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Prologue

 


The interview was the worst part of the whole
ordeal. Tom easily dealt with everything else that happened
afterward, but the interview was the worst part. Naomi stripped him
bare, even if only metaphorically.

“How long have you wanted this?”
she asked.

He shrugged and immediately knew it was the
wrong answer so he quickly followed with, “I don’t know. A long
time. Ever since puberty and I figured out what dominant and
submissive roles in sex were.”

She laughed a little. “I’ve been doing this
almost…well, a good deal longer than you and I still don’t know
what the dominant and submissive roles in sex are.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t let that bother you. If you
ever figure out what sex really is, then you’re probably done with
life.” She let that sink in a moment and moved on to the next
question. “How many women have you slept with?”

“Five,” he immediately
answered.

“Tell me about them.”

“Um, do you need
names?”

“Not unless you want to tell
me.”

It occurred to Tom that she didn’t care about
the circumstances or details of his sexual history; she was
actually interested in how he dealt with the question and how he
described the women and his relationships with them. “There was my
high school girlfriend; we went together for almost a year. Then I
had two girlfriends in college, at different times, we just kind of
decided that we weren’t meant for each other. Had another
short-term relationship with a girl immediately after college. That
was more about sex than anything else.” He smiled and tried not to
think too much about that relationship. “I dated a girl
pretty seriously last year but we broke up—she wanted to get
married and settle down, the whole deal. I wasn’t looking for the
same thing.”

“And you’re not seeing or sleeping
with anyone right now?”

Tom shook his head. “No, I’ve been on a few
dates, but they haven’t gone anywhere.”

“Why? You haven’t had sex with any
of the women you’ve dated since your last girlfriend?”

“No. I think because I really
don’t know what I’m looking for. Maybe I scare the girls off
because I’m so…I don’t know…inept at relationships.”

“Not even a one-night
stand?”

“No, like I said, I scare them
away.”

“But not because you’re
threatening or scary, but because you don’t know how to relate to
them?”

“Yes, that’s it
exactly.”

Naomi nodded and moved on. “How many men have
you slept with?”

Tom’s eyes went wide and he tried not to show
surprise, but knew he’d failed in that respect. “None,” he said a
touch too loudly. They had agreed to meet in a downtown coffee
shop; it was a nice enough place, but it was a touch too public for
Tom’s taste. He knew she’d be asking all sorts of questions and
though they had taken a somewhat secluded booth he couldn’t shake
the feeling that someone was watching and listening to everything
they did.

“Your answer displays a bit of
nervousness,” she said smoothly.

“I didn’t expect a question like
that.”

“Why not?”

“I’m straight.”

She lifted her eyebrows. “So? That doesn’t
mean you haven’t experimented.”

“I haven’t,” he said quickly. Too
quickly.

“Are you homophobic?” Naomi
asked.

“No.” It wasn’t a lie, not from
Tom’s perspective. He had never had his sexuality seriously
questioned before by anyone who mattered. Her questions were
disconcerting.

“Would you quit if I asked you to
suck another man’s dick?”

Tom blinked and sat there in stony silence. “I
don’t know.”

She regarded him carefully for a long minute.
Tom would have felt better if she had a pad of paper and was making
notes in it. The silence was disturbing. Was he already eliminated?
Was going down on another man Naomi’s admission test? If it was Tom
wasn’t sure if she was the right dominant for him.

And then she moved on without making any
reference to his pathetic answer. “Have you ever been tied up for
sex? Used handcuffs?”

“Yes.”

Naomi looked at him and waited
expectantly.

“It was with my post-college
girlfriend. We played a little bit of bondage games. Nothing
serious. I wanted her to tie me up, she did so but wasn’t into it
really.”

“Is that why you two broke
up?”

“Partly.”

“Ever been spanked?”

“No, but I wanted to ask my
girlfriend for it. She was hesitant enough about the
bondage.”

“Any other types of beatings?
Whips, crops, canes?”

“No.”

“Ever been pegged by a
woman?”

“No.”

“Do you want to?”

Tom swallowed. “I’m willing to try
that.”

She almost glared at him. “Do you want
to try pegging or are you merely willing?”

Softly, he said, “I want to try
it.”

“Do you like you nipples played
with, pinched, licked?”

“I’ve never tried
that.”

“Ever had group sex?”

Tom frowned. “Sadly, no.”

She smiled in sympathy. “Tattoos or body
piercings? Other body modifications?”

He shook his head. “No. None.”

“Why not?”

“Do you want the truth or the
answer I give everyone else?”

“Both.”

“Answer I give everyone else: I
give blood about every three months, which is mostly
true.”

“And the truth?”

“I’m afraid of the needles they
use.”

She gave him a doleful look. “You do know that
blood is collected with a needle, right?”

He flushed with embarrassment. “Yeah, but the
needle doesn’t stay in or leave anything behind. I can’t explain
it, that’s just the way I think.”

“Hard limits?” she asked
him.

“Things I just won’t
do?”

“Right.”

“Um. Scat-play.” He made a face.
“Animals. Children.”

“That sounds like a list you found
on the internet.”

“I guess I don’t know what my
limits are.”

“Blood play?”

His eyes went wide. “No, I wouldn’t do
that.”

“Shaving your body
hair?”

“Um…sure.”

“Humiliation. Standing in a
corner?”

“Okay.”

“Spanking as a punishment not as
foreplay?”

“Sure.”

“Collaring?”

“Collaring?”

“Wearing a collar while you serve
me.”

He nodded. “I’d do that.”

She changed tacks. “Why do you want to do
this?”

“Why?”

“Yes, why? I’m a female dominant.
I have dozens, literally, of men who have asked me to be their dom.
Many of them offer to pay me.”

“I can’t pay you,” he said. “I
simply don’t have the money.”

“I’m not asking you to pay. I’ve
never taken any money from my submissives. I do this because I
enjoy it. It’s a hobby. When it stops being fun, I’ll stop it. If I
need to take money, then it’s not really a hobby, is
it?”

“No,” he agreed.

“I’ve been doing this for, well,
let’s say more than ten years. How old are you?”

“Twenty four.”

She stifled the urge to giggle. “Oh my. You
are a young one. Does it bother you that I’m…significantly older
than you?”

“No, ma’am.”

Her lips twisted—half in amusement, half in
annoyance. “You don’t need to call me ma’am. Not yet.”

“Sorry.”

“I need a sub who is available at
my whim. When are you available?”

“I pretty much work nine to five,
that’s it.”

“You work for the
state?”

“State contractor, actually. Tax
support services.”

She nodded. “No family obligations? No
girlfriend? Religious holidays?”

He shook his head no. “Just the usual family
stuff, I guess. My parents live about an hour up north. No
girlfriend.”

She extended her hand. “It was nice to meet
you, Tom.”

 


 



Chapter One

 


“The only reward you’ll ever
receive from me is the praise ‘good boy’. Nothing else. I’m going
to make you do depraved things and you’ll enjoy them. Do you like
the sound of that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled. He was obedient for the moment.
Tom’s eyes were focused on her breasts. She was wearing a shirt
that showed off some of her cleavage, nothing obscene or even
noteworthy, but it was nice to be admired, especially from a
younger man. “Very good. Remember to keep your eyes downcast, never
meet mine unless I request it. Now strip.”

They were in her bedroom. The house he had
been ordered to was in a nice suburban neighborhood not far from
the capital, easy access to work, easy access to the better parts
of the region. The location didn’t disturb Tom, what worried him
was that Naomi obviously lived with someone else, probably her
husband. The house had signs of family living but no one else was
there. Tom was alone with Naomi.

She sat on the bed while he removed his
clothes. He remained calm and said nothing, but felt her eyes upon
him. Since he was uncertain what, exactly, was expected of him, he
undressed at a normal pace and carefully folded his clothes placing
them on the dresser when he was done.

Naomi’s smile spread across her face when Tom
pulled of his underwear revealing his cock. It wasn’t fully erect,
not yet. It wasn’t huge, but nicely proportioned. He had a bit of
body hair, nothing terrible. While his body was a bit thinner than
Naomi preferred, he didn’t have a gut nor was he flabby. The light
brown hair on his head translated to a sandy blond on his body,
which was nice.

“Very nice,” she complimented
him.

“Thank you.” Tom stood awkwardly
and stared at his shoes that he had placed next to the dresser. One
was sticking out slightly ahead of the other. That bothered him so
he bent over and adjusted the pair.

Naomi stood up from the bed and handed him
four leather bands. “Put these on. They work just like a watch
band, they’re just bigger.” Tom saw what she meant and put the
bands on his wrists as instructed. He paused for a moment when he
realized he still had two left. “Those are for your ankles,” she
told him.

“Right,” he said softly, nodding.
He mashed his lips together not knowing if it was okay to talk or
not. Naomi said nothing as Tom knelt down and put the straps around
his ankles. When he was done he felt a bit silly but stood up and
tried not to let his discomfort show. His arousal did show in his
cock, however.

“You like this, don’t you,” she
said to him, teasing a bit, staring at his slowly rising
tool.

“Um, yeah, so far.” He was
disoriented because
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