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      Sabine

      

      I came to Seattle for the summer to visit Abby.

      

      I came to experiment. To dabble in her lifestyle.

      

      I came because she’s so happy, and I’m jealous.

      

      I’ve tried lots of things at Surrender, except one.

      

      When Kellen proposes I spend two weeks with him, I can’t turn him down.

      

      Now, I’m in his home. I’m his little.

      

      It’s unnerving, and I’m very naughty. What difference does it make?

      

      It’s only for two weeks. It’s not like he would ever invite me to stay.

      

      Kellen

      

      I’m not ready to move on after losing my wife.

      

      Plus, Sabine is too green for me.

      

      But I have the time, and I need to put myself back out there.

      

      Now she’s in my home, learning the ropes.

      

      She’s challenging. Why does she defy me so often?

      

      I’m not sure I’m the right Daddy for her.

      

      She needs boundaries. She’s testing me.

      

      And then she takes things one step too far…
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      Sabine

      

      “I’m so jealous. I can’t believe you’re graduating next month and I’ll still be trudging through law school for the rest of my life.”

      I laugh. I love how dramatic Abby can be sometimes. “You have no reason to be jealous. At least when you graduate, you’ll immediately have your pick of amazing jobs. I have zero idea what I’m going to do with my master’s in English. It’s depressing. I’m one month from joining the real grownup world, and I have no plans. The thought freaks me out. I don’t even want to join the real world.”

      “Why don’t you come out here, Sabine?” Abby’s voice lifted. “You’ve lived in Cambridge your entire life. Head west. I know your parents don’t mind if you don’t immediately get a job. Hell, your parents are so laid back, they probably don’t mind if you never get a job,” she teases.

      She’s not wrong. I do have indulgent parents. Abby’s idea is not a bad one though. I’ve never been to Seattle, and I haven’t seen Abby in a year. “I might be able to make that happen.”

      “Yes.” I can hear the excitement in her voice. “You can stay here with us as long as you’d like.”

      I chuckle. “Uh… Are you sure about that?” I tease. “You’re living as a submissive to three men. That’s overwhelming. As open-minded as I am, I’m not sure I want to witness your peculiar dynamics up close and personal. I’ve met Julius, Levi, and Beck. They’re…intense.”

      Abby originally went to Seattle for a summer internship. She was the most innocent college graduate I’ve ever known. I was stunned when she returned to Cambridge for her grandfather’s funeral two months later with two of those hunks in tow. I was even more stunned when I realized those three dominant, overbearing men had taken Abby under their wing in far more ways than were necessary for a summer internship in videography.

      “Don’t be silly. Of course, you’ll stay here. I promise, my Doms won’t insist I roam around naked in front of a house guest.”

      “Do they normally insist you wander around the house naked?” Abby never stops shocking me. Even though she’s been living with three overbearing Doms for two years, I’m still easily stunned by her lifestyle.

      “Often, yes.” She giggles. “And don’t even pretend you aren’t curious about BDSM. You’ve been curious since the day we met six years ago. You can go to the club here, Surrender. Meet some people. Maybe even dabble in the lifestyle.”

      I start tapping my foot against the floor. I’ve wanted to dip my toe into the fetish world for as long as I can remember. I’ve never done it, of course, mostly because I wouldn’t want my parents or the rest of the local aristocracy to find out. My parents are extremely permissive but even they have a line. There’s almost no way I could join a local BDSM club and keep it a secret. Someone would rat me out. Hell, my mother is a professor at Harvard. She would be mortified if something like that got out.

      If I went to Seattle though…

      “Say you’ll come. I’ll tell Julius, Beck, and Levi to hook you up with some Doms at Surrender. I promise you won’t regret it.”

      “What if I want to be the Domme instead of the other way around?” I’m only half-kidding. In my fantasies, a firm, demanding man controls my every move. In reality, I can’t imagine actually being submissive. I’m a very strong, independent woman. I’ve worked hard to earn my degree with honors. I have an apartment and manage my life smoothly. I’m no pushover.

      Granted, my parents still help me out financially, and I have a sizeable trust fund left to me by my paternal grandparents. In addition, I seriously have no plans for the future. Somehow, I’ve managed to put off making any decisions by continuing to go to school until I got my master’s.

      I lived in the dorm for undergrad and then got an apartment for the last two years. The truth is, my parents have always indulged me. I’m an only child. They’ve never pressured me to do anything. They’ve never demanded anything of me at all. I got away with all sorts of shenanigans as a child. No matter how much trouble I got into, they rarely got upset.

      I’m spoiled. I know it. I try not to act as privileged as I am, but there’s no denying I was born with a silver spoon.

      When I decided junior year of high school to go to Harvard, the decision was easy. My mother, Professor Marlene Bridges, teaches there. My parents simply smiled and told me they thought it was an excellent idea.

      My father, Edison Bridges, has a tendency to pat me on the head both literally and figuratively. “Whatever you want, honey.” I think they’ve always felt guilty for not spending more time with me or something. Because I have plenty of money, they have a cavalier attitude about my work ethic. If I want to work, fine. If not, that’s okay, too. It’s been my own internal perseverance that got me as far as I’ve come.

      After all, my mother works and she doesn’t need to, either. My father indulges her the same way he does me. She’s a philosophy professor. My father, on the other hand, comes from generations of money. He’s a banker. When he met my mother, she was a grad student. To hear him tell it, he knew she was the one the moment he saw her in his bank. He courted her like a true gentleman, married her within months, and has spent the past twenty-five years telling everyone how amazing she is.

      “Sabine? You still there?”

      “Yep. Sorry. I was thinking.”

      “Say you’ll come.” Abby giggles. “It’s funny, you know.”

      “What is?”

      “How the tables turned between us. When we met freshman year at Harvard, you were the more worldly one of the two of us. You encouraged me to experience things I’d never even imagined. Now, here we are six years later, and I’m the one living in an unconventional relationship encouraging you to open up and try out my world.”

      I smile. She’s right. “Just because I thought you should get a vibrator and loosen up a bit didn’t mean I had any idea you would run off the moment we graduated and find three doting Doms to scratch your itch.”

      More laughter. “You’ll come though, right?” She’s persistent.

      I tap my lips. “You know what I really want to do?”

      “What?” Her voice is eager.

      “Write about it.”

      “Write about what?”

      “The fetish world. It fascinates me. I’m not interested in teaching or editing or even writing the next great women’s lit novel. I’d like to write something taboo. Maybe publish it under a secret pen name or something.”

      “I love that idea.” Abby’s voice is elated. “I know people at Surrender will be receptive to introducing you to various aspects of the lifestyle, even if it is for research purposes. But…” Her voice dips.

      “But what?” I smile again. I know she’s about to joke about this plan of mine.

      “Don’t be surprised if you find you enjoy BDSM and meet the Dom of your dreams. It happened to me and I wasn’t even open to it yet. You, on the other hand, are more enlightened.”

      I laugh. I’m hardly more enlightened than Abby. That’s a stretch. But the idea is growing on me. What can it hurt? I’ll have a fun summer. My parents will be glad I’ve come up with a plan. They’ve only encouraged me to “find myself.”

      “Sabine?”

      “I’ll do it. I’ll be there in a month.”

      “Yay! I can’t wait.”

      As I end the call, I flop onto my bed and stare at the ceiling. Butterflies leap around in my stomach at the thought of visiting Abby. She lives in a world I’ve only dreamed about. Peripherally. What if I like it?
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      Master Kellen

      

      “What the hell is she doing?”

      Master Roman, the owner of Surrender and a man I consider a close friend, turns toward me shaking his head. “Hey, Kellen. Yeah, she fancies herself a Domme tonight, so I set her up with Claudia to learn the ropes.”

      I cross my arms, plant my feet, and smirk. “That fiery redhead is no more a Domme than I’m a sub. She’s not even a switch.” It’s not that her hair is exactly fire red. It’s more of a subtle auburn. But her personality is feisty.

      Master Roman chuckles. “Agreed. But sometimes people need to figure these things out for themselves. She’s researching. I’m humoring her. We all are.”

      I inch closer, curiosity dragging me in. I’ve been watching Sabine for a month since she first arrived in Seattle and started coming to Surrender. Her best friend is Abby Wise, the submissive to three members of the club—Julius, Beck, and Levi. I know Sabine is curious, but her tendencies don’t run toward dominance. She’s impulsive and flighty. Someone needs to take her in hand and teach her a few lessons.

      I flex my fingers even though I know I’m not the man for the job. I’m not ready for a new submissive, and I’m certainly not ready for one who’s still learning about the lifestyle.

      Claudia has a seasoned male submissive on a spanking bench. Ricky. I know Ricky thrives on letting new Dommes use him. He enjoys the unknown. He’s a bit of a masochist, and I’m sure Claudia would never let a newbie strike anyone too hard, but that makes him perfect for demos because if anyone did accidentally cause him pain, he would like it.

      Claudia is holding a supple flogger in her right hand, adjusting her grip before she hands it to Sabine. She stands right behind Sabine, helping adjust her stance and giving her tips.

      I can’t hear her soft voice, but I know what she’s saying. I’ve been a Dom long enough to know how to train a newbie. Granted, I don’t work often with new Doms, or Dommes for that matter, but I have in the past.

      Sabine looks at Claudia with wide eyes, nodding as she lifts the flogger and then makes a tentative strike against Ricky’s naked rear. He turns his head and grins at her.

      Claudia scolds him sternly and then swats his bottom with her hand.

      I can’t help the smile that lifts my lips, partly because Claudia is a firm enough Domme not to let anyone top from the bottom in any fashion, let alone taunt her. She’s the one working with Sabine, so any reaction from Ricky is taken personally by Claudia.

      Sabine takes a step back, the flogger loose in her hand. She’s biting her lower lip and holding the flogger away from her body as if it’s contaminated and she doesn’t want to risk touching more of it than the handle.

      The truth is, Sabine is endearing. I get it. I’ve seen women like her before. Women who are dominant personalities in their regular lives who think that transfers to their fetish personalities. Sometimes it does. Often it does not.

      In Sabine’s case, it’s more than that. The woman likes to point out that she’s neither a Domme nor a sub. She insists her entire goal here at Surrender is research. I’m not sure anyone has had the heart to point out to her yet that she’s submissive through and through.

      I watch Sabine closely as she apologizes quietly to Claudia and returns the flogger. The pale skin of her cheeks is pink. She’s embarrassed and taken aback, which I’d bet money is rare for her. I wish I could hear what she’s saying. In fact, I have the sudden urge to intervene. Go to her. Convince her to see reason. Reason, in my opinion at this moment, being that she certainly isn’t a Domme.

      I don’t interrupt of course. Claudia has this under control. She instructs Sabine to stand to one side as she expertly gives Ricky the flogging he expected. Sabine watches closely, eyes wide, wincing every time the leather strikes Ricky’s skin.

      By the time Claudia is finished, Sabine needs aftercare worse than Ricky. And I need to adjust my cock.

      This is Sabine’s fourth Friday night at Surrender. She caught my eye the first night and has held my attention every time since. I can’t put my finger on why I’m remotely interested in watching her. She’s not at all my type. She’s not even a little. And if she were, she’d probably be a brat.

      “You’re interested.”

      The voice that startles me from behind belongs to Julius, and I turn to find him looking at Sabine even though he’s speaking to me.

      “No. Just watching. She’s gorgeous.”

      “And feisty.” Julius smiles at me. “When I first met her, she put me in my place in two seconds. She was very protective of Abby and concerned the three of us were going to hurt her.”

      “She may be feisty, but that doesn’t make her a Domme.”

      Julius chuckles. “So very true. The thing is, she’s aware of the lifestyle, but can’t seem to wrap her head around the fact that strong women often also submit behind closed doors.”

      I nod. Just as I suspected. Sabine not only craves it; she needs it.

      “When she figures it out, she’s going to need someone to train her.”

      I glance at Julius to find him staring at me pointedly and I shake my head. “Not a chance.”

      “Why not? You said yourself she’s gorgeous. I’ve seen you watching her on more than one occasion. I think you’re perfect.”

      “Not gonna happen, Julius. I don’t train women. You know that. I like them to come to me already familiar with the lifestyle.”

      Julius shrugs as if my argument is flimsy. “I can tell you from personal experience that it’s very gratifying to train a woman to perfectly fit your mold. You know this. You’ve done it before. It’s what Levi, Beck, and I have done with Abby. Hell, she didn’t know the first thing about BDSM when she came to work for us. We’ve trained her to be exactly the submissive we want to spend our lives with.”

      “The three of you got lucky. She was already inclined that direction, and you know it. You can’t convince someone to be something they’re not ready for. It will backfire.”

      Julius glances at Sabine and Claudia and then back at me. “Well, I’m sure you agree she’s submissive. She’s not fooling anyone with her Domme exploration. She’s not even fooling anyone with her research argument. We’ve demonstrated a lot of different apparatus and toys for her in the last month. I know she’s at war in her mind, but she’s coming around. She watches us closely when we dominate Abby at the house.”

      “I can see perfectly well that she’s submissive, and I have no doubt she’ll eventually see the light, but my tastes are very specific, Julius, and you know it.” Everyone at Surrender knows my story. Everyone knows I’m a Daddy Dom. Everyone also knows my little died of breast cancer three years ago. It took me over a year to return to the club, and though I scene with women, I haven’t let myself get attached to anyone, and I haven’t scened with any littles.

      I know it’s time. Part of me is ready. Part of me is scared to let myself feel again.

      None of me is interested in training a submissive, especially one who isn’t specifically a little. And certainly not one who isn’t willing to admit she’s even submissive or interested in the fetish community.

      “I know you, and I wouldn’t be suggesting you consider Sabine if I didn’t think she had tendencies that run that direction.”

      I lift a brow. “What makes you say that?”

      “Because she’s befriended Lucy. The two of them have spent quite a bit of time together. Sabine says it’s because she’s curious about the lifestyle. Intrigued. Nothing more.”

      Lucy is Master Roman’s little. She is the poster child for littles. The gold standard many of us in the lifestyle strive to attain. I shift my gaze toward Sabine, visualizing her in the role. I swallow as I glance back at Julius. “Being inquisitive does not make someone a little.”

      Julius nods. “I agree. And believe me, none of us have mentioned her attentiveness to that aspect of the lifestyle. We don’t want to spook her or insinuate anything. Nor would we want her to tamp down whatever is growing inside her by making her think she’s drawing attention to herself.”

      I cock my head to one side, narrowing my gaze. “Julius, that’s a stretch. Besides, even if you determined she was totally leaning in that direction, I’m not the one to train her.” The idea makes me feel tired. I shift my attention back to Sabine anyway. There’s no denying she makes my cock stiff.

      Maybe Julius is right. Maybe I should take on Sabine. In a way, she’s the perfect rebound submissive. Can someone be a rebound sub after three years? Probably not. But it feels that way to me.

      Sabine is not my type. I’m clear on that issue. I may be attracted to her for a dozen reasons, but that doesn’t mean I would want her around full-time. Besides, she’s not staying in Seattle. She’s here for the summer.

      All the more reason… I stare at her as I warm slightly to the idea. She might be able to help me put myself back out there. She would certainly be a challenge. Scratch an itch. In the long run, we would surely clash. Even if she does end up deciding she’s a little, she wouldn’t be my type. Nothing about her strikes me as meek or obedient.

      I could do it though. I could spend some time with her. Help her learn the aspects of my type of fetish and then release her to the world. There are worse things in life than spending a few weeks with a gorgeous woman who intrigues me.

      I can’t take my eyes off her. When she tucks her hair behind her ear, I smile. It won’t stay. Her auburn curls bounce right back. If she were mine, I would gather all that fantastic, unruly hair into pigtails or braids.

      I shudder and jerk my attention back to Julius. He’s grinning at me. I roll my eyes. I’m not ready to commit to anything. It would be better not to give Julius any hope. “Not gonna happen, Jules.” I walk away.

      No matter how adamant I’ve been with Julius, inside I’m intrigued by the idea. It unnerves me that he’s planted such a suggestion in my head. Sure, I’ve watched Sabine move around. Lots of people watch her. She’s adorable.

      I nearly groan at the thought. When did I shift from gorgeous to adorable?

      It’s late. I make my way back to the front reception area. I can hear the rain outside. It sounds like it must be pouring.

      “You might want to wait a few minutes,” Cindy, the receptionist says. “It’ll let up soon.” She holds up her phone, indicating the weather radar.

      “Thanks.”

      A man I’ve seen only a few times is standing at Cindy’s desk filling out a form. He turns to me and smiles, holding out a hand. “Hudson Newell.”

      I shake his hand. “I’ve seen you a few times.”

      He nods. “I just moved to Seattle recently. Been visiting Surrender.” He holds up the form in his hand. “Cindy’s getting me set up to finally join.”

      I glance at Cindy. She’s chewing on her bottom lip and unnecessarily straightening a pile of papers on the counter. She’s always had a touch of OCD, but Master Hudson is making her nervous. Interesting. I’ve never seen Cindy inside the club. As far as I know she simply works here at the front desk.

      I turn my attention back to Hudson. “Surrender’s a great club. I’m sure you’ll love it here.”

      Cindy lifts up her phone again. “Look at that. It’s already clearing up.”

      She’s right. Rain is no longer pelting the side of the building with the same ferocity. “I’m off then. See you later.” I wave as I shove through the door and exit the club.

      It’s not until I’m in my SUV that I close my eyes and take a deep breath, hoping to cleanse myself of any thought of Sabine submitting to me. Instead, I’m bombarded with images of her. She’s energetic and outgoing, strong and determined. I know she has a master’s degree in English literature. That took hard work.

      Have I known women like her to be submissive before? Yes. Littles though? I’m not sure. What I can ascertain is that she would be spunky and headstrong. Challenging. Would she be a brat?

      I shudder. I’m not the least bit interested in brats.

      And what the hell am I thinking anyway? I’m not taking on a newbie little under any circumstances, no matter how damn cute she is.
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      Sabine

      

      “Do you want to play Monopoly with me?” Lucy’s eyes are wide as she asks me this important question.

      I glance around. We’re in her kitchen having lunch. Grilled cheese and chicken noodle soup. It’s one of her favorite meals. Her cook, Evelyn, has been bustling around doting on us, but she’s left the room. I can’t remember the last time I had grilled cheese. Probably when my own cook prepared it for me when I still lived at home. Even though I’ve lived on my own for two years, I still can’t cook. Nor do I care. Takeout and delivery are my best dishes. Our complete inability to prepare even a simple meal is what originally drew me and Abby to become friends.

      “Master Roman bought it for me last weekend, but I had to earn the right to play it.” She sits up straighter. “Today he said I could have it to play with you as long as I pick up all the pieces when we’re done and put them back in the box. He’ll spank my bottom if he steps on one of those tiny metal pieces.”

      Her excitement is infectious. I can’t help but smile, and the thought of playing a childhood game I haven’t seen in years is appealing. “Sure.”

      She picks up her glass of milk and downs most of it in one long drink, her expression awkward. It takes me a moment to realize she’s holding her breath.

      “Blah.” She makes a scrunched-up face and shivers. “Gross.”

      “You don’t like milk?”

      “Nope. Hate it.” She takes a bite of her sandwich and chews it quickly before swallowing it. “Daddy says I have to drink it because it’s good for me, so I endure it, but I don’t like it.”

      I nod. The dynamic she has with Master Roman is beyond fascinating. I notice that she alternates between referring to him by his name with his title and calling him Daddy.

      My heart is racing. This entire afternoon is going to be surreal. I’m not going to pull Lucy out of her little space, though. I agreed to this odd experiment, and I intend to stick with it. Immersing myself in Lucy’s lifestyle is the best form of research.

      In the past month, I’ve learned a lot from Abby and her Doms and the various other members of their community whom I’ve met either at the club or at Abby’s house, but I’ve found myself most intrigued by Lucy.

      The first time I met Lucy was at Abby’s house. She came over for dinner with Master Roman, and it was nearly impossible not to stare at her. Besides the fact that she behaved like a young girl, she also dressed like one. She arrived in a dress suitable for someone about ten years old. It barely covered her butt, and I caught a glimpse of her underwear several times. I’m fairly certain they were pink with some sort of print on them.

      After she left, I asked Abby a hundred questions about Lucy. I’m not completely ignorant about the fetish community, but knowing there are actual people who live as littles, and meeting such a person, are two different things.

      I’ve since learned that Lucy has been with Master Roman for five years. They’re married. She has a business degree and works a regular job as a grown adult. When she comes home, she changes clothes and spends the rest of her time as Master Roman’s little.

      I’ve also come to realize that Lucy’s age hops a bit. Some days she’s younger than others. Apparently, Master Roman makes this decision for her. In fact, he makes all her decisions for her.

      I have visited Lucy in her home three times now. In every instance, Master Roman has permitted her to meet with me alone in the library. My curiosity concerning her lifestyle has grown. Granted, I also really like Lucy. We’re becoming friends. But I can’t deny I have a strange fascination with her lifestyle choice that borders on an obsession.

      When I’m alone at night, I’ve started fantasizing about what it would be like to live in Lucy’s shoes. I’ve masturbated a dozen times to a mental image of living as someone’s little girl. I find myself hot and bothered when I watch her with Master Roman. The way he takes care of her. Dotes on her. Adores her.

      I can’t quite imagine putting my fantasy into actual practice, but the more time I’m with her, the more aroused I get. I’d be concerned about my mental health if it weren’t for the fact that I’ve stepped into a universe where it’s perfectly acceptable to live as a little with a Daddy.

      Today, we’re doing something different. Master Roman suggested it and spoke to Abby’s three Doms, and here I am. I’ve arrived to experience Lucy’s real world. She’s in her little space today, not wavering.

      And apparently, we’re going to play Monopoly.

      I’m starting to understand the fascination. Lucy doesn’t have to worry about anything. Not a single thing. Master Roman is very strict with her. Overprotective, I would say. No matter what age she’s in, she seems to abide by a similar set of rules. Many are for her safety as if she were a young child.

      It’s odd, to say the least, but I’m intrigued. I love how carefree Lucy is. She leaves the real world at the door every day when she gets home from work. It’s like she blocks it out. Her only concern is obeying, and when she doesn’t, she’s disciplined. I haven’t witnessed this firsthand yet, nor do I find it likely that she often does anything to warrant punishment, but according to Abby, it does happen.

      We finish our lunch, and Lucy jumps down from her chair. “Let’s take our plates to the sink, and then we can go to my playroom.”

      I follow her, carrying my dishes behind her and depositing them carefully in the bottom of the sink. Lucy has to lift up on her tiptoes. I’m only five-two, but I’m a few inches taller than her.

      “I like your dress,” I tell her as I follow her out of the kitchen into a dark wood hallway.

      “Thank you.” She twirls around, making it flare out. It’s a pale green with small puffy sleeves and smocking across the front. I’m pretty sure she isn’t wearing a bra, nor does she really need one. The dress is short, and I definitely catch a glimpse of white underwear. She also has on white socks that are folded down with a ruffle at the ankle. Black Mary Janes round out the outfit.

      Her hair is long. I imagine it would reach almost to her butt if it were pulled straight. It’s even curlier than mine, so I can’t be positive how long it would be, but every time I’ve seen her it was either in two braids or pigtails. Today it’s in braids.

      I follow Lucy silently down the hallway. Until today, I’ve only been to the library at the front of the mansion. I’m not sure where she’s leading me, but I’m surprised when we enter an open door into a large office. I’m also shocked to find not only Master Roman but another man inside.

      They both stand.

      Master Roman motions us farther into the room. He’s beaming at Lucy and holding out an arm toward her. A spark of jealousy attacks me. She’s so lucky to have found someone who looks at her like she hangs the moon.

      As Lucy skips to the other side of his desk, I glance at the other man and recognize him from Surrender. He’s in the lifestyle. I wouldn’t forget him. He’s about six feet tall and broad. Dark hair cut short. Tanned skin. Bulging muscles as if he works out all the time. He’s wearing faded jeans and a white button-down shirt that accentuates his tan. I imagine him to be in his late thirties.

      He smiles at me and holds out a hand. “Kellen Townsend.”

      I take his hand, not surprised by how firm his handshake is. “Sabine Bridges.”

      “I’ve seen you at Surrender. You’re a friend of Abby’s.”

      “Yes.” I swallow, wondering if it would be appropriate for me to address him as Sir and just as quickly ditching that idea since I have yet to decide where I fit into this new world I’m dabbling in. I’ve repeatedly insisted I’m just researching so I can write about my experiences, but I’ve also dipped my toe in both the dominant and submissive side of the community.

      The truth is that watching makes me itch to try out new things. Any good research would include some experimenting. My curiosity has been piqued by the entire fetish community for years, but more so in the last two years since Abby moved to Seattle to live with three Doms.

      “I watched you working with Claudia last weekend.” Is it my imagination or is he smirking?

      I nod, feeling a flush creep up my cheeks, also knowing I can’t hide it. My skin is so pale that my cheeks are frequently rosy. The only color on my body is the dabbling of freckles across my nose and trickled all over me. The fact that anyone can easily tell when I’m embarrassed has always infuriated me, but I can’t do a thing about it.

      “You were struggling,” he points out, not beating around the bush.

      “Yeah.” I sigh. “I’m new to the community. Trying everything out for my research. I don’t think I passed any sort of flogger exam.”

      He lifted his brows. “Probably because you were on the wrong end of the flogger.”

      I suck in a breath. He’s damn observant. “Maybe.” I glance down but then decide to defend myself so he doesn’t think I’m submissive. Maybe I am. Maybe I’m not. But I haven’t decided yet, so I don’t want him to assume. “I don’t have the personality for submission. I’m headstrong and self-sufficient.”

      Kellen chuckles.

      Master Roman does too, and I glance over to find he has tucked Lucy against his chest and is idly playing with one of her braids. “I’m quite certain that between all the Doms living in the house where you’re staying, you’ve been told more than once that submission has nothing to do with how you are in the outside world.”

      I stand as tall as I can as I respond. “Yeah. They’ve explained that to me. Can’t say I’m fully grasping it. Seems far-fetched. I’ve worked my butt off to get through school with a master’s in English. I’m a pretty dominant personality in any crowd.”

      Kellen surprises me when he reaches out and tucks an unruly lock of my hair behind my ear before dropping his hand to his side. “Maybe in any crowd except the fetish crowd,” he suggests.

      I shrug. “Maybe.” I’m reeling a bit from his touch. It was soothing. I tip my gaze back to meet his, acknowledging that I should not be attracted to this man. He is much older than me for one thing. I feel about as young as Lucy looks. I have no idea what he does for a living, but I haven’t even started a career yet at all. I’m still trying to convince my twenty-four-year-old self that I’m an adult.

      Sure, I finished school with honors and should be looking for a job in my field, but the truth is, I’m spoiled and my parents have never pressured me to get a job. Honestly, I could live a comfortable life off my trust fund alone if I were so inclined, but I don’t want to be completely idle, either. It sounds boring. I need a challenge.

      On the flip side, settling into “real life” gives me goosebumps. I’ve been avoiding the idea. Half the reason I continued my education was to avoid adulthood. In the last few years, I’ve settled down a bit. I’m not as mischievous or precocious as I used to be, but inside I’m still the same girl with wildly naughty thoughts.

      “We were just about to play Monopoly,” Lucy announces, bouncing a bit against Master Roman.

      He smiles down at her indulgently and slides his hand down her back to pat her butt. “Sounds fun. Go ahead. I’ll be in here meeting with Kellen for a while longer, so try not to be too loud, okay?” He lifts a brow.

      She nods. “Yes, Sir.”

      Master Roman bends down to kiss her forehead and then pats her ass again as she steps away.

      “Come on.” She motions toward a door in the corner of the room. “My playroom is in here.”

      I’m confused and a little surprised. She has a playroom attached to Master Roman’s office?

      I follow her through the door, wondering if we should shut it to avoid bothering the men, but she doesn’t mention it, so I leave it alone.

      The room is interesting. Along the outside wall, which is really a row of enormous floor-to-ceiling windows that look out into the amazing backyard, sits a normal adult desk. If someone were sitting at it, they would be able to see Master Roman at his desk through the doorway.

      That side of the room is professional. To the left, as we enter, I notice an entire corner is set up for a child. That’s where Lucy heads. There’s a white bookshelf against the far wall. In front of it are a fluffy, pink beanbag chair and an oval rug in pastels. The shelves are covered with books and toys.

      Lucy slides the game from the shelf and plops down onto the floor on the rug. “Come on,” she encourages.

      I close the gap between us, still soaking in her environment. Fascinating. When I reach her, I lower to the floor, crossing my legs in front of me. It’s not as easy in my jeans as it would be if I were wearing nothing but a short dress. Lucy doesn’t even attempt to tuck it under her butt. She’s sitting on her underwear.

      I’m wearing tennis shoes and a Harvard T-shirt. I look like any grad student would on a Saturday afternoon. Any grad student who didn’t masquerade as a little in her off-time.

      Lucy takes the board out of the box and spreads it out between us. She smiles at me. “Go ahead and ask me anything you want. I don’t mind.” Her voice is youthful, but this is the first time today she’s said anything to indicate she’s playing a role.

      I lick my lips, not sure what I want to ask, nor wanting to appear impolite. It was one thing talking to her more or less as equals in the library. It’s another thing altogether to question her lifestyle while she’s in her little space.

      “Do you wear a bra?” I blurt out, keeping my voice down.

      She giggles. “Nope. Daddy says I’m too young.” She rolls her eyes dramatically and leans closer, glancing toward the doorway as if confirming no one is listening. “The front of my dresses rub against my nipples though. It’s weird, and I’ve never gotten used to it.”

      I nod, feeling my face heat again. “So, Master Roman chooses what you wear?”

      “Yep. Everything. Including my panties.”

      I watch her squirm as she folds her legs under her farther. With her knees spread open like that, if she lifted her dress an inch, I would totally see everything. And yet, she doesn’t seem to care.

      When I hear the men’s voices through the open door, I draw in a breath, imagining yet again what it must be like to live Lucy’s life. I’m kind of envious. She’s loved and cared for by not just Master Roman but his staff. Anyone can see she’s happy.

      I spent my actual childhood in a home like this with servants who took care of me and indulged me. As an adult though, I can’t imagine being able to turn myself over to another human being like her. It’s so far out of my realm of imagination.

      Lucy seems so content, however, and I envy her relaxed nature. She’s fully at one with her lifestyle choice. Considering the fact that her childhood looked nothing like this, I can almost understand why she would want to reenact it, so to speak. She was poor and her parents ignored her. They also both died when she was young, leaving her with a grandmother who didn’t want her. Her story made me sad when she told me, but it explains why she enjoys this do-over.

      I also question my own motivations. I get that everyone is different and we each have our own reasons for how we got where we are today, but my pampered childhood isn’t something I need to recreate.

      For the next hour, I let Lucy’s exuberance seep into me as we play the game. She’s beating me, and I don’t even mind. It’s the most fun I’ve had in a long time. I haven’t had a chance to relax and just enjoy a board game since some time in early high school.

      Suddenly, Lucy lands on Boardwalk and squeals loudly. She immediately clamps a hand over her mouth and glances at the doorway.

      In seconds Master Roman enters the room. “What did I say about keeping your voice down, blossom?” His hands are on his hips. His head cocked to one side.

      “Sorry, Daddy. I landed on Boardwalk, and I got excited.”

      “You interrupted us,” he points out.

      I watch his expression. He’s stern, but not angry. He looks like he’s fighting another emotion. Humor maybe?

      “Two choices,” he declares.

      Lucy sighs.

      “One, you put the game away and your playdate is over. Or two, I spank you in front of your friend and you go back to playing but with a lower voice.” He lifts a brow.

      I’m stunned. I shouldn’t be. But I am. I glance at Lucy who fidgets in her spot. She opens her mouth, and for a moment I think she might argue, but then she snaps her lips closed and glances at her lap. “I don’t want Sabine to go home yet,” she murmurs.

      Master Roman grabs the chair from behind the desk and rolls it over to us. He sits on it and pats his knee. “Come here, blossom.”

      I can’t help but watch in total fascination as Lucy slowly rises and shuffles over to Master Roman. My face is flushed as if I were the one about to get spanked instead of Lucy. In addition, I’m aroused. Undeniably horny. And totally shocked by my reaction.

      I can’t breathe as Master Roman arranges Lucy to one side of his thighs, leans her over his knees, and clasps her wrists in one large hand at the small of her back. Wetness coats my panties as he lifts her dress over her butt and tucks it under their combined hands. I’m pretty sure my heart stops entirely when he lowers her panties over her bottom.

      I wince as his hand lands on her naked skin.

      Lucy whimpers.

      He spanks her again several times, his palm never landing in the same spot.

      Lucy purses her lips and buries her face against his thigh.

      I feel like I’ve slid into another dimension, and time stands still while Master Roman finishes doling out his punishment, pulls her panties back over her butt, and stands her in front of him. He sets one hand on her shoulder and lifts her chin with his other hand. “Good girl. You’ll keep your voice down now?”

      “Yes, Sir.” Her voice is soft.

      “Okay. I’ll be done with my meeting soon.” He spins her around and pats her bottom, releasing her.

      I watch Master Roman rise and roll the chair back toward the desk and then I jerk my attention to the doorway. Kellen is standing just inside the room, fingertips in his pockets, feet planted wide, gaze on me. How long has he been watching me?

      I squirm. The spanking aroused me. I’m shocked by my reaction. I watched several people get spanked at Surrender in the last month. None were as erotic as what I just witnessed.

      I feel the heat rise up my cheeks as I turn around to face the gameboard, unnerved by Kellen’s attention. Surely he has no idea I’m aroused. I can’t begin to ponder the opposite.
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      “You’ve become a voyeur,” Abby teases me the next afternoon as we sit on the back porch enjoying an unusually warm and cloud-free summer day in Seattle.

      I groan. “It’s like I’ve left the planet. I’m consumed.”

      She giggles. “I can see that. Do you still think you might be dominant?” she teases before sipping her lemonade.

      I sigh. “Apparently not. It’s still hard to grasp how someone like me, who’s always been outspoken and loud and domineering in every aspect of my life, could possibly enjoy some form of submission. Nevertheless, evidence would suggest I was wrong.”

      She laughs again. “Evidence being your arousal when you watch other people submitting?”

      “I guess so.” It’s not really deniable. “I can’t imagine participating, though. It’s surreal. In every relationship I’ve been in, I was the more dominant one. Bossy even,” I remind her about my few boyfriends.

      She smirks. “And how did that work out for you?”

      I sigh. “Okay. You’ve got me there. Good point.” Every boyfriend I’ve had dumped me.

      She holds my gaze before continuing. “Julius thinks you should give it a try.”

      “Give what a try? Submitting? Like at the club one night?” I’ve participated in a few demos just to see what it feels like, but at no time have I let myself succumb to the mindset.

      She shakes her head. “Nope. More intense than that. Levi and Beck agree with him.”

      I swallow my last sip of lemonade, surprised I manage not to choke. “They discussed my submission?”

      She smiles. “Yep, and I agree.” She sets her glass down and leans forward. “Admit it. You came to Seattle to get as far away from your parents as possible so you could explore BDSM.”

      I nod. She’s right about that. I’ve been living vicariously through her for two years while she’s become the happiest person I know. I’m uneasy about actually taking any action though. Watching is one thing. Participating fully is another ballpark. Am I ready for that?

      “You’ve been here a month, and I love having you. And don’t get me wrong, we have plenty of space. You can stay as long as you’d like. But, here’s the thing. I’ve taken several weeks off to relax between semesters, but I have to start studying for the bar. It’s the perfect opportunity for you to broaden your exploration.”

      I bite the corner of my bottom lip. “You have a plan, don’t you?” I try not to laugh. I’m certain Abby has a plan. I’ve known her for six years. She has always been the more level-headed one between the two of us. I’m the one who tended to get us into trouble. She’s the one who tended to get us out of it.

      “Yep. I mean, I didn’t come up with it myself. The guys did. But yes.”

      I grip my glass, trying not to shake.

      “They think you should immerse yourself. Give it a try. Take advantage of this time to give submission a try.”

      I know Julius, Levi, and Beck used to train submissives before they met Abby and decided to keep her permanently. Surely, she doesn’t mean they intend to teach me themselves? “I suppose you have someone in mind?”

      She nods again. “Keep an open mind. You’ve met him.”

      I strain my brain and come up with nothing.

      “Master Kellen.”

      I gasp. Even though I formally met him yesterday at Lucy’s, and I know he’s a member of Surrender, this idea hadn’t occurred to me. “Kellen? Why would he agree to something like this?”

      “Master Kellen. You should get that in your head. You won’t be referring to him as Kellen.”

      “Wait…” I shoot her a glare. “Is that why he was at Lucy’s yesterday? Is Master Roman also in on this scheme?”

      She cringes apologetically. “Don’t be mad. The guys tell me he’s perfect for you.”

      “The guys?” I draw in a breath. “You do realize these guys you keep referring to are grown men, significantly older than us. Master Kellen must think I’m a baby.” I emphasize Master, trying it out on my tongue while humoring Abby.

      She chuckles again. “And I can’t stress enough how amazing it is to have an older man.”

      I laugh. “First of all, how would you know? You never had any man at all before you moved here. And second of all, you have three.” I pretend to swoon, tossing the back of my hand over my forehead.

      “Okay, three is better than one. Don’t judge,” she jokes.

      I give her an exaggerated shudder. “I may be floundering a bit trying to feel my way into the BDSM world, but I know for sure I’m not interested in having three men. It’s great for you and all. I’m not judging. But I think I’ll stick to one.”

      “Perfect. Master Kellen doesn’t share.”

      I groan. “Why on earth would he want to help me out? I’ve only seen him a few times and just met him formally yesterday. He knows nothing about me.”

      “Julius says you’d be helping him out, too. His wife, who was his submissive, died from cancer a few years ago, and he’s been reluctant to get back in the scene.”

      “Shit. That’s awful.” I feel bad for him. That doesn’t really explain why he would want to help me.

      “At first, he turned Julius down, but then he saw you in action. He’s changed his mind.” She beams as though she’s made an amazing breakthrough.

      “Is that why he was at Roman’s yesterday? To watch me?” I sit up straighter, my spine going rigid. “Wait. Is he like Roman? A Daddy or whatever?”

      Abby nods. “He is.” She watches my face.

      My jaw drops. My heart starts racing. I think back on everything I witnessed yesterday and how it made me feel. There’s no denying I was aroused watching Lucy get spanked for raising her voice. And Kellen, Master Kellen, was there. He was watching me. Gauging my reactions. I hadn’t realized I was being interviewed, so to speak.

      I swallow. “I don’t know, Abby. That’s a huge step. It’s one thing to experiment. It’s another thing to join in. And you’re not talking about floggers and paddles. You’re talking about frilly dresses and pigtails.” I shudder, but I squeeze my legs together at the same time, my pussy pulsing as the words leave my mouth.

      “Yep. Think about it. You’ve dabbled in many aspects of the community, but you’ve spent more time with Lucy than anyone else.”

      “She’s nice. I like her. She’s a friend.”

      Abby nods. “She’s a little, and you’re drawn to her.”

      I lean back in my chair and pull my knees up, setting my heels on the edge of the seat. Is Abby right? “I was doing research. I find her lifestyle fascinating. I was thinking I might write about it.”

      “I get that, but I think you should try it out firsthand. What better research is there than firsthand experience? You can’t pass up this opportunity. If you decide your inquisitiveness doesn’t extend past curiosity, that’s fine. But what if you learn something new about yourself and find out you enjoy the lifestyle?”

      I glance away, feeling my cheeks heat. My unruly curls fall across my forehead, and I tuck them behind my ear, only to have the locks fall right back where they were. I close my eyes, imagining all this curly hair pulled back in braids. Sure would be simple.

      “Would you like to watch some videos of other littles in action?” Abby asks cautiously.

      I flush further at the thought as I meet her gaze. Abby’s Doms own Vanguard Media. In addition to shooting regular jobs like weddings and graduations, they also shoot BDSM scenes in their home office in the basement. I’ve been to the room. I have not watched them in action though, nor have I seen any of their work.

      Abby continues. “It might help you gauge your reaction to various ages and styles of submission.”

      I shake my head. “That feels too intrusive.”

      “I would never show you anything without the approval of the people involved, Sabine.”

      I draw in a breath. “Yeah, but still. I think I’d rather figure it out for myself.” I’ve watched porn before, but it’s not the same. Not even close. It’s fake. The people who come here to be filmed do so for real. They have honest emotions and feelings and arousal. I’ve seen it at Surrender. I’m sure it’s no different here in Abby’s basement studio.

      “And that’s fine, too. Honestly, sometimes what gets people off is watching. Other times a submissive needs participation. You won’t know for sure until you try,” she encourages.

      I wrap my arms around my knees and rock forward. I’m wearing comfortable jeans and a T-shirt. Abby is wearing a loose, white shift dress. The material is very thin, making it obvious she doesn’t have anything on underneath it. I’ve gotten a glimpse of her stiff, darker nipples several times. I’m under the impression she often spends the day naked in this house, but her Doms have given her the bare minimum to wear in my presence. I’m used to it.

      I think of my research. I have a journal I’ve been writing in every night. So far, I haven’t started a manuscript, but I keep thinking I will any day now. I shouldn’t pass up this opportunity. No matter how it goes, I will have learned more. I’m freaked out, and I know very little about Master Kellen, but I do know that Julius, Beck, and Levi would never set me up with someone who would harm me. Nor would Roman.

      I bite my bottom lip and then release it. “I’ll do it.”

      Abby’s smile widens. “Good. I promise you won’t regret it.”

      “Will I have some sort of contract or something?” I know about contracts. People in the community have them. I want to be sure I’m safe.

      “You’ll work out those details with Master Kellen.”

      I nod slowly, resolved, while at the same time butterflies have taken up residence in my belly.
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      Master Kellen

      
      Sabine is extremely nervous. She keeps biting down on her thumbnail, holding it between her front teeth. She has no idea it makes her look like she’s sucking her thumb. It’s precious, and I haven’t decided if I will make her stop the habit or let her keep it.

      We’re in my office. Julius dropped her off a few minutes ago. She’s sitting in an oversized armchair that matches the one I’m in across from her. The difference is that I’m six-foot and she’s about five-two. She looks small in that chair, which is exactly why I’ve seated her there. Her feet don’t reach the ground, even though she’s ramrod straight on the edge of the seat.

      I’m taking my time with her, partly so that I can judge her every reaction and partly so she can absorb everything fully.

      The truth is that I’m a nervous wreck inside. It’s been so long since I’ve had a little in my home, and I’ve never had one who didn’t arrive already knowing what she wanted and what to expect. I know Roman and Julius think they’re doing me a favor. I’m clear on their intentions. They want to drag me out of my shell, put myself back out there.

      If Sabine wasn’t incredibly adorable, I never would have agreed to this. But fuck me, she’s cute. Even squirming and fidgeting and looking everywhere but at me. Especially because of those things.

      She’s wearing jeans, a white T-shirt, and tennis shoes. Simple. Casual. Not at all what I would dress her in. Not at all what I will dress her in. Starting this morning.

      I’m forcing myself to remain outwardly calm and in control, seated casually with one leg crossed over the other. I have my elbow on the arm of the chair and I’m rubbing my chin with my pointer and thumb. I’m wearing khakis, loafers, and a light blue button-down. The perfect Daddy figure.

      “Your nerves are palpable, little one.” My choice of words is intentional. I want to put her in her place right from the start.

      She shifts her weight back and forth, dropping her hands to her sides and tucking her fingers under her thighs. “I’ve never done anything like this. I’m a little freaked out. I’m not sure I’m cut out for this experiment at all.”

      “I’m aware of that. If it makes you feel any better, I’ve never done anything like this, either.”

      She jerks her gaze from her lap to meet mine. Her eyes are wide.

      I smile at her. “I mean, I’ve never trained a new submissive. A new little. Girls come to me already in the lifestyle.”

      She swallows. “I’m not even sure I’m submissive or a little.”

      I nod. “That’s okay. You’re here to learn. There is no right or wrong. You’ll figure it out as we go along. As will I.”

      Her legs swing a bit.

      “Sit still, Sabine. Try not to fidget. It will help you focus.”

      She stiffens and then crosses her ankles as if that might help her keep from wiggling. She tries to reach the floor but only the tips of her toes touch. It’s not enough to ground her.

      “That a girl. Take a deep breath.”

      She drags in a breath and releases it too fast. Fucking cute. I can’t be sure yet if she will find her place in the lifestyle of a little, but I’m certainly hoping she does because outwardly she’s perfect. It depends on what kind of mental blocks she puts up.

      I shake that thought from my head. I’m not in this to make her mine. I’m in this to help her find herself. I’m not even close to ready to take on a full-time little again. I’m not sure I ever will be. Losing Stacy brought me to my knees. I don’t think I can go through something like that again.

      “Why don’t we start with my expectations of you?”

      “Okay,” she murmurs.

      “First of all, you’ll address me as Sir or Master Kellen. Even though my job is to introduce you to the world of littles, I don’t expect you to call me Daddy. Not at this stage. You’re not ready for something like that.”

      She nods. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Good girl. Next, I want you to fully immerse yourself in the life. Be the little. Twenty-four seven. It’s the best way to get in the headspace and find yourself. You’ll be permitted to ask questions, but I want you to stay in your little space.”

      She nods again. She’s a bit pale. “What, uh… um… What age am I supposed to be, Sir?”

      “We’re going to try out several ages. I’m going to let you decide each day. I’ve arranged a room for you upstairs and I’ll let you pick your age every morning.”

      Her eyes widen. “Oh.”

      “Some Doms choose for their littles. I’ve done that in the past. But you’re different. You can’t possibly have a clue what age you might enjoy. I want you to try all of them, but at your pace. In your time.”

      She purses her lips as she nods.

      “I’ll warn you now that I’m very strict. I expect you to obey me in all things. If you don’t, you’ll find yourself over my knee with my palm on your bottom.”

      She turns the most delightful shade of red and squirms. “I’m not sure how I feel about that…Sir.”

      “You’ll find out, won’t you?”

      She sucks in a breath.

      I can feel her defiance. She’s going to challenge me. If any other little came into my home and challenged me, I would put a stop to it in two seconds or send them packing. Something about Sabine shakes my foundation a bit though. I find myself eager for her to defy me. My palm is twitching expectantly.

      I watch her closely. “My rules aren’t difficult or outrageous. They exist for your safety and to help set boundaries. Adults who find themselves enjoying the life of a little often do so because they like structure and letting someone else take responsibility.”

      She licks her lips. “You should know that I didn’t live a very structured childhood the first time around. I’m an only child. My parents spoiled me. They rarely told me no.”

      Interesting. I won’t point out to her that she’s just made my job that much easier. No wonder she’s intrigued by Lucy’s life. Sabine may be screaming inside for structure and guidance. “Where are your parents now?”

      “Still in Cambridge. My father’s in banking. My mom’s a professor. They were often busy when I was a child, but I didn’t miss out on anything. I had nannies and cooks and tutors. I wanted for nothing.”

      I nod, letting her figure things out for herself. “I won’t be that kind of Daddy, Sabine. I have rules, and I enforce them. Did you never get into trouble when you were young?”

      She shakes her head and then switches to
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