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      Leah

      A childhood reprimand has caused me to be extremely hard on myself.

      To this day, I never misbehave.

      But even my thoughts require absolution, and I get that at the club.

      My favorite release comes in the form of impact play.

      Two nights a week. That’s all I allow myself.

      Many of my friends are little. I get it, but it’s not for me.

      I can’t be little. I was never little.

      I became an adult when I was five.

      I don’t know how to be young. What if I do it wrong?

      

      Craig

      I’ve wanted Leah from the moment I first saw her.

      I don’t care that she’s not little.

      But I’m a Daddy, through and through.

      After two months of playing exclusively with her at the club, I want more.

      Can I set that part of me aside and be what she needs?

      Her world gets flipped upside down by a crazy fan.

      She needs to tap into her inner little to escape and hide.

      And she needs me to protect and nurture her.

      Can she see I’m here to pick up the pieces no matter where they fall?
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      Leah

      

      “You realize he doesn’t scene with anyone else, right?”

      I take a sip of my tea and shrug. “That’s his business,” I tell my best friend Eve.

      Eve chuckles. “You don’t scene with other people anymore either. I’d say your relationship now falls under the umbrella of exclusive.”

      Luckily, the waitress picks this moment to slide our lunches onto the table and ask if we need anything else. It buys me a moment to come up with a response to Eve’s unnerving observation.

      Eve is staring at me with her mischievous grin as the waitress walks away.

      I roll my eyes. “Craig and I aren’t anything. We aren’t in a relationship. We’re both members of Surrender. We meet there once or twice a week and do a scene together. That’s it. Nothing else.”

      “You have chemistry,” Eve points out. “You were a favorite to watch even before Master Craig joined the club. The two of you together are magical to watch.”

      It doesn’t escape my notice that she intentionally called him Master Craig, probably rubbing it in that my relationship with him is more than Dom and sub if I would dare refer to him by his first name. “Thank you. I enjoy our scenes,” I respond.

      “Okay, let’s assume for the sake of argument that you’re not fooling yourself and your relationship is strictly Dom and sub a few hours a week. Why can’t it be more?” Eve stabs a bite of her salad and dips just the corner of the lettuce into her salad dressing.

      I decide to comment on her food habits since I’m about to lift up my burger and take a giant bite, which will have more calories than her entire plate of food. “Your eating habits are beyond fascinating. Do you need to take a picture first to prove to Colton that you got today’s ten servings of vegetables at lunch?” I tease.

      The unfortunate part is that chowing down on a burger won’t do me a bit of good. No matter what I eat, I remain ridiculously skinny. Some people may roll their eyes and groan, wishing they could eat anything and not gain weight, but I’d gladly trade them places for a few curves and some boobs.

      She sets her fork down while chewing her bite to pull out her phone. “Good idea. Maybe he’ll let me have chicken nuggets and mac and cheese for dinner if I prove I hit the rest of the food groups at lunch.”

      I laugh. “I don’t think chicken nuggets and mac and cheese are food groups.”

      “If you’re five they are,” she points out before taking another bite.

      Colton is her Daddy. They have a complicated dynamic, but their agreement concerning food is the most fascinating. Ever since they moved in together—and now recently bought a house together—she is usually little at home. It’s easiest to meet her during her lunch break when she’s in full accountant business attire if I want to speak to her adult self.

      Basically, Eve agrees to eat the healthiest food imaginable at lunch so she can eat like a five-year-old at dinner. She was already living this way before she met him, so nothing really changed except who’s in charge.

      Eve clears her throat. “You dodged my question.”

      “That’s because you already know the answer. Craig is a Daddy through and through. He humors me by doing scenes with me at the club, but we’d never work out long-term because I don’t need to remind you that I’m not little.” I dig into my hamburger.

      Eve swallows another bite. “I think you’re cheating yourself out of an experience. The man is beyond interested in you. It wouldn’t kill you to give his way a try just for giggles.”

      I shudder. “Pretending to be five is not just for giggles, Eve. It’s a serious commitment. I don’t mind turning over my control and submitting to someone for an hour on a Friday night, but outside of that, I prefer to be fully in charge of my life at all times.” I cringe at the thought of someone dominating me in my apartment. Not gonna happen.

      “It’s so liberating,” Eve tells me for the millionth time.

      “It totally suits you. I get that. But whatever is between Craig and me isn’t going there. I hope he doesn’t think if he waits me out, I’ll decide to give age play a try.” I take another bite, but now I’m concerned.

      Eve shrugs. “It’s obvious to everyone that he’s into you, so I’m betting more than likely he’s trying to be what you need, a regular Dom.”

      That may be. I can see her point. The problem is that I don’t need any sort of Dom, not outside the club. Not full-time. I’m a weekend kind of gal. My cravings where BDSM are concerned mostly center around getting spanked so hard that I slide into a delicious headspace that ends with a satisfying orgasm.

      Secret truth—vanilla guys don’t do it for me. They’re too gentle. I get bored. I want more. I want to come home after a scene, slide into bed with a sore butt, and wake up the next morning still feeling the impact.

      As far as sex is concerned, I’ve had sex with a few men at Surrender but not often. I haven’t slept with Craig. I’m not opposed to the idea. In fact, I’ve thought about it more than once, but he hasn’t asked me to. He arranges for us to play, spanks me, and gets me off with his fingers. It’s amazing and fulfilling. What more do I need?

      Another truth—I often grab my vibrator the moment I get home and give myself at least two more orgasms to the memory of Craig’s hand on my ass. It’s not difficult since my cheeks are still red hot and stinging.

      Eve waves a hand in front of me and I realize I’ve been in my own world. “Sorry. My mind strayed.”

      She smiles. “I bet it did. Probably to that amazing orgasm Craig gave you Friday night. I saw. It was hot. Has he ever asked you to get together outside of Surrender?”

      I take another huge bite to occupy my mouth, but she smirks the entire time. Eventually, I have to respond. “We talk.”

      Her brows go up. “On the phone?”

      “Yeah. Or FaceTime,” I admit.

      “Oh. Now we’re getting to the juicy parts.” She leans forward, setting her fork down. “You’re holding out on me. Have you met him outside of the club?”

      I shake my head. “No.”

      “But he’s asked you to and you’ve turned him down. Am I right?”

      I squirm a bit on my chair. “What is this? An inquisition?”

      She laughs. “I know I’m right. So he’s an incredibly patient man who’s willing to wait you out. You better not make him wait too long. Eventually, he’ll give up.”

      She’s right. I’ve thought of this several times. It makes me nervous because I really like him. I wish there was a way to freeze things exactly as they are now. A world in which I meet up with the perfect Dom at Surrender two nights a week, I fulfill my impact play kink, receive a fantastic orgasm, and go about my life as usual.

      Committing to more than that makes my palms sweat. Eve should know this better than anyone. Until she started seeing Colton, she didn’t take her kink out of the club.

      Well, that isn’t entirely true, I remind myself. She did take her kink home. She lived as a little at home all the time, but she didn’t take a Dom or Daddy to her apartment.

      What would I do if Craig decided to give up on me? It would definitely hurt, but I have to expect one day soon he’ll find a little at the club who enjoys submitting to him as a Daddy. That will be the end of our relationship.

      By the time lunch is over, I feel depressed.
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      Craig

      

      “How was your lunch with Eve?” I ask Leah as I watch her struggle to get an errant curl clipped on top of her head. We’re on FaceTime. I wonder if she’s aware of how often she attempts to subdue her curls to no avail. Another one just falls forward to replace it.

      Leah’s hair is one of my favorite things about her. It’s long and curly and totally out-of-control. The Daddy in me would love to wash it just so I could comb it out and see how long it is wet. I’d also enjoy braiding it away from her face or putting it in high pigtails that would bounce around her shoulders.

      I shift my weight as the thought makes my cock hard.

      “It was good. Fine.” She shrugs. “It was lunch.”

      I’d love to know if they talked about me, but I won’t ask. There are a million things I never ask Leah because I’m afraid if I say the wrong things or push her, I’ll lose her.

      I’m not delusional enough to think she’s mine in the first place, so I have nothing to lose, but whatever little piece I do have is important.

      “Did you get a lot of writing done today?” I ask to make conversation. Leah is an author. She writes fantasy and sci-fi under a mysterious pen name she hasn’t shared with me yet.

      She sighs. “Not enough. I’m still struggling with the world-building for my next series. I spent most of the day plotting and planning.”

      “Did you pick a title yet?”

      She chuckles and shakes a finger at me. “You think you’re sly and I’ll accidentally fall into one of your traps one day and tell you something that makes it possible to google me. Not gonna happen.”

      I laugh. “I don’t see what the big deal is. Are you ever going to tell me your pen name?” My deeper questions are more intense. Are you ever going to go on a date with me? Are you ever going to tell me where you live? Are you ever going to come to my house? Are you ever going to try being little with me?

      That last question is the million-dollar question and the reason I haven’t pushed her further. Leah insists she isn’t a little. I would never presume to pressure someone to be something they’re not, but in the kink world, people are often a bit flexible about at least trying new things.

      Not in this case. And in my opinion, Leah protests a bit too much. There’s just something about her that makes me think she’s either lying to me or lying to herself. Perhaps it’s just wishful thinking and I’m a fool, but I’m biding my time with her, hoping one of these days she’ll open up more and possibly even give age play a try.

      I’m super clear that I’m a Daddy. But I can dominate Leah or anyone else for that matter any way they enjoy at Surrender. It’s no hardship to lower Leah over a bench and spank her fantastic ass. It’s also no hardship to run my fingers through her pussy every few minutes so that by the time her bottom is on fire, all I have to do is thrust into her and flatten my thumb on her clit to get her off.

      She’s beyond heavenly when she submits and otherworldly when she comes. She has no issues with doing so in front of an audience at Surrender, and that’s a good thing because every time she performs, people gather.

      I rejoined the club a few months ago after Roman asked me to come play bouncer for a few nights to keep an eye on the women, especially the littles. Before that, I hadn’t been going to any club for several years. I’m pretty sure Roman had an ulterior motive. We’ve been friends for many years. He’d been trying to get me to come back to Surrender ever since my divorce five years ago.

      The first night I was there, I watched Leah perform with another Dom. She took my breath away. The woman wrapped me all the way around her finger that first night, and I never even spoke to her.

      It took me a few weeks to ask her to submit to me, and the rest was history. She hasn’t submitted to another Dom since then, nor have I dominated another sub. We don’t have a verbal agreement. It’s just how things have been.

      Leah picks up a pen and chews on the end of it. She does this often. It’s a cute nervous habit that I don’t mention. I wonder if she does it when she’s trying to think of what happens next in one of her novels. I wonder if there are pens all over her apartment with teeth marks on them.

      I wonder if I’ll ever be invited to her apartment.

      “I don’t tell anyone my pen name. Hell, I don’t tell most people what I do for a living,” she points out.

      “Eve knows, right?”

      “Yes. But Eve’s my best friend. She knows a lot of things.” Leah stands up, taking the phone with her as she moves around her apartment. She’s holding the screen in front of her face, but it jiggles enough for me to get an occasional glimpse of her chest.

      I can’t help but look. She’s wearing a white tank top and no bra. She often goes without a bra at home. She doesn’t really need one. She’s about five-six but slender with perfect, pert breasts that fit right in my palm. I know because I have cupped my hands over them many times when she’s restrained to a bench at the club and squirming with need near the end of a scene.

      As she drops down onto the couch and props the phone against her thighs, I get a better look at her chest. Her nipples are hard points straining against the tight tank top.

      I lick my lips and try not to moan. I’m pretty sure she’s oblivious to my plight.

      A moment later, she spins so that she’s lounging longways on her couch, holding the phone up higher and ruining my view. “How was your day?” she asks. “Did you make headway on the hardwood floors?”

      “Yep. I rented a sander and managed to strip the hallway. Tomorrow I’ll stain and seal it. I’m getting too old for this kind of labor. Not sure why I didn’t just pay someone to do it.” I’ve been retired from the military for two years. I’ve done a few odd jobs now and then to keep busy but I’ve mainly been focused on remodeling my home. I left the hallway for last, choosing to rip out the carpet and refinish it this week.

      Leah giggles. “You’re not old, and I know you love doing the work. That’s why you don’t pay someone else.”

      I smile at her. “I’m old compared to you. Forty-five. Fifteen years your senior.” But she’s right. I enjoy working with my hands. The remodel has been satisfying and keeps me busy. I’m not sure what I’m going to do to occupy my time now that I’m in the home stretch.

      It’s been so gratifying learning all about home remodels that part of me feels like I should sell the house, buy a fixer-upper, and do it again. It’s not a bad idea. On the other hand, I love this house now that I have it exactly how I want it.

      She rolls her eyes. “Forty-five is not old. Stop it. Even if you are old enough to be my father,” she jokes.

      I can’t restrain my reaction. My eyes widen and there’s no way to stop my next words from sliding into the conversation. “Though I did have sex with my high school girlfriend, I was eighteen, practically a late bloomer. Not fourteen. I have no interest in being your father, but you know if you’re ever looking for a Daddy, I’m your guy.”

      She groans. “I walked right into that trap.”

      “Hey, you set the trap. Not me,” I tease.

      Her expression switches to something more serious, and I panic a bit. Our time together always feels like it’s borrowed. I’m constantly waiting for her to tell me things aren’t going to work out. She’s probably right, but I’m still hanging around waiting.

      When she licks her lips, I watch her tongue. I’ve never kissed her, but I’ve thought about it a lot. Her full pink lips often catch my eye.

      “Speaking of which, Eve brought up the same subject at lunch today.”

      I swallow. “What subject?” I ask as if I’m dense.

      “The Daddy subject,” she responds. “She made me think.”

      For a second, I’m hopeful that she might be willing to give my preferred kink a try. “What did she make you think about?”

      Leah sighs. “Mostly that I’m stringing you along with this odd friendship we have. I’m worried you think someday I’ll decide to submit to you as a little even though I’ve told you many times it’s not gonna happen.”

      I can’t say I’m shocked by her declaration. We were bound to have this conversation sooner or later. “You’re not stringing me along, Leah. I enjoy your company. I don’t currently have a Daddy/little relationship, so there’s no reason I can’t dominate you the old-fashioned way. As long as we’re both enjoying our time together, that’s all that matters.”

      She chuckles. “The old-fashioned way?”

      I laugh. “You know what I mean.”

      “Yeah, but are you sure I’m not holding you back? I know you haven’t been in the scene for several years since your divorce. I’m worried that now that you’re back, I’m keeping you from finding what you really want.”

      I shake my head. The sad truth I won’t be admitting out loud is that I’d rather have ten minutes with Leah than a week with any other woman. Maybe I’ll change my mind someday. I can’t predict the future. But I’m into this woman, and I have no choice but to take what she gives me until she decides she doesn’t want to do it anymore. I just hope that day isn’t today.

      “You’re not keeping me from anything, Leah. I enjoy spending time with you. We have chemistry. We click. Judging by the number of people who watch us scene together, I’m not the only one who feels that way.” I hope I haven’t said too much. I always worry I’ll say something that pushes her to run.

      She smiles warmly though. “Yeah, I think we click too, but we have a strange arrangement, don’t you agree?”

      “How do you mean?” She’s not wrong. We have the strangest arrangement of them all, but I’d love to hear what she thinks makes it odd.

      She shrugs. “Just that it feels kind of one-sided. I mean we haven’t ever discussed sex, nor have we been alone together. You’ve given me dozens of orgasms. I’ve never seen or touched your cock. Doesn’t that bother you?”

      I hesitate a moment, thinking hard about how I want to answer her. “If you’re asking me if I’d like to sleep with you, the answer is yes. Of course, I would. You’re attractive both inside and out. But you’re wrong about our relationship being one-sided.”

      “How do you figure?”

      “Sure, deep down I’m a Daddy Dom, but my ex-wife and I didn’t add age play to our relationship until we’d been married ten years. Before that, we had a Dom sub relationship that resembled something far closer to what you and I experience together. So, I’m perfectly capable of playing in that sandbox.”

      “But it’s not what you really crave,” she pushes.

      I shrug. “In the long run? In my life? Maybe not. But considering I wasn’t practicing any kind of fetish for a long time before I returned to Surrender, I feel fortunate to have found someone I click with who enjoys submitting to me for a few hours a week. I’ve never once thought of our arrangement as one-sided.

      “We negotiate scenes. My job is to give you the release you need. If that release involves spanking you until you relax into subspace, great. If it means you need me to fuck your sweet little pussy with my fingers to finish the scene, also great. It’s beyond rewarding to see you let go of your stress and relax into bliss. I’m proud to be able to give that to you. It doesn’t have to be more than that unless you want it to.”

      God, I pray I haven’t said the wrong things.

      Leah chews on the end of her pen while I try not to turn my speech into rambling word vomit. When I finish, she lowers the pen and swallows. “I think I’d like to have sex with you.” Her voice is soft.

      My cock is not. I gulp. I didn’t expect her to say that. “Okay. We can do that.” I sound ridiculous. She has me off-balance.

      “If you want to. I mean, I don’t want to be presumptuous. Maybe that’s not the kind of relationship you have in mind with me. I mean, of course, it’s not. You’d rather I submit to you as a little. But I just don’t have that in me, Craig. I get that you’re biding your time with me.”

      I open my mouth to respond, but she continues before I can get anything out.

      “I’m at least submissive and we have fun together and we’re friends or something, so maybe it would be weird if we had sex, but I don’t know. I mean, as it is, I have sex when we’re together. Or at least I get to orgasm. You don’t. I’m just saying, I wouldn’t mind if we did have sex. Together I mean. If you also had sex.” She stops rambling, tips her head back so she’s looking at the ceiling, and groans. “God, why on earth am I still talking?”

      “Leah, take a breath. It’s okay. I get it. Yes, I’d love to have sex with you. We can get a private room at the club Friday night, or if you’d rather be more comfortable, we can come back to my house after we scene.” She’s never taken me up on the offer to come home with me, so I don’t push her.

      “Either is fine.” She chews on that pen again. “Or I guess the club is good. We can see how it goes.”

      I chuckle, trying desperately to lighten the mood. “I don’t think we can mess it up. Tab A in slot B and repeat until both people cry out their release,” I tease.

      She smiles. Her skin is tanned but I can see evidence of a flush anyway. “What makes you think I’ll cry out?”

      I laugh. “Leah, you cry out every time you come. I assume it will be louder if I use my cock instead of my fingers.”

      Yeah, she’s flushed. “I do not.”

      My eyes widen. Is she seriously unaware of the noises she makes when she orgasms? “Sweetheart…”

      She waves a hand through the air. “Okay. Okay. Let’s not discuss my noises. It’s embarrassing.”

      It’s fascinating how this woman who is stressing out over a private conversation about having sex with me is the same woman who walks into Surrender dressed to kill with her head held high.

      She usually wears a tight black leather skirt and a corset that pushes her tits up. Black fuck-me heels round out the ensemble. Her hair hangs down in long ringlets. There’s always an assortment of pins pulling it back off her face, but they don’t really accomplish much.

      When Leah submits, it’s a work of art. I’ve known that from the moment I first watched her. She’s not like any other submissive I’ve ever met. She has a different vibe. If someone met her in the club for the first time, they would probably think she was a Domme. She presents as fully in charge.

      But underneath that façade is a woman who craves domination. She doesn’t top from the bottom, at least not directly. She never says a word to try to control a scene. Nevertheless, there’s an air around her that feels like she never fully lets go.

      She plans, and in a sense controls, her scenes ahead of time. When she turns herself over to me, it’s deliberate and intentional. I get the feeling she’s a bit OCD. I imagine she has a routine for everything. Brush her teeth, put her clothes in the hamper, pull a T-shirt over her head, turn out the light, climb into bed.

      When she submits, she knows what she’s getting, too. Lean over the bench, let me remove or lift her skirt, pull down her panties, spank her until she’s writhing, get her off with my fingers, lift her into my arms, hold her while she recovers.

      It’s submission. No one watching would think otherwise. But is it contrived? Maybe.

      I lean in and hold her gaze. “I’ll reserve a private room for Friday night at Surrender, okay?”

      She nods.

      “Okay. Now I’m going to hang up so you can get some sleep. It’s late.” This kind of statement is the closest I ever come to dominating her when we’re on the phone.

      “I’ll see you Friday then.”

      “Yep. Good night.” I end the call, but like every time we finish talking, I feel the loss. Even though I don’t own even a small piece of this amazing woman, I take what I can get. I look forward to our chats almost as much as I look forward to dominating her in person. In between, I miss her.
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      Leah

      
      I’m nervous about tonight. It’s unnecessary. Since when do I get nervous about having sex? Never. Granted I don’t usually plan it like this, and it’s been a while since I’ve had sex, and I’m worried about the implications of this connection.

      Craig is smoking hot. Six-two with dark hair that hasn’t started turning gray yet. He keeps the top short, but the part that makes my heart race is the scruffy-groomed beard and mustache.

      I’m sure every woman he encounters does a double take and wishes they could have a piece of him. The fact that he has singled me out and spends time with me makes me feel special. Can’t lie about that. What worries me is what having sex with me means to him.

      I know he wants more from me. More than I can give. I’m clear his tastes lean toward a type of kink I’m not interested in. I have a constant underlying fear that he’s hoping I’ll come around, change my mind, see his way of thinking.

      I won’t. I just…can’t. His way scares the hell out of me. I’m not a little. It’s not in my genes.

      So, yeah. I’m nervous. I want Craig to fuck me clear into tomorrow, but what are the implications? I’m concerned about how he might feel afterward. I’m concerned about how I might feel afterward too.

      “You look fantastic,” Eve says as she steps out of a bathroom stall and finds me at the mirror. “Hot date?” she teases.

      “Thanks.” I’m four inches taller than Eve barefoot, but when we’re at Surrender, I tower over her in my heels. She’s wearing a pink dress appropriate for someone about five years old heading to a birthday party. The smocking across the front makes me shudder. She never wears a bra when she’s in little attire—not that she needs one; neither of us does—but I can’t imagine spending the evening with that smocking rubbing against my nipples. Eve tells me that’s the point.

      As usual, she also has on flats. Tonight, they are pink ballet slippers, and she’s wearing white frilly ankle socks. Her hair is in two braids behind her ears. I know she feels comfortable in her little apparel because the transformation to her expression is amazing every time she changes. Her face is lit up like she really is going to a birthday party, and it’s hers.

      She reaches for my white leather skirt and smooths her hand over my hip in a way only best friends would do. “When did you get this new skirt?”

      “I went shopping this week.” I look down at the skirt that barely covers my ass and then tug on the dark purple corset to get my boobs to push up higher.

      “Special occasion?” she jokes.

      “Yep.”

      Her eyes light up before she glances around to confirm we are alone in the locker room. “You’re going to have sex with him, aren’t you?”

      I wince. “I think so. Yes. Do you think I’m making a mistake? Leading him on or something?”

      She shakes her head. “Not at all. He’s a big boy. Don’t be ridiculous. But I’m curious. Did you plan this? I mean, did you two discuss sex?”

      I nod. “Yeah.” And then I shudder. It feels absurd now. “What the hell was I thinking?”

      “That you’re horny and a fine-looking man who happens to be an impressive Dom wants you naked?”

      “Oh, right. That.” I force a smile. “I sort of instigated it. I feel like a heel. I’m totally leading him on.”

      Eve shakes her head again. “Leah, stop it. You’re not. He knows the stakes. You’ve made it perfectly clear many times. If he still thinks he can convince you to try age play, that’s his problem, not yours.”

      I nod slowly. She’s right.

      Eve giggles and spins around in a circle, causing her skirt to flare out so far that I can see her pink panties. Almost all of her dresses are cut like this. She calls them twirl dresses. They make her happy.

      I can’t help but smile at her. She has found her niche in life. She loves spending about half her time living as a much younger girl. It suits her, and it’s infectious. What’s impressive is that she spends the other half of her time in corporate America wearing pencil skirts and heels. She’s formidable in that persona. She’s happy. That’s all that matters. I’m so glad she found Colton.

      I also enjoy kink, but I’m certain I don’t look as excited as Eve when I change into my fetish wear. I feel…oddly in command, I guess. Maybe that’s incongruent since I’m a sub, but I work from home. My working attire involves yoga pants and workout shirts. Some weeks the only time I get dressed is when I come to the club.

      People notice me. I’m aware of that. I like it. Most of them have no idea what I do for a profession, and I like that too. I don’t advertise that I’m a writer. I keep that side of my life very private. It’s a cruel world out there. I’d rather remain anonymous.

      I smooth my hands down my new skirt one more time and then glance at Eve’s. “I’m not sure which one of us wears the shorter skirts.”

      She giggles and takes my hand. “Let’s get out there.”

      “I don’t know why you’re so excited. You’re going to daycare. I’m going to wander around and get aroused watching other people play before it’s my turn.”

      She giggles again. “You’re missing out. Daycare is also arousing.”

      I don’t respond. This banter we engage in helps me keep my walls up. Everyone in the club knows I’m not into age play. And it’s true. I’m not. But that doesn’t mean I don’t understand it. I do. More than most people probably.

      I may tease Eve mercilessly in good fun, but I can grasp why she enjoys the scene. It’s not for me, but I admire her ability to let herself go and be completely carefree. When she slides into her little space and sheds her adult, her face changes.

      Of that ability, I am jealous. Before she met Colton, it wasn’t as easy for her. She spent a great deal of time in her little space, but she couldn’t fully relax because no one was around to actually take care of her. A Daddy. Now that she has Colton to fill that role, she’s even more invested in age play.

      No matter how envious I am of the fact that she’s able to live authentically, I have a deep-rooted sense of responsibility, a need to ensure that I can and will take care of myself. I don’t need someone else to do anything for me. I’m well aware that my upbringing caused me to be fiercely independent, but that’s just how I am. It’s how I’m wired.

      Eve skips off toward the daycare while I wander into the main room with the intent of watching. I’ve been coming to Surrender for a long time. I’ve dabbled in several types of impact play. I enjoy a good flogging and sometimes a paddle. I like a slow build that leaves me deliciously achy. I like to be struck long enough and with enough pressure that I’m still wincing the next morning.

      I don’t mind a few bruises. Blood is a definite no. Extreme pain that yanks me out of my headspace is also off-limits. Caning is not my thing. It’s too harsh and intense. A crop is okay as long as the Dom knows exactly what he’s doing and doesn’t strike too hard.

      I’m particular. I choose my partners carefully. Usually, they are well-vetted by both me from observation and Surrender’s owners before I let anyone strike me.

      Craig is an anomaly. The first time he asked me to do a scene with him, I hadn’t seen him perform a single time. I was taken aback. Master Roman was the one who vouched for him. The two of them go way back. I was leery and apprehensive, but I agreed for two reasons. One, Master Roman’s encouragement. And two, spanking was all I agreed to.

      Turns out Craig almost always spanks me. It’s not hard to understand why. He has told me that he has plenty of training using other implements but it’s been a long time. He’s a Daddy. As a Daddy, he nearly always uses his palm to discipline. A paddle isn’t outside of his repertoire, but he hasn’t used one on me yet.

      I don’t mind. It doesn’t matter much to me whether the Dom uses his hand, a flogger, or something else mild enough to keep me from running from the room. As long as I get the slow-growing burn from impact that eventually transforms into deep arousal that makes me beg for release, I’m golden.

      Craig is the best spanker I’ve ever been with. That’s the main reason why I agreed to a second and then a third scene with him on subsequent nights. Eventually, we became an item of sorts. Some members might even think we are an actual item. It doesn’t matter. There are lots of members who come to the club and perform with the same people nearly every time. It’s not unusual.

      We click. Craig was slightly rusty when we started scening together. He and his ex-wife divorced five years ago. After they split, he went to various clubs on occasion but not as often. In the last two years since he retired, he hasn’t been to Surrender or any other club.

      No one would know he was rusty. Certainly not me. He took his time with me the first night, warming up as he called it, but that’s how I like it, and I told him so afterward.

      There are a lot of Doms who rush things, increasing the pressure prematurely before I’ve fully wrapped my head around the space. That usually leaves me dissatisfied or ends up taking me longer to get where I want to be.

      I know I’m an odd submissive. I negotiate every detail. As one should. But I know I have a quality that borders on dominant instead of submissive. In my head, I have a sense that I’m actually in charge. I get that the submissive holds the power. It’s more than that for me. Or maybe I just justify it somehow to permit myself to submit to anyone.

      I think of it like a hired job. If I had a lawn, I would pay someone to mow it so I wouldn’t have to. If I need a plumber, I don’t dig around under the sink myself. I hire a plumber. Granted, I obviously don’t pay anyone at the club to spank me. But I feel like I hire them to help me slide into subspace. Impact play soothes me. It washes away my stress. Plus, there’s the bonus of an orgasm.

      Not that I always orgasm when I play. It’s not mandatory. I don’t do it with Doms I’m not comfortable with. I would never negotiate it into a scene with a stranger. But once I get to know and trust someone, I like to include that benefit. It’s the entire package in my head.

      Writing sometimes stresses me out. I get frustrated dealing with characters who won’t listen to me or scenes that won’t flush themselves out. Plus, there’s the administrative side of things. I’m not fond of the accounting and spreadsheets and formatting and social media. I do those things because they’re necessary, but those days leave me filled with anxiety.

      That’s where impact play comes in. A means to an end. A Dom spanks me, my stress dissolves, maybe I get sexual release too, and boom, I’m ready to start fresh.

      Does that make me submissive? Yes and no. It makes me complicated.

      Today, I’m stressed mostly because I’ve made a new arrangement with Craig. We’ve never used a private room. We’ve never had sex. I’ve taken my time even suggesting we move to this new level. I hope I’m not making a mistake.

      Two hands land on my shoulders and soft lips graze my ear, making me shudder and smile at the same time. I’m used to Craig sneaking up on me like this. He does so almost every time I see him. I’m not sure how he manages to ease into the room without my noticing, but I enjoy the way he greets me.

      “Hey,” he breathes into my ear. “You look deep in thought. You okay?”

      I twist my head around to meet his gaze. “Yep.”

      He rubs his hands up and down my bare arms, bringing goosebumps to the surface. “I’m surprised to find you intently watching such harsh impact play tonight. You don’t usually gravitate toward a whip.”

      I flinch. The honest truth is that I’ve been standing here for a while and I didn’t even notice the change from the flogging I was watching to this new couple using a whip.

      My face flushes as I turn toward Craig and admit the truth. “I didn’t notice.”

      He lifts a brow. “Wow. You are anxious tonight.” He clasps my biceps. “Nothing has to happen between us, Leah. If you’re having second thoughts, we don’t even have to use the private room. I don’t want you to feel stressed about taking things between us to another level. It shouldn’t be that way.”

      I shake my head. “It’s not that. Not really. It’s more like I was feeling introspective. Pondering my preferences and what makes me tick.” I smile at him, hoping he will believe me.

      He quirks up one corner of his mouth. “Did you solve any mysteries?”

      I shake my head. “Nope. I’m still me.”

      “We can have our room now if you want.”

      “Sounds good.”

      He slides his hands down my arms and threads the fingers of one hand with mine before leading me from the main room and down the hall toward the private rooms.

      When we pass the nursery, I see Eve playing a board game with several other littles. Since she’s little all the time when she’s at home, she doesn’t need the club as a location to grab two hours with her Daddy. Colton is her Daddy all the time. Their time at the club is mostly spent separate from each other. Eve gets to enjoy the company of other littles playing and interacting in a way she can’t at home.

      Colton, on the other hand, is new to the fetish community. He’s an amazing Daddy and has taken on the role she needs faster than anyone could have imagined, but he benefits from watching and learning from others. It’s a win-win for the two of them.

      My mind has wandered again. I’m drawing in shallow breaths as Craig opens the door to our designated room. He locks it before turning toward me and sliding his hands up and down my arms. “Take a deep breath for me, sweetheart.”

      I like it when he calls me that. He probably doesn’t know it, but it’s sort of a trigger word that brings me into the right headspace. Not in a bad way. “Yes, Sir,” I respond and do as I’m told. We’ve entered our space, which means it’s time for me to hand the reins to him.

      “Good girl. Do it again.”

      I draw in a deep breath and let it out slowly. It calms me.

      He slides one hand to my face and cups my cheek, his thumb grazing over my bottom lip. This is the most intimate we’ve ever been. We don’t usually stand this close facing each other or cross into this level of familiarity before we scene.

      “I’d like to kiss you before we start if that’s okay.”

      I lick my lips, my tongue inadvertently stroking his thumb. “Yes, Sir.” Yikes. I’m in uncharted territory. I feel a shift in the air. I hadn’t thought about the fact that having sex with Craig would be any different than having sex with any other Dom. It is.

      In the past when I’ve had sex at the club, it was to scratch an itch. For both of us. An obvious means to an end. When I’ve gotten comfortable with a Dom to move from spanking to orgasms, I logically move from there to trusting them enough to have sex with me. It’s not rocket science.

      But this is different. This is…intimate. I’ve never started a scene by kissing. I’ve never kissed a man at the club.

      Craig takes his time, watching me closely as he angles his head to one side and brings his lips to mine. He holds my face still, directing me. Guiding me.

      When his lips brush against mine for the first time, my entire body responds. I lean into him without permission from my brain. My hands come to his waist and then spread to his back. My breasts feel larger, fuller, swollen. They are threatening to spill out of my corset.

      I’m not opposed to being nude in the club. I’ve been spanked naked before, but not with Craig. He’s never removed my corset or whatever else I’ve worn over my chest.

      Damn, his lips are amazing. The man can kiss. My heart is racing as he slides his tongue into my mouth and strokes my tongue against his. His free hand slides up my waist until his thumb grazes the underside of my breast. That small gesture makes me arch into him. A moan escapes my lips unbidden.

      I’m in over my head. We’re crossing so many lines here. Not physical ones. Emotional ones. I should have known this might happen. Been more mentally prepared. I mean, I’ve been stressed for the last few days worrying about how it might be with him. Fearing this exact problem. That our obvious chemistry would in fact extend to the proverbial bedroom.

      It’s much more than that. This is explosive. I’m in so much trouble.

      When he finally breaks the kiss, he stares at me smiling. “Well, that backfired.”

      I flinch.

      He chuckles. “I just mean I had hoped to help you relax. That didn’t work.”

      I shake my head. “No. It didn’t.”

      “But not in a bad way, right?”

      “No, Sir,” I admit. In a delicious way that makes me want him to skip the spanking and fuck me already, but I won’t admit that out loud. “Are we treading into dangerous territory?” I suggest instead. It’s the safe thing to say. Responsible.

      “I don’t know.” At least he’s honest. “We’re just going to do a scene like we’ve done many times in the past. I don’t want you to think about adding anything to it. Just relax. If you’re feeling it, we can go ahead and take the next step. If you’re not, we won’t.”

      I nod. “Okay.”

      “I’d prefer to stick with my hand as our chosen impact implement tonight if that’s okay with you. I’d rather not complicate things by using a toy we’re less comfortable with.”

      “Okay.” I can’t seem to come up with more words, and they aren’t really needed. He’s spelled it all out perfectly. I’m glad one of us can communicate verbally.

      He takes my hand and leads me to the elaborate spanking bench in the middle of the room. This particular room is a deep burgundy, including the vinyl of the bench.

      Craig stops at the end of the bench, holds my hips steady, and leans back to let his gaze roam up my frame from my feet to my head. “Love the new outfit. It’s very sexy. My cock got hard the moment I spotted you across the room when I arrived.”

      I shiver at his tone and the fact that he’s gone out of his way to point out how much he appreciates my effort. “Thank you, Sir.” Those words feel inadequate and awkward after the second part of his admission, but I secretly love that I affect him like that. Who wouldn’t?

      “You can wear this again when we do a public scene. It will make every man in the room jealous of my hands on you, but if you don’t mind, I’d rather take it off tonight.”

      Another shudder. I’m out of my element. I don’t submit to other people the way I’m submitting to Craig. I don’t usually slide into this headspace before we’ve really started. Granted, we started this scene the moment his hands landed on my shoulders in the main room, and I fell under his spell the second his lips brushed against mine.

      He has a power over me that I can’t explain.

      “Leah, sweetheart, may I remove this sexy outfit?”

      I realize I haven’t responded. “Yes, Sir.”

      His hands come to the back of my skirt and he eases the zipper down, taking his time, keeping things slow and easy. His gaze doesn’t leave mine until he needs to bend down to pull the skirt down my thighs and off me.

      I set my hands on his shoulders and lift my feet
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