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Elena wasn’t sure what she was going to
do with her life. She had never really been a wild woman, and had
married pretty young, and she was beginning to realize she had led
a pretty sheltered life. Abbey was her best friend, and Elena had
never realized how liberated Abbey was until she complained to her
about the crazy antics, as she saw it that seemed to be the norm in
the dating circles now.

“Abbey, he just blatantly
asked me if he could tie me up and spank me before fucking me until
I begged for mercy!” she whined of the latest dude she’d “found” on
social media looking for a new relationship.

Abbey giggled. “Was he hot?” she asked
as though the comment was surely a jest, but Elena was not joking
having been well and truly shocked.

“Abbey! I hardly knew this
guy, we just started talking last week. How would you like it if
some strange man suggested something so lewd as that?” she blurted
out.

Abbey placed her hand on Elena’s arm.
“Honey, if he was handsome, and knew how to do that right, I’d tie
myself up!” she said once she recovered from nearly spewing the
wine she had been sipping from her nose. “You got to spice it up!
Suck some cock, offer up that ass, leave ‘em begging for another
night with you. That’s how this game works dear!” she finished with
a smile. Privately she was wondering if Elena was really this
charmingly naïve. Elena’s expression answered her question
undeniably. “Honey, the fifties were even the fifties, and now its
like the sixties but both cleaner and way dirtier at the same
time!”

Abbey was clearly trying to comfort
her, but Elena suspected perhaps she was being kind, and truly
thought she was unworldly. She quickly changed the subject to the
upcoming fundraiser they were jointly sponsoring. Nevertheless,
Abbey’s reaction to what she thought was a very brash request never
quite left her mind. That evening, she returned home and found an
email from the man in question apologizing if he had
offended.

Minutes later she was logged into the
site where she had encountered him, reading through the profiles of
many of the would-be suitors, waiting to see if he would log in
again. She wasn’t sure what it was she wanted to say to him, but
she was compelled to speak to him again.

When he finally did come on he didn’t
immediately IM her, and after several minutes with his active icon
lit and no communication she messaged him, though she felt a bit
forward to do so. “Apology accepted; I have never been spoken to
like that before” she sent.

After some minutes, he finally
answered. “I’m sorry, hope you find what you seek here” and then
nothing for several more minutes.

Elena couldn’t understand the
indifference after he had been so interested before. “So, you only
are interested in loose and craven women? Is that it?” she finally
asked, growing annoyed with him again.

The laughing emoji that popped up
almost instantly incensed her, but the bouncing dots suggesting
that he was still typing gave her pause. Her first impulse was to
call him a pompous ass but decided to wait to see what he said.
When the message finally came through, she had to read it twice to
believe what he said.

“Ma’am, you see on my
profile where it lists interests? That BDSM means I like things
like bondage and discipline. Clearly you didn’t know this, and that
suggests you are probably not interested” it read.

Elena finally found her wits to
respond. “I am not some dimwitted young thing who allows herself to
be abused in such a way” she replied.

The same emoji greeted her response. “I
have a preference for the more educated divorcees a few years older
than myself. They tend to be more exciting what with their
experience and being more open than many younger girls” he replied
quickly.

This was surely just a ruse, but she
had noticed that he was a couple of years younger than she, and he
had seemed quite interested. “So, if I wanted to try it, how would
I proceed?” she asked, almost laughing at herself for suggesting
it.

This time there was only a short pause.
“Find someone willing to spend the time to teach you about our
lifestyle, then go from there” he said.

“So, bend over and take it,
and see if I like it, and if not, it’ll all be over in a few
minutes?” she asked, unconvinced that he was sincere.

This time it took a long while before
his response came. When it finally did, she was not sure what to
think. “Ma’am, no Dom would do that with you if he knew what I know
now. First, they would meet you, discuss your limits, their
expectations, and establish a safe word that you could use if you
discover you are no longer comfortable with the activities” he
said, leaving her to consider those words for many long
minutes.

“Doesn’t that take the joy
out of it for you?” she finally asked.

“Does knowing that the
actors in your favorite film are just acting make it any less
enjoyable to watch?” he responded.

It was hours later when their
conversation finally ended, and to her surprise, by the time she
went to bed, she had a date with him the following evening. She was
still very uncertain about his lifestyle, but he did seem well
spoken and perhaps Abbey would think she was more
worldly.

She met James as planned at the rather
nice upscale place in midtown that he had suggested. James was
handsome, to be sure, and so polite and well spoken that she was
soon at ease in the idle chatter that ensued. It was several
minutes before he brought the topic to what they had agreed to meet
and discuss, and for a moment she was taken aback.

“You do understand that it
is about the free exchange of power, don’t you?” he asked so
casually that it took a moment for her to realize he had begun the
conversation in earnest.

“It seems like you get the
best end of that exchange. In fact, it seems a bit sexist!” she
answered trying to maintain her composure despite feeling very
embarrassed to be discussing this with all the other diners within
easy earshot.

“You are aware there are
many female Dominants, don’t you?” he asked watching her closely
for her reaction.

“Well, I…no, I can’t imagine
that” she admitted.

His smile was disarming and took the
sting from his words. “Now who is being sexist?” he
said.

This time she could not help it as the
scarlet spread across her face, and she looked down. “I guess I’m
just a hopeless case” she said, feeling a mixture of anger and
sadness.

“Oh hardly that, you have
just been blessed to be in a more traditional sort of relationship
for long enough to not notice that the world is changing. What you
seek is still out there, but many people today want to explore and
discover what really speaks to them” he said, his voice soothing
without a hint of condescension.

Elena looked at him now, really looked
at him. He was strong and fit and had in no way suggested anything
that wasn’t ultimately her own choice. He even changed the subject
after a short pause, and they enjoyed a meal where they shared
stories about their lives almost like old friends catching up after
a long absence. She found him so easy to talk to when he wasn’t
talking about his sexual appetites, and when the meal ended she
found herself wishing she were more daring, as she really didn’t
want it to end, but was not forward enough to say so.

James seemed to understand this somehow
however, and once more returned the conversation towards the topic.
“I would happily take you home and introduce you to the lifestyle
if you chose, but if you are certain it isn’t for you, then I will
bid you adieux. I had a wonderful evening all the same” he
said.

He had turned it back on her and forced
her to choose. Some part of her realized she was curious and wished
that he had somehow taken the choice from her. “I am curious” she
mumbled.

“What was that?” he said,
clearly feigning having not heard her clearly.

“I…I am curious” she said a
little louder, blushing and lowering her eyes.

In the space of a heartbeat he had
closed the distance to where she stood, holding her in a strong but
gentle embrace. With one finger under her chin he lifted her face
to his own, and kissed her deeply, passionately. Something in
Elena’s core shifted for the first time in a very long time, and
she felt her need for him blossom. She hadn’t realized nor
recognized her need until now, and the surprise of it overwhelmed
her. Her mouth opened, inviting his probing tongue, and of their
own volition she melted into his arms, yielding her power to him
without compromise.

A moment later, gasping, she let him
usher her to a cab that he had managed to hail without relenting in
his kiss. “If you need to stop, simply say pickles and I will pack
you up and send you home” he said as he helped her into the
cab.

She knew he was referring to a safe
word, and she wondered how far he would have to go to get her to
use it. She hoped it wouldn’t hurt too much, but right now, her
body craved anything he would give her, as long as he would touch
her like that again and feed the need he had awakened.

Elena’s mind was reeling. The evening
suddenly feeling very surreal to her, as he led her from the cab,
past the doorman than knowingly tipped his hat to her with a smile.
On the elevator, she managed the nerve to speak. “How many women
have you brought here to debase, Sir?” she asked, remembering some
of the things he had mentioned about manner of address.

He looked at her as though assessing
her sense, and that annoyed her, but having spent her will on her
question she simply looked back at him with what she hoped was a
sufficiently subservient smile. “I haven’t brought a sub here
before” he said. “I typically find lodging elsewhere so as to
protect my public image, but I made an exception, and am currently
hoping you don’t make a scene that I will regret.”

She wasn’t drunk, she knew that. Elena
had only a single glass of wine with her dinner, but in this
elevator so very close to him, she felt as though her mind was
addled. “I will try to be good” she murmured before the door could
open.

Her comment made him smile, and she
felt
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