m not perfect, and I don’t have to be. Neither of us needs to be anything but who we are.”

He nodded, but she worried she’d freaked him out.

“I know you’re right.” He looked her in the eyes. “I’ve had a relationship with a sub before but…”

“But? Don’t tell me I’ve got competition?” That hadn’t occurred to her, but it made her want to win him all the more.

“No. Definitely not. I was young. I’d just started at a club to learn the right way to dominate. Clubs do have their uses for new people to learn the ropes and especially for Doms to learn from more experienced Masters. I met a young woman, and I thought it was right.” He focused on his food.

Bridget wasn’t sure where this was going but wanted to reassure him. “You’re an amazing Dom. We all make mistakes when we’re learning. That time my skin was broken, I couldn’t hold still. I thought I could keep in position, but I should’ve been restrained.”

“Still the Dom’s fault for not being aware of your movements. I didn’t hurt her. I respected her limits even when she begged for more.”

“Limits can change. New people are always more conservative and nervous.” She’d heard that story tons of times. “Exploring something new is part of the play.”

He shook his head. “What she wanted, I couldn’t do. She’d been abused.”

“Oh. A rape fantasy isn’t that unusual. In a role-playing scene, it works for some people.” There wasn’t much she hadn’t heard her female sub friends confess to asking for.

Scott sat back and took a long drink of water. “She wanted to role play. Daddy stuff. Only it wasn’t exactly fantasy. More like replaying her childhood and going further. It was disturbing to hear her talk about it.”

Her fork fell to the plate. “Yuck. At least, that explains why you asked if I was abused.”

“Exactly, I wanted to help her get beyond it, but she wanted to relive it. It stopped me cold. I talked to a few Masters for advice. I needed to make sure I was right.”

“If you didn’t want to play that way you had to be honest. So you loved her then found out about her Daddy issues and abuse. Things fell apart?” She hated that he’d been hurt and so scarred as a young man, but he belonged with her.

“It was more complicated than that. I tried to find other things that worked. Newbies never want to give up when they find someone to play with. She started acting out to be punished and was never sorry. She’d misbehave, and when I’d ignore her, she’d ask to be beaten. I don’t do that. I walked away. I released her and left the club because I couldn’t stomach what she wanted. Later, I found out that another Dom took over for me.”

“My skin is crawling just thinking about what you went through. So awful.” She took a long drink of her soda to get that nasty taste out of her mouth.

“I agree. The Dom who took her on was dark and fed her needs. It took me a while to even get back to being a Dom. I ended up getting the job here so I had a fresh start. I couldn’t go to clubs though.” He leaned his elbows on the table. “Now that I’ve ruined your appetite, I’m guessing you don’t want dessert?”

“I’m good for now. I don’t blame you for moving. I broke it off with many Doms because of what they wanted. Wanting me to call them ‘Daddy’ was a clear sign we weren’t compatible.” She wiped her mouth. “I’m sorry she hurt you, but we’re not all like that.”

“I know now. You are what I need. Between my parents and that first real relationship, I decided it was easier to enjoy some Dom/sub play without the relationship.”

“And now?” she asked.

He walked around to her and leaned down. “Now, I see that I was waiting for you. And you were right here all along. If I’d gone to one pizza party with that BSDM fetish group and actually spent time online reading your posts, I’d have found you a lot sooner. I’ve only got myself to blame.”

“Good start.” She leaned back and looked up at him.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t clear about my relationship issues. If anyone can handle me as a boyfriend, it’s you.” He kissed her.

“Very nice. So you’re over your Daddy’s girl?” she asked.

He chuckled. “Totally. Now, you know all my crap. There’s nothing else shocking or weird. But there is one thing I need to know about you.”

“Me? You know my stuff.” She shrugged.

“Who choked you?” he asked.

“What? No one. I just don’t like it. The idea terrifies me. People fear drowning or heights. It’s not always a sexual trauma.”

“Why? Did a Dom hold his hand over your mouth? Take you underwater? Something happened? Screaming against a ball gag turns on most subs I’ve seen. You even react to talk about it. That’s not a generic phobia.”

“Are you sure you don’t miss the clubs?” She wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Not a bit. I went there to learn. Once I had the experience, I wanted out of there. She loved everyone watching.” He shuddered. “I’m sorry, but this is what I’m looking for. You. Still you’ve got a choking or drowning phobia. Spill it.”

The memory flooded back, and she started laughing. “It’s so dumb I never even realized it was that big of a deal. You paid really close attention to me.”

“I’m a brilliant Dom. Nothing that’s scary is dumb. Tell me.” He hugged her.

“I was ten. My older brothers were being typical teenagers and seeing who could stuff the most maraschino cherries in their mouth. I loved those cherries so I shoved six in my mouth, and they were teasing me, making me laugh. I inhaled, and one went right down my throat whole. I coughed and coughed. They slapped me on the back and everything. I didn’t even need the Heimlich, but it scared me good. I never stuffed my face again with anything. My grandmother was so proud of my ladylike bites.”

He wasn’t laughing. “I’m going to ask your brothers about that when I meet them.”

The hope fluttered inside her. He’d gone fast from not being the boyfriend to meeting the family. “Okay, they’ll tell you they didn’t put me up to it. I was being the pesky little sister, and it was my own fault.”

He kissed her. “I’ll never gag you.”

“I’ve had the generic cloth gags but they didn’t turn me on. I’m so focused on getting enough air that it doesn’t add to my fun at all. Logically, I know I can breathe, but anything blocking my mouth makes me work harder at breathing than obeying.” She kissed him. “Can we please do some kinky fun to erase that creepy abusive daddy stuff from my mind?”

“In a minute. I know we’ve only been dating a short time.”

“That’s an improvement. Now, we’re dating?” she asked.

He squeezed her tight. “Maybe it felt too right, too easy. You scared the hell out of me. No woman has done that before. Not my high school girlfriend who was overly possessive. Or even that first sub—she made me sad but I was relieved when she moved on. Nothing was ever like this. I knew if I got too attached to you, I’d be in trouble because if I lost you, I’d freak out.”

“You won’t lose me, ever. We can get as attached as we want, but you do have to take me out on dates and come to at least one of the BSDM fetish group pizza nights.” She smiled. “You know, to claim your territory.”

“Nice move. I will definitely make it to a couple of those just to prove I exist and you’re mine. I love you, Bridget. You might run when you meet my parents, but it’s once a year, tops. We’ll have our own life here.”

He’d actually managed to get out the words even though he buried them between a lot of other stuff.

“You parents can’t scare me off. I love you, Master.”



Chapter Seven

 

Master… The woman knew how to cut through the chitchat and stake her claim. The fact that it went straight through him in a rush of power, honor and responsibility told him it was right. Her trusting fingers unbuttoning his shirt and caressing his skin proved to him it was real.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

He expected an eye roll, but instead, she stepped back and proceeded to undress slowly. Her nylons were thigh high and black. Her bra was black lace with silver trim and her panties matched but barely covered anything. When she set her hair free and moved closer, he almost grabbed her that second.

She kissed his lips softly and trailed down his neck and stomach until she knelt before him and nuzzled his cock through his pants. He stepped back, and she bowed her head and clasped her hands together at the small of her back. “I’m sure, Master.”

The word hit him hard again. “I should make you crawl in there.”

The smart sub didn’t move a muscle.

He closed in, towering over her. “Finish undressing me.”

Her hands flew to his belt, opening it and his fly eagerly. Then she slid off his shoes and socks before tugging his briefs down. He stepped out of the clothes and watched her fold them while she stared at his cock.

“Stand up,” he said.

She stood, and he walked around her. As he made a second pass, he stopped behind her and cupped her ass cheeks. Not a bit of pink on them. He hugged her from behind and felt her relax against him.

“I’ve neglected you. I’m sorry. I swear it won’t happen again.” He inhaled her scent of soap and sweaters mixed with a touch of arousal.

“We had to work out our regular relationship. This was never our problem.” She rested her head back on his shoulder.

He scooped her up and carried her to the bedroom. The smile on her face thrilled him, but they were just getting started tonight. He dropped her on the bed and grabbed the handcuffs. Like a good sub, she lay perfectly still as he cuffed her hands behind her back. He grabbed some nylon rope and wound it around her ankles then he loosely bound her knees. He caught her watching him and smacked her ass.

His cock throbbed at her soft moans as he gently squeezed and spanked her rear. He wanted her very sensitive and aware. “Want it?”

“Yes, please Master,” she said.

He went to his closet and returned with an old tie and a flexible riding crop. Her eyes widened.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“With all my heart,” she said, while boldly looking him in the eye.

“Good.” They’d never be as strict or impressive as some of the club couples he’d seen. That’s not what they wanted or needed.

He covered her eyes and tied it at the back of her head before kissing her slowly. Running the crop along her side and over her ass, he took the kiss deeper. He brought the instrument up to gently tap her breasts and saw her back arch.

She liked the feel of the leather. No doubt. He’d wanted to make sure she was aware of the weight and size before they got started. Fucking her mouth with his tongue, he had her shifting on the bed as he rubbed the tool’s tip to her slit.

“Don’t move. Stay on your side just like that. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

“Tell me your safe word.”

“‘Halt’.”

“You understand I expect you to use it the second you’re not comfortable.”

“Yes, Master.” Her body tensed as if he might go too far.

“I won’t damage your body in any way. I’d never break the skin or your trust. But your tolerance and love of spankings is more than I’ve dealt with. Trust your instincts to use the safe word and trust me.” He stroked her hair.

“I love you,” she whispered.

He kissed her. “I love you, too.” He saw the tremble in her body, and she kissed him more.

Not moving, he stayed near her head to see her every expression. He tapped her with the crop. It took several hits to even get a moan from her. His cock pulsed as he struck her, and she smiled then her mouth opened in a gasp. So beautiful and vulnerable. All his.

He leaned over and kissed her ass. Inspecting the pink patches, he teased them with his finger and tongued them. Smacking around the perimeter of one cheek, he watched her tremble and relax as she anticipated the next tap.

Catching her tensing her thighs, he slid a finger along her slit and found her soaking wet. “I think you need a break from spanking.”

“No, please!” she begged.

Kneeling behind her gorgeous ass, he pressed along her body and bit her earlobe. “I want to fuck you. Are you using your safe word now?”

“God, no. Fuck me, please, Master. I need it all.” She licked her lips and tried to move or to kiss him. It was wonderful to see her try and want him.

“You do.” He grabbed protection from the nightstand. “You’ll be here every night from now on. Whether we play or not, I need to make sure you never get so desperate and ignored again.”

“Thank you, Master.” Her lips quivered as she relaxed.

They’d never be alone again. He hadn’t proposed, and he didn’t need a collar on her. All he needed was her close to him for now. Sliding into her, he felt her tense and relax for him. He thrust slowly, and her hips rocked for more.

He wanted to see her face. Grabbing her shoulder, he titled her torso back on the bed while filling her cunt. She arched her back, showing off her great breasts for him. Her pussy tightened as he picked up the pace. As he shook the bed and made her moan, he grabbed the crop and rubbed it over her tits.

“Please!” she begged.

He’d never hit her with something while fucking her. He’d never hurt her when he could slip. He let the side of the crop glide around her nipples, and it calmed her. The distraction let him last a bit longer. He’d been missing her insanely every night. Finally, he dropped the implement and teased her clit.

“Master, please. I’m going to come.” Her entire body tensed.

“Not yet.” He grabbed her punished ass cheek as he fucked her harder. His other hand teased her clit to keep her right on the edge.

When her knees started to lift, he saw her losing the battle. It’d been so long for both of them it felt almost cruel. “Now, come for me hard.” He tapped her clit with his finger like a Morris code message in an old war movie.

Her raw scream threatened to wake the neighbors, but he watched her smile as she came. He filled her over and over, and she moaned. “Thank you, Master.”

“You’re not done.” He held her breast and flicked the nipple as his arousal built. The sight of her tied up and smiling made him come harder than ever. Pulsing with relief and pleasure, he knew he could keep her happy and challenged.

He kissed her breasts and her lips but pulled back when she tried to deepen it. Dumping the used protection, he studied her. He slid his spent cock in her mouth and watched her suck eagerly. “We should get tested so we don’t need protection anymore.”

“I’m on birth control now so once we’re tested we can forget the protection,” she offered.

“Good. We’ll talk about that later.” He kissed her forehead and grabbed the crop. “Your ass isn’t pink enough yet. Do you want more?”

“Yes, Master.” She arched back.

Bridget was flying high. The orgasm had left her body buzzing, but he’d been too easy on her rear. No doubt he wanted to make her squirm with anticipation. She loved the waiting almost as much as the sting the days afterward.

When he landed another smack, she sucked in air. Another didn’t come quickly, and instead, she felt lube between her ass cheeks. He couldn’t be hard again already, could he? Toys? She craned her neck, but he pinched her rear.

The press of a butt plug made her pussy cream. He hadn’t played with her there yet. They had forever, of course. He wanted her to move in and be there every night with him. When he’d said he loved her again, it had almost made her come. The words worked on her even more than the crop.

Her body stretched for him as he wiggled a medium butt plug until only the plastic tip was on the outside. She didn’t need to see it to feel the wide end as her muscles pinched where the plastic narrowed.

Then the crop landed again, closer to her crack. Gasping, she fought the urge to roll on her stomach and stick her bottom up in the air. The plug made her whole ass more sensitive, and his crop work was good. Confident but careful. Not too gentle and not too hard.

No wonder people had wanted him in clubs. Now, she was his, and he’d only do this for her. “More, please, Master.”

“Roll on your stomach,” he ordered.

“Thank you,” she moaned and rolled.

He rubbed the crop over her ass, gave the plug a little nudge then teased her other cheek. “You’re mine.”

“Yes, Master. All yours.”

The crop landed in the center of her ass, right where the most weight ended up when sitting. She groaned. Work would be so much fun tomorrow! “More, please.”

He focused on the center and gave her three sharp slaps on each cheek. “What do you crave right now?”

“You. More of this.” She couldn’t form a proper answer as her body clung to the sweet ache and stretching he’d inflicted.

“What would make this better?” His hands slid under her and lifted her up to kneel back. Her hot sore ass pressed to her heels.

She shuddered but held the pose. “Whatever you dream up, I’ll love, Master.”

“No, I want you to pick. To beg. Or I’m done with you now.”

“No!” He couldn’t be serious. “Nipple clamps!”

The words flew out of her mouth, and it felt right. He’d abused her ass perfectly, and the sting setting in told her nothing more was needed there right now. But her breasts were having no fun at all. Would he satisfy or torment her?

“I see. Sit up straight.” The tool slid under her chest, pushing her chest off the bed. He rubbed the leather instrument over her breasts, but he gave her only a few gentle licks with the toy.

She obeyed and corrected her posture. Her pussy throbbed and her ass tingled, but her breasts took center stage now. He tongued over her chest, sucking thoroughly and biting occasionally. She moaned to encourage him, but when he moved away, she prayed he was getting clamps for her.

His body heat told her when he’d returned. The silence made her yearn for his voice, but she waited patiently, focused on holding the pose on a soft bed. Cold metal rings fit over her nipples, and he turned them, tightening them slowly, one and then the other.

“More, Master. Please,” she said.

He gave each another half turn, and she gasped. Unable to control her hips, she rocked as the metal pinched.

“Too much?” He kissed her nipples and tugged. There was a chain linking the rings.

“No.” Suddenly, she wanted to see him. To see herself like this! She squinted and tried to move the blindfold just a little.

He caught onto her game and pulled it off completely. “I could put a little weight on them.”

She shook her head as she saw her breasts decorated with metal and linked. There was a bit of pink from where he’d tapped her, but nothing to cause any pain. Her eyes focused on his magnificent body. “Thank you, Master. No weights yet.”

“Good, you’re honest.” He grabbed something off the dresser and went behind her. “Look over your shoulder.”

She obeyed and saw he had a large hand mirror held up to her rear. The end of the big blue butt plug nestled between her pink cheeks was a turn on. He’d done all of this to her, for her. Tears welled in her eyes. “Thank you, Master.”

“Are you okay? Nothing cramping or aching?” he asked.

She let herself feel it all. Only a little fatigued, she shook her head. “I want more,” she said.

“No. I won’t wear you out tonight. I want another round later and before work in the morning. I’ll make sure to take you to your place to change in time.” He smiled. “Pace yourself. We’ve got forever.”

She nodded and waited to see what he’d do.

He lifted her chin and kissed her hard. She let her tongue meet his, but there was no keeping up. He pressed to her and flicked her nipples until she gasped. Without warning his hands went lower. One worked the butt plug, teasing and stretching her. The other hand worked her clit. He pushed her pussy lips back with his fingers and nudged the nub gently side-to-side.

At first, it was playful, but after a few minutes, it was unbearable. “Please! Master, you’re making me come.”

“I’m playing with you for my entertainment. Don’t come,” he said.

Groaning, she shook her head and tried to reclaim control. He had it; he had it all! He twisted the plug and kept the steady pace over her clit. “I can’t help myself. Please let me. Master, it’s too much. I’m sorry, seeing you turns me on too much.”

He chuckled. “Fine, come, my little sub. You’ll pay for it later.”

The spark of his touch and his words sent her shaking. She leaned back and lost her balance, but he released the plug and caught her. She was safely pressed to him as his fingers kept the pulse of ecstasy pounding through her. Squeezing the butt plug, her body wanted to be stuffed. She’d have to beg for him to fuck her next time with a toy in her ass.

He helped her to lie safely on her side and untied her ankles then kissed his way up to her knees. When they were free, she stretched her legs to feel the ache from immobility. Next, he unfastened the clamps, and she winced.

“Too much?” he asked.

She shook her head. “It feels so good. Just the pressure change.”

He sucked her nipples, and it sent her higher. Arching her back, she pushed more into his mouth until he released her. Finally, he took out the plug. Then he came with the key and released her wrists.

Sitting up, she stretched her body. She missed the restraints and attention already. “More later?”

He sat on the bed next to her and held her. “Definitely later. I love you. That was wonderful.”

She kissed him. “You’re amazing with that crop, Scott. I like paddles, too.”

Grinning, he stroked her tender ass. “What else?”

“I love you,” she said.

“I meant what else do you want sexually?”

“So many things with you.” She hugged him tight and felt a twinge of pain as her nipples met his hard chest and rough chest hair.

“Anything specific? Other than the paddle, of course.” He kissed the top of her head and moved away.

Pouting, she decided to request the double. “You fucking me with that butt plug in my ass.”

He returned with a bottle of lotion and gingerly applied it. “That’s entirely doable. We could do that at work.”

“At work?” A thrill shot through her.

“We’re a couple. We both have offices. I’m not going to do anything elaborate that might give away our secret lifestyle, but you can have the plug in for a bit and I can have my way with you over lunch. Like it?”

The thrill of possibly being caught or even just using a toy at work turned her on. She nodded. “We can do it here, too. While I’m tied up and helpless. You can make me take both ways.”

“Bigger plug?” he asked.

“Maybe. Can I see your collection?” she asked.

“After dessert. Your skin is so hot. I think a little ice cream is in order.” He held out a hand.

She took it and knew neither of them would let go.



Chapter Eight


One Month Later…

Posting a commentary about bedroom Doms to his girlfriend’s site, Scott hoped the secure portal Nelson had set up worked. If Nelson could hack the blog so could others, and at Scott’s insistence, Nelson had taken over the ownership and security of it. Nelson gave better advice to readers, but Scott had done his best at the insistence of his sub.

He reread the bit about how with some basic rules, confidence, and practice a couple could play without going to a club or dungeon. Pride built up in him. She’d started this blog, but it’d grown and he was happy to contribute. He was amazed at how his life had changed in a month. He had attended his first BSDM fetish group pizza social night and had seen how Bridget beamed introducing him around. It’d certainly been worth the small talk. He’d given a few tips here and there to newer Doms.

Now, he had a live-in girlfriend who cooked, subbed and didn’t hate the Military channel as long as he sat through an Austen or Shakespeare film when she felt like it. People actually treated him a little differently at work, knowing he was in a serious relationship. He hadn’t realized he was in a shell until Bridget dragged him out of it.

She’d even entertained his father and the younger-than-Bridget woman Dad was dating when they’d blown into town. Scott was due to meet her big family over Easter. Then they’d be off to spring break. The first year would be traditional, lying on beach and playing in private.

He heard the sharp heel clicks of Bridget’s pumps coming down the hall and closed his laptop. She opened the door and ran in without even knocking. “I got it!”

Standing up in time, he caught her in a bear hug. There was only one thing that would make her this happy, except for him. “Tenure? I knew you’d do it.”

“It’s official now.” She kissed him.

He let her slide down his body and land on her feet. “We have to celebrate.”

“Fancy restaurant?” she asked.

“I was thinking a little bigger.” He opened his computer.

She sat on his desk. “We’re going away for spring break. Let’s not blow too much money. A nice dinner and some wine with you is all I need.”

“Nope, I want you all to myself for the entire weekend.”

“Done,” she said.

“Here.” He brought up a bed-and-breakfast a few towns away. “Private suites with huge four poster beds.”

“You just want to tie me to the posts. We should buy a bed like that.” She kissed him.

“Shhh, you didn’t lock the door.” He knew the department was nosy about their relationship.

“Please, normal people tie each other up for fun sometimes. Just Friday and Saturday nights so we can be back by Sunday afternoon.” She smiled.

Talking her into the weekend trip wasn’t too hard. “You’ve got tenure, relax.” He pinched her rear.

She smacked his hand. “The door is open. I’d be just as happy with a bottle of champagne and take out for dinner.”

“You’re getting that, too. Now, go tell everyone. Colleen helped you more on your paper than I did. But I’m proud of you.”

“Did you ever read the paper I published?” she asked.

He froze. “I know you gave me a copy of the publication, but I don’t where it went.”

She hopped off his desk and pinched his nipple through his dress shirt.

“Ow! I read the book for you. Fine, I’ll read it. Email it to me.”

“There will be a quiz at dinner.” She walked to the door and turned. “But you don’t have to read any more Shakespeare books to impress me.”

“I love you,” he said.

She grinned. “You still have to read all my published works. Just like I’ll read all of yours no matter how boring history is.”

“Romantic literature isn’t a thrill a minute, either,” he replied.

“Romance is very thrilling.” She walked to his desk and leaned over, showing a little cleavage that was only his to enjoy. “Why don’t I find a naughty outfit to wear for the play at the special weekend?”

“Let me pick it out. I’ll have it waiting and ready for you.”

“You know my size?” she asked.

He looked her up and down and pictured her naked. “I know what size every inch of you is.”

The blush in her cheeks as she turned and left his office told him he’d won and turned her on in the same move. He picked up the phone to make the reservation before she sent the article. Failing her quiz wasn’t an option. He might be the boss where it mattered, but he’d never let her down.

* * * *

After dinner in their suite, she waited impatiently for the game to begin. There was a garment bag he wouldn’t let her touch. Once the dishes were cleared away, Scott locked the door behind the waiter.

“Ready for fun?” he asked.

“Very ready.” Her body had been at full attention since they’d left home. The beautiful suite made her feel spoiled, but he’d put her in her place very soon.

“The outfit is in the bathroom. Come out and play the part.” He wagged a finger at her.

“Does that mean I shouldn’t call you Master during the role play?” She wanted to get it right.

“Just pretend to be what matches the outfit, and I’ll give you instruction if I want any change.”

“Be right back.” She kissed him and ducked into the bathroom.

Eagerly, she opened the bag and found less material than in one of her skirts. A glossy, black, short dress and a lace apron. The feather duster gave it away. Slutty maid. Starting with a classic. It was so Scott.

Changing quickly, she left on her thigh high black nylons but went without panties. He deserved a little surprise, too. The dress was tight enough that she even ditched the bra. Leaving her hair pulled up, she checked herself in the mirror. Her makeup looked dull, and she touched it up.

Naughty maid time! She dusted around the door and bent over to feel the dress slid up. She opened the door and found him naked on the bed playing with himself.

“I’m so sorry, Sir. I didn’t realize anyone had returned. I was just cleaning.” She stared at his body but moved toward the door as a maid normally would.

“Don’t move. You’re not done cleaning.” He climbed off the bed, his erection bobbing as he walked to her. “You like watching?”

She looked away and blushed. “I have work to do. I didn’t mean to interrupt. I’m sorry, Sir.”

“You were watching me from the bathroom. You like peeping on your male guests?” He grabbed her wrist.

“No, Sir. I didn’t hear you come in. I’m sorry. It’s been so long since I’ve had any…male attention. I’m sorry I stared. What can I do to help?” She looked up at him with a grin.

“Don’t tease. I should report you to the manager.”

“I’m not teasing. Please don’t get me in trouble. I’ll do anything to make sure you’re fully satisfied with your stay.” She held the feather duster at the small of her back and stuck her breasts out. No way would she play the forced into it maid. She wanted it.

“I see.” He slid a finger into her cleavage and pulled the fabric away from her chest. “I like to play rough and no complaints.”

“What can I do to help you?” She pressed to him.

“Dust the posters on the bed. I want it to be nice and clean.” He nodded.

When she walked in that direction, he smacked her ass hard.

A thrill rippled through her, but she dusted. Play the game. She reached up high to get the poster. His hand connected to her ass again, and she smiled at him. “Am I doing it wrong, Sir?”

He shook his head. “Get the nightstand.”

Bending over fully, she dusted and felt her ass and cunt exposed in the short dress. Seconds later, his hands were on her rear, slapping and squeezing.

“Sir, just tell me what you want. I want all my guests to be happy.”

He opened the drawer of the stand and pulled out lube and the big black butt plug. She moaned and knew it’d be fun tonight.

“Play with your cunt,” he said.

She obeyed, rubbing gently since she was already wet. The cool lube made her shiver, but he didn’t stop. He teased her with the tip of the toy until she pushed back for more. Slowly, he worked it in and out, making her stretch then tighten up. The play wasn’t needed, but he was teasing her and she loved it.

Once the plug was in, he kept her bent over and steered her to one of the posts at the foot of the bed. He wrapped nylon rope around her hands and gave her some slack before he tied the rope to the post. The rope was low enough so she had to stay bent over and on the bed. “You like cock?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Call me, Master,” he corrected.

She smiled. “Yes, Master.”

“Good.” He pulled the clip from her hair and threw it across the room before sliding his cock deep in her pussy.

Rocking back to him, she kept her legs together just as he’d posed her. Going without condoms, except for anal, turned her on more than she’d imagined. No barriers, no fear, and while nothing was one-hundred percent, their only debate was how many kids and when to start.

When she felt his balls pressing to her, she gasped. The combination of the position, the toy, and his deep thrusts stretched and pinched her in new places. She rotated her hips to get the full sensation.

“You like it?” He grabbed her breasts and pulled the dress down.

“I love it, Master. Take me hard.”

“Do you give this sort of service to everyone?” He pinched her nipples.

“No, Master. Only the special guests. Please, make me come!” she moaned.

He pulled out and pushed her onto the bed. The rope slid and turned with her, but she was very close to the wood. “You can come when I say.”

She played the maid role. “I’ll come as much as you want me to. Let me suck you off first.”

Unsure if he’d do it, she arched her ass up in the air and got comfortable on all fours on the bed. He stepped closer, and she sucked his cock as far as she could. His hand smacked her ass, and she groaned on his erection.

“Don’t you choke!” He smacked her rear.

When he tried to pull away, she pressed her teeth to him, and he stopped. The cherry incident had started it, but she’d been working on her gag issue, retraining her reflex with her toothbrush little by little. She took more of him than she ever had without a flinch.

“Damn!” His hands fisted in her hair but didn’t pull her off.

When he thrust into her mouth, her insides tightened. She wanted to please him in every way. He didn’t give her all of his length but most of it. Pulling out, he gave her time to breathe before he let her suck him down again. Then he backed off until just the top slid into her mouth hard and fast. Flicking the head with her tongue, she sucked the tip until she got what she wanted.

He grunted and came on her tongue. “Swallow it all.”

She sucked every drop out of him and rocked her body. His hand landed on her ass, and she moaned on his cock.

“I think you need a paddle before you get more fucking.” He walked to his suitcase and produced a wooden paddle suitable for any frat hazing.

Her juices flowed more at the sight of it. He hadn’t used a paddle on her yet. Having him and attaining tenure were special enough, but he was making her world non-stop fun.

Relaxing, she took a deep breath.

“What do you say if you want me to stop?” He ran the paddle back and forth over her ass cheeks.

“‘Halt’ but I won’t need it.” She bit her lip.

“You will if you need to, right?” He gave her a light tap.

“Yes, Master.”

The paddle cut through the air as he swung back and forward. The force sent waves of pleasure through her. That tool got the job done and covered more space. He didn’t waste time, giving her three more good swats before tapping each cheek.

Her pussy throbbed, and her ass ached as she pressed her face to the bedspread.

“More?” he asked.

“Please, Master,” she groaned.

“No, I think you’ve had enough.”

The ache wasn’t enough. “More, please,” she begged.

He added one more firm swat and tossed the paddle near her elbow on the bed. “Let’s see how much you like it.” Three fingers slid into her pussy.

Gasping, she pushed back. “I loved it, thank you!”

His other hand spanked her gently one time and hard the next. Keeping her off balance was his thrill, and she benefitted from it every time.

“Please, Master, fuck me.” She rotated her hips and squeezed the butt plug for some relief. Then she squeezed his fingers tight.

“Damn, you’re a slutty little maid.” He tugged on her hair.

She shivered and pulled back a little for more. More slaps on her ass, and finally, he filled her cunt. Spanking her always got him hard. His hands grabbed her shoulders, and he slammed to her over and over.

Groaning, she let the pressure build and stared past the post to the door. Someone could complain about the noise or the slapping sounds, or some employee could come in to check. They weren’t home, locked up safe, with Scott’s elderly and mostly deaf neighbors who never noticed her screams and begging.

His hips pistoned into her, and she gripped that plug, trying to hold out. The mix of role playing and her skimpy outfit and the trouble he’d gone to for her sent her over before she could help it. “Master, please!”

Her cunt squeezed and pulsed as the heat spread, and she trembled, snapping her hips back on him. She was out of control. Her Master never stopped fucking her, though he smacked her ass. No doubt, she’d pay for it later.

He grunted and ground to her, making her bounce as he pulled her back. The thought of him coming inside of her made her insides quiver.

“Nasty little maid. Couldn’t wait, could you?” He leaned down and gripped her by the hair.

“I’m so sorry, Master. It caught me off guard. I couldn’t stop it. The room, the paddle, and you…thank you. It’s so good.”

“You came without permission; you will pay.” He kissed her. “Tied up to all four posts and spread eagle for me.”

He was already planning, and the anticipation would drive her wild. “Thank you, Master. I’ll try to do better.”

Untying her hands, he hugged her. “I love you, Bridget.”

She turned in his arms and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I love you, too, Scott. Master. Sir. Whatever.”

“Good.” He pushed her down on her back and spread her legs wide.

“What are you doing? Tie me up!” she demanded.

“Not for this. I’ll hold you down. We’ll see how many times I can make you come with my mouth.” He licked up her pussy.

Groaning, she fell back in the pillows and submitted to the master she’d always wanted!
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Quality Assurance by Cheryl Dragon


The most popular girl in school, Ashley Tassin wanted a life in the big city but fate brought her back to Lucky Springs, where the factory’s expansion has created jobs and lured a lot of men to the town. Working with a foursome of hot guys who are in a relationship and want to add a woman is very tempting to Ash. However, two of the men went to high school with her and one holds a grudge.


Eli Hollier was a geek and now he’s a sexy genius. The four hatch a plot to teach the former head cheerleader a lesson for rejecting Eli long ago. But what starts as friends with benefits turns into something more. Falling for Ash is easy, but for it to end happily, they must bury the past and start fresh.


Transparent Illusions by Melinda Barron


Freelance writer Saffron Tyler needs work. When she offers her journalistic skills to Steele Publications, they suggest that she spend two weeks as a submissive at Fingertip Fantasies, an exclusive BDSM resort that caters to the ultimate fantasies of any customer willing to pay for the high-end service. She’s been tasked to come back with a titillating exposé guaranteed to enthrall the readers of Steele’s underground magazine, Salacious.


But when Saffron arrives at the resort, she realizes nothing is as it seems, from the fact she doesn’t know where the resort is located, or anything about the man she is submitting to—except she’s to call him Master, with a capital M.


What starts out as an undercover assignment soon becomes so much more. Immersed in the lifestyle, Saffron finds herself no longer acting the role of the submissive, but actually wanting to be the perfect sub her Master believes she can be. When all is said and done, will Saffron take her experience and her story and never look back? Or will she choose to stay with the man who commands her mind, body, and soul.


Hottie by Demi Alex and Tia Fanning


Homeless and heartbroken, Phoebe Morris is having a rough day. The old Cadillac she purchased with the last of her money, a vehicle meant to get her two states over to start her new life, is on the fritz and stalling in the sweltering heat. With no cash to pay for the costly repairs, Phoebe would sooner take her chances and keep on driving than become a charity case for the hottie mechanic trying to keep her safe.


A retired Navy SEAL, Dane West refuses to let the weary submissive that’s putt-putted her way into his life leave his garage in the deathtrap she calls a car. It’s too hot and too dangerous for the stubborn beauty to be stranded on the side of a desolate highway, and he’ll be damned if another woman in his care gets hurt by his failure to act. When a small tug on an engine cable ensures her stay—at least temporarily, Dane shows the lovely Miss Morris just how good a little TLC (and BDSM) can feel.


Bottom’s Up by Eliza Gayle


Snooping is risky business…sometimes it pays off in unexpected ways.


Jenn has been in love with her best friend since college and despite their years apart she is determined to at least find out if he has any interest in her. When the opportunity opens up in the form of a job interview in his hometown, she jumps on a plane with a plan to see what happens.


Riley walked away from Jenn after college to explore and understand the dark side of him that harbored needs he knew she was too young to understand. They kept in touch and after years of exploration into his kinks, he's decided the time for hiding the truth from the woman he loved has come to an end.


When Jenn finds a BDSM book and a flyer for a local sex club in his condo, she is both shocked and intrigued. Riley catches her red-handed snooping through his things and dares her to give him and his lifestyle a chance. Two days to explore her potential submissive side and see where it leads.


With no hesitation and barely a thought to how far he might go, she jumps at the chance to prove she’s the woman for him, even if it’s just for the weekend.


Mr. Smith’s Whip by Brynn Paulin


Librarian Olivia McKinnion’s life rarely changes as she oversees the Brandywine community library and archives, but when Colin Smith takes up residence to research his latest book, everything changes. She’s heard whispers of Mr. Smith’s whip and his dominant ways—whispers that make her tremble with need for her secret wishes to be fulfilled. And more than anything, she wants Colin to show her the darker side of sex, bent over his knee and begging for more.


Infernal Devices by Abigail Barnette


All Steamed Up: Book One


The Two Aces. Victorian London’s most salacious secret, the club is a place where erotic fantasies are played out among clockwork automatons and aether powered machines. Where nothing is off limits and the pleasures are as wicked as the imagination will allow...


Permilia Deering goes to The Two Aces looking for the sexual excitement that she knows she will not find with the man to whom she is affianced, notorious cold-fish Wallace Sterling. On her first visit to the club, she meets the Ace of Spades, a masked stranger who drives her to heights of passion she’s never dreamed possible—and makes her seriously reconsider becoming a mannerly society wife.


When Wallace Sterling first glimpses his fiancée standing outside The Two Aces, he assumes she’s uncovered his secret identity—the Ace of Spades. But Permilia has no idea that her intended is living a double life, and Wallace worries that he’ll be out of the picture once she gets a taste of what the Ace of Spades can offer her...


Possessing Eleanor by Tessie Bradford


Eleanor Lewis is perfectly content with her comfortable, quiet, relationship free life until she finds herself on all fours at the feet of Jackson Royce. Eleanor is stunned by her instant and intense attraction to the power and confidence radiating from the devilishly handsome building contractor. He scrambles her brain and heats her body to the boiling point.


Jackson always trusts his gut instincts. The ultra-sexy woman sprawled on the floor is a sexual submissive. How intriguing that the all-business, sensible shoe-wearing office manager has absolutely no idea. The moment he takes her into his embrace, he vows to possess her mind, body and soul.


From their first sizzling encounter, through a whirlwind courtship, Eleanor discovers being possessed by a man who loves her absolutely is what she had been searching for all along.


Heart of Ice by Brynn Paulin


Kai is perfectly unhappy with his life. Cast into a role as shop boy and forced into marriage to save his family, he sees nothing good in his future. In fact, his betrothed, Gerda, seems to hate everything he enjoys. Especially winter and his attraction to dominating his partners. His prospects look grim…until the Snow Queen arrives.


Wyn has spent her life alone, living vicariously through those who love winter. When she learns of Kai’s predicament, she knows she must save him. If only she could save herself. She craves his dominance, but there’s one tiny thing standing in their way. No human can touch her without experiencing chilly agony. And that might bring any relationship to an icy death.
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