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	Dominance and Submission
Write Away, Sir

The Complete BDSM Erotica Series



By Alexandra Noir







	



Part 1: Writer’s Block



	He pulled out the whip-



	Stephanie Granger pulled a face, deleted the sentence she had just written, and leaned back from her computer. She felt as though she wasn’t making sense of any of this. Maybe she just needed to try harder.



	Putting her fingers back to the keys, she attempted to pick up where she’d left off.



	He picked up the whip and carried it towards her. 



	"Do you know what this is?” he asked her.



	Ugh. No. Something still felt wrong to her. She backspaced until the words had vanished from the page once more and rubbed her hands over her face. Reaching for her coffee, she let out a sigh and wondered what in the hell she was meant to do with this project, given that she felt like she had just been running up against brick wall after brick wall with this book.



	Dreamer, her cat, jumped up on to her lamp and bopped his head against her chin. Normally, she would have moved him off her knee so she could focus on work, but it wasn’t like she was getting a hell of a lot done that day anyway. She rubbed her face against his fur and prayed that she would be able to get through this project before the deadline.



	When she told people what she did – writing books for a living, ghostwriting for a big publishing company that plastered pretty faces on to her work and flogged them at conferences and stores – they always seemed shocked. Like they couldn’t believe that she would be degrading herself in that way. Haven’t you thought about writing anything of your own? they would always ask her, as though the notion had never crossed her mind before they had been kind enough to share it with her. And she would smile politely at their inference and change the subject because they didn’t seem to realize that she was doing this for the money, not because she had some great artistic need to write anything her editor assigned to her.



	In fact, one of the reasons she had been so taken with her boyfriend when they had first met was because he seemed so utterly unbothered by her work. Even when she let him know that sometimes she even went as far as to write erotica, he seemed more amused and curious than anything else. Which was a hell of a relief, because she needed someone who could support her work, not spend his whole life trying to get her to go off and write some great novel of her own.



	Jon, her boyfriend, worked in the creative industries too – well, in theory, at least. He was a booker for a major music venue, working with talented artists day in and day out, and he seemed to understand, like her, that sometimes the creatives needed someone to supplement the actual practicality into their lives. Of course, Stephanie was actually doing something creative with her time, while Jon spent most of his trying to wrangle in hopeless case musicians at his work, but still. He got it. He understood what it was like, and that was all that really mattered to her.



	Besides, Jon was reliable. He was steady, he was nice, he was gentle, he had a good job and he wasn’t going to quit it to travel around the world on a whim any time soon – which was how a previous boyfriend had dumped her. She had dated around the city enough to know that sensible was a good place to start, especially as she got out of her twenties and started heading towards the unchartered territory of being a woman over thirty. She and Jon had moved in together after a couple of years, and she was almost certain she had made the right decision. 



	He had been out of work for a little while, after the usual venue he worked for had gone on hiatus to repair after a fire, and she was supporting the two of them for the time being. And that had been...yeah, it had been tough. It wasn’t just the money side of it, which was difficult enough, but the aspect of their relationship that saw him hanging around their apartment all the time. She had suggested, a couple of times, that he go out and look at getting another job, just to tide them over until his old one picked back up again, but he had always dismissed her.



	"Why would I do that?” he remarked. "I’ve got some time off, I’m going to enjoy it. Actually do something with my life that isn’t work, you know?”



	"Right," she replied, not in the mood to argue about it. But what he meant by “life that isn’t work” was sitting in front of the television for hours a day, streaming shows that he had watched when he was a kid and calling his favorite quotes through to her when she was trying to get work done. It wasn’t exactly the sexiest he had ever been to her, she had to admit. Seeing him hanging around the house all day every day, usually in his underwear, intermittently drinking beer whenever she wandered through to get herself another coffee or ask him to make a run to the store for more bread...yeah, she was starting to think that this was going to take a toll on things between them. A serious one.



	It was never like their sex life had been off-the-charts amazing anyway. Which Stephanie had always put down to just being a matter of time. You didn’t come right out of the gate and turn out amazing, did you? That was just something that happened in romance novels; it didn’t go down like that in real life. Or go down at all, really, without strong encouragement from her, when it came to Jon and his bedroom antics. She had convinced herself that things would get better as they got to know each other, and they sort of had, but not enough to render their sex life anywhere near explosively good. She figured that she had to choose between reliable and incredible, and she had chosen the former. Which was fine. For now.



	But with him around the house constantly, she had found herself less and less interested in him. There was nothing less sexy, she had discovered, than having your partner around all day every day. She couldn’t get any time apart from him, so how was she meant to nurture a frisky fantasy into being? She was having a hard time believing that he felt anything for her these days anyway, but that wasn’t the issue. The issue was that they were spending far too much time around each other, and it was making everything that much harder.



	Including her work. She had been assigned an erotica novel, which was totally in her ballpark for the most part – when Cameron had sent her the spec, she had glanced over it and agreed to it at once. With just her income to support them, they needed whatever they could get. Besides, sex was easy. To write, at least. 



	But then she had forced herself to sit down and actually start writing the book, and she had found herself crashing up against a brick wall. It was BDSM-themed, with a dominant man and a submissive woman, and even with a detailed outline, she was struggling to come up with anything that she thought made sense. She didn’t want it to come across as springing from the pen of someone who had no idea what they were doing, but the truth was, she didn’t have a clue.



	It wasn’t that that side of sex had never piqued her interest before. It was just that she had been way too nervous to actually bring it up to any of her partners. What was she meant to do, just get down on her knees and tell them that she liked to be spanked? She didn’t even know if she was into that, but her understanding of BDSM came entirely from whatever cheap, base-level stuff had filtered into the mainstream. Yes, there was something pleasing to her about the thought of having control taken away, but perhaps that was just because she had been thrust into a position where she had no choice but to embody that control at all times just to keep the household in order. Could she make someone pay her bills and do her taxes for her? Yeah, that would get her off these days, she was pretty sure...



	She would have just called Cameron and told him that she couldn’t finish this project and that he should hand it off to someone else, but she needed the money for this book. And so, she soldiered on, trying to convince her imaginary reader that she actually had a clue what she was talking about. She had done a little research, trying to find some examples of similar literature online, but everything she had come across had pretty much been badly-written trash churned out by someone with their dick obviously in their other hand.



	But she knew that Cameron wasn’t going to take a turning down for an answer. One of the reasons he was such a good editor was because he worked his ass off and expected everyone he hired to do the same thing. Which made him something of a nightmare to work for, but in the best possible way. 



	Stephanie had met Cameron when she had been fresh out of a creative writing major at college and searching for a job that wouldn’t have her scanning cans at the checkout of a major supermarket. She had seen a lot of the people she’d studied alongside for years taken in by similar fates, and she understood why – working for a degree in something as nebulous as creative writing was always going to be a long shot, and they had all known that. The last three years, for a lot of people, had been nothing more than a chance for them to indulge their passions for the last time before the real world came a-calling and they had to give up on writing and do something practical with their lives.



	But Stephanie was determined to try. Even just for six months, to see if she could do it – she had a decent amount of savings from the time she’d spent serving ice cream to spoiled summer kids between classes, enough to live on for a while. And she started putting in applications everywhere she could, hoping with every fiber of her being that something was going to come up to give her the excuse to keep dreaming a little while longer. 



	When she had slid in an application to the publishing house that Cameron worked for, she had known it was a long shot. They were looking for someone to take over a long-term ghostwriting role, and it would involve a wide variety of topics and stories and novels for her to write. When she had received an email inviting her to come in so they could meet with her, she had assumed it was some kind of mistake, but had put on her best skirt and cleanest shirt and gone out anyway.



	"Good to meet you, Stephanie," Cameron had greeted her, shaking her hand firmly. He was a little older than her, maybe in his early thirties, with dark reddish-brown hair and eyes that were almost the same color. He wore a smart suit, and he smelled like leather and old books. She liked him at once.



	"You too," she replied. He led her through to his office, which was decorated with modern décor undercut by the sheer number of books scattered around the place. She couldn’t help but smile. She didn’t trust anyone who didn’t have dozens of books around them whenever they could, and his office reminded her of her bedroom. 



	"So, I enjoyed the samples you sent along to me," he explained, sitting down behind his desk and getting straight to business. "Little scrappy around the edges, but nothing a solid editor couldn’t help you figure out, you know?”



	"Right," she agreed, nodding. He had a low voice, a sure one, like he was confident about everything coming out of his mouth.



	"And we need someone to start right away," he continued. "We have a novel that needs finishing up – our last writer had to go back home to take care of some family business, didn’t have time to tell us much about it, so we just let him go. I can draw you up a contract for the rest of the book, if you want, and we can see how we work together?”



	"Yeah, of course, that sounds great," she blurted out at once. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Her first job, actually writing for money!



	She had impressed him with her first submission, and things had just slowly improved from there. He gave her more and more projects to work with, pushing her harder and harder with work that was more out-there, bolder and brasher than anything she’d done before. They had several pen-names that the various ghostwriters created, and she became the main driving force behind Alana Blake, their erotic and romantic creator. Sometimes, she would giggle when she saw Alana (played by a beautiful, mysterious actress from across the city) posing for her author photos, knowing that she had been the one who was truly behind all the books.



	And normally, she did well with everything he threw at her. She started to get the hang of the tropes and the games and what was expected from her as part of this work, the character types that people responded to and the panting, gasping sex that readers wanted. But this last assignment...yeah, this was something else, even for her. She knew that her work raised a lot of eyebrows at the best of times, but this had been one of those tales that she knew she would have to keep firmly to herself. 



	BDSM just wasn’t something she knew enough about to write a convincing story around. When it came to romance and sex, she felt as though she could synthesize enough reality together from what she’d been through in her actual life and everything she had seen in movies and TV shows. But this was asking a lot from her, a lot of new shit that she wasn’t sure she would be able to sell. Alana Blake had taken a turn into the hot-and-heavy world of dominance and submission, and Stephanie had to find a way to follow her there. 



	But, as she sat there in front of her computer, typing and deleting sentences over and over again, she felt like she was slamming her head up against a brick wall. How was she meant to do this? Go out to the living room, where her boyfriend was sitting in his underwear with a box of cereal as a snack, and tell him that he needed to dominate her for research? The thought almost made her giggle. He couldn’t take control of himself right now, let alone her. 



	And maybe she should have been happy about that, because surely any man who wanted to control her was going to find himself frustrated. She didn’t take direction very well, except when it came from Cameron and it had to do directly with her job. 



	She decided to close the laptop for now and take a nap. That was what she needed – she had been working since she rolled out of bed this morning, and she needed to let her brain rest a while so she could actually function for the rest of the day.



	"Hey, babe," Jon called to her as she made her way through the living room of their small apartment. When it had just been her in this place for the better part of the day, it had seemed a whole lot bigger.



	"Hey," she replied, and he glanced up at her, pausing the show he was watching on the screen before him.



	"You okay?" he asked, furrowing his brow. He had been with her long enough to be able to sense when there was something going on with her, and normally she would have just come out and told him the truth – that she was struggling with a project and couldn’t find a way to make the pieces fit together on the page. But, this time, she shook her head and gestured to the bedroom.



	"I think I just need to take a nap," she replied, and she made her way out of the room. Throwing herself down in bed, she pulled the covers over her head and pouted into the darkness beneath. She knew she was being childish, but she was frustrated, pissed at herself for not being able to get a handle on what she wanted to do or how the hell to write this story.



	Or maybe it was a different kind of frustration. Even the thought of domination and submission had done something to her. Nothing that she wanted to go into in real life, of course – well, probably not, at least – but enough that maybe she could use that interest to ride the wave into finishing this damn project already.



	She reached into the drawer next to the bed and pulled out a small box that lay within. Jon probably thought it was just where she kept her jewelry or tampons or whatever else girls hid to themselves, but inside was a small collection of the sex toys she had gathered over the years. She grabbed a slim, sleek, silver bullet vibe she had picked up for herself after a particularly bad break-up and slipped it down between her thighs. Closing her eyes, she tried to pick up where she had left off in her head.



	The point in the story she had rage-quit at had been just when the male dominant had been holding a whip. She had never really used a whip before, but she could imagine what it looked like – long and thin, a little scary. The woman had been on her knees before him, and she found herself slipping into that role in her head, on to the cool wooden floor of the apartment the scene had been taking place in. 



	"Are you ready, pet?"



	The sound of that voice sent a shiver down her spine, and she clicked the vibrator on and began to massage it against her clit. And she realized that she had assigned that voice to someone specific. In her fantasy, she raised her eyes to look up at the man above her, and found that it was none other than Cameron.



	Instead of a shock of panic, she felt peace at the thought of him controlling her like that. Didn’t he take that control all the time anyway? He was in charge of her at work, and in some odd way, it made sense to her to hand over a similar kind of charge to him in her fantasies. No, not fantasies – research.



	The whip was hanging there in his hand, and he was wearing that same suit that he’d had on the very first day they’d met. She was naked – no, naked except for a pair of panties that were tied around her mouth to keep her quiet. The detail sent a start through her system, and she found the thought of it turned her on. Gagged, silent, able only to go along with what he wanted for her. It was actually pretty hot...



	He guided his hand down to her shoulder and gently pushed her to her knees, so that she was on all fours below him. He trailed the whip over her shoulders, across her neck, taking his time and teasing her with it mercilessly. The vibrator was buzzing busily between her thighs, and she found herself grinding back against it eagerly, her body reacting to the visions running through her head. 



	In her minds’ eye, the first crack of the whip would come down on the back of her thighs, the fleshy part that cushioned at least some of the blow. She let out a cry against the panties stuffed into her mouth, but it was muffled, and she knew that he wouldn’t much care about it anyway. He just wanted to see her suffer, wanted to see how far he could push her before she gave in. She wasn’t sure what giving in would look like exactly, but she knew that it was going to be intense, for the both of them. 



	He ran the whip up the inside of her thighs, guiding it over that sensitive spot where her labia met her legs, and she wriggled and groaned and pushed herself back against it. He was so fucking good at this. All those times that he had teased her and tormented her and pushed her in the office, how could she have ever imagined that it would have been so hot for her to give away her power to him outside of it? He let the whip lick over her clit, just briefly, her cunt so soaked to the touch that the leather slid easily over her pussy.  



	And then, as though to contrast the brief shock of pleasure that he had allowed her, he brought the whip down once again on her skin – this time, directly across her ass, leaving a thin strip of agony burning across her skin. She cried out, the sound muffled by the panties, but she knew that he still didn’t care. He wanted to see her suffer, wanted to see her squirm and plead for mercy, and wanted to ignore every call for reprieve. 



	"I want to make sure you can’t even sit down tomorrow," he murmured, as he trailed the whip threateningly over her body once more. Something about the cruel, harsh tone to his voice made her body burn for him, her entire soul reacting to what he was saying to her. How could she respond to such a sadist? She was a fully-grown, independent woman, and yet here she was getting off on the thought of some man hurting her and hitting her and...



	The fantasy stretched out inside her head, as he scattered down blow after blow on her body, mercilessly covering her with thin, savagely sore welts until her thighs and her ass were completely coated. He really meant it when he said that he didn’t want her to be able to sit down the next day, and somehow that kind of artful cruelty only served to push her to higher levels of ecstasy. 



	When he finally laid off with the whip, she was panting, her brow furrowed and her teeth clenched against the panties in her mouth once more. She wanted to cry out in pain, but she knew that would just be giving him what he wanted, and she couldn’t quite allow herself to lean into that yet. Something about being pushed this far and still deny him what he so clearly desired – her submission, the retraction of her control – made her feel powerful and powerless in the same moment.



	"How are you coping, pet?" he asked, and it wasn’t a gesture of care but rather a taunt, meant to unsettle her further. She looked up at him and groaned, her arms aching where she had been holding herself up on them for so long.



	He crouched down before her and hooked the panties away from her mouth, letting her breath easy again. She gasped for air, and he grinned at her discomfort. 



	"Tell me what you want," he ordered her. She bit her lip. If she said it, would he just deny her that to torment her further? She decided it was worth the risk – she couldn’t hold back any longer. She needed him to know it. 



	"I want you to fuck me," she breathed, and she looked up at him, her eyes wide. He grasped her chin in his hand and smiled down at her, cruelty flashing in his dark eyes. She swore she had never seen them darker before.



	"Call me by my name," he demanded. She closed her eyes, reached back into the annals of her memory, and found what she was looking for. Opening them once more, she looked at him and spoke with certainty.



	"Master."



	He smiled at her, not allowing it to reach his eyes, and moved behind her. Sliding his fingers over her pussy, he parted her legs, spreading her wide so that he could get all the access he needed.



	"Taste yourself," he ordered, and he reached around and guided his fingers into her mouth. She moaned at the taste of her own perfume on his hand, at the taste of the two of them together at last. With his other hand, he pushed her thighs apart, and she heard him unzip his pants. And then, a moment later, his cock was at her slit, and he was slowly, slowly, slowly guiding himself all the way into her until his entire length was buried deep inside her-



	"Ah!” Stephanie cried out, coming back to the real world with a jolt. She was coming, hard, her body trembling on the bed as the sensation rushed through her. The vibrator was buzzing against her clit, and her skin was prickling from head to toe as she tried to make sense of the explosive feelings that were moving through her system. She clamped her thighs around the toy and imagined it as Cameron, as his body against hers, and the orgasm lingered and extended in her until she was gasping for air. 



	When she eventually flopped back down on to the bed, catching her breath, she was surprised by the sound of the door opening – she stuffed the vibrator beneath the pillow and turned over to see Jon wandering into the room, yawning, looking slightly confused.



	"You all right?” he asked. "I heard you make a noise in here..."



	"Yeah, yeah, I’m fine," she assured him quickly. "Just...had a bad dream, that’s all."



	"You want to talk about it?” he asked, furrowing his brow with concern. She shook her head and quickly climbed out of bed.



	"I think I need to get back to work," she replied. "But thanks for checking on me."



	"Oh – uh, all right," he replied, and he seemed even more confused as she brushed by him and out of the room, heading back to the closet they had turned into her office when they had moved in. Her mind was racing. She had a whole lot to work with now.



	As soon as she got back to her desk, she booted up her computer and started to type. Her head was full of ideas, and her pussy was still pulsing with the intensity of what had just happened. As her fingers flew over the keys, she couldn’t help but wonder what the hell she had just done to herself – she had masturbated to the thought of her boss fucking her, dominating her, taking control of her. That was so many levels of wrong she could barely wrap her head around it. 



	She had never seriously considered an attraction to Cameron before, but she supposed, in a purely theoretical sense, that he was pretty hot. He was her boss too, and there was a power dynamic there that a whole lot of pornos had been built around, right? She wasn’t out here on her own feeling this attraction, that was for sure. But at the same time...thinking about him doing that to her, thinking about herself on her knees and subservient to him, had made her come harder than she could remember doing in months. All of Jon’s careful attention had never been enough to get her to come like that. 



	She decided to focus all her energy on getting this book written – her deadline was coming up, and she needed to turn in something that resembled a decent copy by then or else she was going to be in a hell of a lot of trouble. She let her mind flicker back to her fantasy and tried to recapture those feelings and pour them on to the page. She wasn’t sure that she had done a perfect job, but within a couple of hours, she was finished, and that was all that mattered. 



	Leaning back from the computer, she let out a satisfied sigh and sent the file off to Cameron for him to take a look at. It was done. She was done. Apart from the fact, you know, where she had just made herself come while thinking about her boss doing dirty, deviant things to her. But she would file that one away for now, for dealing with at some point in the future when her brain wasn’t fried from writing all day long. 



	She wandered back out to the living room, and saw Jon half-asleep on the couch, Dreamer on his lap. She could have woken him up and suggested they order in some food for the day, zone out in front of a movie. But, if she was being honest with herself, that was the last thing she was actually interested in right then. Her brain was overfull, and she needed to release some of that tension.



	So, instead of waking him up, she slunk back off through to the bedroom and grabbed her vibrator from where she had stashed it. This was all in the name of research, right? At least, that’s what she told herself as she reclined on the bed once more and let her brain drift to the thought of Cameron, cruel and calm and controlling, standing above her, making sure that she knew that he was the one in control.



	





Part 2: Creative Juice



	"Jon, can you just try-"



	"No, but I’m already - from this angle, I can’t reach-"



	"Ugh." Stephanie moved away from her boyfriend and let out a groan. She knew she was acting a bit like an entitled bitch, but she was irritated, dammit, and she wanted to get where she needed to go with this.



	"Are you okay?" Jon asked, and she curled up on her side on the bed, facing away from him.



	"I think we should take a break," she suggested. "I need a shower or something. Get some of this off me..."



	She gestured down to the whipped cream residue that was sitting on her lower belly. Jon had done his best to clean it off with his mouth, but it had been too ticklish and she had found herself consistently breaking out into giggles and pushing him off. And yeah, that had pretty much defined the rest of their evening too.



	All of this had started because of one measly little email that Stephanie had received earlier that day. It was from her editor, Cameron, and it was regarding the BDSM novel she had recently written for him. She had been convinced that she had done a pretty good job, but his email declared something totally different, and she couldn’t help but feel a little offended.



	"He said that it seemed as though I didn’t know what I was writing about," she complained to her boyfriend, Jon. "I’ve never had this problem with working for him before..."



	"Hey, don’t beat yourself up about it," Jon tried to console her. "I know it’s hard to hear, but maybe he’s got a point?”



	"What do you mean?” she snapped back. She knew being a bitch to him wasn’t going to help matters, but she was annoyed, dammit, and she was going to take it out on someone. 



	"I mean, you haven’t really done any stuff like that before, have you?" he pointed out. "You...I mean, us in the bedroom, it’s never been that...."



	He was trying to find the right words to say what he needed to without coming across as rude. It wasn’t working.



	"Are you saying that I’m boring in bed?” she replied, raising her eyebrows at him. Maybe he had a point, but he was hardly one to talk – he was about the least imaginative lover she had ever had. And that included the cheeky little fantasy she had indulged about her boss, Cameron, a few days before.



	"No, just that you haven’t had any experience with...you know, kinky stuff. Not at least as long as you’ve been with me," he pointed out. 



	"Then we need to try something," she declared. He must have seen that look in her eyes because he didn’t argue. She grabbed his hand and guided him to the bedroom, and decided to put some of what she had learned writing that book to the test. Maybe Cameron was right, maybe she did need to use a little practical experience to bring this book to life...



	When it came to their bedroom routine, Jon and Stephanie were pretty set in their ways. Usually, oral on one or both of them, then sex in either missionary or girl-on-top, and he would come and she would wait until he fell asleep afterwards to masturbate herself to her own orgasm. But this time, they were going to try something new, something neither of them had ever considered before.



	"Can you, like, pin my arms down?” she suggested, and he placed his hands half-heartedly over her wrists. The look on his face told her that he didn’t want to be doing this, and she withdrew her hands and crossed them over her chest.



	"You know, if you don’t want to do this-"



	"No, no, I can do this," he replied. "I’m just not used to it, that’s all. You need to tell me what to do."



	Well, that kind of defeats the point, Stephanie thought to herself, but she managed to keep the words from escaping her lips. 



	"You could spank me, if you want," she suggested, and he balked at the thought.



	"I don’t want to hurt you like that."



	"Choke me?”



	"I don’t even know if I..."



	He reached out and put his hands around her throat, exerting the barest pressure before he withdrew, shaking his head.



	"I can’t do that," he replied. "I don’t want to hurt you, I don’t..."



	"Hey, it’s fine," she sighed, and she slithered out from underneath him. "Maybe we jumped in too much too soon. We can start out with other stuff, if that would be easier..."



	As she spoke, she didn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth, but she decided the best course of action was to just play this game and hope that these were some growing pains. Every night, they would retreat to their bedroom and try out something new – bringing food into their play, trying blindfolds, handcuffs, sex toys. But every time, something seemed to go wrong. She could never take Jon seriously when he was meant to be dominating her. She saw him hanging around the apartment all day in his underwear, sleeping with the cat on his chest and a box of cereal next to him. How could she look at that man and see some sexy beast who was meant to be in total control of her? It just didn’t make any sense.



	And so, every night ended up the same way. They would try out something new, and they would wind up with the giggles or making a mess or just plain-ass not enjoying it at all. Whatever they attempted, it always seemed to end up in one or both of them being disappointed.



	After she had returned from the shower that evening, she planted herself on the edge of the bed and picked up her phone. Jon was lying opposite her, Dreamer snuggled into his side.



	"You know, I just don’t think I’m cut out for this kinky stuff," he remarked. "It just doesn’t do anything for me."



	"Right," Stephanie muttered. 



	"But it’s the same for you, right?" he continued. "You’re just doing this for the story, aren’t you? Not because you’re actually into it or anything..."



	"Sure," she replied, deciding it was best for now not to let him know about the fact that she had come harder than he had ever managed to make her when she’d been imaging her very own boss taking control of her in that way.



	"You want to watch something?" he suggested, but she waved her hand and looked at the email that had just pinged up on her phone. It was from Cameron; he was asking her to come in and visit him at the office so they could talk about where to take the project next.



	"Shit," she muttered.



	"What’s up?” Jon asked.



	"I have to go into the office tomorrow," she groaned. "And I’m probably going to get fired because I can’t get this story right."



	"Hey, I’m sure it’s not going to be that bad," he tried to console her, reaching out to touch her shoulder. She jerked away from him on instinct. She didn’t like being touched when she was tense, and he knew that. 



	"I should go and take a look at the book again," she told him. "I need to see if I can get a decent draft ready by the time that I go in tomorrow. Maybe they won’t get rid of me then."



	"See you later," Jon replied, and there was a barb of anger to his voice that she decided to ignore. He was just overreacting. She was the one making money for the two of them, he should have been pleased that she was so focused on keeping her job. 



	She spent the rest of the evening editing the piece that had received such worrying feedback. There was nothing wrong with the actual technical writing, she knew that much – the spelling and the grammar, the structure, they all made sense. But there was something missing. A fire, a spark, something to bring the whole thing to life. Something that spoke to her lack of experience when it came to sex that went beyond the pure vanilla flavor. 



	She slept on the couch that night, not wanting to wake Jon up when she climbed back into bed; he was a light sleeper at the best of times, and he got pissed when he was disturbed during his rest. Or maybe she just had a decent excuse on hand for not wanting to sleep next to him that evening. Truth was, he wasn’t what was on her mind. Cameron was. A whole lot of Cameron, actually.



	When she woke up the next morning, there was a flutter of nervousness in her chest. She didn’t actually believe that she was going to get fired – she just needed a little more time to finesse the draft she was working on, that was all – but she hadn’t seen Cameron face-to-face in a long time, and she was looking forward to being alone with him. Which she knew was a complete overstep of the HR guidelines for positive employee interaction, but he never had to know what was going on inside her head, right?



	She dressed carefully, actually putting on make-up for the first time in a long time. Slipping out the door before her boyfriend was awake, she caught the train across the city to the offices that she only ever attended for the staff parties and bad news. When she arrived outside Cameron’s office, she inhaled deeply, gathering herself for what came next. She could do this, right? She just had to make sure that the little fantasy she’d had about him didn’t come spilling out by accident. Which wasn’t going to be hard.



	She pushed open the door and found the man she hadn’t been able to get out of her head for the last few days waiting for her. He was leaning on his desk, the sleeves of his pale blue shirt rolled up, no tie on, and a blazer slung over the back of the chair at the far side of the table. He had cut his hair a little closer since the last time she had seen him, and it suited him – made his eyes look sharper than before, as though they could cut right through her. Like they had needed any help doing that.



	"Stephanie, thanks for coming in today," he greeted her, and he gestured for her to take a seat. She sank into the soft leather opposite him and crossed and uncrossed her legs nervously.



	"Now, I want to make it clear, we’re not thinking about getting rid of you or anything," he assured her, and she smiled and laughed.



	"No, I assumed not," she agreed. 



	"But I wanted to speak to you about perhaps handing the project over to someone else," he suggested gently. At once, she felt a flare of annoyance. She didn’t want to do that. In fact, that was the stone-cold opposite of what she wanted to do. She had never had to give someone else her work, and she wasn’t going to start now.



	"No, no, I want to get it done," she replied. "I know that I can do it. I just need a little more..."



	She trailed off. She didn’t know what she needed more of. Time? Well, that wasn’t going to change the fact that she still had no experience in doing the stuff that the book dealt with. And she couldn’t just hope that things would suddenly heat up with Jon and render her able to take on what she knew she couldn’t. 



	"You really want to hold on to this project?” he asked, leaning forward with interest, tenting his fingers before her. She nodded. She needed the money, for one thing, but she also wanted to be the one to get this right. It was stubbornness on her part, but still.



	"Yeah, I do," she replied. "I really do. I know I can get this right."



	"We’re just a little concerned because it reads as though you’re writing from the point of view of someone who’s never done anything like this before, and that’s not what we’re shooting for," he explained. "The main character, she’s someone who knows this world well, and we can’t afford to have an author who, well, doesn’t."



	"Right," she replied, feeling defeated.



	"Of course, I don’t want to delve into your personal life or anything, but-"



	"I’ve never done anything like that before," she confessed, before she could stop herself. He looked surprised, leaning back in his seat and regarding her from across the table.



	"Shit, sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything-"



	"Really?” he asked, his voice laced with curiosity. "Nothing?”



	She shook her head, and he raised his eyebrows.



	"Is that such a surprise?" she asked quietly.



	"I just guess I think everyone has done...well, at least a little something when it comes to that side of things," he replied carefully. She felt a flutter in her chest. Had he lost weight recently? Or put on a little more muscle? Either way, it seemed like his shirt fit him a little better than it had before.



	"You have?" she asked. She knew there was an invisible line here that she was basically dancing straight across, but she found it hard to care. She was curious, curious to know if her little fantasy about him had some basis in reality.



	"Uh, I don’t know if I should be going into that in the workplace," he remarked, grinning at her, but there was a sparkle to his eyes that indicated he was interested in sharing a little more. She leaned forward, smiling.



	"This is work-related, right?" she reminded him. "Nothing wrong with it at all."



	He sighed, sat back from the table, and gave her a long, hard look, clearly considering whether or not this was about to land him in a whole heap of trouble. But, even if he thought it would, he seemed to decide that it was worth it anyway. 



	"I have some experience with this kind of stuff," he confessed. "There are some...parties that take place around the state, and sometimes it’s nice to take a break from my real life and check out what’s happening over there."



	"Parties?” she replied, cocking her head with interest. "What kind of parties?”



	"The kind where people with mutual interests get together to share those interests," he explained, his words coming a little faster than before, as though he was excited to share it with her. "It’s good to get out of all this sometimes, see what else is out there..."



	"And what else is out there?” she asked eagerly, surprising herself with how enthusiastic she was to know more. He seemed just as taken aback and let out a chuckle at her keenness.



	"I don’t know how much I can tell you without HR coming down on my ass," he replied. "If you’ll excuse the pun."



	She giggled. She felt a little giddy. And she knew she was treading dangerously close to the line for someone she was meant to have a purely professional relationship with, but she was finding it hard to care. This was fun. It had been a long time since she had felt that rushing flutter of attraction to anyone, and she wanted to enjoy it while she could.



	"What kind of things do you...do? Out there?” she asked, lowering her voice. He shrugged.



	"Put it this way – a lot of the stuff that’s covered in the story you wrote is pretty tame compared to what we like to get up to," he replied. She raised her eyebrows.



	"Oh, yeah? Like how?"



	"Like, full-time submission," he replied coolly, waiting to see her reaction before he gave her any more. Her jaw dropped.



	"People do that...?”



	"As long as they’re at those parties, they give the power over to someone else," he explained. "It sounds intense, but it can be a huge release for them."



	"And what do you do? Do you give someone else the power?”



	"Oh, no." He shook his head, chuckling. "I’m one of the ones who takes it."



	Her stomach roiled at the thought of it. She liked that. She liked it a lot, maybe a little too much. 



	"Right," she replied, dropping her gaze away from him and taking a deep breath.



	"Maybe I could give you a few pointers?” he suggested. "Not between us, but just to give you an idea of how these dynamics work..."



	"What do you mean?” she asked, glancing up at him. Her heart was pounding. She wanted to hear what he had to say next.



	"You could join me at one of these retreats, if you want," he replied, and her jaw dropped.



	"Not as anything sexual," he assured her quickly. "But just as a research trip. So you could get a better grasp of how these things worked in person. Something we could take over to the book, maybe even to a full series..."



	She was still staring at him, her mouth hanging open, trying to make sense of what he was saying to her. 



	"If it makes you uncomfortable, of course, I can just-"



	"No, it doesn’t," she replied, and she took herself by surprise with the vehemence she delivered that statement with. She blinked, and found herself smiling at him. "I think that sounds pretty interesting, actually," she confessed. "I’ve never done anything like that before. I don’t know how any of it works."



	"I’d be very happy to show you the ropes," he replied, a smile crossing over his face. "The next gathering starts a week from Sunday, and it takes place just outside of the city. I could find a way for both of us to get in, if that’s what you wanted."



	"I think it is," she replied. And it was at that precise moment that she remembered she had a boyfriend.



	"Oh, shit," she muttered, and he raised his eyebrows at her.



	"And what exactly are we saying 'oh, shit' about?" he asked. She shook her head.



	"I need to clear this all with my boyfriend first," she replied, and she found that she was pulling a face at the mere thought of it. She didn’t want to be bitchy, but she also didn’t want Jon, of all people, getting in the way of what could be a real adventure. Or a work trip, which was totally how she was going to sell it to him.



	"Right, right," he agreed, nodding. "Well, you take all the time you need, and we can figure it out from there."



	He paused for a moment, hesitating, as though there was something else he wanted to come out with but wasn’t sure exactly how he was going to say it. She leaned forward with interest, something tingling inside her, sensing the promise of a new thrill.



	"What is it?"



	"I just think it’s fair to let you know now, before anything else happens," he replied, eyeing her carefully from across the desk. "That if you do decide you want to come with me on this trip, there are certain...rules in place that you’ll have to abide by."



	"Rules?”



	Her ears pricked up. The very thought of taking his command was exciting to her.



	"Yes, there are certain rules that you would have to abide by in order to prove that you were actually...that you were really interested in getting involved in something like this. They don’t just let anyone in, you see. There are a lot of rubberneckers, people who just want to come and peer at the freaks, and nobody wants to be the focus of that kind of attention."



	He spoke clearly and quickly, not taking his eyes off her the entire time, like he was testing the waters to find out her reaction. She could hardly believe the words that were coming out of his mouth, and yet, they somehow made so much sense to her.



	"So I would have to...?”



	"You would have to be my submissive as long as you were there," he replied. "It would be purely for show, of course, nothing serious. But in order to get you through the door, I would be required to prove that you were actually serious about this. That you weren’t just trying to stick your nose in where it didn’t belong."



	"Oh my God," she breathed. It was a whole lot to take in, that was for sure, and she wasn’t sure how she was meant to react. She had the sudden image of herself, being led around on a leash by Cameron, and felt her cheeks begin to burn. Lowering her gaze to her lap, she tried to gather herself.



	"So, this would be...?”



	"This would just be for a few days, as long as you think you can handle it," he replied. It sounded like a challenge, and if she was anything, Stephanie was a woman up for a challenge. 



	"So what would I have to do?" she asked curiously. "Exactly, I mean."



	"There would probably be a range of things, but we could discuss that all before we went anywhere or did anything," he answered her, comfortably. He seemed so cool, so in control, even though they were discussing something that should have been intense and a little uncomfortable for an employee and her employer.



	"Of course, I wouldn’t be expecting you to engage in anything sexual with me," he continued, and the sound of the word out of his mouth sent a start down her spine – she was reminded again of the fantasy she’d nurtured about him only a few days before, of the thrill of what it had felt like to fantasize about him inside of her. She wasn’t sure she would be able to cope with him taking control of her without it sinking it into something more sexual. 



	"Of course," she agreed at once, hoping that the expression on her face wasn’t giving anything away. She shifted in her seat. She could already see herself taking some time with her vibrator when she got home that evening.



	"But you should go discuss this with your partner before we go any further, I think," he remarked, leaning back in his seat. She got the feeling that he could feel the desire rolling off of her in waves, attuned to her already. She liked the thought of that. What a relief it would be, to be near a man who seemed willing to give her what she wanted, what she needed. Who knew what that looked like. How it made her feel...



	"Yeah, I think you’re probably right," she agreed, and she quickly got to her feet. She had a boyfriend at home, and she would do a good job to remember that, no matter how badly a part of her wanted to forget it entirely. 



	"I’ll speak to you soon though," he replied. "Feel free to reach out to me if you have any more questions."



	"I will," she promised, and she found herself lingering there a moment longer than she needed to. She wasn’t sure what it was, but there was just something about him that had her drawn in; the thought of him in that place, at that party, ruling with an iron fist...



	"I will," she repeated, trying to distract herself from the flood of thoughts running through her brain. "I’ll talk to you later. Goodbye."



	And with that, she took off home, the whole time thinking about the offer he had just made her. It would improve her book, for sure, but there was more drawing her in to it than that simple truth. No, there was something deeper, darker, something desirous that made her blood feel as though it was boiling in her veins. On the train, on the way home, she noticed a few people looking at her, as though they could read the lewdness going on in her mind at that moment. If they actually could have, she would have most likely been arrested on the spot.



	When she got home, of course, Jon was there waiting for her. He hadn’t left the house since she had been away, and, in fact, looked as though he had just crawled out of bed when she arrived back. He was so far removed from the smooth, charming, controlled nature of the man she had just spent time with that it would have been almost funny if it wasn’t so blatantly tragic. 



	"Hey," she greeted him. He smiled at her, then saw the look on her face. 



	"What’s up?” he asked. "Something happen at work? Did you get fired or something?”



	"No, no, I didn’t get fired," she replied, and she sat down on the edge of the couch and rubbed her hand over her face. "Look, there’s something I need to talk to you about..."



	"Okay, hit me," he replied, leaning back on to the couch. Dreamer came and nudged up against his feet, and Stephanie took a deep breath and forced herself to come out with it.



	"So, my boss offered me the chance to go with him to this...event," she explained.



	"Event?”



	"Event," she repeated. "It’s this...party. That people who are into BDSM stuff go to, to...share their interests."



	"Wait, hold on." He stopped her in her tracks. Lifting a hand, he raised his eyebrows at her. "This is like some...sex party?”



	"Not necessarily sex," she assured him. "Just a gathering for people to explore their...interests."



	"And he wants to take you along to it?” he demanded. "That’s really inappropriate, don’t you think?”



	"It’s for the sake of the story," she protested, but she knew it was weak. He had a damn good point.



	"And what, you just want me to sit by while you go to this...to this weird, debauched thing with some man who I’ve never even met before?”



	"Nothing like that," she promised him. "It’s just a chance to take in some stuff that I’ve never looked into before-"



	"Haven’t we tried?” he demanded, running his hands through his hair. "Haven’t we given it a fair shot? I don’t think that it’s fair that you’re just going to go out and fool around-"



	"Hey, I told you, there’s nothing sexual about what’s going on between us," she shot back, furious. "This is just a work trip. Nothing more. You know the kind of stuff I write, it’s not exactly what other people would consider average. You said you were okay with all of that."



	"You don’t get to just change the parameters," he argued, but she could tell there was more to it than that. There was something else, too – something going on. Maybe it had to do with the fact that their own attempts at kinky sex had ended so badly, and now a man who actually knew what he was doing had rocked up and was offering to show her how this BDSM thing worked. 



	"Okay, well, I’m going to go," she shot back, crossing her arms over her chest angrily. "And there’s nothing you can do to stop me. I’m not cheating on you, this is research."



	"If you go, then I’m not going to be here when you get back," he warned her. She raised her eyebrows at him. 



	"Seriously?”



	"Seriously," he replied. "That’s it. I’m not sitting around waiting for you to come home from hooking up with some random guy."



	"Fine," she snapped back. And she found that she meant it. She didn’t care if he walked out right then and there. Some part of her wanted him to go. She couldn’t believe that it was happening, but it was. The promise of Cameron, the tantalizing thrill of escaping with him, was too much for her to deny.



	"Then I’m going," he replied tersely. He seemed to be waiting for her to beg him to stay, but to his surprise, she didn’t say a thing. He grabbed some stuff, crammed it into a bag, and hovered by the door for a moment, giving her a chance to stop him.



	"You really sure you want this?" he asked her one last time. She stared at him and nodded, narrowing her eyes. She wasn’t going to back down on this. He had wasted enough of her time, lazing around and doing nothing. Why should she stand up and make a stand when everything between them had been so mediocre?



	"If you really can’t support me in what I need, then you should go," she replied coolly, trying to muster some of the control and calm that Cameron had displayed earlier that day.



	"Fine, I will," he snarled, and he marched out of the door and left her behind. The apartment was quiet, and she was alone.



	As soon as it shut behind him, she thought that she should have felt sad – guilty, even, that she didn’t stop him. But she was glad. He was gone, and now there was nothing standing in between her and Cameron. She grinned as she got to her feet and slipped through to the bedroom, opened up her vibrator drawer, and slipped down beneath the covers. Pushing her panties aside, she clicked it into action and caressed her swollen clit to the thought of her boss taking control of her. 



	She could almost feel his hands on her, his urgent breath in her ear, his mouth on her skin, as she brought herself to orgasm after orgasm. He would control her, own her, define her, use her as he saw fit. He might have promised there was nothing sexual going on between them, but that was only as long as she was in a relationship, right? Now that she was newly single, she could do whatever she wanted. And she had every intention of making him first on her list.



	 



	





Part 3: Playing the Part




	"Okay," Stephanie muttered as she stared herself down in the mirror. She wasn’t sure how she was meant to feel right now, but the sparkle of excitement deep down in her chest was...something, at least. Something she could enjoy. 



	She was preparing to leave the house to attend her very first BDSM party with Cameron, her editor, as her dominant – well, that was what everyone at the party would think, at least, even if they knew it was just for show. Even the thought of him taking control of her in that respect was enough to send jolts of want through her body. She had been fantasizing about him and her, and him taking control of her, since he had first floated the notion of the two of them attending one of these gatherings together. And sure, as far as he was concerned, it was nothing more than a play-act for the sake of research. Hopefully, for Stephanie, it would be enough to get him out of her system for good, even if he didn’t lay so much as a hand upon her.



	The party was taking place at his place, he told her, so he got to set the rules and decide who was going to be in attendance. There were some aspects he would have to keep consistent, of course, and he had passed along a set of rules for her to obey to make sure that she faded into the background without being noticed by anyone there. 



	Make sure you dress in dark, modest clothes. Nothing above the knee. High heels. Keep the make-up subtle, and pull your hair back. 



	She had taken into account all his demands, and even getting ready, she could feel herself submitting to him, in some profound way. She had never before let a man tell her how to dress herself – in fact, she had profoundly resented the very implication every time any of her partners had tried to get her to wear this or that to their liking – but this was something different. His control was welcome. Necessary, even. If she was going to make it through this night without being figured out, she would have to do everything he said. And she was just fine with that.



	Cameron had delivered more to her than just instructions on how to dress too. He had passed along a series of instructions on how she should act from the very moment she walked into the apartment to the moment she left. They were detailed and elaborate, but called for no actual physical contact between them – she appreciated his respectfulness, but the fantasy of the two of them together persisted. She read the instructions over and over again until she could recite them all in her sleep, until she was satisfied that she wouldn’t somehow fuck this up.



	He had given her the address, mailing it to her through the actual mail so it wasn’t all caught up in their work emails; they had both agreed that it would be for the best for nobody at work to know a thing about what was happening between them. Too easy for them to misconstrue what was happening and assume it was something sexual or romantic. Which, of course, it totally, totally wasn’t. That’s what she kept telling herself, anyway. 



	She straightened the demure black dress she was wearing and checked her hair to make sure that there were no errant hairs making a break for it. No, she was ready to go. No excuse not to go downstairs and meet the cab that was waiting for her. She took one last look at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were shining, and her chest was rising and falling swiftly. She was so ready for this. 



	When she got downstairs, the cab was already waiting, and she slipped into the back seat and pulled the door shut behind her. She probably looked like she was going out on a first date or something, to some fancy restaurant with a dress code. Little did her driver know that she was about to indulge herself in the kinkiest evening she had even experienced.



	Of course, she was nervous. More than nervous. A little terrified, actually. What if she walked in there and everyone could just sense that she didn’t belong? She had never done anything like this before. Her attempts to engage in kinks with her now-ex, Jon, had gone so terribly that she was pretty sure they had signaled the death knell for the end of their relationship at last. Maybe she just wasn’t cut out for this kind of thing...



	She soothed herself as the car drew through the city streets. She didn’t have to be nervous. She was just there to watch, not to actually get involved. If she walked in and found herself just paralyzed by awkwardness, she could hang back and take in everything that was happening and sneak home later to gather herself. She was only there for research, at least on paper, and she could easily just stand there and pull that off, couldn’t she?



	It didn’t take long for the car to arrive outside the tall apartment building that housed the address she was headed toward. She paid the driver and lingered in the back seat for a moment longer.



	"You going?” the driver asked, a little terse. She nodded.



	"Yeah, I’m going," she replied, and she opened the door and climbed out. She was ready. She could do this. She could do this.



	She had no idea what to expect as she buzzed up to the apartment she was heading towards and waited for a response. It was only a moment before she heard a familiar voice coming down the line.



	"Hello?”



	"Uh, hello," she greeted Cameron, and then she remembered the term she was meant to address him by – she blushed as soon as she recalled it, but she licked her lips and managed to get it out. 



	"Sir," she finished up.



	"Stephanie?” he replied. "Come on up. Knock twice on the door when you get to the apartment."



	"Will do, Sir," she replied, feeling a fizz of excitement burst through her system. She was here, she was doing this, she couldn’t believe it. Had she ever done anything as bold in her entire life before? 



	Stephanie made her way slowly up the stairs, wobbling slightly in her heels as she went; she wasn’t used to walking in them, and she hoped she was going to be able to pull this off. She wanted to fit into this party like she belonged there. Nobody would know that she was anything other than a regular they just hadn’t happened to bump into before, and that was the way she liked it. She could convince. She just had to pretend that she was a character from one of the books she had been working on; demure, deferent. 



	Landing two careful knocks on the door, she listened for the noise inside; there was a low buzz of activity, as though the place was waiting for her to arrive. A moment later, the door opened, and she found herself looking into the eyes of the man she hadn’t been able to get out of her head since he had suggested this.



	"Stephanie," he greeted her, and he stepped aside and gestured for her to come in. As she entered, he leaned in and reminded her of one of the rules.



	"Eyes down."



	She lowered her gaze at once, staring at her feet, her heart pounding. She was in. This was actually happening. 



	She snuck the briefest look around the apartment, just so she knew what she was dealing with, and found it full of people dressed similarly to her – men and women in low-key outfits, black dresses and dark suits. Well, most of them anyway.



	Her jaw dropped when she saw a man being led, stark naked, on a collar and a leash behind a woman carrying a glass of wine. She looked completely calm, her long, blonde hair cascading down over the shoulders of her beautiful navy-blue dress, and the man behind her was watching her with such adoration that she could practically feel it coming off him in waves. Stephanie quickly averted her gaze from the sight before her, reminding herself that she was meant to be a regular here, but the image was already burned into her head. Was that what submission looked like? The look in his eyes was burned into his brain; the utter, desperate worship in his eyes more than she could wrap her head around.



	She felt a hand on her shoulder and glanced around to see Cameron standing behind her. She went bright red and hoped that he hadn’t seen her staring.



	"I’m glad you could make it," he murmured to her, softly, making sure that nobody else could hear them. "I thought you might back out before we got a chance to go through with this."



	"Not a chance," she replied. "Sir."



	He smiled at her, and she was sure that hearing that word come out of her mouth was doing something for him. She hoped it was. Every time she said it, she felt a jolt of brief, intense desire crackle through her. She was beginning to understand how that man had felt.



	"Come on, let me show you around," he suggested. "You can raise your eyes for now, as long as you're beside me. Just keep them down when I’m not there."



	"Right, Sir," she agreed, and he leaned over to explain his reasoning.



	"People won’t talk to you if you keep your gaze down," he elaborated. "So you’re not going to get caught by someone asking too many questions."



	She smiled at him. He had really thought of everything. Glancing over in the direction of the man who had caught her attention earlier, she decided now was the best time to ask.



	"Is he...?”



	"A submissive, like you?” he replied. "Yes. Not everyone goes as hard as Dean and Samantha, but the two of them...yeah, they always take it to the next level. He’s her full-time submissive, so that means that pretty much twenty-four-seven he does everything she asks of him."



	"Oh my God," Stephanie breathed, shivering at the thought. 



	"Come on, there’s a lot I want to show you," Cameron remarked. "If you think you can handle it?”



	"I think I can handle it," she promised him, and the way he smiled at her felt like a gift. Like he was bestowing some great present on her from above. She could already feel something burning inside her, something that she had done her best to ignore from the very first moment she had walked into this place. 



	He guided her through the main social area of the apartment, and she finally got a look at where he lived. It looked expensive, far higher on the market than anywhere she had ever lived. The place had an open-plan layout, with the living room leading into the kitchen where a number of people were mingling, chatting, laughing. She had assumed that most of the people here would be spanking and flogging and knocking each other around, but this could almost have passed for just a regular dinner party. Almost. 



	But there was a thin corridor that led off the main section of the room, and people kept on vanishing down it as though it led to some magical version of wonderland. And Stephanie had to admit, she was curious – she had been doing a good job playing it cool (or at least cool-adjacent) until that moment, but there was something going on down there that she wanted to be a part of. 



	"You want to see what’s going on down there?" Cameron asked, appearing by her side once more. He was so attuned to what she wanted, what she needed. How could he have squirmed inside her head already? She nodded.



	"Yes, Sir..."



	He planted a hand on the small of her back and guided her along the corridor, toward one of the doors at the far end – the place was lit with soft golden light, and it seemed as though it was bathed in luxury. He pushed the door open and guided her over the threshold. His hand left a print on the small of her back, insistent and delicate and burning against her skin. She was hyper-focused on the feeling of it – right up until the moment when she saw what was in front of her.



	The room was full of about a half-dozen people, aside from the couple in the center of the room. A woman was on her knees, and a man was standing over her – she was bare-ass naked, her skin covered in goose pimples from the cold, and the man was fully dressed in a handsome suit and standing over her with a look of disdain on his face. Stephanie was amazed at how much could be conveyed by the briefest glance, by the expression on someone’s face – the power that could be given over with the curl of a lip or the arch of an eyebrow. She backed towards the far wall, putting plenty of space between her and the couple in the middle of the room. 



	"Ask me again," the man ordered, as Cameron sank into the spot next to her. She glanced over at him, eyes wide, and he smiled and nodded to return her attention to the people in front of them. 



	The woman was now kneeling upright, her hands upraised to show her palms to him, and he seemed pleased by her pose – but there was still a glint of cruelty in his eyes that let Stephanie know he wasn’t going to give her what she wanted that easily.



	"Please, Sir, may I have another?" she asked, her voice taking on an edge of bratty petulance. She pouted, staring up at him, eyes wide and chest rising and falling rapidly. Her breasts were small and a little saggy, and they bounced with every breath she took. Stephanie wondered how she could be so focused on the man before her when the room was packed full of people – it was like she didn’t see a single one of them, not giving a damn about the presence of anyone but the man above her. 



	"One more," he replied, generously, as though he was giving her some profound indulgence by letting her have what she wanted. From a small table next to him, he selected a thin, long object that glistened in the low light of the room – it took Stephanie a moment to realize that he was holding a horsewhip. A shiver ran down her spine at the thought of the pain it could inflict in a single blow. And then, he brought it down hard over the upturned palms of the woman in front of him.



	"Ah!” she cried out, tipping her head back and letting out a yelp of pain, but she didn’t seem upset by the intrusion. No, her eyes lit up and her body sagged as the tension that had been building within it released, all at once. Stephanie felt a rush of envy at the sight of her like that – how long had she waited, building tension, holding on to it, not able to release it? 



	The man landed another sharp slap on her palms, and even from where she was standing, Stephanie could see the red welt rising on her flesh. How would she hide that? Maybe she didn’t. Maybe, like the man she’d seen outside, this was a full-time thing for her, her only purpose in life to serve and worship the man who was beating her.



	"You know what you’re meant to say to me," the man reminded her, his voice laced with a low menace. She closed her eyes, gathered herself, and then looked at him again. 



	"Thank you, Sir," she breathed. The power of that word was becoming very apparent to Stephanie, the profound effect it had on the people it was unleashed towards. She glanced at Cameron again, and wondered if her using that towards him was having the same impact. 



	"Eyes down," he demanded, and she lowered her gaze to the ground at once, smiling softly to herself. Only a few weeks ago, Stephanie would have been baffled at what anyone could have gotten out of something like this, but now she was beginning to understand. That woman, the one on her knees before her, she didn’t have to worry about anything. All her control was handed over to someone else, and she didn’t have to make a single decision for herself. That must have been so freeing. Such a release. Good to know for her book, for sure, Stephanie told herself firmly. 



	"Here," Cameron murmured in her ear, his hot breath on her cheek catching her by surprise and making her jump. "There’s something else I want to show you."



	"Something else?”



	He took her hand and led her out of the room, leaving behind the man and the woman and the people who were watching them. She felt as though every nerve ending on her body had come to life, as though it had all been asleep right up until this second. She couldn’t get over it. What she had done with Jon seemed so fumbling and futile compared to these people, compared to the careful control they exerted over everything they did. 



	"This room, here," he murmured, pushing the door next to them open and heading inside. "I think this is...relevant to your interests."



	She raised her eyebrows at him, but let him lead her inside. He could have taken her anyway he wanted at that point, and she wouldn’t have protested. She was fascinated to see more, to see how far this all went – how far the people here were willing to go in pursuit of their fascinatingly specific desires. She wondered, idly, how they had all come to find this place, if there was some email blast that she should have been signed up to already that would have explained it all to her. 



	But then, she saw what was in the room before her, and everything else fell out of her head at once. 



	There was a large bed dominating the middle of the room, an enormous king-size covered in crisp white sheets that looked as though they had come fresh out of the packet. Four posters rose on each corner, giving it a regal feel, and a dim light bathed everything in a soft gold glow. But, despite the beautiful décor, there was only one thing that Stephanie could pay any attention to. And that was the couple embroiled on the bed before her. 



	They looked around her age, maybe a little older, a man and a woman. She was perfectly put-together, with gorgeously manicured hands and feet, coiffed chestnut hair that rolled down over her shoulders, and skin so soft it seemed to shimmer with a soft olive hue in the dim light. He was a little older than her, clean-shaven, with dark hair and dark eyes that seemed to echo with a distant cruelty. It wasn’t just the way they looked that had her so entranced, though – no, there was something much deeper going on there, something elaborate and deep and impossibly hypnotic.



	The woman was bound in a complex pattern of red rope, which looped around her shoulders and her legs to bind her hands and feet together behind her back. Every muscle in her body seemed to be straining, but she was holding on, the ropes digging mercilessly into her skin. Her face was pressed to the pillow and her eyes were lost somewhere far, far away. The man was behind her, his fingers sunk into her thighs, and he was thrusting into her pussy roughly, letting out soft moans with every motion he made within her. 



	Stephanie drew back against the door, and her immediate reaction was to want to get out of there. Not because she was disgusted by what she had seen, but because the automatic part of her brain had clicked into action and told her that she needed to get out and give these people some privacy. But Cameron was still holding her hand, and she felt safe with him there, reminding herself that the rules were different as long as she was in this place. There were other people in the room too, so it was obvious that the people making love before them weren’t exactly concerned with being watched.



	It was beautiful, in a way, the rope work that had gone into binding this woman – the elaborate, geometric patterns it wrote all over her body looked like an intricate diagram drawn for her pleasure. Stephanie had never seen a body contorted that way before, and she couldn’t imagine the effort that went into getting her like that. But whatever it had been, it must have been worth it, judging by the look on her face. Like the woman in the room before, she had an expression of utter bliss written all over her, her mouth slack and her eyes on the brink of rolling back into her head as the man pounded into her hard. He wasn’t holding back, the sound of their hips connecting filling the room as he fucked her deep. 



	Stephanie’s eyes trailed up to him, to his face, to the way he was looking at her. And yes, there was no doubt at all that he was the one in control, but there was a softness to him, almost, a tenderness that made her heart spin with excitement. This man was giving every part of himself to this woman, the same way she was giving to him, and what they shared as a result of that was impossibly intimate; Stephanie couldn’t help but think back to her encounters with Jon, which seemed so mechanical by comparison. They had fucked because they thought they should, not because they actually wanted to be near each other in that way. But these two, these two made it look as though if they didn’t make love, they might expire, just blink out of the very business of being. That was what she wanted. A depth of adoration that went beyond anything she had ever known before.



	"What do you think?” Cameron asked, drawing her attention back to the real world for a moment. He hadn’t let go of her hand yet. The warmth of his fingers against hers were enough to bring her back down to Earth, and suddenly the look in his eyes caught her off-guard – it was like she had transferred the desire from that couple on to the two of them. 



	"I, uh, I..." She tried to find the words, and noticed a couple of people glancing in their direction. She dropped her gaze, just like that woman had done, and rearranged her thoughts. Work. This was work. This was essentially a work outing. And that meant that she didn’t get to feel this way for him, about this.



	"It’s very enlightening, Sir," she replied, her voice low, and he smiled at her. Deciding it was for the best, she drew her hand back from his. She didn’t want to let her brain linger any further in the direction it had been heading towards. She was already getting dangerously close to fostering an actual attraction to him, and if she started down that road...



	"Good." He smiled at her, and he turned his attention to the couple before them once more. She did the same. She knew that her eyes must have been wide, and that it must have looked obvious that she was lusting after them, after what they were doing together. The sight of her limbs, bound helplessly behind her back, the way she moaned in pleasure as he thrust into her, the sight of his fingers pinning into her body – it was so much to take in all at once. She craved it, so much she could almost feel the sensations, the strain in her muscles trying to hold on to that position in the rope...



	"There’s more for us to see," Cameron reminded her gently, and she tore her eyes away from the sight in front of her and managed to nod. She could have stayed in there, hypnotized by the two of them for the rest of the night, but he was right. This was meant to be an exploratory trip, not one where she got caught up in one room when there was so much more for her to discover. 



	He took her through the rest of the apartment, and into the various rooms – each one was dedicated to some other kind of BDSM play, and she took in as much as she could. She recognized some of it from the work that she had done for him, but a lot of them came as utterly new to her. 



	There was one room that seemed to be set up purely for wax-related play – hot candles, being poured on to naked flesh, cooling and setting across their bodies and clinging to each curve of their skin. Another featured restraints, handcuffs and ropes and binding to beds – the people restrained were being tormented in various ways, fucked and told not to come, touched and caressed and teased and unable to push themselves over the edge. The one closest to the door was dedicated to foot worship, where men crawled on all fours to lick and kiss the shoes of aloof women. Perhaps the room that intrigued her the most was the one that proudly displayed a giant machine in the middle, one that Cameron explained as a sex device – it had a dildo attached to one side with a vibrator for use elsewhere, and Stephanie watched in shock as a woman rode it until she came, helplessly, screaming out in pleasure, much to the pleasure of the man who was dominating her.



	The night sped by, so quickly that she hardly had time to take it all in. She had been introduced to a world that she had never really understood before, and it had changed everything. Sure, she had known intellectually that people engaged in play like that, but she had never really imagined why or what it might be like for them. But now, she understood where it came from, what the appeal of it was. These people got to step away from their lives for a little while, to sacrifice control or to take it depending on what they needed to indulge. The parts they played were a thrill, a game, a theater, and they seemed to find such release in that kind of hedonistic freedom. 



	But all too soon, people began clearing out of the apartment, and she was back in the real world. She felt like she had just stumbled out of a pitch-black tunnel that she had been walking in for days, the light burning her eyes. Cameron approached her, after seeing off the last of his guests, with a grin on his face. He looked different than he did at the office, but she couldn’t put her finger on why.



	"So?” he asked. "What did you think? How did you find it?"



	"It was...very enlightening. A lot to think about," she replied, finally finding the words to respond to him. She was having a hard time shifting out of the state she had been in before, when she had played at deferent to him. Even now, beyond that, he was her boss, and the lines between what was appropriate and what wasn’t was blurred. But maybe she liked it that way.



	"You think you’ve got enough to work with for now?" he asked, running his hands through his hair. He seemed to be buzzing with electricity, his body practically vibrating with power that he hadn’t had a chance to expel. She wondered, briefly, what it would have looked like if he had one of the rooms to himself – if he had been using her the way that those men in charge had used the women they had control over. The thought was fizzing in her brain, impossible to ignore, lit up in neon. Once again, she could almost feel the bite of the ropes on her skin, the sharp snap of the whip against her hands...



	"I... yeah, I guess so," she replied. Truth was, she was already imagining what more she could get out of this. Could she engage with him? Engage with this world? Find out what it would have been like to give the power to someone else for a change? For so long, she had been running her household, making sure everything was in order, working to keep the money coming in. Tonight had shown her that there was a place for her to release her iron grip on that. And she knew she would have to find out more. This was more than just research now. She could frame it as that for a little while longer, sure, but now that the door had been opened, it wouldn’t be easy to close it.



	"I’ll call you a cab," he suggested. "I need some sleep. It’s been a long night."



	"Of course," she replied, but she didn’t move an inch. She wasn’t ready to go yet. And besides, there was something else – no, suddenly, she could feel his eyes burning into her, his gaze intense as it sizzled against her skin. What was going on in his mind? The same thing that was going on in hers? His eyes drifted down to her mouth for a moment, and she had to catch her breath. Before she could think about how it would sound, she let one more word slip from her lips. 



	"Sir."



	 



	





Part 4: Write Away, Sir



	Stephanie stared at the outline in front of her, and she knew, with a rush of certainty, that she was far from done with this world yet. 



	It had been a week since she had attended the party with Cameron, the one he’d held at his apartment, the one that had introduced her to a world of BDSM she’d had no idea actually existed before that moment. Or at least, not to the depth and intensity that she had seen that night. She had known that people liked this, that people got off on this kind of thing, but she’d had no clue just how far they were willing to go to do that. The stuff she had seen had blown her mind a little, and she was already excited to start work on her book once more by the time she arrived back at her now-solo apartment. 



	And she had spent that weekend locked up in her office, working as hard as she could, focusing all her energy and efforts on pulling together the best damn BDSM book that Cameron had seen in his life. Whenever she was running low on inspiration, she would just remember his face, remember the way that he gazed at the happenings before him, and everything would fall into place. It all made sense when she put him at the center of it, that was for sure. What did that say about her though? She wasn’t quite certain yet.  



	But she turned in the new draft on Monday morning and took a well-deserved day off; she had been ignoring calls from her friends all weekend, almost forgetting that she had split up with her boyfriend of several years and that they would be worried sick about her. If only they knew just what she had swapped him out for. Finally, she answered a text from her closest friend, Kacey, and Kacey invited herself to her apartment without further ado. 



	“We’ve been worried sick about you!” she exclaimed. “You and Jon, I thought you were in it for the long run, but when he was posting all that stuff online...” 



	“He’s been posting about it online?” she asked, surprised. 



	“Well, of course he has!” she replied. “How do you think we all found out about it? Oh, Stef, we’ve been so worried about you...” 



	“You really have nothing to worry about,” she assured her. “I know it may not make sense, but I feel...fine. Good, actually. I think things were at a natural end, it’s good that we’ve both been able to move on.” 



	“And that’s just that, huh?” she remarked, eyeing Stephanie like she didn’t believe a word coming out of her mouth. Stephanie couldn’t say that she blamed her – she wasn’t even sure she believed it either. 



	“Is there someone else?” Kacey asked, trying to play it tactfully. Stephanie shook her head at once. 



	“No, no, there’s nobody else,” she replied, as truthfully as she could. And besides, it was the truth – she hadn’t so much as kissed another person yet. There had just been that little moment back in Cameron’s apartment where she had called him Sir and had seen the look on his face before he quickly directed her to the door and out of the building, but that didn’t actually count as anything, did it?  



	“Then what happened?” Kacey asked curiously. Stephanie shook her head and shrugged. It was too much to go into all the true details behind why they’d split up, and besides, she wasn’t sure she was actually ready to admit any of those to people who didn’t have to know. 



	“We just weren’t right for each other anymore,” Stephanie replied truthfully. “We wanted different things, that’s all.” 



	Kacey seemed to accept that, albeit it reluctantly. Stephanie wasn’t forthcoming in offering her anything new, so she had no choice but to accept it at face value. 



	And besides, Stephanie wasn’t sure she could go into the complicated reasons behind their break-up without revealing more than she would have cared to about herself. She was going through a burgeoning sexual revolution in the confines of her own head, and the last thing she needed was other people swinging by to drop their opinions on the matter into the equation. It was confusing enough already, and what she needed more than anything was space and time to navigate through what she was feeling. 



	She successfully deflected the concern of all her well-meaning friends, clearing out the last of Jon’s stuff from the apartment, and picking up his keys so they could both move on. He still seemed somewhat like he was in shock from what had happened, from the abruptness of the end of their relationship, and she felt a little guilty for it – but not so bad that she would go back on the decision she’d made. If he wouldn’t support her in this, there would be more that he would try to keep her from, and she wasn’t willing to give up the chance to discover all these new edges to her personality. Not when everything she had found out so far had proved to be so much damn fun.  



	But she wasn’t sure if her exploration into that world would end where it had really started, at the party with Cameron – until she received an email from the office, letting her know what her next project was due to be. She clicked open the file and felt a twist of trepidation and thrill when she saw what was waiting for her.  



	It was the next part of the series she had been working on. She wasn’t sure if they would give it to her or if they would dismiss it and hand it off to someone else, but clearly she had managed to pull it out of the bag. And now, they wanted her to pick up where she left off. 



	“Two more parts – more intense than the first one. Plots attached. Look forward to hearing from you on this. Cameron.”



	At first, she thought that she should turn it down. After all, hadn’t she already wrung as much experience as she could from what had happened at that party? But then, her mind started to stray in other directions, leading her to more inviting conclusions. Yes, she had taken all she could from that party, but that didn’t mean that she had to stop there. No, all that meant was that she had to find some way to get more experience, to learn the nuances of this community as well as she could to make sure her books were authentic. That’s what her publishers wanted, didn’t they? Not for her to cower away from what they had hoped she would write for them. So what, she hadn’t had a huge amount of experience in this stuff? She would have put good money on the notion that most of the science-fiction writers out there hadn’t been to space. It was about taking the experience that she had and turning it into something useful, into something she could use, into work that they could publish.



	And, of course, she knew at the back of her mind that this was a chance for her to spend some more time with Cameron, to see a new side of him that he was only just beginning to discover the depths to. It was his name on the email – had he decided on this assignment for her? Was this his way of trying to tempt her into more of their play? Maybe there was more he wanted to show her. Or maybe, like her, he had been haunted by the look on her face and wanted to see what more he could tempt out of her when it came to his twisted little kink.



	He hadn’t engaged in anything during that party, and she had been plagued with wondering what it would have looked like if he had. He had always had an air of cool, calm confidence to him, of control, but she had put that down to the fact that he was her editor and actually did have that power over her. But the more she thought about it, the more she wondered if it was that there was an overflow of his dominance in his personal life. Did he have women who submitted to him? Or men? Her curiosity was getting the better of her, and she would have been lying if she’d said that it had nothing to do with her decision to take on the next two books.



	When she arranged that meeting with him at his office, she wasn’t even sure what she was planning on doing or saying to him, but as she walked through the door, it became clear. Being around him soothed her in some way, allowed her to let go of the intense grip that she normally exerted on her own life. She wanted to feel that all the time – or at least, more than she was now.



	She had done a little exploration on her own time, tracking down forums and conversations online and inhaling them all so she could walk into this at least knowing what she wanted to say to him. There was so much to take in – so many rules, so many regulations, so many games and intriguing power dynamics that existed out there in the world beyond her understanding. But she came to wrap her mind around the notion that there didn’t necessarily have to be anything sexual about getting involved in the BDSM world – it could be purely a sharing of power, a removal of it and the taking of it. That was what she was planning to pitch to her editor that day. It wouldn’t be the first time she had pitched something to him, but it would be the first time that it didn’t have a word count. 



	He was a little late to the meeting, and she sat down in his office and crossed her legs, clasping her hands in her lap. Was she already acting submissively? She honestly couldn’t tell if this was some extension of the dynamic they had explored that night together or if she was just nervous because she was about to ask her boss for something that would, for anyone else, sound totally fucking crazy.



	“Stephanie, hi,” he greeted her as he came through the door in a rush. “Sorry for keeping you waiting.”



	“That’s all right,” she replied, and she had to bite her lip to keep from letting a “sir” slip out. She wasn’t sure why, but it just felt so natural when she was around him. 



	“So you said you wanted to have a meeting about the project I sent you the spec for this week?” he remarked, settling down behind his desk. Was it her or did he look even better than normal? Maybe it was just that she could see him fully now, that he was hiding no piece of himself from her. She remembered standing next to him in that room, while those people fucked in front of them, and a shiver ran down her spine. How many times had she imagined the two of them in that very position since then? She couldn’t count, but that wasn’t why she was there today. Not entirely, at least.



	“Yeah, I wanted to…” She swallowed her words, not sure how to come out with it once and for all. What was she meant to say? ‘I’ve been thinking about the fetish you showed me, and I think I need you to actually act it out on me in order for me to continue functioning in the world?’ And how as she going to frame that as research when there was clearly so much more to it?



	“It’s not too much for you to take on, is it?” he pressed. “Because you could have just emailed me if there was a problem-”



	“No, no, I want to do it,” she assured him quickly.



	“But there’s something else you want me to know too?” he asked, curiously, leaning towards her. She felt her heart jolt – it was now or never. She had to prove to him that she was capable of this, that she knew what she was getting into when it came to agreeing to an idea as wild as this one.



	“Yes, there is,” she confessed. “I – I don’t think – I mean, I want my writing to be as authentic as possible…”



	“In what sense?” he asked carefully. He could probably sense that he was on the edge of a lawsuit as it was and didn’t want it to go careening any closer to the edge.



	“In the sense that I…I want to know more about the scene,” she admitted. He leaned back again, cocking an eyebrow at her in something that looked like amusement.



	“More about the scene?”



	“Everything you showed me that night, it…it fascinated me,” she confessed. “And I know that there’s far more to it than anything I know. I’m sure that I can learn it, that I can take it all in, I just need to find a way to do it. I need someone to show me that world so I don’t get lost in it.”



	“And you think that person is me?” he replied, sounding surprised. She nodded, slowly, trying to gauge his reaction.



	“I know it sounds crazy,” she continued quickly. “And I know that you think I’m probably setting you up for some kind of HR nightmare, but I’m not. I mean, I don’t want that to be an aspect of it.”



	“What to be an aspect of it?”



	“The…. the sexual side,” she explained, a flush passing across her face. She could feel the heat rising in her system, and she wasn’t sure if it was the awkwardness of explaining this to her boss that was doing this – or something else entirely. 



	“I know that for a lot of people, it is sexual, and that’s what I’m going to be writing about, but I don’t want to get mixed up with that with…you,” she replied, even though she knew that her body language was probably saying something completely different. “I want to understand how this dynamic works, properly.”



	“So, you’re telling me that you want some kind of…submissive training?” he offered, and finally, she had the words to explain what she had been trying to get across all this time. She nodded enthusiastically.



	“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m talking about,” she replied. “Submissive training. Nothing sexual, just…I want to know how it feels to be on the other end of that kind of treatment. I don’t want people who read the books I write to feel like I’m bullshitting them. I want them to know that it’s real, so they can relate to it, and I’m not going to be able to do that unless I actually experience what this is like.”



	He paused for a moment, looking at her curiously.



	“You have a boyfriend, right?” he replied at last. “What does he think about all of this?”



	“No, I don’t have a boyfriend anymore,” she replied. “We split up.”



	“I’m sorry to hear that,” he responded, furrowing his brow.



	“I’m not,” she replied without thinking, and the words seemed to hang in the air between them. She wanted to reel them back, worried that she had come on a little too strong too soon, but a small smile flickered up the corners of his mouth, and she knew he was glad to hear it.



	“Well, then,” he replied, clasping his hands in front of him. He had beautiful hands; it wasn’t the first time she had noticed them, but it was the first time she had really let herself check them out. Long fingers, strong. She could already imagine them wrapped around the handle of a whip, or, open-palmed, spanking her hard on the ass.



	“You think that’s something we could do?” she asked, with a little too much keenness. He stared at her for another moment, clearly trying to figure out exactly how obviously bad an idea this was going to turn out to be. She gazed back at him, eyes wide, fighting the urge to shift in her seat. She just wanted to touch him, to feel his skin against hers once more, even though she knew that was crazy…



	“You know that we would have to set up some pretty firm boundaries,” he warned her. “Very firm. And I’d want some rules put in place to keep it as professional as we can.”



	“Of course,” she replied, already a little breathless. “And what exactly does that mean? For the two of us, I mean…”



	“Well, first and foremost, that means the utmost discretion when it comes to anything we do together,” he replied firmly. “And I mean utmost. I don’t want anyone else knowing about this – nobody who might come into contact with us through work at least. We need to make sure that nobody finds out about this, because if they do…”



	“We won’t be doing anything sexual though,” she countered. She wasn’t sure why, but the thought of keeping it all to herself was difficult; unpleasant, even. 



	“Yeah, but that’s never how people are going to read it,” he replied. “When you talk kink, people just assume that you’re discussing something that’s got some kind of sexual element.”



	“I guess you know better than me,” she replied, and he grinned at her, letting out a soft chuckle.



	“What?” she demanded, fluttering internally. 



	“Just…you’re already pretty good at this submissive stuff,” he remarked, and her stomach twisted. She wasn’t sure if it was with more pleasure or shock.



	“Or maybe it’s just that you’re my boss,” she pointed out quickly. He grinned wider. 



	“Okay, so yeah, maybe you’re going to need a little training,” he replied. His eyes were tracing over every inch of her, as though he was trying to figure out how best to get her to do everything he wanted to. She shifted in her seat. It wasn’t that she didn’t want this – far from it, in fact – but she was impatient to know the dark machinations of his head sooner rather than later. 



	“What exactly does that entail?” she asked eagerly, and he shrugged and shook his head.



	“It can involve anything you want it to involve,” he replied. “We need to set some ground rules, obviously, about stuff that you know you just wouldn’t be interested in. But other than that…”



	“I don’t think there’s much that would be off the table for me, really,” she replied, realizing how overeager she sounded and struggling to give a damn. 



	“Okay, well, I think everyone has some hard limits,” he pointed out. “You need to figure those out. I’ll give you a hand, if you want.”



	“Like how?”



	“Maybe you could join me at another one of those parties,” he suggested. “And you could tell me what does it for you and what doesn’t. In terms of submission, I mean.”



	“Of course,” she agreed, already excited at the notion of going to something like that with him once more. “And what about the when?”



	“You’re really eager to get this going, aren’t you?” He chuckled, and she shrugged.



	“Hey, what can I say, I’m dedicated to my craft.”



	“Well, we can start it right now if that works for you,” he replied, and he fixed her with a hard look over the table, as though he was trying to scope her out. A shiver ran all the way from the base of her spine to the top. It felt like cool water being poured over her skin. She already liked it, liked the way it made her feel.



	“And how exactly would we go about that?” she murmured, aware that she was treading a potentially dangerous line and struggling to care. If anyone got wind of what they were talking about in here, there would be hell to pay for the both of them. And yet, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was finding out how far he was willing to push her. If he was as fascinated by this game as she was.



	“You could get to your feet, and you could go out there, and you could fetch me a drink from the café in the front of the building,” he replied. “And the whole time, you would have to keep your eyes to the ground. If I caught wind of you so much as looking at anyone…”



	He let his voice trail off, the threat hanging unspoken in the air between them. She didn’t need to be told again. She hardly needed to be told in the first place.



	She rose to her feet slowly and bowed her head to the ground, fixing her gaze on her shoes. Her first act of submission for him. It was oddly exciting and terrifying at the same time. Her heart was pounding, and she was immediately panicked that someone outside might figure out what she was about to do. She cooled her head as best she could, but he seemed to sense what was going through her mind anyway and did his best to calm it.



	“Just focus on what I’m telling you,” he ordered softly, and his voice seemed to cut through the rush of confusion that was currently pulsing in her brain, stilling it, like a wave of the ocean. She let out a breath and turned to the door, placing her hand on the handle. And, with a push and a final muster of her courage, she stepped outside and into the room beyond.



	It was packed full of people, all going about their daily tasks, none of them so much as noticing her as she made her way through the office. Most of them were kind enough to step out of her way – probably thought she was as writer lost in thought, or something like that – so she didn’t have to worry about knocking into any of them. Every time she felt her feet falter, she pulled back into her mind the feeling of his words cutting through the hustle and bustle of her brain: when he spoke, it just seemed to make sense. She liked that. It made everything easier.



	She moved through the office and towards the space where she knew the café was waiting for her. How many times had she gone in there, just wandering in for a quick caffeine hit after a long meeting? Never in a million years had she imagined that it would be the setting for something so serious, something that already felt momentous to the course of her life. 



	She had never let anyone else take control of her in her entire life. Not even in the bedroom. That just wasn’t how she worked. But, as she calmly waited in line, it felt as though it was the most natural thing in the world. When she arrived at the counter, she asked for Cameron’s order, keeping her eyes down the whole time, as though he would be able to sense her insubordination even from across the office. She knew that it was crazy, knew that he couldn’t see her or hear her or know where her eyes were looking, but that didn’t matter. She had to obey him because it was right; it was the choice that she had made for herself, the choice that she had accepted. She wasn’t going to have it any other way. She couldn’t, even if she wanted to, because she was simply carrying out his command, his word, the word that mattered most in the world to her right then. 



	She took his cup and kept her eyes carefully pinned to the ground as she wound her way back through the building and towards his office. She could feel a few people giving her funny looks, but she couldn’t care less; she was just focused on carrying out the task that she had been given to the best of her ability, and that meant making sure that his coffee arrived to him just as he wanted it.



	She pushed the door open carefully and stepped inside, clutching the coffee cup almost reverently like it was the Holy Grail. Some part of her felt a little silly, but another part felt proud; she had done what he wanted, and that was all that mattered. 



	He got to his feet, and she glanced up at him.



	“Eyes down,” he ordered at once, and she obeyed without question.



	“Kneel.”



	“What?”



	“Kneel,” he repeated himself, and she looked around to make sure that nobody else was around to catch her getting up to something so utterly deviant with the man she was meant to be working for. Before she could over-think it any further, she lowered herself to her knees before him, staring at a spot on the carpet in front of her. It was a soft blue color, almost tranquil, but the racing of her heart felt like it was going to come busting straight out of her chest.



	“Good girl,” he murmured, and he moved around the desk to stand in front of her. He hadn’t so much as laid a finger on her, and still it felt like she was going to explode from the sheer tension of not having his hands all over her. She could feel a throb, deep down in her belly, the low moan of a want for something, anything, from him.



	“Hand me the cup.”



	She held the cup aloft, and he plucked it from her hands, and she shifted a little, the carpet scratching against her knees. She was wearing a skirt, and she was distinctly aware of the fact that it was riding up slightly at the back. If anyone was to walk in on them, God forbid, then they would likely get a no-holds-barred view straight up her-



	“You’ve done well, Stephanie,” he murmured, and the sound of his affirmation seemed to seal something in her. She smiled, making sure to keep her eyes pinned to the ground. Yes. She had pleased him. For now, she would take that as the only kind of relief she needed. The thrill of it seemed to pulse, hot, in her veins, and she wondered how she had managed to go so long without involving something like this in her life. 



	“You can stand up now,” he told her, and she raised herself from the ground slowly. She could hardly believe she had just done that; she felt as though she was emerging from a long trance, her head slowly sinking back into the real world. She wasn’t sure she liked it there, not compared to that place she had just been.



	“You did well.” He grinned at her, and she finally let herself relax. Knowing that she had pleased him was more than enough. 



	“But I still have a lot more to show you,” he half-told, half-warned her. “Do you think you can handle it?”



	“If it means I can nail this book, then I know I can,” she replied firmly. She still felt a little fluttery, the same feeling she’d had in her chest right before she had called him “sir” at the end of the party. Not for anyone else, but for her – for them. 



	“I’m already impressed,” he replied, and he took a sip of his drink. “You know, I think this tastes better knowing you brought it to me.”



	“I should hope so,” she replied, a little bratty edge to her voice. He paused, raising his eyebrows at her with amusement.



	“All right, I’ll reach out to you soon,” he told her. “But I think you should get out of here for now. Before anyone starts getting too suspicious.”



	She bid farewell to him and hurried home, her mind burning with the intensity of what had just happened. When she arrived back at her apartment, she dumped her bag on the floor and headed straight through to her bedroom. It was hard to remember the fact that she had shared this with someone else up until a couple of weeks before, since she had only been thinking about one man there the last few days – Cameron, Cameron, Cameron. 



	Grabbing her vibrator, she slipped her hand into her panties and clicked the toy into action. Moaning, she pushed her hips against it and found the release that she needed at last. 



	Something about giving herself to him so utterly had driven her crazy; she could hardly keep her head straight, remembering what he had made her do. It might have played as innocent to anyone paying attention, but she knew it was more than that. There was something profound about having him control her, having him take her power away – having him own her, like she belonged to him and him alone. She cried out in the quiet of her apartment, her clit aching, and rocked her body on the bed, writhing and gasping as she felt herself getting closer, closer, closer…



	When she came, it was like something was burning through her system, flames eating away at something she should never have been holding on to in the first place. She couldn’t believe she had waited this long to give it up – that control that she had hung on to like it was the most important thing in the world. Her pussy clenched and her skin prickled, and she remembered the tone of his voice when he told her to kneel, firm and sharp and certain. 



	As she came back down to Earth, her eyes fluttered open, and she found herself smiling at the ceiling above her. Whatever happened next, she knew it was going to be fun. And she had a feeling that it was going to change everything. And man, was she ready for everything to change – especially at the hands of a man as powerful, as dominant, and as intriguing as Cameron.



	





Part 5: Desiring Submission







	"Are you ready?"


Cameron’s voice cut through Stephanie like a blade, like a whip through the air. How many times had he said those exact words to her? And how many times, time after time, had she shivered with anticipation knowing what was going to come next?




	"Yes, I’m ready," she replied, dipping her head down into the requisite submissive stance that she had grown used to adopting when she was around him. It came to her like second nature now, and she had to admit there was a thrill in knowing that this had been in her the whole time. She couldn’t get enough of being with him, being near him, having him take utter and complete control of her. The thrill of it would never wear thin, she was sure of it. All she needed to do now was find some way to push through the next few hours, and prove that she was ready for anything that he wanted to throw at her.



	It had been about three weeks since they had first come to the agreement in his office, the one revolving around their ongoing involvement as part of Stephanie’s work. She was proud of herself for even having the nerve to ask, and even prouder that she had actually managed to follow through on it after all of this. 



	"You did well in the office," he told her, at their first meeting at his apartment. "But that was really just the beginning. You get that, don’t you? There’s a lot more to come."



	"Yes, of course I do," She replied, and she did her best to keep her voice smooth and panic-free. She didn’t want him to think that he had rattled her. The last thing she needed was to let him in on that slight flutter of unsettlement that rose up within her whenever she thought about what she had committed to. It wasn’t that she thought it was a bad idea – far from it. More that her whole world was beginning to shift slightly, and she had to find some way to wrap her head around that. The ground under her feet was moving and the new earth, fresh and soft, wasn’t as firm as what had stood there before. But that was all right. She just had to figure out where she stood in this new place, what it felt like to exist under these new rules.



	"And you said you had done some research of your own," he pointed out. "What kind of stuff interested you? Flicked your switches?”



	"I was thinking about, maybe..." She hesitated before she came out with it. Even after all of this, there was some fear deep inside her, fear that telling the truth about her desires would make her seem sinful in some way. She knew it was ridiculous, born of her last relationship and how vanilla everything had been in bed, but it was hard to shake.



	"You can tell me," he prompted her gently, and she nodded and smiled at him. She was going to need a lot of encouragement and coaxing if she was going to find a way through this, and she was glad she had someone as experienced as him to help her figure herself out.



	"I’ve been looking into impact play," she confessed finally, feeling as though she was telling a priest her sins in some silent, dark cubicle. "And I like the idea of that. I know that it’s probably going to take me some time to get used to doing something like that, but I want to give it a try."



	"What kind of impact play?” he pressed, leaning forward and raising his eyebrows with interest.



	"Uh, what kinds are there?” she replied, laughing nervously. He lifted his fingers and began to tick them off. 



	"We could use a cane, whips, floggers, a hand..." he began, and before she could register anything else that came out of his mouth, she found herself drifting off at the thought of him using his open palm to spank her. Maybe she would be bare, all laid out in front of him...she could almost feel his warm flesh against hers, making her count out each blow with a shaky voice as she tried to keep herself together.



	"...and canes," he finished up, and she blinked and returned back to reality.



	"Oh, uh," she stuttered, and she figured that anything that actively turned her on in theory probably wasn’t the best idea in practice. "Whip, maybe? Or a cane?”



	"I think that would be a good place to start." He nodded, and he took a note on the pad he had next to him to remember her preference. She watched his hand darting across the page; he had messy handwriting, but wasn’t that just meant to be an indicator of a brilliantly creative mind or something? She could certainly think of a few creative things he could do to her if he wanted.



	"And I was looking at restraints and stuff," Stephanie continued quickly, distracting herself. In truth, she had actually been thinking about the couple that she had seen when she had been at the party a few weeks before, the woman completely hogtied while the man fucked her from behind. Sure, she wouldn’t be getting that kind of fucking from him, but she still liked the idea of not being able to move, of being completely at his mercy. And, yeah, sure, maybe she liked the idea of him sliding inside of her as well, filling her up with his beautiful cock till she could hardly take anymore.



	"I think we should start this off good and slow," he suggested, and then he got to his feet. "Come on, there’s some stuff I want to show you."



	And with that, he started her whirlwind introduction to the world of BDSM as it related to her. Taking her through to his playroom – the room where she had seen the man and the woman engaging in impact play before – he allowed her to take in all the tools close up. Whips, handcuffs, blindfolds, anything and everything that could cause her pain and pleasure in equal measure. She made her way around the room slowly, taking it all in, trying out this and that – figuring out how tight those cuffs would be if she used them like that, how it would feel to have that whip brought down hard on her behind. There was so much to explore, she almost had no idea where she was meant to start. But by the end of their first excursion into that room, she found a few things that she could imagine using on herself. She handed them over to him, and he smiled, seemingly pleased with her choices.



	"I think we can start with these," he agreed, and she felt that fire pick up, burning deep in her body once more. The things she would have done to him if she got the chance...



	Their first actual session was discussed far in advance, via emails and conversations and late-night phone calls until Cameron was satisfied that they had every deal threshed out. They had a safeword, hard limits, and a list of everything that she knew she really wanted to try while she was with him. She prepared for her next trip to his apartment with a roiling nervousness in her head, but a thumping desire in her heart. She was ready for this. Her very first BDSM play scene. She had never been so uneasy and so excited at the same time. 



	She addressed him as “Sir,” as he had commanded from her, from the moment she buzzed on his door to the end of the session. He led her straight to his playroom, and she noticed that he was clean-shaven for a change; it suited him, made him look sharper and more angular than he normally did. It was as though he had taken on a whole new personality. She liked it.



	"On your knees," he ordered as soon as she made her way into the playroom, and she did as she was told at once. It was as though some deep force inside her was compelling it out of her, compelling her to obey his every order without question. The floor was hard beneath her, but she didn’t mind. In fact, the pain was already beginning to morph into pleasure. Everything they had done up until that point had been purely in the theoretical territory, mental mind-games, but now it was becoming suddenly and extremely physical. She could hardly wait. Her breath was coming fast as she felt his hands slide down her arms and pull her wrists together roughly, and then clip a pair of handcuffs over them. They were loose enough so as to be comfortable, but tight enough for her to be sure that he wasn’t messing around or going easy on her because it was her first time.



	"Hold your hands out," he ordered her, and she did as she was told, flexing her palms to straightness so they were completely exposed. Her eyes were closed, and she was braced for something – what, she wasn’t sure. Pain, maybe? She remembered the tools that she had picked out before and felt a sudden shudder of nervousness at the thought of any of them being used on her.



	She listened as he moved around her, as a box clicked open and he picked something out. Something about keep her eyes shut had the anticipation rolling in her chest. She wanted this. She needed this. After all this waiting....



	"Ah!” she cried out, as she suddenly felt the sharp slap of a whip against her open palms. It was a long, thin implement, and it left a streak of red-hot pain over her hands that faded to a dull burn swiftly. Catching her breath, the endorphins exploded in her brain.



	"What do you say?” he commanded her softly. She racked her brain, trying to remember all the rules he had put in place for her, all the agreements he had made. 



	"Thank you, Sir," she managed to gasp out. She felt as though she was teetering on the edge of a cliff, ready to plunge over the edge. Then he brought down another strike, and she fell. 



	The pain was so good, so unlike anything she had ever felt before in her life. Up until that moment, she had struggled to understand what someone could really, functionally get out of getting hurt, but from then on, she understood. The flood of pain sent ricocheting adrenalin through her body, her nerve-endings lighting up from head to toe. And the relief - it was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Getting hurt was so against her natural instincts as a human that enjoying it only felt normal. She wanted this. She wanted as much of this as she could possibly get her hands on. It made her feel free, feel like she was capable of anything in the world. If she could find pleasure in pain, what couldn’t she pull of? 



	She thanked him for every blow, and her whole body lit up like a pinball machine as she reacted to the sensation. It was intense, more intense than any encounter she’d ever had. And what got her most of all was the fact that he had barely even touched her with his actual hands. Occasionally, he would touch her palm to expose it properly once more, and every time he did, it felt like he was leaving a sharp imprint of himself on her skin. It was almost rougher than the whip, knowing that she could have him and not have him at the same time. She was being driven crazy. She couldn’t help but let the image of the two of them together flicker through her mind, the powerful lust of what she really wanted impossible to keep down or hide inside. She bit her lip and did her best not to just come out and plead with him to fuck her already.



	When he finished, time seemed to have floated away. She could have been there days or minutes. She didn’t care. Her legs were trembling, and she was surprised that she was still able to keep herself upright when he stepped back from her. 



	"Look at me," he ordered, and she opened her eyes and gazed up at him. She felt as though she had just woken from a long sleep. One that had spanned her entire life. 



	"How does it feel?” he demanded. She knew it was his way of checking in with her without breaking character; there was something in his eyes, the same thing she had seen in them the first night they’d spent together at the party. She wanted to be the cause of it. She only ever wanted that directed at her.



	"Good," she breathed, and he smiled at her. Crouching down before her, he looked her dead in the eye and caught her chin so that she couldn’t take her eyes away from him. As though she could have anyway.



	"Take a breath," he ordered, and she inhaled and exhaled, gulping down oxygen. She would have done anything that he wanted her to at that moment. Her hands were burning with pain, and she knew the marks would stay there. She hoped they would.



	"Good girl," he murmured, and he got to his feet once more and undid the lock around her wrists. She withdrew her hands from the cuffs with a gasp, massaging the place where the metal had just been pressed against her skin. The freedom coming after the restriction was incredibly hot. 



	And with that, she had begun. They talked the scene over after it was done and she couldn’t believe how good she felt when she walked out of his apartment. As though she was floating. She went home and wrote with her sore hands and thought of him every time a twinge of pain ran through her arm. She wondered if he was thinking about her. Surely, he couldn’t have just brushed it off that easily? Unless there were other women he was also playing with. The thought of that hurt. Even more than the blows did. But she knew she had no right to demand his attention. He was the one in charge after all. 



	Her writing came on in leaps and bounds; when she was able to relate what she was writing about to what she had actually experienced, she realized she could draw it to life with a much greater clarity. The words flowed out of her and every chapter she submitted got great feedback. Not to mention the fact that every new activity she explored on the page gave her more ideas for what she wanted to do with Cameron. Every time she turned in another section, she would wonder if that was on his mind, too. She knew it had to be; there was no way he could be containing what they had to just those sessions. They were far too intense not to spill out into the rest of their lives too.



	Eventually, after they’d done a few sessions of impact play, she asked for something a little more intense than what she’d been dealing with before. The pain was good, sure, but she was craving play that made her feel a little crazy; that was what she wanted, more than anything in the world. It felt like she was searching for a higher and higher release with every day that passed, hungering for the thrill of more, more, more. And when she posed those feelings to him, she saw the glint in his eye, and she knew that she might have pushed a little too close to the edge. But she was just fine with that.



	The next time she visited his apartment, he led her straight through and into the playroom without so much as a word to her. She knew that he meant business, and boy, was she ready to receive it. Her eyes widened when she saw what was set up on the opposite wall when she walked in, and she shot a look over at him in surprise, making sure that her eyes weren’t deceiving her.



	"You think you can handle this?” he asked softly, giving her the space to say no, no way, not in a million years, not a chance, not ever. But she saw it for the challenge it was and returned her attention to the device opposite her. It might have looked a little scary, but what she had learned over her time with Cameron was that things were rarely as terrifying as they seemed. 



	Before her, a cross was strapped to the wall, rigged on hooks in the center of the room. It was wide, with each quarter drawing away in a diagonal direction from the other. At the end of each one was a cuff, dangling ominously open, ready for her limbs. For a split second, she was worried that that thing wouldn’t be able to hold her and that she would break it as soon as she looked at it, but she forced herself to ground into the moment. That was the most important part of all of this, she had found; being able to focus on what was happening in that very second, not what was to come, not what had come before.



	"I think I can, Sir," she replied, and she turned to him expectantly. "How do I use it, Sir?”



	He had demanded that she use his title every time she addressed him, and she found it brought a good rhythm to the way that she spoke, like punctuation. She even found it wanting to slip from her lips when the two of them were in the office and meant to be in their civilian roles, as dangerous as that was. She needed to keep a lid on her desire for him, and her desire to have him dominate her the way she craved. But for now, she could indulge it. For now, she could take what she wanted from him.



	"Here," he murmured, and he leaned down and grasped her ankle, pulling it from the shoe she was wearing; her foot was bare underneath, and she wriggled her toes in the cool air, feeling curiously exposed.



	He guided her foot to the cuff on the bottom right of the cross and sealed it around her ankle – it seemed a little tight at first, but she soon got used to the sensation and let out a breath she didn’t realize she had been holding.



	"Is that okay?” he murmured, and she nodded.



	"Yes, sir," she breathed, and he did the same to her other foot. He didn’t touch her often, but when he did, it usually felt like a firework was going off inside her. This was no exception. Even though it was just her foot, the feeling of his hands moving almost reverently over her skin was borderline erotic. She felt the trail his fingertips left shudder all the way up the inside of her thigh, towards her pussy. She bit her lip to keep from moaning; she knew from past experience that making too much noise when he didn’t want her to was only going to land her in a whole heap of trouble. And sure, it might have been tempting to see how he would have punished her, but she didn’t want to push her limits more than she already was today. 



	He pushed her hands gently back into the cuffs above her, spreading her wide, and even though she was fully clothed, she knew there was something lewd about this. She was so utterly and completely helpless in front of him. He could have done anything he wanted to her. Briefly, he pressed his hand against hers, testing the restraints, and she inhaled sharply at the sudden sensation. He glanced at her face, and for a moment, she was sure she could see him soften – but whatever it was, it was gone quickly, and he turned away and focused his attention on the chest at the other side of the room. 



	"This is called a Saint Andrew’s Cross," he explained as he went to pick out something from the box. "It’s about the most extreme form of restraint I can give you as long as we’re just here."



	"But there’s more intense versions elsewhere, Sir?” she asked curiously. He turned to her and grinned.



	"Let‘s not run before we can walk now, huh?" he replied, and she glanced down to see what he was brandishing in her direction. It was a thin strip of leather, connected to a thick plastic ball in the center. He approached her and reached behind her head, brushing her hair out of the way. His fingers on her scalp were hypnotic, sensational.



	"I’m going to put this on you now," he murmured. "No safeword, since you’re going to be gagged. But tap the wall three times with your right hand if this gets too much, okay?”



	"Okay, Sir," she panted. She was so close to him that she could smell his aftershave, a scent that had come to mean hopeless, helpless arousal, and she could feel her pussy beginning to pulse with desire for him. She closed her eyes and tried to center herself as he locked the tool around her face, using his fingers to push her lips roughly open to guide the ball inside. She closed her mouth around it and opened her eyes, and suddenly found herself completely and utterly bound. 



	The level of restraint was more than anything she had felt before. The handcuffs had been one thing, sure, but they were nothing compared to how deliciously helpless she felt in that moment. For a moment, she was sure that there had to be something wrong with her to be enjoying this as much as she was, but then she gazed up at Cameron, the man who had her bound like this, her dominant and sadist and all things sugar and spice, and knew that it was right. The way he was looking at her was almost unbridled lust, as though he, too, couldn’t get over how good she looked laid out for him. 



	She had never seen that look on his face before, and for a moment, it threw her a little. He was always so utterly and completely in control, leaving her free to let go of everything, but there seemed to be some confusion in his eyes, as though he couldn’t figure out quite what he wanted from her. She bit down on the ball gag, taking out her frustrations on the toy in her mouth and pushed against the restraints demonstratively, letting him know that she was well and truly caught. Did this turn him on?



	She let her eyes travel down to his crotch for a moment, and saw a bulge in his pants; an impressively-sized one at that. A jolt ran through her whole system, an electric shock, and she remembered how his fingers had felt against her skin; if she could have shown it, her desire would have been equally obvious. She wanted this. She wanted him. They had already broken down some of the rules that had kept their relationship professional and not personal, so why not push all the way over the edge and see what lay on the other side?



	"How does it feel?” he asked, even though he knew she couldn’t respond. She let out a moan, hoping that her intent was obvious. He moved towards her a little, reaching out a hand and running a finger down her exposed wrist. She groaned, the touch both welcomed and agonizing in equal measure. He knew what he was doing to her, knew the effect he was having on her. This was sliding over from research into outright flirtation of the strangest, most exciting kind. And she didn’t want it to end. 



	He touched her other wrist, and his fingers were rougher this time, pressing down into her skin sharply, as though he wanted her to remember who was in charge. She couldn’t take her eyes off of him; that look on his face was there once more, the same one he’d had when he had locked the ball gag into her mouth. Something that finally seemed to reflect how she felt: the raw lust, the raw need, the confirmation that this power exchange was as intense for him as it was for her. That she was more than just another one of his submissives. He turned his head towards her, and for a split second, she thought he was going to kiss her – but before anything more could happen, he shifted away, back towards the box to root through and find more to play with.



	And with that, the moment was gone, but she’d known for sure that it was there. They played a little more that day, and he let her set the pace, making sure not to push her too hard too fast based on what she’d already done. She enjoyed it, but it was physically taxing, no doubt, to hang there for such a long time. The session lasted no longer than an hour, but her entire body felt wracked with tension by the time she was done, the complete opposite of the release she normally felt when she walked out of his place.



	And she knew it had everything to do with that frisson between them that had arisen as soon as he had seen her completely restrained before him. He had kept his cool in most of the rest of their encounters so far, but it was clear that something about seeing her like that did something to him that he could no longer deny. More to the point, she didn’t want him to deny it any more. She wanted him to touch her and use her and fulfil her all the ways he wanted to. She wanted to be his, utterly, in a way she had never belonged to anyone before in her life.



	But she knew that wasn’t where he was at yet, and she had to respect that – even if he never, ever got there. The agreement they had made had never had anything to do with sexual involvement, and she wasn’t ready to disappoint herself assuming that it was coming. Still, when he called her into his office later that same week, she found herself putting a little extra time into her appearance, making sure she looked as good as she could for their next encounter.



	She settled into the seat opposite him and found herself wondering if this was about work or something else. She could never tell these days, and she knew the blurring on the lines was dangerous, but she had no intention of putting a stop to it.



	"So, I wanted to pitch an idea to you," he began as soon as she settled into her seat opposite his.



	"Is this a work pitch or...?”



	"A something else pitch," he replied, glancing behind her to make sure that she had closed the door completely. "If you’re open to it?”



	"Yeah, sure," she replied, leaning forward with interest.



	"There’s a play party coming up," he explained. "In another city. Just for one night. But it could be a good chance for you to explore some other stuff that I can’t provide in my apartment, and for you to meet a few more people involved with the scene."



	"I think that sounds great," she replied at once, her face lighting up. And then it hit her – was this a way he could make sure that they weren’t alone together again any time soon? Had he felt it too but been too nervous to risk letting things go any further? She wasn’t certain, but it could have been something like that – he had been the one to push the no-sex part of the deal as hard as he had, after all.



	"It would have to be strictly off the company’s records, of course," he warned her. "And we couldn’t let anyone know where we were going."



	"Just the two of us?” she asked keenly. He nodded.



	"Just the two of us," he affirmed, and she smiled.



	"Yeah, I think I can manage that," she replied with certainty. And she was sure she could. 



	Before she knew it, they had planned their entire trip - separate hotel rooms in a place not far from where the enormous gathering was taking place. She looked up stories and pictures and experiences online, but she knew that nothing would really be able to capture what being there was like. 



	They flew out together, and she found herself biting back a few “Sirs” as they were getting on the plane and heading in the taxi out to the hotel. The trip wasn’t far, and the event was taking place on the same night that they arrived. And she was so ready. 



	He came to her hotel room to pick her up, and she practically swooned when she saw what he was wearing – crisp suit, clean-shaven, black tie. She was wearing a dark dress and heels, the same thing she had worn when she had attended that very first party at his place.



	"You look great," he remarked, flicking his eyes up and down her like he was taking her in for the first time. She beamed at him.



	"Thanks," she replied. "You too." 



	He proffered an arm to her, and she took it; she felt so good next to him, knowing that he was the one in charge. He paused for a moment before they got into the elevator, and fixed her with one last searching look before he spoke.



	"You ready?”



	





Part 6: Taking What’s His



	Stephanie followed Cameron over the threshold of the large archway that led to the enormous hall that was already packed full of people. Her eyes were pinned to the ground, and she was glad that her submission allowed her to keep her attention focused on something other than the pummeling nervousness that was leaping through her body.



	Cameron had been here before – he had visited plenty of parties like this one, and he knew what he was doing. She kept reminding herself of that, of the fact that he was practiced in this art of a thrilling power exchange. It made her feel a little safer, but it was still as though she had marched into the middle of something she would never be able to fully extricate herself from. But then, she wasn’t sure that she wanted to.



	"Are you doing all right?” Cameron asked, turning to glance over his shoulder. Her eyes were locked on the ground, and she knew that they had to stay there, but she was grateful for the fact that he was even checking in with her. He was a caring dominant, more than she deserved. Or maybe that was just her submissive side talking. She nodded at the ground, and, when he looked away, stole a glance around the room to take in everything that was going on. 



	She had attended one of these parties before, when she had visited at Cameron’s apartment for her first foray into the world of BDSM, but back then she had only been observing from the sidelines. While she was in this place, she didn’t want to pass up the chance to play a little with voyeurism, see how she felt submitting to him under the watchful gaze of so many people. 



	The place was lavishly done up, packed with a couple of hundred people, many of whom were dressed in fetish gear – latex suits, collars, leashes, with some women walking around completely naked with their eyes trained on the floor. She was glad, at least, that she was still allowed to wear at least a little bit in front of Cameron, though if he instituted a rule that ordered her to be utterly naked every second she spent around him...yeah, she could have lived with that. She could easily have lived with that. 



	There were a few platforms set up that were set up around the room, upon which a number of people were...performing? Is that what it was called? Couples and small groups were acting out scenes of various types up on those platforms, taking time to explore each other – some of them had whips and paddles, some of them had chains and ties, and others were simply using words to assert their dominance. She gazed, slightly open-mouthed, at a woman standing above a line of men on all fours before her, staring down at them with a sureness that kept them in their place. She wondered if she would ever have that kind of power over anyone. She would have loved to think, one day, that she would be able to lay claim to that astonishing control, to have men literally falling at her feet.



	It was strange – while nobody in the room was acting on any obviously sexual impulse, the room was heavy with it. Anticipation, almost, as though everyone was engaging in this incredibly erotic foreplay at the same time. And now, she was a part of it. And she wanted to be. She wanted to be wrapped up in this world, in this room, with these people – none of them knew the complex dynamic that was going on with her and her dominant, that she had only just joined this BDSM scene. To them, she was just another kindred spirit, exploring the densely erotic thrill of power and submission.



	"There’s strictly no sexual contact here," Cameron reminded her quietly, probably noticing the heat beginning to come off her in waves. She nodded, smiled, and bit her lip. 



	"I can see that," she replied. In fact, she knew that there was no sex involved in their BDSM in general, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t find this hot. She loved the fact that this gorgeous, powerful man saw fit to have her on his arm at an event like this – or at his feet, depending on how you wanted to look at it. Every now and then, she would find herself burning for him, wanting to give him the ultimate control over her, but she did her best to keep it down. They had agreed on keeping it platonic - as platonic as it could be, given what they were doing – and she didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize what they had.



	"What do you want to do?” he asked her softly, and he reached out to take her hand; the gesture was almost tender, and it caught her off-guard. 



	"I, uh..." she replied, or tried to, looking around the room and trying to come up with something convincing. Truth was, there was so much that she wanted to try, she didn’t even know where to start. And then her eyes fell on something she recognized – a Saint Andrew’s cross. It was strapped to a wall above one of the platforms, and she pointed to it.



	"That," she replied, and he raised his eyebrows at her.



	"You want to do that? Here? In front of everyone?” 



	"Yes," she replied certainly. She couldn’t believe she was doing this; she had never in a million years thought about displaying herself like that before. But, in that instant, she knew she wanted to feel the eyes of everyone on her. She wanted them to see her, wanted them to see her with him. Wanted to prove, to Cameron, to herself, to everyone there, that she was capable of this. She could give him everything she needed. 



	He led her towards the platform, which had just been vacated by the last people who’d been using it. He clasped her hand and led her up the steps, and a few people crowded around to watch them. Stephanie cast her eye nervously over everyone before her, hoping she wasn’t going to let them down. 



	"Relax," Cameron ordered her, and she knew it wasn’t up for debate. She closed her eyes and let out a long breath, glad that he was here with her. He wouldn’t let her get hurt or make a fool of herself. She just had to let his words sweep through her, follow his commands, and everything would be fine.



	"Yes, Sir," she replied, and he guided her back into the cross. She was reminded of the first time he had put her in one of these; when she was sure that he had lost a little of his carefully-cultivated control over her. Maybe there was something at the back of her mind that hoped that same thing would happen again, here, far from home and the real life that kept them from giving in to their desire...



	He gently lifted her feet out of her heels and into the bottom clasps of the cross, and she bit her lip and looked down at the crowd around her; now that she was a little higher up, she could see the entire room. It was heaving with people, gilded and gold and looking like they had rolled out of the very upper echelons of a society she could barely imagine. So many eyes were on her, and yet she felt completely safe. As long as she could feel his hands brushing across her body, silently guiding her in the right direction, telling what to do and how to do it, nothing could throw her off her game.



	They were practiced in their dynamic now, and he spread her entire body out wide, so that her short dress began to ride up her thighs. Her pussy was aching, and she knew that if her skirt rolled up any further she would expose her soaking wet panties. The thought of that thrilled her, of the whole room knowing her shame as she lay there, unable to do anything about it. 



	The locks were a little tighter on her wrists that they had been in his room back at his apartment, but she could take it. In fact, the pain was exhilarating, and she wanted more, more, more – she knew that he wouldn’t push her any further than he’d already pushed, but she was already craving a depth of pain that she had never felt before. She wanted her skin to split, her muscles to ache, her bones to groan. And she wanted to do it all for him. 



	"How do you feel?” he asked her, once the ties were secure over her body. She closed her eyes and tried to wrap her head around this; never in a million years did she think that she would be here, giving herself to him, giving her power over to a man and inviting what felt like the whole world to watch. He reached out and caught her chin in his hand, forcing her to look him in the eyes. She bit her lip and gazed at him.



	"Answer me," he ordered. She adored him most when he was like this – when he was taking control of her for her own good, to get what he needed to know from her.



	"It feels good, Sir," she replied, and he smiled, that shark-like grin that never quite seemed to reach his eyes.



	"Tell them," he ordered, and he stepped aside. Her eyes widened.



	"Sir?”



	"Tell them what you told me," he demanded, and she took a deep, shaky breath. This wasn’t what she had been expecting, but she would do it, for him.



	"It feels good, Sir," she repeated again, raising her voice a little bit. He shook his head.



	"Tell them that you like this," he ordered her, and she said it again, louder. 



	"Again," he commanded.



	"It feels good, Sir," she finally gasped, the words practically tearing out of her lungs, cutting through the air around her. Her chest was rising and falling quickly, and she couldn’t believe she was doing this. And she couldn’t believe how good it felt. She had never been this helpless in her life, at the mercy of so many people – not just Cameron, but the prying eyes of everyone who was watching them. She cast her gaze over the crowd before her and inhaled a shaky breath. Some were watching her with envy, some with pity, some with open desire. Being the focus of so much emotion was a little overwhelming, but in the best possible way. 



	He walked slowly around her, watching her, taking her in, and she was sure that he wanted her – that look was in his eyes again, along with something else, too. Something like pride? As though he was proud to be seen with her, proud that his submissive was doing so well with such little training. She felt as though she had been made for this, waiting for him to draw out this side of her. She already adored it. 



	Suddenly, he reached up and unbuckled her; she let out a breath she didn’t realize she had been holding as he freed her from her restraints. 



	"What are you doing, Sir?” she asked, and he shook his head.



	"I think we need to get out of here," he replied, and her eyes widened.



	"What are you talking about, Sir?”



	"I’ll explain when we go back to the room," he replied, and he lifted her down from the cross, his arm around her waist as he guided her gently back to the ground. The crowd began to disperse, losing interesting in the scene now that they had broken her out of the cross. 



	He grasped her hand and quickly marched out of the hall, and Stephanie hurried to keep up, her heart pounding. Had she done something wrong? Or had he, like her, felt things shift into something more intense, something that broke the rules of the contract that they had so carefully put together?



	They made it back to the room, and he closed the door behind her. 



	"What’s happening, Sir?" she asked, and he shook his head, waving his hands.



	"No, no, no Sir," he replied, and she frowned.



	"What’s going on, Cameron?”



	He sighed and leaned against the door.



	"Stephanie, I have to admit something to you," he replied, shaking his head. "And I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I think we need to stop this."



	"What are you talking about?” she exclaimed, and it felt like her heart was going to drop out of her chest. 



	"I’m saying that we need to stop this before it goes any further," he confessed. "I feel like...I don’t know how much longer I can be around you without wanting something more."



	"Something more?" she prompted him, and he shook his head.



	"I’m attracted to you, all right?" he told her, a twinge of anger to his voice, as though he couldn’t even believe he was coming out with it. "I’ve never done this BDSM thing without a sexual relationship, and we agreed that we weren’t going to have that," he continued, speaking fast, like he was worried he might lose his nerve and fail at the last moment. "And I don’t want to push you into anything that you’re not comfortable with, or that could jeopardize your work..."



	He trailed off, and he looked up at her. She could hardly take in what he was saying. Because it confirmed everything that she had felt for him, everything she had felt between them. But he was saying he wanted to back off. It was too much for him to carry this on without taking things further – but all that meant to her was that they needed to accept where the relationship was going and take her submission to the next level. 



	And she knew exactly what she needed to do to assure him of that point. She stood there before him, staring into his eyes, and then slowly, slowly sank to her knees before him.



	"Stephanie, what are you doing?” he demanded, and she looked up at him with wide eyes.



	"I want that too, Sir," she explained. "I want you to...I want you to use me. Any way you see fit. Any way that I can please you, I’ll do it."



	He stared at her, as though trying to figure out if this was some kind of joke.



	"Stephanie, we work together," he reminded her, but his voice had dropped a little, like he wasn’t convincing himself. 



	"But we have something here," she countered. "I know we do. I’ve never felt anything like this for anyone else, never in my life, and I want...I want to see what happens when we take it to the next level."



	He fell silent, narrowing his eyes at her, as though he was trying to figure out exactly how bad an idea this was. 



	"You’re sure about this," he replied, and it wasn’t a question. She nodded.



	"I have to know what it’s like," she murmured. "To give myself to you. Completely."



	And with that, she felt something shift inside of him. Something changed in the air around them, and she knew nothing was going to be the same.



	"Don’t move," he ordered her, and she did as she was told, not moving a muscle. He slowly began to make his way around her, walking behind her; he reached out, briefly, and skimmed his fingers over the back of her neck. She groaned quietly, the touch suddenly so full of promise that she could hardly take it. When he arrived in front of her again, his cock was hard beneath his pants, and she ached to reach out and touch it. But she had waited long enough – she didn’t mind holding out a little longer to get what she had been craving for so long. 



	"Hands behind your back," he told her, and she clasped her fingers behind her at once. She couldn’t believe this was happening; she had no idea what she had coming to her, but she knew that he understood her limits. Their safeword still stood, and she knew that she wasn’t in any danger with him. This was a man who had taken time to learn the intricacies of her desires and her wants and her needs before he had so much as kissed her. She could trust him. 



	He unzipped his fly slowly and drew his cock into his hand. She gasped when she laid eyes on it for the first time; it was beautiful, thick and long and impressive, bigger than anything she had ever seen in person before. She looked up at him, stealing a glance at his gorgeous face, and found it written with an intense desire. The same desire she had seen on him when he had restrained her to that cross the first time. She had been right about their chemistry then, and she was right about it now, and she wasn’t going to fight it any longer.



	He placed a hand on the back of her head and guided it towards him.



	"Open your mouth."



	She parted her lips at once, and he slipped his cock in between and into her mouth. He tasted so good – somehow, she had known what he was going to taste like before she’d had him in her mouth, and it was just like this. The way he smelled, masculine and classic and strong. He took his time, letting her get used to the feeling of his erection filling her mouth, and she simply gazed up at him. This was her master, this was her Sir, this was her dominant, and he was finally gifting her the one thing that she had been craving for so long. 



	He began to slowly thrust his cock into her mouth, taking his time and letting her get used to the sensation of his erection filling her up. She moaned, softly, and kept her hands clasped tightly behind her back. She wanted to reach out and touch him, caress him, feel him. But he would let her when the time was right, and she knew that time wasn’t quite yet.



	She worked her tongue along the underside of his cock as he pushed further and further into her mouth. She had always gagged before when previous partners had tried to get her to deep throat, but she found it easy when she was with him. It was as though her body had become nothing more than a receptacle for him to use, whatever he wanted her to be. Her very being felt malleable, as though there was nothing that he could have asked of her that she wouldn’t have been able to pull off. 



	He fucked her mouth slowly, using her like he had been fantasizing about this for as long as he could remember. She wondered if there had been times, before they even officially got together, that he had looked at her across that table in his office and wondered what it would have been like to have her on her knees before him. The thought of it turned her on even more, and her pussy was aching, pulsing for attention. She needed him inside her, and she had no idea if she was going to get that tonight or if he was simply going to use her mouth until he was satisfied. 



	"Look at me," he ordered, when he noticed her eyes drifting shut from the sheer pleasure of finally having him where she wanted him. She gazed up at him with pure adoration, hoping he could see how willing she was. She didn’t want him doubting this, not when she knew that she needed it so badly. 



	He took his cock in his hand and pulled it from her mouth – she kept her lips parted, and he slapped his cock lightly on the tip of her tongue. She could taste his pre-cum, taste his need for her. She wriggled where she sat, her clit practically pulsing with the need for some relief. 



	"Get up," he demanded, and she rose to her feet, looking him dead in the eye. She needed him to touch her. He must have known that. And yet, he seemed more than happy to push her a little further before he gave her that much-needed relief.



	"Take off your dress," he told her, without laying a finger on her. She slowly unzipped the zipper on the side of her garment and let it tumble to the floor at her feet. He inhaled sharply, his eyes skimming down her body to take in her bare breasts and the curve of her hips beneath her panties.



	"Take those off too," he ordered, pointing to her underwear. She reached down and hooked her thumbs under her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping her heels carefully out of the wisp of black lace.



	"Give them to me."



	She was confused for a moment, but then realized that he was asking for her underwear; she stood up and handed them to him. And watched as he raised them to his face and inhaled deeply.



	"You’re so fucking wet, pet," he murmured, and he hooked two fingers into her mouth, pulling her lips apart. She moaned softly as he pushed the panties into her mouth, filling her up with the scent of her own sweet, musky pussy.



	"Can you be a good girl and keep quiet for me?” he asked, and she nodded.



	"Good," he growled, directly into her ear. His breath was hot on her skin, and she wanted to kiss him more than anything, but she felt like she was pinned to the spot. She couldn’t do anything that he didn’t outright command that she did, utterly under his control. As though she had been hypnotized. 



	"Because I’m going to fuck you, and if you make a noise, I’m not going to let you come," he continued, his voice taking on a throaty edge. "I’m going to fuck you and come inside you and leave you if I hear so much as a peep. Do you understand?”



	She knew the questions were his way of checking in with her, making sure that everything was okay. Nodding, she gave himself the final ounce of control that she had – her voice. Everything she was belonged to him now, and she loved it. 



	He guided her towards the desk that sat opposite his bed and positioned her so that she was propped up against it, facing the mirror that hung above it. Sliding in behind her, he ran his hands lustfully over her ass, sinking his fingers into her flesh. He had been waiting a long time to do that, she could tell. Maybe even as long as she had been waiting for him to do it. 



	"This pussy belongs to me, you understand?" he murmured into her ear, quickly sheathing himself and guiding his cock against her slit. She nodded. She wanted to moan in agreement, but she also knew that she needed to come more than anything in the world. All the tension that had built between them had led to this moment. She wasn’t willing to hold out for a moment longer than she had to. 



	And finally, finally, satisfied with her answer, he pushed inside of her. 



	It took everything she had in her to keep from crying out with the sheer pleasure of feeling him enter her for the first time. She had been fucked before, of course she had, but it had never felt like this – like their bodies had been made to fit together, like his cock had been built to push deep inside her, to spread her open and lay her out for his own enjoyment. She bit back the cry of delight, forcing herself to stay focused on that orgasm, on the one he would only give her if she did as she was told.



	"Fuck, you’re so wet," he growled, fucking her in deep, long strokes. His hands were gripping her hips, pulling them back roughly to meet him so that he could drive himself deep inside of her. The sound of their bodies finally connecting made her head spin, a reminder that this was really happening; she lifted her head and looked into the mirror, watching this man fuck her, and it took her a moment to connect to the reality of the moment. She couldn’t believe it. How many times had she fantasized about this very encounter? And now it was happening...all her fantasies were bursting from sepia-tone to watercolor before her very eyes. She couldn’t get enough. 



	He didn’t hold back for a single moment, driving herself frantically into her pussy like his life depended on it. The noises he was making told her that he had been as desperate for this as she had been, and that pushed her desire to a whole new level. It was one thing to desire Cameron, but it was quite another to be so desired by him at the same time; of all the women he could have had, he had chosen her. He had given her everything, his power, his control, his dominance, and now his body...



	She had to press her lips together to keep from crying out in pleasure. The groan of need was threatening to rise in her throat, but she bit it back. Even now, lost to the throes of pleasure, she couldn’t forget that he was her boss, that he was in charge of her in every sense of the word. And so, she clung to the desk for dear life and let him take her, rail her, fuck her, use her in every way that he wanted to.



	Before long, she could feel his cock twitching inside her, and his thrusts became more insistent - he was clearly getting close. She could feel herself teetering on the edge of an orgasm, but she still hadn’t got there when he let out a cry of pleasure and held himself deep inside her. His cock filled her up, and she felt that intense release, the utter submission of letting this man use her pussy as nothing more than a whole for him to fill. 



	"Turn around and get on the table," he commanded, catching his breath; it took her a second to make sense of his words through the fog of desire in her brain, but she quickly did as she was told. 



	He sank down to his knees before her and pushed her legs back so that her freshly-used pussy was exposed; lowering his mouth to her cunt, he took her clit into his mouth and sucked softly. The moan he let out as he went down on her for the first time told her that this had been on his mind as long as it had been on hers, and she felt the pleasure that had been building inside her finally give out and roll into a release.



	The noise she made was muffled by the panties, but only barely – she wouldn’t have been surprised if the entire hotel came running to check on her and make sure that she wasn’t being murdered up there. She didn’t care. The orgasm felt as though it was ripping her in half, the intensity of the pleasure burning up every inch of her body. Her skin felt as though it was alive for the first time in her entire life, as though she could finally feel, a sixth sense awoken that she never knew she had been lacking until that moment.



	He rose to his feet once more, hooked her panties out of her mouth, and kissed her – their very first kiss, the first time their lips had found one another. It was odd, they had already fucked and sucked and gone down on each other, but a kiss felt like the most intimate thing he could give her. Because it was more than just pure gratification. It was affection, something sweeter and deeper than their dynamic would allow for. His tongue was in her mouth, and she kissed him back, letting the taste of the both of them linger on her tongue. She never wanted to forget this moment. Their first kiss. The start of something new, something different, something special.



	"Excuse me just a moment," he murmured when he pulled back, brushing his nose against hers and smiling. She nodded her agreement, the power of words not quite within her grasp yet. As soon as he left the room, she collapsed on to the bed, bare-ass naked and utterly satisfied. Not just in the submissive sense but the physical one too. She had finally gotten what she wanted from him. 



	But now that it was over, she couldn’t help but worry that she had done something wrong. What if she had pushed things too far, too fast? Nervously, she pulled her covers up over her body, feeling vulnerable in a way she hadn’t before.



	He joined her in bed a moment later and wrapped his arms around her tightly. Planting a kiss to the back of her neck, he moved his mouth to her ear and spoke to her for the first time since they had changed everything.



	"What do you want now?” he asked, and she snuggled against him. She knew they would have to figure this out sooner or later, but for now, she wanted to relax in this safe zone, of not knowing exactly whether this had been the best idea she’d ever had or the worst one.



	"I want to sleep, right here, next to you," she replied. "Sir."



	"I think I can manage that," he agreed, smiling, and he planted a soft kiss on her cheek. She closed her eyes and grinned to herself. Satisfied, sated, submissive. And all because of him.



	





Part 7: Coming Clean
 

	"Are you sure this is a good idea?” Stephanie asked, try to suppress the giggles that were threatening to rise up in her throat. Cameron raised his eyebrows at her, reminding her to keep it down.



	"It’s only going to be a bad one if anyone else figures out what’s going on here," he reminded her. "And we’re not going to let that happen, are we?”



	"Of course not, Sir," she agreed demurely, fluttering her lashes at him playfully. He smiled at her and nodded.



	"Then let’s get out there," he suggested, and with that, the two of them turned to head out and join the crowd inside the building.



	It had been just over a month since Stephanie and Cameron had returned from the trip that had changed everything. After a visit to an exclusive party across the state, they had wound up finally consummating their physical relationship, and nothing had been the same since. Where before they had worked hard to make sure there was no overlap in the personal and the professional, since that night, they hadn’t bothered to distinguish between them – and they had a lot of catching up on lost time to make up for. 



	Cameron had started sleeping over at Stephanie’s place most evenings, where the two of them would spend hot-and-heavy nights exploring the thrilling depths and lengths that they were both willing to go to in order to find out where their boundaries lay. And what Stephanie had discovered was that her boundaries hardly seemed to exist at all when it came to him – as long as he was there, guiding her through everything with his gentle, firm tone, she felt safe. As though he was hypnotizing her through the hard parts. And she loved every moment of it.



	More than that, though, she could feel herself beginning to get drawn in by him. She had assumed that whatever they had, it was just the thrill of the physical – that her attraction to him didn’t go further than that. She had managed to convince herself that was the case, certain that her body wouldn’t have responded to him in deeper ways. But what she had discovered was that she wanted to be with him, more than just as his lover; she knew that he’d taken other women like her before, and she didn’t want to be just another in a long line of submissives. She wanted to be something special to him, and she just didn’t know quite how to go about it.



	"So, before...before we started doing this," she asked curiously one day, trying to find the words to bring her worries to reality. 



	"Yeah?” he asked, propping himself up on her side of the bed and yawning. He had taken to sleeping over too, which was something she was still getting used to – for a long time, it had been just her and her cat in this apartment, and now he was here, filling up her personal space. She liked it, sure, but it was also a little terrifying to think about all the power he had in this place. In her life. 



	"Were you doing it with other people?” she asked, biting her lip. He smiled at her, reaching over to touch the inside of her arm lightly, a familiar gesture she recognized as him soothing her.



	"Yes, of course I was," he replied honestly. "Most of the major relationships I’ve had, they’ve had some element of this in them – some element of submission, at least."



	"And all the women you’ve been with...?”



	"They’ve been my submissives first and foremost," he replied. "The ones who I had serious long-term stuff with."



	"But how do you..." She struggled to find the right words. What she wanted to ask him was how on earth he could balance the dominance that came with her submission, the cruelty that it called for, with something more profound and emotional. Could you be in love and still want to treat the person you were meant to be in love with like that? It didn’t make a lot of sense to her. She knew that you could respect the people you did this with, that you could admire them and enjoy their company, but she couldn’t reconcile in her head how she was meant to match romance and love and such delicious cruelty in the same breath.



	"How do I what?” he prompted her, and she shook her head. For a writer, she felt like she was fresh out of words. 



	And it had been a long time since she had turned in the final draft of her book to the editors, and they had given it the go-ahead nearly at once. She knew that she had done a great job, pouring everything that had happened with Cameron into the story and making it her own. When readers picked up that story, they would be picking up a part of her life, and she was proud to have shared some of herself in her writing that way. She had never really done it before, and she knew now that she could do it again.



	What the end of the book meant was that their relationship had officially translated into something a lot more serious than what it had been before. When she had been working on the story, the two of them had, at least, been able to pretend that there was some semblance of professionality to their relationship. But now that the book was complete, they had to admit to themselves and one another that they were just doing this because they enjoyed it. They enjoyed being with each other in this way, enjoyed the sex, enjoyed the passion, and didn’t want to give it up for anything. 



	But Stephanie still had so many questions as to what came next now that they were...was together the word? She had no clue. She didn’t know how to ask him either. Was she just meant to sit down and ask for a shift from “Sir” to “babe”? 



	When the annual end-of-year party came up for the office that he worked at, though, she felt like there was a chance for her to explore something new in what they had been doing together. She hadn’t got the nerve to outright ask him if there was something more serious going on between them, and she still didn’t know how in the name of holy hell she would have just come out with a question like that. So, when she received her invitation asking her to attend the event, she smiled to herself. Here was her opportunity, laid out in black-and-white on thick card stock. 



	"Cameron," she suggested, casually, while the two of them were lying in bed after a particularly rambunctious session that evening. 



	"Yes?" He turned to her, and it was as though he already knew what she was going to ask. She felt a little thrown, not sure how to come out with what she wanted to say.



	"I’m just...uh, wondering..." she blurted, trying to keep her shit together. "I mean, wondering if maybe, you know, with the party coming up, if you would like – if you thought – if you wanted to, of course-"



	"Stephanie," he cut her off gently. "You want to just come out and tell me what’s going on in your head? Because I’m not sure I’m keeping up right now."



	"I thought we could go to that party together," she confessed finally, and he raised his eyebrows in surprise.



	"Together?”



	"Like, as a couple," she suggested, hoping that she was keeping her voice light. In reality, she felt as though she was drowning under an enormous pile of panic, but she kept her gaze focused on him and managed to smile.



	"A couple, huh?” he remarked, and his voice was unreadable. She shifted in the bed, running her fingers absently around the marks that he had left on her wrists a few days before, when the two of them had been indulging in a particularly intense session over at his place. He had fucked her afterwards, so hard her brain had felt like it was going to fall straight out of her head, and she had been sure she was falling for him then. For more than just the connection, but something...something that went beyond that.



	"Yeah, if you’d be into it," she replied, and she cursed herself for sounding like a dorky teenager trying to play it cool. He looked over at her, a smile curling up on to his lips.



	"You know what, that could be fun," he remarked. "But we could get into trouble. You know, I don’t think they like it so much if editors and writers start hooking up in their off hours."



	"Yeah, but we’re not working together anymore," she pointed out.



	"And we never would again if they found out about all of this," he reminded her. "Much as I’d love to go to this thing with you on my arm, I don’t think it’s a good idea, at least not quite yet."



	"Hmph," she sighed to herself, flopping back on the bed. He had a point, but she didn’t want to have to admit it. He reached out and took her hand, and she drew her attention around to him again.



	"Although," he suggested, and there was a playful twinge to his voice that made her heart dance in her chest. "Although, we could still go together," he continued. "Just...incognito."



	"Incognito?”



	"Just for now," he promised her. "I don’t want to keep it that way forever, trust me. But until things are a little more certain, I think we should just play it close to our chests."



	"Like how?”



	"Like make sure nobody else finds out about us," he replied. "And make sure that anything that happens stays between us, and just us."



	"That sounds like you just don’t want anyone to know that you’re with me," she replied with a pout, and he shook his head.



	"Trust me, if I could go out there and tell the whole world that you’re mine, I would have done it already," he replied fervently. "But I don’t want anything that happens with us to get in the way of your career."



	"Or yours," she pointed out. It had been hanging over her head recently, sticking out in her brain, that he was very much above her in the pecking order when it came to their work. Not that it should have mattered, but it did. She knew that when people looked at the two of them together, they would see a man who had exploited his position of power over a woman beneath him to get what he wanted. And she didn’t want anyone looking at the man she cared for so deeply like that.



	"Yeah, or mine," he conceded. "But we could still go together. Could be fun, right? Playing it cool..."



	"I don’t think I’m capable of playing it cool," she admitted, and he chuckled.



	"Didn’t realize I had that much of an effect on you," he replied, and she leaned over and planted a bold kiss on his lips. She was still getting used to this part of the relationship, the part where she got to take control once in a while. It had been so long with just him in charge that she forgot that, as his partner, she was allowed to steal a kiss every now and then. She planned to take advantage of that part of the deal a whole lot more in the near future.



	The day of the party approached, and she started second-guessing what she was planning on doing with him. What if someone caught on to what they were planning? What if someone noticed one little flirtation too many and guessed what had happened? Would she be able to keep her raw lust for him in? Would they be able to make it through their very first social event together unscathed? She had no idea, and the closer it got, the more she thought they were making a huge mistake. 



	"Are you sure this is a good idea?" she fretted as the two of them got ready at her apartment. She had to admit, he looked terribly handsome in the suit he had picked out for the occasion – it was deep blue and brought out the soft olive tones in his skin perfectly, and seemed to make his dark hair look even darker by comparison. 



	"I’m sure," he promised her. "We’ll play it safe, right? I promise. Nobody’s going to know what’s going on except the two of us."



	"Of course," she agreed, and he touched her arm lightly, gave her that look that told her she had forgotten something.



	"Sir," she finished up, and she smiled at him. How was it that that word made her feel safe now? As though she was wrapped up in something good and pure and honest? Even though she knew it was a game every time she used that term to describe it, it felt as though it was the most straightforward any relationship she had been in had ever been. After all, how often did she get to sit down at the start of something new and figure out exactly how it was going to function, what the rules were, how it worked? When it came to BDSM, there was no choice but to do that, and it cleared the way to make a lot of their communication in general a whole lot easier to take care of.



	"You ready?" he asked her, calling through to the bedroom where she was getting dressed. She bit her lip and checked herself out in the mirror one last time, twisting this way and that to take in her look; she was wearing a short black dress, similar to the one she’d had on when they had first fucked in that hotel all those weeks ago, and heels so high she could have probably punched straight through someone’s foot with them had she been so inclined. She knew it was a little much for an end-of-year party, especially given that she would normally have just skipped out on such an event, but she wanted to look good for him. She wanted to make him proud to have her on his arm when the time came.



	"Wow," he murmured, as soon as she emerged and did a little twirl for him in the doorway of her bedroom. Their bedroom, now, she supposed, even though it wasn’t official yet – she knew that it was only a matter of time before it became so.



	"You like?"



	"I love," he replied, and he reached out to take her hand, winding his fingers through hers. "You look amazing, Stephanie."



	She loved it when he called her by her name. There was something about hearing her name on his lips that took it from generic title to something more, something impossibly hot and powerful.



	They climbed into their taxi and headed across town to the building where the party was being held; it was strange to think that the place would be packed out with people who saw them at least every week and yet had no idea about the truth of their relationship. She bit her lip and shifted in her seat, half-hoping that someone would figure it out, expose them. She wanted to be able to tell people what was happening, that the gorgeous man beside her was the one who spent almost every night with her back in her apartment. She loved the way he looked, the way he sounded, the way he smiled, the look on his face when he was in control of her. And she loved, most of all, the fact that it was happening right now. That they would be sneaking it under everyone’s noses.



	"Should we go in together?" she fretted while they were still standing outside the place. "Or do we do it separately? I don’t want anyone to guess as soon as we get in there..."



	"I think we go in separately," he suggested. "And then, once we’re inside, we can find each other."



	"That sounds good to me," she agreed, letting out a sigh of relief. 



	"And you’ll go get me a drink," he ordered, leaving no room for debate. She knew exactly what he was trying to do, and she wanted nothing more than to indulge it.



	"Yes, Sir," she agreed quietly, dipping her head down in a gesture of deference she knew he would appreciate.



	He went in first, and she counted to one hundred before she followed him in; the place was busy with people, a few of whom gave her funny looks. They were probably trying to remember who she was. She didn’t spend a lot of time in the office, after all. She flicked her gaze around the room as subtly as she could, and her heart lifted when she saw her man standing over with the CEO. He was talking animatedly, and the woman next to him was laughing as though she couldn’t get enough of what he was saying. She felt a little jolt of jealousy, but she knew that was the point; part of this control was proving that he could do stuff like this while she couldn’t. It drove her crazy in the best way possible.



	She went to the bar to grab the drink he had requested, and ordered his usual - a scotch on the rocks in a small tumbler. The bartender tried flirting with her a little, but she was quick to shut it down. There was only one man in this room whose attention she was interested in catching. 



	She carried the drink over to him carefully, walking slowly in her heels, remembering the first time they had done anything like this – when he had ordered her out of his office to collect him a coffee. The stakes were higher now, the reality more intense. Once she was beside him, she handed him the glass carefully, and he smiled at her indulgently. 



	"Thank you."



	"No problem," she replied, and she stole a glance at the woman beside him; she was watching the two of them curiously, and so Stephanie lowered her voice when she came out with the last word.



	"Sir."



	She walked away from him feeling like she was floating on air, a little smirk on her face as she went. And with that, the evening had begun.



	In a lot of ways, it was truly freeing, being at his side like this while the two of them pretended that they hadn’t come together. She was deferent to him, keeping her eyes low and her tone soft, but the two of them still drifted towards one another across the course of the party; she was sure she was playing it cool, but whenever she saw another woman chatting up him, making him laugh, she felt a jolt of jealousy. He knew what he was doing to her, though, and every time she felt that flicker of envy rush through her, he would shoot her a look that reminded her that he had come here with her and her alone. And she would feel safe again. 



	When the two of them headed to the bar at the same time, she leaned on the counter casually and hoped that everyone around her couldn’t see the pulsing excitement on her face. There was something incredibly hot about being so close to him but not being able to say a word or even really acknowledge him. Nobody in this room knew the things he had done to her, the things she wanted him to do to her right then and there. She shifted a little closer to him once they were both at the bar, her body casually pressing against his. She knew it could be passed off as nothing more than a reaction to the sheer number of people in the room, but some part of her hoped that people noticed her flirtation and put the pieces together. Because being seen with this man? Well, that was about the hottest thing she could imagine.



	"Sir," she greeted him, her voice low and her eyes fixed forward.



	"Stephanie," he replied. He didn’t even give her a glance - she wanted to earn his attention, but she knew that it was safer for him to keep it from her like this.



	"Go wait for me in the bathroom," he ordered her. "Close the cubicle door, pull up your dress, and wait for me. You understand?”



	"I understand, Sir," she breathed. Were they really going to do this here? She didn’t know if it was a good idea or not – but she didn’t want to say no. She knew what was coming, and she knew she needed the relief of feeling his cock pushing deep inside her, finally, all over again.



	She retreated from the bar without saying another word to him and wondered if anyone had overheard their conversation. Her heart was pounding, and she wanted to be able to tell the whole room what she was about to do – that the man there, yes, that gorgeous one at the bar, wanted her above everyone else and that she was going to give him everything he wanted.



	She made it into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, taking a deep breath as she prepared herself for what he wanted from her. Rolling her dress up over her hips, she stared at herself in the mirror and wondered if she was really doing this. If they were caught...well, not only would they be kicked out of the party, they would be the gossip of the entire office. Everyone would know. And she realized, at the back of her mind, that she was hoping they found out. She didn’t want it to be a secret any longer. She wanted it out there, for the world to know about. 



	A few moments later, she heard the door open behind her, a rush of panic ran through her – what if it was someone else? She hadn’t locked the door so he could come in and find her, but if somebody who they hadn’t intended walked on it...



	But then, she felt his hands on her hips and relief ran through her. It was him. It was always going to be him.



	"You’ve been a good girl tonight, Stephanie," he murmured, and he moved his hand beneath her and cupped her pussy through her panties. She was already soaked and couldn’t help but moan lightly as he touched her for the first time. She had been burning for the feel of his hands on her again, and he knew it.



	"Now, tell me," he ordered, his voice firm and leaving no room for debate. "Who does this pussy belong to?”



	"You, Sir," she replied at once, not even having to think twice. He pressed his fingers with a little more pressure into her clit, and she moaned softly. Outside, she could still hear the noise of the party carrying on, nobody aware of what was going on just a few feet away, and the thought of that turned her on even more. Somebody could have walked in on the two of them at any moment, caught them in the middle of their deviant act – but she didn’t care. All she cared about was pleasing him. 



	"Your pussy belongs to me," he repeated after her, his tone low with lust. She groaned as he pulled her panties aside. It had belonged to him for so long, and it had just taken her a hot minute to figure it out. Now that he had taken control of her, once and for all, she knew that she would never go back. Her body, her mind, her heart – it all belonged to him and him alone. 



	She felt his cock pressing up against her slick pussy, and he reached forward and grasped her hands so he could pull her back on to his cock. The sensation was rough and intense and utterly satisfying, and she could only cry out with pleasure as he took her from behind like that. He never held back when he was fucking her, and he made her feel so wanted that she could hardly stand it; she had never had a man treat her as so irresistible before in her life, and she knew she would never grow tired of it.



	He fucked her in long, slow strokes at first, letting her get used to the feeling of his cock spreading her open; she had recently gone on birth control so they would be able to go without a condom, and she had to admit, there was something incredibly hot about giving her body to him in this way. Knowing that he was taking her, raw, filling her up with his seed – it was intense, in the best possible way.



	"Tell me again," he ordered her, and she gasped for air, her lungs tearing to catch breath.



	"This pussy belongs to you, Sir," she managed at last. She knew it was true. She could never imagine giving herself to anyone else, not in her life – not when she knew that this man and everything he brought with him was there for her, intense and impassioned and so full of want for her that sometimes it seemed as though it would come bursting out of him. He slid his hands down to her hips and pulled them back on his cock hard, leaving her to plant her hands on the wall and push back against it. She felt helpless in the best possible way, the way she always did when he was moving ruthlessly inside of her. Like nothing in the world mattered, like she could just detach from everything and everyone but this moment. 



	She could hear his breath already beginning to get a little ragged behind her, and she knew he was getting close. Just the way she liked it. She loved knowing that she had pushed him there, to the point where he couldn’t take any more – he slipped his hands between her thighs and found her clit, playing softly with her sensitive nub to guide her to the same cliff-face he was on the edge of going over himself. She let out a cry, not caring who out there heard her, and her pussy contracted around his cock, over and over again, the pleasure bursting and coursing through her.



	Moments later, she felt him reach his own release, his cock twitching as he filled her full of his seed. Now, that had to be the best feeling in the world. The sensation of him, filling up her used pussy with his sperm, breeding her, marking her as his...she knew that she would never be able to give herself to anyone else in the same way and meant it like she did with him. With him was the first time she had ever allowed a man to come inside her, and it felt like something profound, exciting. He knew that he was taking this from her too, and she knew that turned him on just as much as it did her.



	He slowly pulled out of her, and she turned, sank to her knees, and took his cock into her mouth to clean him eagerly, as she always did when they had just finished. She could taste her pussy mixed with his seed on her tongue, and it thrilled her to know that she would be walking out of that bathroom with that all over her – and that nobody would know. When he looked at her across the room, it would be to relive the memory of this particular moment, just between the two of them.



	He drew her to her feet and caught her before she went careering over – her legs were trembling from the heels and the orgasm, and she laughed and gripped a hold of him. And, looking into his eyes, she knew she had to say it.



	"Let’s just tell them," she murmured, brushing her nose against his. He cocked his head at her.



	"Tell them what?”



	"Tell them about us," she urged him. "We could just go out there, be a couple-"



	"I don’t think they’d take too kindly to that," he reminded her gently, obviously seeing this as some post-orgasmic flush of enthusiasm, hoping he could talk her down. 



	"Then let them be mad," she replied enthusiastically. "We could just go out there, tell them-"



	"And then get both of us fired for letting them know what we’ve been up to," he replied, a terse edge to his voice. "You know we can’t do that, not yet."



	"So, you just wanted to bring me here to-"



	"To play, you know that," he reminded her, and he reached out to touch her hand. Sure, he would do that in here, when it was just the two of them, but he would never have stepped out of his comfort zone and shown the world that he cared for her. She pulled it back before he could make contact.



	"And that’s it, isn’t it?” she replied. "That’s all this is to you, play."



	"It’s not like that," he assured her, trying to soothe her. "You know you mean more to me than just that. But our work, we can’t...I don’t want you to lose your job because of this, Stephanie. I don’t want to ruin your life over this."



	She looked at him, at the man she already knew she loved, and understood that what he was saying was true. And she knew what she had to do – how she could survive all of this, make it work, her job, her lover, everything that mattered most to her. Her thoughts crystallized, and she opened her mouth and spoke once more.



	"I can’t do this anymore."



	





Part 8:  All things Come to She Who Kneels



	Closing her eyes, Stephanie felt the memory of everything that had happened sweep through her at once. It was so much to take in – so much had happened these last few months, these last few days especially. And it had all start with that book, those stories, the words that she committed to the page without knowing a damn thing about what she was doing. 



	But things were different now. Now, she was the one in control of her destiny – the one who had handed over control to someone else completely. She knew how this worked. She understood how this world functioned. And she didn’t need anyone else to guide her through it anymore.



	She could still remember the look on Cameron’s face when she had told him that she didn’t want to do this anymore. In the middle of the staff party, mere moments after the two of them had finished fucking. His face had dropped like his heart had been ripped from his chest, and he gazed at her, disbelieving, for a moment.



	"What do you mean?” he had asked quietly, the sound swirling around them; all these people, going about their night, unaware that something huge was going down only a few feet away from them.



	"I can’t do this anymore, Cameron," she continued, gazing into his eyes. She knew how this must sound to him. And she didn’t want to hurt him, not really. She wanted him to understand that everything had changed, and that he was the reason everything had changed. It was so profoundly strange to her, remembering the woman she had been just a few months before. All locked up in that apartment, with her boring boyfriend who did little for her except cause more mess that he expected her to take care of. And yet, she had felt as though she was so in control. She clung to this notion of being the one in charge because it was safer and freer than the thought of releasing the fearful grip she had on what was going on in her life. 



	But being with him had changed that. Being with him had shown her that there was far more to life than just hanging on, with everything she had, to what little control she seemed to believe she still owned. In truth, and looking back, she could see that there was little in the way of actual power there. The woman she had once been had been tunnel-visioned, clinging to what little power she thought she had in an attempt to reject the idea that she actually had none. It had only been a matter of time until she ran out of patience with living that kind of life. And she felt like, finally, she had hit that wall, once and for all. 



	And when Cameron had come into her life, the Cameron who she knew and adored today, she had sensed that it was over – the old version of her was dead, and she was ready to let her go. The new woman who inhabited her body was strong, sexy, curious, passionate, all the things that she had been too frightened to accept about herself before. But she wasn’t finished quite yet – no, there was one more thing she needed to do to make sure that she became the woman she wanted to be. Some control she wasn’t willing to give up, not quite yet. 



	"If you want to end this, I understand," Cameron continued, keeping his voice low so nobody out there could hear them. His face was written with pain, and she ached knowing that she had done that to him – but he didn’t understand. That wasn’t what she wanted, not in the least. 



	"I don’t want to end this," she promised him quickly, and she reached down to take his hand – for a moment, he wasn’t her master, but her man, the man she had given herself to completely and utterly. The man she never wanted to be apart from. The man she...loved. The thought seemed to jolt in her mind, and she pressed her lips together, knowing it was too soon to say it out loud, but believing it with every fiber of her being.  



	"But I can’t do this anymore," she explained, gesturing around to everything that surrounded them. He furrowed his brow.



	"What are you talking about?”



	"I can’t work for this place anymore," she explained. "I can’t work for you anymore."



	He stared at her, trying to make sense of the words coming out of her mouth. She smiled at him, trying to bring him along on where her mind was headed.



	"I don’t think mixing work and pleasure is something we’re going to be able to get away with for much longer," she confessed. "And I don’t want to have to worry. I don’t want to have to think about getting caught anymore, and I don’t want any of this to be caught up in your work, either."



	"So..."



	"So I’m saying I want to quit this job," she replied, and a smile cracked over her face as the words came out of her mouth. She couldn’t believe she was saying it out loud, but she knew it was true. Yes, she had loved this job, and yes, it had given her the financial security she’d needed to get herself set up in the world of writing. But she was ready. Ready to strike out on her own and start something new. 



	"But how are you going to...?”



	"I figure that you’ve given me plenty of practice," she pointed out, raising her eyebrows at him. "I should start writing something of my own."



	"Like the stories you’ve been writing for me?” he asked, and he seemed to be wrapping his head around what she was suggesting. She grinned and bit her lip, then nodded.



	"You think I could do it?” she asked nervously. "I mean, I know it’s a jump, but I want to get out there and write stuff of my own. And this is the best way I can think of..."



	"I think you’ll kill it," he replied at once, squeezing her hand tight. She felt so grounded when he was holding her like this and didn’t care that someone might have noticed their intimate conversation. She was going to be leaving this place soon enough, anyway – and why not gift everyone with some primo office gossip before she stepped out the door? She smiled at her man, and she knew she was making the right choice. She had been thinking about it for a while, every time she turned in another one of those stories for the company. She was getting good at this. So why was she doing it for anyone other than herself? That was the question she was having a hard time answering. She was going to make her name writing the most outrageously dirty stories that the world had ever seen, and she was going to make it big. 



	"You really think I can do this?” she asked nervously, and he reached up to touch her face. The way he looked at her, with such certainty in his eyes, made her feel safe, even when she knew she was about to do something crazy.



	"I think you can," he promised her. "I know you can."



	And with that, everything changed. All over again. 



	The job had been the last thing that had tied Stephanie down to the woman she had been before all of this had started, and she wasn’t sad to bid it farewell; in fact, there was a kind of relief to letting go of all of that, of the person she had been when she had just been churning out stories for other people. When she had turned in her final project, she sat down at her computer and hovered her fingers over the keys, a big smile on her face. She could write about whatever she wanted. And she had a good idea of where she was going to begin.



	She made sure it was cool with Cameron first, but as soon as she had the go ahead, she decided to let herself bring their story to the world. A few changes first, of course, to make sure that she didn’t reveal anything about who they actually were. When she wrote about what they had done, it was like the words were flowing from some deep, primal place inside of her, a place she had never known even existed before. She adored it. She couldn’t get enough. Her fingers flew over the keys, and she came up with stories that were better and bolder than anything she had written before in her life. 



	And, before long, she attracted the attention of a few publishers. Cameron had urged her to put them out there herself, and she decided that he was right – she had to give it a go, to see what the world at large made of her stories. 



	She wasn’t sure anyone would give a particular damn about what she had to say on the subject, but she was inundated by responses in a matter of days after she sent out the stories in the first place. People seemed to love what she had to say; the slow development of the relationship from professional to personal to physical, the way her mind widened to take in new worlds with every chapter. She knew what she had written was good, but she’d had no idea that it would earn that kind of reaction when she put it out into the world at large. People loved it. People loved her. And she was only just getting started.



	During this time too, her relationship with Cameron evolved into something far greater than even what they had shared before. Without the fear of getting caught, the two of them threw themselves head-first into what they felt for each other, what they could do. Now that she was working from home, and making a decent amount of money from her books, she was happy to spend hours curled up in bed with him or slipping over to the room she had playfully nicknamed his “torture chamber” for some fun. And, of course, some research – that was what she kept telling herself, that every time they tried something new, every time he sent the jolt of a new sensation or emotion through her body, she could find some way to translate it on to the page and bring it to the readers who couldn’t seem to get enough of her writing.



	"You don’t mind that I write about this, do you?” she asked, after one of their particularly intense sessions. She always made sure to use what happened between them as more of a basis to raise her writing out of, but still – he was her inspiration, her muse, and he always would be. He shook his head.



	"Of course I don’t," he assured her, and a wicked little smile flickered up his face. "In fact, I think it’s kind of hot."



	"Really?” she exclaimed, eyes widening. 



	"Yeah," he replied. "I mean, all those people, reading what you write, getting off to it..."



	"You know, sometimes I forget just how far into the depths of depravity you’re willing to go," she teased him playfully.



	"Yeah, I need someone to keep an eye on me and make sure I don’t go over the edge," he replied, and he smiled at her. She knew that smile. It was the smile he had on when he had a plan in mind, something he wanted to share.



	"What is it?" she asked curiously. He took a deep breath and looked up at her, and her entire system jolted with excitement.



	"I thought you could move in," he replied finally. Her jaw dropped. They were in his apartment when he asked, and she had to admit she had been feeling more and more at home there recently; apart from missing her little cat while she was away, she could have stayed there all the time. And now, that was just what he was inviting her to do with him.



	"You mean it?" she gasped, and he nodded.



	"I could make you an office in the spare bedroom," he suggested. "I know it sounds crazy, maybe it’s a little too soon, but-"



	"But there’s no way in hell I’m saying no to this," she replied at once. The version of her that had existed before might have second-guessed this and spent days trying to figure out if it was a really bad idea or not. But the Stephanie who existed now? She knew it wasn’t. She knew she could do this.



	She moved in a week later, and he cleared out the spare room for her office space and to make room for everything that came with her cat. He helped her organize the van across town, and she paused for one last moment in the door of the place that had been hers for so long – she was giving it up to be with the man she loved, once and for all. It was scary, yes, but in the best way she could possibly imagine it being scary. The same kind of fear she felt when she was letting him take control of her, the way he loved to the most.



	And so, with that, they became a cohabiting power couple. He still spent most of his days at the office, editing, but that didn’t mean he was ever too tired to come home and give her a hand with whatever she had been working on that day. He was as passionate about her career as she was, and she was grateful for that; without him, she might never have gained the confidence to really throw herself into her work, to find what she was truly good at and make it her own. She knew she could do this. She knew she could make this work, as long as he was there to keep pushing her and providing her with all the inspiration she needed.



	And living with him took their submissive-dominant dynamic to the next level too. With him out at work most of the day, they had to find other ways to make sure their games stayed alive even with them living together. Sometimes, she would spent the day cleaning the apartment and surprise him with dinner ready on the table while she was kneeled beside his chair, ready for him to feed her bites of food and have her service him any way he saw fit. 



	But what she particularly relished, even after all this time together, was when he suggested taking her into the room that he had set aside for her torment; all the whips and chains and toys in the world, ready and waiting for her to plead for him to use on her. Those encounters were special, just for them. She knew that her readers would have loved to hear about them, but she decided to keep most of what happened in that room specifically for the two of them alone. She couldn’t get enough of having him right there, whenever she wanted him – she could roll over in bed in the middle of the night and touch his shoulder and he would know just what she wanted, what she needed. She was so lucky to have him, and she knew it.



	But it was more than just luck. It was hard work too. She’d had to change so much about herself to become the kind of woman who could keep up with him in this relationship – stuff that she’d wanted to change, sure, but change nonetheless. And they would both keep embracing that change as long as they were together, as long as there was still space for them to explore the new sides to themselves that came out when they were around one another. Her books were love letters to him and the way he made her feel, and she wanted those feelings preserved in amber for as long as she could. When she was a hundred and looking back over her life, she could cast an eye to these books and remember what it was like to be with a man as magnificent as him. 



	This particular evening, she knew he’d had a busy day at work and had planned a special surprise for him that night so he could blow off a little steam. When things were tough at the job, there was nothing he liked more than coming back to the apartment they shared together and taking out some of his frustrations on her – and how could she say no to that, when they always turned out to be such a smoking-hot treat for both of them?



	She had spent the day cleaning the apartment and kept an eye on the clock so that she knew when he would be getting home. He wasn’t much for lingerie or fancy decorations – no, he liked her naked, completely and utterly naked, waiting for him in the playroom. And that was just what she was going to give him.



	She undressed in front of the mirror, taking the chance to get a look at her body – it was covered in welts and marks from the beatings he had given her, but she liked that. It was a thrill, knowing that she had driven him to that point, the point where he couldn’t hold back a moment longer. She smoothed her fingers absently over the shape of the bruise that the cuffs had left on her ankle the last time they had hooked up. Thin and delicate, like a wedding ring.



	She retreated to the playroom and sank to her knees, letting the cool sensation of the floor beneath her skin soothe her. She felt safe there, she always had. Comfortable. Like she belonged. She could still remember the first time she had seen this place, when they had been at that party, with another couple fooling around and playing together. Well, now, it belonged to them and them alone. For the gifts they gave one another, of dominance and submission. 



	Her eyes closed and her face turned towards the floor, she waited. And it wasn’t long before she heard the apartment door open; he didn’t call for her. Cameron knew that if she wasn’t there to greet him at the door, she was waiting and ready to play. 



	She listened to his footsteps echoing through the apartment towards her, and her heart pounded in her chest in time with the clicks on the floor. The door opened, and she kept her eyes trained downwards. 



	"Stephanie," he greeted her quietly, closing the door behind him. He was dressed in a suit, and the sheer power of his outfit compared to her nudity made her shiver.



	"Sir," she replied. 



	"Look at me."



	She looked up at him, and their gazes met. He took off his jacket, and she got to her feet to take it for him. These small acts of service, even when they had nothing to do with sex, were some of the hottest moments for her – that assumption that she would just step up and do as she was told, no matter what. She quickly hung it up on one of the hooks on the wall; he had promised to dangle her from one of them soon, but she knew that wasn’t what she wanted that day. No, she wanted something classic. Something old school.



	He grasped her chin and stared deep into her eyes, like he was trying to read what she wanted. A smile curled up his lips, and she knew at once that he understood what she needed from him.



	"Bend over the horse," he ordered, and she smiled to herself. She could always trust him to get it.



	She did as she was told, sinking downwards and pressing her weight into the small leather stand that he had purchased for her as a gift a few months before. She had loved it from the moment she set eyes on it – the leather was deep red, matching perfectly with the rest of the room, and the way it pushed her ass upwards made it easier for him to use his many implements of torture upon her. 



	"Yes, good girl," he murmured, and he reached down and ran his hand over her bare back. She moaned softly. She was already wet, having waited all day for this moment. He clicked open the chest that sat behind her, and she shivered with excitement as he dipped his hand inside and pulled out her favorite weapon of choice. 



	He ran it over her rear end first, letting her know that he had selected the cruelest toy in their arsenal. It was a paddle, a flat, hard wooden paddle, the kind that stained her whole ass with a red hue whenever he used it on her. It was the most delicious kind of pain, the most delightful discomfort, the warmth of it radiating out from between her legs to consume her whole body at once. 



	And then, he struck her – once on each cheek, making her jump. The first time was always a shock. She liked that it still came as a surprise, the way the pain fluttered through her system. She never wanted to get used to being like this, never wanted to get used to having him use her like this. She would never take this for granted, especially when she had gone so long refusing to even accept that this side of her existed.



	"Thank you, Sir," she breathed. "May I have another?”



	He obliged at once, this time striking with a little more force and potency. She flinched, then smiled to herself, biting her lip. She knew that it drove him crazy when she smiled. He wanted to be in charge, wanted her to suffer, and her rejection of that didn’t tend to go down too well. 



	"Thank you, Sir," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. 



	"Ask me for more," he ordered her.



	"Harder, please, Sir," she replied, twisting around to look at him. His eyes were dark with want for her, just the way she liked them. He obliged, striking her once, twice, three times, sending shockwaves through her body. He knew just what he was doing to her. She closed her eyes and let herself get lost to the feeling, to the sweet sensation of his paddle on her ass. It would be sore to sit down the next day, but that would just serve as a reminder of the abject and heartfelt cruelty he had inflicted on her in the playroom. 



	When he came to a halt, he was breathing hard, and took a moment to catch his breath. He placed the paddle down next to her, and slipped his hand roughly between her thighs. His fingers grazed over her wetness and she groaned – she needed to feel his cock inside of her, and she needed to feel it now.



	"You’ve been waiting for this all day, haven’t you?" he murmured, dipping his fingers against her slit and tracing over the wetness that waited there. 



	"Yes, Sir," she breathed, and he pushed two fingers inside of her, like he was rewarding her for her obedience.



	"Do you want me to fuck you?" he asked, as though it was even a question. But he just wanted to hear the words come out of her mouth.



	"Yes, Sir...please, Sir..."



	He grabbed her and shifted her around on the horse, so that she was propped up on top of it; he pushed her legs apart roughly and moved between them. Grabbing her hair, he pulled it back so that he could kiss her properly, burying his tongue into her mouth like he had been waiting all day for this very moment. And then, he unzipped his pants and took his cock in his hand and pushed into her.



	"Ah!” she cried out, as his impressive cock split her open once again. She would never get tired of this, of the feeling it gave her when he was taking her – after waiting so long to be with him, every time felt like the first. The thrill was still fresh, the rush of blood and desire still as intense as it had ever been. 



	He sank his fingers into her hips and pulled her down on towards him. She gazed into his eyes with nothing short of pure adoration as he took her, her ass still throbbing from the beating he had just given her. He skimmed his fingers over the redness he had left. It would bruise soon, just the way she liked it.



	"Look at me," he ordered, and she focused her attention on him; while she might have been facing his direction, she had a habit of phasing out into the pleasure when he was fucking her, and she needed to remind herself to keep present with him.



	His eyes were intent, searching her face for any hint of a reaction. He reached up and touched her mouth, and she parted her lips, allowing him to push his fingers inside. She ran her tongue around his skin, tasting the hint of her own wetness on him, the two of them together. A furrow appeared in his brow, letting her know that she was doing the right thing. She knew that her sheer obedience was enough alone to get him off, and it felt like she was getting better and better at it every day. She knew the ins and outs of what turned him on, all the little details of what he needed from her, the same way that he had learned all of hers. This man, this man knew more about her than anyone had in her life before. She had poured herself into him in a way that nobody had ever let her, and she knew, she knew-



	"I love you," she gasped as he withdrew his fingers from her mouth. She had never said it to him before – in some ways, she had never felt like she needed to. She knew that he understood and that he felt the same way, and there was some part of her brain that feared bringing love into it would shift the power of their chemistry, strip away some of the passion. 



	But then he looked back at her, slowing his thrusts to near stillness, and her heart melted. He leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on her lips, and then pulled back.



	"I love you too," he replied, and she wrapped her arms around him and clung on to him tight, pulling him deeper and deeper inside of her. Sinking her nails into his back, she kissed his throat, feeling the roughness of his stubble beneath her lips. She couldn’t believe she had just said that, and she couldn’t believe that he had said it right back, without so much as a pause or second thought. But, more than anything, she was surprised that the admittance had just intensified the desire she felt with him. She knew it was more than just physical, more than just kink. They loved each other. Mind, body, soul – they belonged to one another. 



	When she came, it ran deeper than anything she had ever felt before in her life. Like someone was sending nuclear shockwaves through her entire body. She tried to make a noise, to express her pleasure, but the power of speech had escaped her. She sank her teeth into his shoulder, knowing that she would earn punishment for her roughness, but not caring one little bit. Her pussy clenched around his dick over and over again, as though she was trying to draw him into her. Blood pulsed loudly in her ears, filling her head with the rushing sound of her release. Wrapping her ankles around his back, she pulled him in helplessly, desperate for more, more, more. She would never get enough of him, not as long as she lived, she was certain of it.



	"Fuck," he growled against her ear as he reached his own release buried deep inside her. His cock pulsed, filling her full of his seed, and his hands traveled all over her body like he wanted to remind himself that she belonged to him and him alone. He turned his head to her and kissed her again, soft, tender, his breath sweet where it found her lips.



	"I love you," he breathed again, the words more fervent than they had been before. She repeated them back to him, feeling like they came with the pulse of her heartbeat – I love you, I love you, I love you. I



	When he slowly drew himself out of her, she knew that she was a different person than when they had started. She had given over so much to him, and now the final boundary that had existed had vanished – they had confessed their love for one another at last. She flopped back on the horse, catching her breath, gazing at the ceiling. It suddenly felt infinite, like it went on forever and a minute more. 



	"You okay?” he asked softly, and she nodded. He scooped her off the horse and into his arms in one easy motion, his hands strong and sure.



	"I think we need to get you cleaned up," he murmured. "And take care of those bruises."



	"You know I don’t mind them," she replied, snuggling into him. The aftercare was one of her favorite parts of their games together.



	"Yes, but it’s my job to look after you even outside of that room," he reminded her.



	"Always?” she asked, looking up at him. And he smiled at her, planting a kiss on her temple.



	"Always," he replied. And she knew he meant it. That he always would.
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Menage BDSM Stories 2: An Arranged Marriage 






"Zolita!" Her name spoken with a Hungarian accent stopped all questions. Kay’s hand raised, palm toward her. “Time for answers will come later. Now, I must help you bathe. Dr. Westberg is expecting you, so we have to hurry.”



Always about him! Zoe mentally grumbled and began to silently strip. At least he had provided her with an assistant, and one obviously from her country. She started to step into the water and froze at the foreign fragrance. “Is that—”



“Scented according to his instructions. Your perfume has been removed from the suite and replaced with this,” the assistant informed her.



Zoe sighed and stepped into the bath. She’d loved that perfume and had barely dabbed any on her since arriving here. 



“What other instructions were you given about me?” she asked Kay.



“To have you ready to see him and that you’ll be attending a special event.” Kay had already picked up the bath poof and was preparing to wash her, but Zoe grabbed her wrist.



“An…event?!” Maybe…just maybe, she’d be going to a gala with women in long gowns and sparkling jewelry. “Where? What kind?” 



“The event will be here. Lean forward so I can wash your back,” Kay said, prying Zoe's fingers from her wrist, before adding, “You will be told by Ash, who listens to Dr. Westberg, about what to do and when.” More fragrant gel was squeezed onto the poof and then dragged over her breasts, the course material teasing her nipples and sending sparks downward.



“I will attend with Ash? But without leaving here?” 



“It's your consummation ceremony. You will be submitting yourself sexually to Ash while your husband watches,” Kay corrected. Zoe’s eyes widened on the word consummation and again at sexually. Kay further explained, “There are rules you must remember like only speak when Ash gives his permission. You must call him Sir in the playroom.” She tapped Zoe’s shoulder and handed her the poof. “Wash thoroughly between your legs.”



“I’m having sex with Ash while Randall watches?!” Thinking of having that blonde god’s full lips on her skin and his blue eyes looking at her naked flesh sent a shiver through her. But her hand froze halfway down her stomach at the thought of her stern husband, the infamous heart surgeon and completely unreadable man, in the same room. 



“These are Dr. Westberg’s wishes. Ash is a very good and caring Dom who will treat you well.” Her gaze fell to the water as she repeated, “Wash yourself.”



Zoe did as told while Kay turned the handheld shower spray on her long dark hair. “Mason will join you in the future, but not tonight. When he does, you will call him Master. Do not forget or Mason will punish you.”



“How do you know all this?”



“I was trained by them as their last sub,” Kay admitted. “My sole purpose has always been to assist you.” 



Zoe quietly wondered if other arranged marriages were similar, as Kay rinsed shampoo from her hair. She finally asked, “How does it work?”



“They find out what pleases you, and then make you crave whatever does not please you.” Conditioner of the same scent was combed through her hair as Kay continued, “Never touch Dr. Westberg, or he will have Mason punish you severely.”



“Punish me? How?”








Find out how by clicking here!









BDSM Bedtime Stories 2: A Dom in Shining Armor







Liz stood from her bar stool and stretched. She'd put off doing inventory long enough. Her software should handle the inventory, but the only internet provider in the small town of Delphos, Ohio wasn't exactly business worthy even with her expensive router. 


On her way past a rack of sexy lingerie, she plucked a fishnet bodysuit from the row of bras and replaced it with the rest of the fishnet line. Earlier, three rambunctious young women had invaded her sex shop, Sexolicious, and bought almost three hundred dollars worth of lingerie. They worked for a strip club in Lima so Liz always gave them a discount. She wished they'd return the favor and put her product back where it belonged. 


Holding one of their more popular dildos, she tucked the toy under her arm so she could straighten a row of bachelorette party favors. Forgetting she still had the toy, she entered the break room. The slender boxed toy clattered to the floor when she reached for her cup.


"Shit!" She picked it up and studied the box for any damage. The corner was crumpled. "Great!" She quickly unboxed it and reached into the cabinet, underneath her coffee pot, for a box. The last thing she needed was for an eagle-eyed customer to accuse her of faulty merchandise. She'd dealt with all sorts of stereotypes because of her Romanian heritage, so she was always alert. All she needed was someone to scream discount, and then they'd go online to call out her store as lacking quality goods. She'd just opened the box to repackage it when she heard the store's entrance jingle.


"Welcome to Sexolicious. I'll be right with you," and said and then muttered to herself, "Glad I put that 'Video Surveillance' sign on the door." She glanced over her shoulder, just in case a client developed sticky fingers, and almost yelped when she saw one of her customers walk into her off-limit break room. A bit of coffee splashed onto her wrist. She hissed and reached to her side to set it back on the counter.


"Rick, how many times have I told you—hold up! What do you think you're doing?" She took a step back, but the cabinets stopped her. Rick, so full of himself that he didn't understand the meaning of 'No,' continued toward her.


"Oh, come on, Liz. Hurting you isn't my style, unless you like pain." A smile spread over his face, as his eyes jumped from her breasts to her crotch. She inched to her right, and a bit more hot coffee splashed her wrist. If he didn't stop, should she throw coffee in his face?


"I don't like you harassing me, Rick. You're creeping me out. Back off!" He didn't stop until he was near enough to grab her. She raised the cup of coffee, letting him know she wouldn't hesitate to use it. "Get out of my break room."


"That hot coffee touches my skin and someone will get spanked. I bet you like being spanked, huh?"


He crowded her even more. This wasn't her first showdown with Rick. Something shifted on the counter when she leaned her upper body away from him. The dildo! She reached behind her and grabbed it. Before he could move again, she stabbed at his face with it.


"Back the fuck off!" she yelled.


He swatted the toy away from his face while taunting, "So you want me to use that on you, huh?"


"I think the lady said to back the fuck off," a male voice said from the doorway to her break room. "Do you need some help with her request?"






Get the rest by clicking here!
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