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Chapter One

 


Kate gazed at the emerald bracelet adorning her
right wrist as she hovered her index finger over the backspace key.
The bracelet, the only piece of jewelry she usually wore, shone
like a beacon in her darkened office. When in doubt, Kate turned to
the bracelet, the last connection she had to her mother, for
answers. Her gaze flicked from her arm to the monitor, which cast
an eerie glow over the dark surface of her cherrywood desk. The sun
had set hours before and she hadn't bothered to get up and flip on
the light switch. Taking a deep breath, Kate held the stale office
air in her lungs as she read her online application.

 


User Name: Katie A.

Gender: Female

Sexual Orientation: Straight

Location: New York City

About you: Publishing professional by trade. MoMA
lover by passion.

 


Blowing her breath through pursed
lips, she squinted at the time displayed in the corner of her
screen and wondered how it took her so long to answer five
questions. "Gender" was generally a no-brainer. A person could be
one or the other. Not so on domsublife.com. There were eleven
possible answers including ‘not applicable’. What was intersex,
anyway? Similar strange terms such as heteroflexible and pansexual
filled her mind with interesting dynamics, before she chose the
safest and most applicable choice.

Kate gave up and left the “Role”
question blank. With twenty-six options to choose from, she
narrowed it down to submissive and vanilla, the latter term being
the most accurate in practice. Not that she’d had the opportunity
to recently practice any role in the sex department. Furrowing her
eyebrows, she ran through the mental Rolodex stored in her brain.
The last skin-on-skin action was six months ago and the sex was
bad. Really bad.
Then it got worse. Kate moaned and groaned her weak attempt at a
fake orgasm just to get sweaty,
trying-way-too-hard-but-not-hard-enough Jonathan off, and then off
of her. He’d
never called her again, which was just as well. It saved her the
old ‘it’s not you, it’s me’ speech she could recite in her sleep.
She’d said it enough and always took the blame when the
relationship flat lined. Rubbing her eyes in a feeble attempt to
banish her of feelings of inadequacy, Kate focused on the task at
hand. Choosing either submissive or vanilla would attract a number
of men trying to talk her into hell only knows what. Anyway,
finding a partner wasn’t the purpose of the exercise. She was on a
fact-finding mission. Portraying her online life with little detail
wouldn’t attract much attention, but would offer the best chance of
gleaning the information she needed.

Based on her answers, the new member profile
displayed her as “Katie A., 40”. She toyed with the idea of shaving
five or ten years from her age, but what was the point? She wasn’t
going to date a kinkster, so why should she care if they knew her
real age? The exercise was purely educational.

She shook her head. “What the heck
am I doing?” She fingered the backspace button as the clasp came
loose on her bracelet. It slipped down her hand onto the keyboard.
The weight of the emeralds fell on top of the enter button,
submitting the online membership application. Bright red letters
adorned the black background: Thank you
for joining Domsublife. Your membership is now under
review.

Kate held the bracelet up and peered at the clasp.
It seemed in working order but to be on the safe side, she zipped
it into an inside purse pocket before logging out of her computer.
An angry growl from her stomach reminded her of the late hour.
Placing her hands on her hips, she stood from her desk and gave her
fleshy side a pinch. An inch? No, not even a little one.
Consequences of late nights curled up with nothing more than take
out containers had taken its toll on her midsection and elsewhere.
Kate sighed. Every carb she consumed seemed to have taken up
residence in her ass cheeks with no intention of moving on.
Ever.

The aromas from at least a dozen restaurants tempted
her taste buds during her walk from the office building to her
apartment, a great perk of living in the city that never sleeps.
Shrugging, Kate reminded herself that her ass was big but her
career was bigger. With the acquisition of infamous erotic author,
Blaze Harrington, Angel Books was about to give the Big Six of the
publishing world a run for their money...or at least give her a
mention in the trade magazines. That fact alone earned her an order
of Pad Thai to go at her favorite noodle house on Sixty-Third
Street.

****

Curled up on the couch in velour lounge pants, an
old t-shirt, and a bowl of chicken Pad Thai, Kate opened her
laptop. She promised herself she’d only check for an email message
from Blaze regarding the edits on the author’s first release with
Angel Books, then power off for the night. A full week of late
nights spent working had taken their toll and a good night’s sleep
was necessary. She opened her email and no less than a couple dozen
new email messages stared back at her. Her gaze swept over the
incoming messages. Nothing from Blaze, one from her assistant,
Alana, regarding a day off, and twenty-seven messages from members
of Domsublife, including a welcome coaxing her to join a group and
beef up her profile. The other messages were not as tame.

 


Toilet sub wanted

Looking for a poly house?

Want to be my slave?

I have a leash with your name on it

 


“Ugh. Gross. Not one of your more steller ideas,
Angel.” Kate clicked ‘Select All’, then ‘Delete’ and made a mental
note to unsubscribe when she got to work the next day. There had to
be a better way to learn about kink so she could talk intelligently
to Blaze Harrington. Shit. She’d settle on just being able to
understand the terms in Blaze’s books. Words and acronyms such as
SSC, TIITWD, waxing, RACK, Subspace, CBT and TPE were a foreign
language to her. “Too bad there’s not a Rosetta Stone for BDSM,”
she muttered and closed her laptop. She‘d look for a book
tomorrow.

****

“Good morning. Poppy seed bagel with vegetable
spread and a hazelnut coffee,” Kate sang to her assistant as she
placed one of the Styrofoam cups and an overstuffed wrapped bagel
on Alana’s desk.

“Aren’t you bright-eyed and bushy tailed. What’d ya
get some last night?” Her assistant winked and smacked her chewing
gum.

“It’s called getting a good night’s sleep, you
should try it sometime.” Kate rolled her eyes.

“Sleep is overrated. I’ve better things to do, like
the guy I met at the club last night. Ba-dum-bum-ching!” Alana
drummed at her desk and winked.

Kate smiled and walked into her office as the phone
rang. “Spit out the gum before you answer that,” Kate said over her
shoulder, not missing Alana’s tongue darting from her red lips as
she deposited the wad of gum in a tissue. She was a little rough
around the edges but one hell of an assistant.

“It’s Blaze, Katie,” Alana called into her office a
few seconds later.

Kate logged into her computer before pushing the
speaker button. “Good morning, Ms. Harrington.”

“I trust you have my edits in order, Ms. Angel.”
Blaze’s cool and aloof exterior was legendary in the publishing
circles. She was dubbed ‘Blaze the Ice Queen’.

“Yes, of course. However, my editing team has a
question about a term you used. The editors suggest adding a
defining sentence so the reader understands what it means.”

Silence. “Hmm, okay. What term are you referring
to?”

Kate quickly scanned the comment
document of Chained to
Him. “Here it is. Waxing. The editing
comment said mainstream readers may assume waxing as in hair
depilatory.”

Silence.

Kate shifted in her chair. “Ms. Harrington?”

A noisy breath sounded through the
speaker. “I assure you, my
readers will know exactly what waxing is. May I
remind you, one of the reasons I’m giving Angel Books a shot is
your progressive reputation in the industry? You understand the
reference, don’t you?”

“Well, yes. Of course I do. I’ll speak with the team
and send a revised edited version to you today.”

“Very well.” Click.

Kate pinched the bridge of her nose and leaned back
in her leather chair with a groan.

“You have no fucking idea what waxing is, do ya
Katie?” Alana’s voice carried through the small office.

“No. And thanks for pointing that out!”

Alana appeared in her doorway. “All kidding aside,
how can I help? How about I start with researching terms and making
you a cheat sheet. Anything. Let me know.”

“That would be a good start, but I do need to
understand all things kink if I want to keep Blaze as a
client.”

“I’m on it, boss. Gotta love research.”

Alana hummed back to her desk while Kate opened her
email account and cringed at the seemingly never ending Domsublife
messages. “Delete. Delete. Delete.” She clicked through the list
from the night before. “Let’s take a look at today’s list of
eligible kinksters.” Kate deleted another long list of messages
similar to the previous day’s offering. In quick succession she
deleted the rest until she came to the last, sent just a few
minutes before.

Did you catch the Warhol exhibit last month?

Kate cocked her head and smiled. Someone mentioned
something other than sex? “How refreshing, Mister...” She clicked
the link in the email message to the Warhol fan’s profile.

Mason M. 28 Dom

“Okay, Mr. M., let’s see if you
know what you’re talking about.” Her fingers tapped over the
keyboard: Yes, but I prefer Lichtenstein’s
style to Warhol’s.

She clicked ‘send’ and imagined what a twenty-eight
year old Dom looked like. Chuckling, she logged out of her email
and switched focus to the two full manuscript reviews waiting on
her desk.

****

“Lunch?”

Kate glanced at Alana standing in the doorway and
stretched her arms above her head. “Perfect timing. I just finished
this one and agree wholeheartedly with the editor. It’s perfect for
Angel Books.” Kate pointed
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