
Content Warning:

A word of caution for my readers. This is a story of sexual exploration, including the darker aspects of desire and fantasy. This book contains detailed descriptions of some BDSM elements. It is for entertainment purposes only. BDSM and kink play should always be done with consent and responsibility toward yourself and your partner(s). 
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Chapter One
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Angela walked away from the bar and her host, an irritatingly arrogant—though sexy—rock star, to find the ladies’ room. It was tucked near the end of a short hallway. She checked her hair and makeup in the mirror, then flattened her palms on the vanity and leaned toward her reflection, looking into her own eyes. She was restless—a feeling she’d gotten used to lately. It was the steady underlying hum of her existence, a sense of dissatisfaction or craving. She’d gotten used to it but had no idea what it meant. 

She and her best friend, Desi, had come to the club on a mission. Well, it was Desi’s mission, really, but she was here as support. And she wanted to be here for her friend, truly, but something within her called for attention. When would she get to be the main character in her own story?  

Exiting the room, she nearly ran into a tall, broad form passing in the narrow corridor. His warm, strong hands grasped her upper arms to prevent the collision. Her stomach did a little flip at the contact, her body responding instantly with a flush of warmth. It happened so quickly, she didn’t even have the time to look up at his face. All she got was an impression of him—intense manliness and contained power—before he set her firmly against the wall and continued.

The turn in the hallway was almost invisible until she watched him walk around it. A large fern was positioned just so to mask the opening. It took only a moment of contemplation to decide. She pushed away from the wall and followed him. 

At the corner, the narrow hallway surprisingly opened into a wider though less well-lit passage. The far end was in complete darkness, and the man with strong hands was nowhere to be seen. Angela looked down the long corridor and felt compelled to continue. She was Alice in Wonderland following the White Rabbit. Her stiletto heels clicked with each slow step she took along the passage. She noticed a few doors spaced far apart along the blood-red walls. Holding her tiny clutch in one hand, she slid the other along the wall as if afraid it would fall away and leave her with no anchor, no purchase. The music from the club was slowly fading into a hushed beating rhythm. Or was that her pounding heart?

This was madness, but nothing could stop her now, certainly not fear. In fact, it seemed fear was the thrill that kept her going. What would she find in the cavernous bowels of this kinky underworld? Most importantly, would she find him? A giggle bubbled up within her at the thought that only a few days ago she didn’t even know fetish clubs were a thing, and now, here she was, probing the hidden alleys of this secret world, in search of a man probably more hunter than prey. She was a rabbit following a fox.

Angela placed her ear against the first door, straining to hear something—anything—from the other side. Was she expecting—hoping?—to hear the crack of a whip or the rattle of chains? At least a scream or a moan? She was disappointed to hear nothing at all. Trying the door handle, she found it locked. 

As she moved on, the darkness enclosed her, wrapped around her. Rather than making her more afraid, she felt calmed by it. Click, click, click. As her eyes received less input, the sound of her heels claimed her attention, tapping the marble tiled floor in staccato rhythm, layering over her legato breath. She could feel the texture of the brocade wallpaper rippling under her fingertips. It felt so rich, giving the impression of such depth, beyond the two dimensions of a wall. The hallway was coming alive around her, like a portal into another world. 

Approaching the next door, she placed her ear and her palm flat against the wood as if to feel a difference in the air beyond it. Her own breath seemed far too loud. How could she hear anything through the thick wood? She willed her breath to still. Was that Nine Inch Nails? How old-school. Or was it her imagination? It was so quiet she couldn’t tell.

Her long fingers wrapped around the handle of the door and turned. 

It opened. 

She entered, sidling through the narrow gap she’d created in the doorway. It somehow felt necessary to sneak into the room and avoid letting the outside world in with her, to be as unobtrusive as possible. She gently pushed the door closed behind her. 

The music was louder now, definitely Nine Inch Nails, but not overwhelmingly so. It filled the space around her without being aggressive. The lighting was also soft and subtle though still bright compared to the hallway, and it took several blinks for her eyes to adjust. 

A beast! She gasped. Her hand flying to her chest, she stepped back and came up against the door, her tense body pressed flat.

A goat? 

A man in a mask. Her brain quickly registered what she saw. Across the small room, facing her, sat a man in an armchair—her man from the hall—wearing a nearly full-face mask in the shape and design of a goat’s head, only it looked more devilish than barnyard. It was matted black with small ears near his temples and long, elegantly curved horns reaching up and back from his forehead. The lower part of the mask fully covered his nose and dropped along the sides of his mouth, curving to subtle points at the sides of his chin. 

He sat in the chair like a king on a throne, one ankle crossed over the opposite knee, a drink in his hand. He watched her, saying nothing. 

Angela quickly looked around the room and noticed he was alone. There were only two chairs in the center of the space, one of which he occupied, separated by a small round table. A desk sat in the corner behind him. To her left was a bookcase. To her right a heavy curtain crossed the entire length of the room. Now that her eyes had become accustomed, she realized it was actually quite dimly lit, and strange shadows were cast all around her, particularly to the wall beside her where the shape of a goat’s head loomed larger than life. A predator stalking his prey. 

It was another world indeed, a dark sort of fairy tale. 

Her heart pounded in her chest. Why was she just standing there? She should leave. She couldn’t. This was the man who’d passed her in the hall, the one whose heated touch she could still feel around her upper arms. The steady stream of restlessness surged inside of her, like it had just been teased with a taste of something and now it wanted more. It was a thrilling mixture of insecurity and anticipation. She was surprised to realize she liked the feeling of facing an unknown that she had absolutely no control over. How strange. 

She had no idea how long she stood there, watching him as he watched her. Finally, his lips parted. It was the only part of him she could actually see, and her eyes were drawn to those lips as if he were casting a spell from them. 

“This is a private chamber.” His voice was incredibly low. It rumbled through her body—a wave of vibration that made her bones feel like jelly. Her tense muscles softened, sighing into the sound. “You should leave.”

“I was just thinking that same thing,” she said, tipping her head to the side. 

“Yet...you remain.” His horned head tilted in a mirror of hers.

He had an antiquated way of speaking that added to the oddness of the moment and also strangely soothed her.

She lifted her bare shoulders in a subtle shrug, and a smile tugged at the corner or her mouth as she surrendered to the oddness of it all. “So I do.”

It took everything in her to portray a confidence she didn’t feel as she braced her palm flat to the door behind her and took a step into the room. With that first step, Angela knew she was committing herself to a path from which there was no turning back. Slowly, she began to circle the room, sure that his eyes followed her from behind the menacing mask.
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She moved with such casual grace he was helpless not to watch. Was she real or his mind’s imagining? The glass in his hand was clasped so tightly in his fingers, he feared it might shatter, but he dared not move, even to set it down, in case the image before him would fade into the ether. 

What was she doing in this room? Had she followed him? It seemed so. 

He had noticed her the moment she’d entered the club. With her pale golden hair and glowing skin, she had seemed to dance as she moved. She was otherworldly—an angel descended into hell. 

And now she was here, in his space, wandering around his sanctuary, her fingers running over the bindings of books, exploring, investigating. He noticed her youth, her innocence. She was not of this world—the club—that was certain. Her gaze was too open, too curious, too good. Innocence and goodness were never on the menu for him. Too bad. 

“You aren’t afraid,” he said, more to himself than to her. An observation.

“Should I be?” 

He lost sight of her as she crossed behind him. Close. Her soft voice was like a caress, intimate, a contrast to the screams of Trent Reznor in the background.

“You were frightened when you entered.” Another observation.

“You have horns.”

Did she just touch them? He couldn’t be sure, the sensation was so light, the pressure of the mask against his face only slightly affected. Her words were barely above a whisper but were infused with a lilt of humor that surprised him. She was far closer than he expected, and a surge of awareness passed through him at her nearness. It was unsettling. He felt off-balance. He didn’t like it. 

“You don’t belong here. I asked you to leave.”

“No, you suggested I leave. I ignored it.” 

She approached the purple velvet curtain. Only three broad steps brought him quickly behind her as her hand reached out for the heavy fabric. He caught her wrist and pulled. She spun into him like the steps of a dance. He held her arm behind her back as the full length of her body hovered a breath’s distance from his. She was tall, her gaze only inches from his lips. His mouth was the only thing she could see, but he felt completely exposed. Her hazel eyes glowed golden in the lamplight. Her full lips were parted, breath moving in a sweet panting cadence. She was affected by him.

It didn’t matter. 

“Allow me to make it clear. You are not welcome here.”

Her eyes lifted to his, unshuttered, searching into the small slits of his mask. What was she looking for? She leaned into him, her softness making the slightest contact with his resistance, her breath bathing his throat. It was too tempting. She was too tempting.

“Are you sure?” 

His body sprung as if triggered. He spun them around then walked her back until she was pressed against the wall. She sharply sucked in a breath at the change of position, and her breasts lifted at the fullness in her lungs. He took her wrist to the wall above her head, pressing his body against her, trapping here there. A groan rumbled deep in his throat at the feel of her elegant curves. He wanted her—intensely. Her light, unobstructed goodness reached out to the darkness in him, begging to be besmirched, tainted.

“You tempt a devil.” He rubbed the nose of his mask against her neck. Her chin lifted. In retreat? No. To give him better access. “You are in way over your head, little girl. This is my hell and you don’t belong here.”

“It doesn’t feel like hell.” Her voice was breathy, quiet, intimate. “I think I’ll stay.”

Who was this woman? She challenged his control. The openness in her gaze—the way she seemed to look inside him, past the mask, past every shield he had—frightened him. He hated what that gaze did to him, the longing she invoked, the reminder of what he worked so hard to keep well hidden. Her angelic beauty called to the ugliest parts of his soul, reminding him that she wasn’t for him. He wasn’t worthy of her. He felt urged to ruin the temptation that was...her. He needed to show her—and himself—that he would dirty her and her light. 

His mouth descended upon hers in a brutal kiss. A whimper escaped her lips at the assault, but he felt her arm wrap around his waist, firmly holding him to her. His head swam. He felt upended, drowning in her lips—so soft, so welcoming, so accepting. It wasn’t right. She should fear him, fight him. He sent his tongue plunging past her teeth, invading her mouth. She moaned into his kiss as her tongue readily slid along his. His blood boiled with desire. She was too willing. He would take her. He would soil her, destroy her. 

He couldn’t. 

Releasing her wrist suddenly, he stepped out of her embrace. Why was she embracing him? She should have been pushing him away, running, seeking safety. Didn’t she realize the danger she was in?

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, trying to erase the feeling of her kiss.

“I am going to assume your...submission is due to your ignorance rather than your choice. Now get out before I give you no freedom to decide.”

He turned sharply and walked to the sideboard, snatching his empty glass as he passed it. He took the Scotch bottle in hand but couldn’t pour. He was shaking, subtly. Taking a deep breath, he kept his back to the angel, willing her to leave. He meant what he’d said. She would soon have no freedom from him if she stayed. The urge to claim her was so strong, his control was nearly broken. 

It wasn’t until he heard the soft click of the door closing that he could breathe again.
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Chapter Two
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Angela rounded the large fern at the corner of the hallway and rested her back against the wall, breathing heavily, her heart pounding against her ribs. She pressed her fingertips against her lips. She was terrified, elated, invigorated, and insanely, intensely turned on. Her panties were wet and her bosoms heaved. She actually had heaving bosoms. She laughed, a little maniacally. She had never felt this way with a man before. True, she didn’t have a lot of experiences to compare it to—but still!

The devilish man hadn’t been wrong when he’d assumed her ignorance. She was a little embarrassed he’d thought her kiss was so amateur and inept that he’d needed to be rid of her. But the embarrassment couldn’t overshadow everything else he’d made her feel. 

She tried and couldn’t put words to it just then. With a little shake of her head, she decided she didn’t want to intellectualize it. She just wanted to feel.

Somehow, she made her way back to the bar just in time to see Kane—her best friend’s boyfriend and the target of their mission—storm through the room and out the door. Shortly after, Desi emerged from the same shadows he’d come from, looking utterly forlorn. Angela rushed to her side.

“That did not go well,” Desi said softly, tears rimming her eyes.

“Let’s go home.”

She’d stayed with Desi a while. Her best friend was devastated by a seemingly unconquerable misunderstanding between her and the man she loved. Angela’s heart ached for her. She understood loss. 

It was nearly morning by the time Angela got home. Carrying her shoes in hand, she crept quietly into the house. She checked in on her father, who was sleeping soundly and snoring loudly. She peeked her head into her nephew’s room. Quiet stillness. After downing a glass of water in the kitchen, then readying for bed in the bathroom, she finally approached her bedroom. Just before opening her door, she heard a familiar clicking sound. Her ears were particularly tuned to it.

She returned to her nephew’s room and opened the door. He was seated on the floor in front of the tv, headphones on, lighted animation flashing from the screen. 

“Isaac!”

His head spun toward her.

“Shit,” he swore under his breath.

“Language!” she admonished as she crossed the room to turn off the Xbox. “It’s four in the morning on a school night. I thought you were asleep. Have you been playing all night?”

“No,” he grumbled as he went back to bed. “I woke up when you got home. Why were you out until four a.m.?”

“That’s my business,” she said with tired irritation, recognizing it wasn’t the most mature response. She unplugged the controller.

“Well, Fortnite is my business,” he said, pulling the blankets up to his chin, already nearly back to sleep.

She dropped a kiss onto his forehead.

“Ugh, Auntie Ang, really?” He wiped her kiss away. 

That was the second time in one day her kiss had been wiped away. She was on a roll.

Whatever happened to her sweet boy who’d begged for one hundred kisses every time she would visit? He’d become a preteen, that’s what. 

“Go back to sleep.” She shut the door, taking the controller with her. 

It felt like no time had passed at all when her alarm sounded the next morning. Had she even slept? Why had she choosen such an obnoxious sound? Making a mental note to change her alarm to birds chirping or pretty violin music, she turned it off and sat. After swinging her legs over the side of the bed, she put her hair in a ponytail and reached her arms up in a stretch. 

The pale light of morning was brightening quickly as she shuffled into the kitchen to start the coffee machine. She also started the teapot and prepared her father’s cup. By the time she delivered tea and the morning medications to her father’s bedside, sipping from her coffee along the way, she actually felt relatively human. As she sat at the breakfast counter, memories of the previous night rushed over her. Her stomach fluttered just thinking about it. But she couldn’t examine it. Not yet. Too much to do. 

Later that evening, Isaac had finished his homework and was in his room playing his games, her father was settled in front of the TV for his evening shows, and dinner had been cooked, eaten, and cleaned up. Angela poured a glass of red wine and leaned back against the counter.   

She’d checked in on Desi earlier. The girl was struggling. Angela had never seen her like this. Desi had fallen head over heels for Kane, but he’d been keeping a secret and now they were dealing with the fallout. The thing was, Desi didn’t even care that Kane was involved in the fetish scene, that he was an experienced Dominant who owned two clubs. Desdemona was far from judgmental or critical of the BDSM lifestyle. In fact, she was more than accepting. What bothered her was that he’d kept if from her. More than that. He didn’t want to share that aspect of his life with her and was pushing her away because of it—all the way away. 

There was really nothing Angela could do to change things for her friend; she knew that. All she could do was be available, be present, and care. Desdemona had been strengthened and brought alive by that relationship, and Angela knew she wouldn’t give up easily. Something in Angela believed they would figure it out. She couldn’t help it—she believed in love.

A horned devil flashed in her mind...like he’d been doing all damn day.

That kiss! Her body relived it over and over—the way he pressed against her forcefully, took control of her. It was intoxicating. She wanted more. 

He was dangerous, she could feel that. His physical power was hardly contained, and he had a darkness in him, but she wasn’t afraid. He could’ve done whatever he wanted to her in that room, but he’d let her go. Still, she’d wanted to give him her will. She’d wanted him to take her freedom to choose. 

Was that what fetish was all about? Was that what it meant to be a submissive? No wonder Desi was into it.

She sipped from her wineglass, swirling the smooth red liquid around her mouth, letting it coat her taste buds. 

Maybe he really hadn’t wanted her, hadn’t been attracted to her. That was certainly possible. She was admittedly inexperienced, but that just hadn’t felt like the kiss of someone who wasn’t interested. She gave herself a mental shake. It didn’t really matter anyway. She would never see him again, whoever he was. What was important was that he had awakened something in her that she needed to explore.

While he’d been in control, she’d felt free. For the first time in a long time, she’d wanted to release the reins. If someone else was in charge, she didn’t have to be. She wanted to feel that again. Could she come to trust someone enough to completely let go? Could she feel safe enough to surrender? What would that feel like? What would it feel like for someone to take care of her for a change? She needed to find out more. 

She pulled out her laptop and refilled her wineglass. Tapping the curser in the Google search bar, she typed: What does it mean to be a submissive?...and down the rabbit hole she went.

The week flew by with the hectic routine of daily life. Desi had contacted her to meet up for a few drinks, and it was Sunday evening by the time they managed to get together. Evidently, she and Kane had smoothed things over and were now fully reconciled. Angela was excited to hear the details, especially since Desi hinted that their make-up session had involved an elaborate kink scene at the club. 

They met at their usual spot, a place that belonged to Angela’s former boss. Gerard owned several restaurants, lounges, and clubs in the Miami area, and when Angela had been paying her way through college, she’d made her money as a bartender and server. Gerard had remained a good friend, though they didn’t hang out much anymore. 

Desi was already at the bar, and Angela slid onto the seat next to her. 

“Hey, babes.” They shared a warm hug. “Is your heart truly mended or will I still have to kick Kane’s ass?”

“No ass kicking necessary.” Desi laughed.

“Thank goodness, those big ones tend to fall hard. What’re you drinking?”

“Wine. Keeping it chill tonight.” Desi made a smooth, gliding gesture with her hand, emphasizing the idea of chill.

“Perfect. I can’t get crazy anyway. I have a meeting with the counselor at Isaac’s school tomorrow. Gotta be fresh and fully present.”   

“What’s going on? Everything okay?” 

“Not sure. He’s just been retreating a lot lately—so moody, not speaking up in class or participating in groups. It’s like he is self-isolating and it’s so not like him. He’s always been my sweet, agreeable, cheerful little boy.”

“Well, little boys turn into teenagers and then—ugh—men. And we know how difficult they can be,” Desi commiserated.

“Boom,” Angela agreed.

Desi caught her up on what had happened with Kane. The story settled into Angela’s heart with the weight of rightness and at the same time sparked a new sense of longing. Desi was so clearly deliriously in love, she became nearly giddy when talking about him. She had found her happily ever after, and Angela had to admit she wanted something similar for herself. But was it even possible? Her life was such a mess, one challenge after another, day after day. She rarely had time to just sit with herself—with her thoughts and feelings. 

“Desi,” Angela began, not exactly sure what she was about to say. “I have a favor to ask.”

“Of course! Anything. What’s up?”

Angela hesitated only a moment, not because she had any trepidation about sharing this with Desi but because she knew if she put it out there, it would happen. Her next words would commit her to this path.

“So, I have been doing some research and I think I want to get some training as a submissive.”

Desi perked up, her spine straightening, her already wide dark eyes widening further.

“You do? Is this because of the mystery man that night at the club?”

Angela had told her most of what had happened with the man in the mask. She really only left out details of how deeply the experience had affected her. She wasn’t exactly sure how to put it into words.

“Yes, I mean, that night gave me a taste of something... Then after lots of long nights with Google, I think I have an idea of what the Dominant/submissive relationship can be. And I think it’s something that would be good for me.”

“You think it’ll be good for you? Ooo, that sounds so hot,” Desi teased.

“Don’t fuck with me!” She swatted Desi’s arm. “I’m serious! You know how hard shit has been ever since Mom died and then Sarah.” She rolled her neck. Just talking about it created tension, tightening and hiking her shoulders. “I’m always taking care of someone, filling out paperwork, doling out medicines, making appointments, doing schoolwork, meeting with teachers, doctors, cooking, cleaning—ugh, my to-do list never ends. I want to let go every once in a while. I want to know what it feels like to not have to make the decisions, to not be the one with the answers, to not have to fix or solve or manage anything. I want to be taken care of. Shit, being told what to do and not having to think so much sounds like heaven.” She laughed wearily.

“Wow, Ang. I can’t imagine what it’s like to have the burdens you have...and for so long. I understand wanting to have the experience of surrender, of releasing control. I’m brand-new to this stuff so I can’t begin to advise you, but based on what I know so far, you may be right. This could be good for you.”

Angela took a deep breath. She felt like she was embarking on something important.

“I’ll talk with Kane, see if he knows a Dominant who is trustworthy and good at what he does. I want to be sure you’re safe and don’t get involved with some amateur user or abuser.  If you’re going to do this, you’re going to do it right. We’ll make this happen.” 

Angela saw a familiar resolve in Desi and knew she’d be in good hands. 

“Thank you, babes. I knew you’d understand.”

Angela was relieved and excited. She felt like, for the first time in a long time, she was choosing something for herself. She was taking care of herself and her needs. Evidently, her needs extended beyond mani/pedis and massages. Evidently, self-care for her meant whips and chains. Who would’ve thought?
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Chapter Three
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Angela returned to a relatively quiet home. Her father was probably in his room, and she could hear Isaac down the hall, hollering at his game. She grabbed a piece of cold pizza from the box on the kitchen counter and went first to her father’s open door. 

“Hey, Dad, I’m home. Has Isaac done his homework?” she asked. 

“I don’t know, honey. He said he didn’t have any,” Joe answered without moving his eyes from his show.

Isaac always said that, and he usually did have homework. He wasn’t supposed to play video games until he’d finished his homework, but he knew his grandpa wouldn’t confirm his claim. It was hard for Angela to enforce the rule when she didn’t get home until an hour or two after Isaac and when she didn’t get support from her father. 

Entering Isaac’s room, she went to stand in front of the TV, blocking his view of the game. 

“Hello, dear nephew.”

“Auntie! You are in the way! I can’t see!”

“Have you completed your homework?”

He scowled up at her, not answering.

“You know I’ll look in your bag and find out for myself.”

“Homework is stupid,” he grumbled.

“Homework is directly related to your future happiness, and your happiness is the opposite of stupid.”

He rolled his eyes and removed his headphones.

He stormed out of the room and she followed. 

They ended up staying awake significantly past his bedtime finishing up his school requirements. 

Angela was mentally and physically exhausted. Taking time for herself always had some sort of consequences at home. Guilt swept through her and she wondered if she would ever find the right balance. 

It was a few days later that Desi called with an update. 

“Kane has someone for you if you’re still into this idea?” she said.

“Umm...yeah! Definitely still into it.” Angela had just finished her lunchtime boxing class and was walking to her car. “Who is he? Do you know him?”

“I don’t know him but Kane has known him for a long time. He’s a little older and an experienced Dominant and submissive trainer. He’s been doing it for many years. Kane has only ever heard positive things—and you know Kane hears everything in that community. He says you’ll be in good hands. If Kane trusts him, I trust him.” Desi seemed very confident.

“So how does this work? Is there a fee? I know some Doms charge, some don’t. It depends on what is being asked. What do I do now?” Angela felt excitement bubbling within her.

“He doesn’t charge for training, but he does expect you to sign a contract. It’s mostly an agreement of the terms of your training and relationship, including your commitment to the discipline. He believes in the equal exchange inherent in the relationship as long as you maintain the agreement.” 

Angela nodded on her end of the phone. Seemed reasonable. And she was grateful there was no training fee. She didn’t have much play money, and she couldn’t syphon funds from necessary expenses. 

“I have a phone number I’ll pass on to you. You contact him there—be sure to address him as sir and don’t tell him your name. Just mention that Kane gave you his number. Schedule a meeting, a consultation basically, where you can both decide if an arrangement is what you want. After that...if you want...he’s your Dom.”

Angela’s stomach flipped. 

“Okay...” 

A call buzzed in. Angela checked to see who was calling. “Damn, Desi, I gotta go. It’s the school. Text me the number. I’ll call you later.”

Isaac had gotten in a fight. They wouldn’t tell her much over the phone, just that no one was hurt and they would explain more when she arrived. She called the law offices where she worked to let them know she wouldn’t be back, then the house to check in on her father before driving over to the school. She wished she was wearing something more conservative, but she needed to get there as soon as possible. Her yoga pants and a cropped hoodie that left her abdomen exposed would not give the best impression, and she feared they already thought pretty poorly of her. 

Angela always got the feeling some of Isaac’s teachers and administration
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