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Thank you for choosing to read the first short story in BDSM Erotic stories.

The scenes described in the stories are fantasy. Some can be tried out at home, others might need some practice. Please take caution.

Safe, sane and consensual is the motto used in the BDSM community. It is not advice, it is compulsory.

We are not liable for any accidents or injuries that might occur during the enactment of any scenes in these stories 

The further we go into the series, the more advanced/fantasized the BDSM experience of the leading lady becomes.

I’m a submissive to my husband during ‘play scenes’. This means that our everyday life isn’t in the sub/Dom context, but when we ‘play’, it is.

Want to know more about BDSM, upcoming releases, reviews of other books, teasers, toys, and contests, please consider joining my Newsletter. 

By subscribing you get the start of my personal journey into BDSM and how I met my husband, exclusive and free.

https://mailchi.mp/94b86b04dbe3/tiny-sparks-newsletter

I hope you enjoy reading this short story as much as I enjoyed writing it!
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Chapter 1
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Gripping my phone to my ear, I walked around my kitchen table several times. I had Mrs. Jensen on the line. She was the main editor of the women’s magazine where I wrote short erotic stories. It was a side hustle as a freelancer, which I hoped to turn into a full-time job in the near future.

“I want you to write a series for the weekly blog,” Mrs. Jensen said. This would make me a real writer with a steady income. I could quit my job at the firm. I sat down on the nearest chair to let it sink in, before squealing, “Are you serious?”

“Yes, but it has to be BDSM related and preferably from novice to beginner, and if you want to take it further...,” she left the ending open to my imagination.

“You’ve written some good erotic fantasy short stories, and the last one was a readers’ favorite. When you finish with the current one, I’ll forward it to one of our in-house editors as a start for the series. The rest of the blog needs a more personal touch though.” She paused for dramatic impact. “We’d like you to write from personal experience. It’ll be a steady weekly blog, which might expand into a featured spot on the opening page.”

“Okay, I’ll do it!” I said nearly bursting out of my skin with excitement.

“Perfect. Your latest short story should be in my inbox by Sunday evening latest, alright?” Without waiting for a reply, she hung up the phone.

I put the phone on the table, before jumping up and down, and dancing around the table in my pajamas. 

Calming down, I grabbed my favorite mug and filled it with coffee, the grin never leaving my face. Thinking over what she said, I nearly spilled coffee on the floor.

“Personal touch,” I whispered. “Surely not doing that stuff myself.” Sipping from my mug, I remembered she said, ‘from personal experience’.

“Ah, crap, Tina, what have you agreed to now?” Shaking my head in disappointment with myself. Thinking before agreeing to something wasn’t my strongest suit.

I wanted to quit my current job, sooner rather than later.

It was boring, and one co-worker had it in for me the moment I started. She decided I was a threat to her ‘boyfriend’ and tried everything in her power to sabotage whatever I had to do. She complained to HR that I took more breaks than everyone else. When that didn’t stick, she started spreading the rumor that I was trying to seduce her in the toilets. It was stressful, to say the least. There were days my head might explode by the time I got home. Other days I had to keep myself from strangling her.

She was under the impression that Barry from IT was hers. I doubted he knew, as he never even spared her a glance. Whenever he had to fix something on my computer, however, he stayed for a chat. It wasn’t that I wasn’t interested. He was always immaculately dressed with a polo-shirt and jeans that seemed made for him personally. Being on the higher end of the scales these days, I didn’t think he was really into me. His well built muscles would make anyone swoon. I’d never had the courage to look into his eyes. My relationships were the characters of the stories I wrote and the vibrator I used to fulfil my needs.

The office bully was the main reason I accepted the offer without thinking twice.

Glancing at the time, I gasped and jumped up to throw on clothes. I didn’t want to be late, not when it proved Katie correct. Laughing, I slipped on my heels and grabbed my bag off the counter. With one more perusal of my reflection in the mirror near the front door, I winked at myself. The tight black skirt and white blouse showed my best assets, legs and boobs, and hid the ones I didn’t want anyone to see. I’d paired it with dark red heels to match my purse and lipstick. My hair was up in a tight bun. Professional and hot.

For the first time in a while, I looked forward to work. I felt sexy and couldn’t wait to finish my story.
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Working all morning on finishing the menial tasks of checking emails, answering call after call for travel arrangements, I’d finished by three pm. Knowing there wouldn’t be many calls this late on a Friday, I decided to work a bit on the last short story.

After half an hour, I was finished and happy, reading it over one last time, to make sure the editing was as close to perfect as I could get it. I hit send.

Sighing, I leaned back in my chair to glare at the clock. In thirty minutes, I could go home. Working on an erotic story at work got me all hot and bothered. It was naughty and the storyline was just beyond my normal work. My imagination had taken me somewhere I hadn’t gone before: Office sex. I couldn't wait for my appointment with a glass of wine and my trusted vibrator. To top that off, I had to think of an angle for my series and do some research on BDSM as a whole and especially clubs that I could visit for that ‘personal touch’.

“Miss. Marks, come to the office, please,” someone called from across the open plan. My colleagues raised their heads, some smiling, some unimpressed, except for Katie who wore an evil smirk.

For the love of all that’s holy and not, why now?

Surely Katie hadn’t organised another scheme to get me fired? I wasn’t entirely sure yet of this new writing gig.

I’d just put my purse over my shoulder to go home. My desk neighbor, Christian’s eyebrows went up, almost into his hairline.

“What did you do?” he asked, ready to leave as well. He’d been called into the office once and got off with a wrist slap, but all the others that were ever called into the office got fired.

I shrugged. I couldn’t think of a reason why I had been singled out for this privilege. He mouthed ‘good luck’.

Being called into the big office at this time of the day wasn’t a good thing. The weekend was about to start, so if he was going to fire me, I couldn’t make a scene. Not that I was a scene making kind of girl, but no one knew that.

I checked my outfit. My white blouse wasn’t too wrinkled and my stockings made it all the way through the day without any ladders, so I was good to go.

My high heels clicked on the laminated floor to the main office. I held my head high. The secretary at the front desk smiled apologetically as she left. I wondered what I did wrong? Was I getting fired? I thought back on the last few weeks and couldn’t think of a single incident. I did once in a while work on my writing, but if a call came through, I answered it all professionally.

“Close the door,” he said when I entered.

I sat down across from his desk, waiting for him to finish whatever he was reading on his computer. It was Barry from IT. What the hell? He’d been Katie’s main reason for her bullying me. Everyone was warned off by her, none too subtle, I might add. A snide remark and getting on people’s nerves was her way of showing ownership and the smirk on her face before she’d left, didn’t promise anything good.

He’d offered me plenty of attention over the last few weeks. I honestly hadn’t encouraged him. I mean he was nice and helpful when my computer acted up, but I didn’t show him any interest as I’d not been interested in a shouting match with Katie.

He looked up from his computer and gave me his undivided attention. He kept quiet while staring intently into my eyes. He had beautiful chocolate brown eyes, I noticed for the first time. His face didn’t betray anything. It wasn’t as if he was angry. Plus it’s not like he’s the big boss. However, he could fire me if the transgression was IT related. He would just have to report me to HR and I’d be fired on Monday instead of today. When the silence became uncomfortable, my hands went clammy and I cast my gaze to his neck where his Adam's apple moved up and down when he swallowed before speaking.

“I received an interesting email about an hour ago,” was all he said.

When my head shot up and his heated gaze captured mine, my brows furrowed.
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