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​​Author’s note & Disclaimer
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Welcome to a world of pure cherry-popping fantasy! 

These stories may feature fetishes and BDSM elements, like discipline (spanking), orgasm denial, power exchange, etc. However, they’re not guides for real relationships; they’re escapes into the deliciously impossible.

Enjoy the heat, the tension, and the titillating pleasure... and when you’re tempted to act it out, remember that in real life consent is ongoing and communication is key.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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​Chapter 1
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I had spent weeks sending emails and carefully scrutinizing the answers I received. I’d done extensive research, reading reviews, checking certifications, making sure the clubs were legitimate and safe. Only after I was satisfied did I send the real email. The one that explained everything. The one I’d spent weeks, if not months, agonizing over.

I was twenty-six years old and had never been kissed. Never been touched. My stutter made every social interaction an ordeal and had isolated me so completely that even the thought of dating felt impossible. But I’d read enough, god, I’d read so much, to know what I wanted. Or rather, what I needed.

I needed someone to take control. Someone who would tell me what to do so my anxious brain would finally shut up.

I’m not sure why the club had taken my request seriously. I truly don’t, but they’d set up a session with their psychologist, a kind woman in her fifties who’d asked gentle but probing questions to make sure I understood what I was asking for. That this was informed consent, not desperation.

Honestly, it was probably both, but I was old enough to make that choice.

They’d put out feelers to trusted Dominants and Masters. Men who wouldn’t make fun of me. Who would be willing to teach me everything from scratch, including how to kiss, and train me as a submissive. My one demand was that when that man took my virginity, he had to at least attempt to make it good. It was depressing enough that I was essentially begging someone to kiss and fuck me. I didn’t want to be bent over the side of a bed, table, couch, whatever the case may be, and fucked “to get that over with.”

Well, actually... Okay, that’s not true either. I had no objection to being bent over whatever, as long as it felt good.

The club had sent over four anonymous profiles. I’d studied each one carefully, memorizing their preferences and details, trying to imagine what each man would be like. How their hands might feel on my skin. What their voices would sound like when they commanded me. The way their touch might soothe the ache I’d had to deal with on my own for so long.

My pulse raced with every vivid fantasy, a secret heat pooling low in my belly as I pictured surrendering to them. And here I was, walking into a meeting room in a BDSM club on a Friday night, my heart beating so hard I could feel it in my throat, in my wrists, behind my eyes.

The four men waiting inside stood as I entered, and my eyes swept over them, trying to match faces to profiles, trying to—

I froze.

Aaron.

Aaron Fletcher. My best friend Emma’s older brother was standing there in dark jeans and a black button-down, arms crossed over his chest, looking just as shocked as I felt.

Oh god. Oh God, this couldn’t be happening.

But as panic momentarily threatened to swamp me, it was quickly replaced with relief. Because I knew Aaron, and had known him for years, even if we’d never been close. I knew he was safe. Emma trusted him. And he wasn’t some stranger who might—

“Gentlemen, this is our guest,” the club liaison said smoothly, pretending not to notice the recognition crackling between Aaron and me. “Why don’t we start with introductions? It would appear you already know Aaron, is that right?”

I nodded and sighed with relief when Aaron took over the explanation and introduced the other men with him. The next ten minutes were a blur. I shook hands, heard names I immediately forgot, and tried to respond to questions with more than stuttered monosyllables. But my attention kept sliding back to Aaron.

He was watching me. Not obviously, but I could feel it the way you feel sunlight through a window, and every time my eyes met his, warmth unfurled deep in my core, spreading outward until my skin tingled with unspoken promise.

“I think—” one of the other men said, Michael, maybe? “That we have our answer.” He smiled kindly at me. “You’ve barely looked at anyone else in this room.”

My face flamed. Had I been that obvious?

“He’s right,” another agreed. “Aaron, she’s clearly most comfortable with you, which is not surprising, since you already know each other. So, it would make sense for you to work with her.”

When Aaron spoke, his voice sounded deeper than I had ever heard it. “Only if Riley’s comfortable with that. Given our... connection.”

The liaison turned to me. “What do you think? Would you prefer to work with Aaron, knowing he’s your friend’s brother? Or would you rather we continue with the other candidates?”

I looked at Aaron, but his expression didn’t betray his preference one way or another. So, I tried to imagine letting any of the other men tie me up, touch me, take my virginity.

Then tried to imagine Aaron doing it.

The second image made my breath catch, heat flooding my chest and settling between my thighs.

“H-him,” I managed. “I w-want... I prefer Aaron.”

The other men nodded and headed for the door.

“Good choice.”

One squeezed my shoulder as he passed. “You’re in excellent hands. Aaron’s one of the best we have.”

And then we were alone.

Aaron moved to the door, locked it, then turned to face me fully. His expression had changed. Gone was the apparent neutrality, his initial surprise; now his gaze burned with raw hunger, and my thighs clenched involuntarily.

“Come sit down,” he said, gesturing to the chairs.

I obeyed, grateful he was taking the lead. He pulled out a chair, turned it to face me, and sat down close enough that our knees almost touched. The near-contact sent a whisper of heat up the insides of my thighs.

“I need to ask you something, and I need you to be honest with me.” His eyes held mine. “Are you comfortable doing this with me? Really comfortable? Because Emma is my sister, and you’re her best friend, and that’s... complicated.”

“I kn-know.” I twisted my hands in my lap. “But I... I trust you. I f-feel safer. Knowing it’s y-you.”

“Safer is good.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “But you need to understand what you’re asking for. I’m not just a Dominant. I’m a Master. Do you know what that means?”

I nodded. The profiles had explained it. A Master was someone looking for a long-term power exchange. Someone who wanted a slave, not just a submissive for scenes.

“I have a fetish for innocence,” he continued bluntly. “For teaching. For being the first to touch, to claim, to train. Your request...” He shook his head. “It’s as if it were written specifically for me. Which means I need to be very careful about my motivations here. About making sure this is what you want, not just what I want.”

“It’s wh-what I want.” The words came more easily than I expected. “I’ve th-thought about it for m-months. Maybe years. I need... I do better when there’s structure, when there’s s-someone there to tell me what to d-do. So I can st-stop thinking so much.”

Something flickered in his eyes. Recognition, maybe. Understanding. “The stutter makes everything harder, doesn’t it? All that mental energy spent on just trying to get words out.”

Tears pricked my eyes. No one ever understood that. “Yes.”

“Then let me give you a gift.” He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers lingered, tracing the curve of my jaw, and the contact sent a shiver of electricity racing down my neck and through my chest, tightening the sensitive peaks of my breasts into hard points beneath my shirt. “Let me give you a framework where words don’t matter as much. Where you can just... be.”

“I... I’d like that,” I whispered.

He sat back, and his entire demeanor shifted. The gentleness was still there underneath, but his voice took on a note of command that made my spine straighten automatically.

“Then we start now. Right now, in this room, we’ll begin your training.” He waited for my nod before continuing. “First: communication. You have a stutter, so we’re going to use a system that doesn’t rely entirely on words. Do you know the traffic light system?”

“Y-yes. Green is g-go, yellow is sl-slow down, red is st-stop.”

“Good. We’ll use that, combined with hand signals for when speaking is difficult.”

“Thumbs up for green. One raised finger for yellow. Fist knocked twice for red. Can you show me?”

I did, running through each signal. He made me repeat them until they were automatic.

“Second: how you address me. When we’re in a scene, and we’ll be in a scene anytime we’re working on your training, you will call me Master. Not Aaron. I don’t care if you stutter through every single letter. The effort and respect matter more than perfect delivery. Understood?”
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