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Tracy Smith sat on her front stairs waiting for Dillon Polk to pick her up. She had been waiting for several minutes, not because he was late but because she was early. She didn’t want him in her house tonight. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Dillon but she didn’t let anyone in, her house or her life. Tracy kept everything private. She had few friends and liked it that way. She’d been hurt, badly, by someone she trusted and was not going to be in that position again.

Why she had agreed to go to the club with Dillon tonight was beyond her, but she had agreed and, other than being sick, could not get out of it. Part of her knew why she’d consented, because she needed it. BDSM was as much a part of her as her body parts were. She needed the release it gave her, needed the connection to another person she got from it, and no matter what she tried, she couldn’t get that release anywhere else. She had tried for years to find something else that would give her that feeling, but nothing did. Her body craved it.

Tracy and Dillon had partnered off and on for two years. He worked with the Secret Service, and she was with the FBI. They had been assigned to the same case several times and worked well together. They also played well together at The Mix, a BDSM club partly owned by Dillon’s boss and friend Derek Moore. He introduced Tracy to Dillon one night at the Mix.

Derek was a Dom and knew Tracy’s history. When she talked to him about her needs, he promised to introduce her to someone who could help her and not hurt her. He provided a safe place for her to play and watched over her carefully, like an older brother. 

The only problem Tracy had with Dillon was that he wanted more than she was willing to give. He wanted to date her, and she just wanted to be friends, play occasionally, and have sex. The sex with Dillon was good, very good. Yep, the friends-with-benefits thing was working very well for her—or had been. Lately, Tracy had started wanting more herself. Maybe it was her internal clock or something, but playing and sex weren’t enough. At the end of the night, she still needed something. Her bed was lonely and the house too quiet. She needed something more than Tickles, her cat, to sleep with.

Tracy had fun playing with Dillon at the club, when he wasn’t nagging her for more, and they worked great together. He couldn’t understand why she wouldn’t go out with him anyplace but the club and why she wouldn’t let him in her house. The truth was she hadn’t wanted him that close at first. 

What Tracy never told anybody was that she had been in a D/s relationship for five years before moving to Washington, DC, and becoming an FBI agent. It hadn’t ended well. Since then, she never let anyone get close. She figured out by keeping everyone at a distance, she wouldn’t get hurt again. Several of her friends had told her she was crazy, and Dillon was the best thing that had ever happened to her, and he was nothing like the man she had been in the relationship with. But, after having her trust broken once, she was not going to let that happen again. She had been in the hospital for days and therapy for months. She played at the club only in front of witnesses. Tonight she was going to change things.

She was starting to feel different about Dillon. She wanted more than the nights at the club they had. She could trust him. He had never gone past any of her limits when playing, never pushed her beyond what she could take. He was very protective and supportive of her.

Dillon drove to Tracy’s house, hoping maybe tonight would be the night. Maybe she would let him in. He didn’t understand why she kept him at a distance. He could tell she enjoyed playing at the club with him, and she definitely was a submissive. The sex was great, but she never wanted anything more. This was one of the few times she had allowed him to pick her up. Usually, she met him wherever they were going, preferring to drive herself. Tonight he planned to hopefully change some of that. 

The club had two suites for visitors, and he had gotten the okay to use one. Tonight there would be no sneaking off in the dark for Miss Tracy Smith. He was getting some answers, whatever it took. 

He had done a little digging on Tracy, hoping to learn more about her, but couldn’t find much. Her undocumented past bothered him. Everyone had a past, and with his computer skills, nothing was a secret. He was hitting a brick wall with Tracy. There was either nothing there or somebody had buried it very deep. With her job at the FBI, he should have been able to learn some piece of data, but every time he tried to go back further than five years, he found a blank. Nothing. No school history, no family, nothing. He asked Derek about it, and all Derek had told him was, “Talk to her,” and he refused to tell him anything else. Derek wasn’t like that. Miss Tracy was a mystery he was going to crack if it took the rest of his life.

When he pulled into her driveway, she was sitting on the steps waiting for him. She stood as she saw him pull in and was at the side of his truck before he got it stopped.

“I could have knocked. You shouldn’t be out here,” he admonished her. He knew she could protect herself, and the neighborhood looked safe enough, but the Dom in him needed to protect her. “You’ve earned a punishment for that.”

“We’re not even at the club yet. Knock it off.” He could tell something was bothering her.  Normally she was very respectful. Maybe she needed this s badly as he did.

“Don’t push it, darling. I can play this game just as well as you can. You know what happens to brats in the club,” he answered her, his eyes not leaving the road. She was being bratty just to get her way, a method of topping from the bottom and something he never tolerated.

Tracy was wearing a short dark-green skirt that matched her eyes, and an off-white tank top. Club wear, but something mild enough that she could also wear it outside to wait for him. 

“Spread them. I want to make sure you followed my instructions.” Dillon had sent her a text telling her how he wanted her prepared for their play tonight. If she had not complied, she was going to have a longer punishment session, and he really wanted to play, not punish, but she seemed to need a heavier hand tonight than normal.

Tracy slowly let her legs fall open, showing her shaved pussy and the fact she wasn’t wearing underwear. She had followed his instructions to the letter. She knew better than to disobey.

“Come over here, darling, and I’ll give you your reward and take the edge off for you,” he crooned. 

Tracy undid her belt and slid to the middle of the truck, using the belt there to restrain herself. She again let her legs fall open and closed her eyes in anticipation of what he would do.

Dillon took one finger and slowly traced the lips of her mouth with it. “Open and suck it.” He pushed his finger into her mouth. She sucked it in and ran her tongue around it, mimicking what she wanted to do to his cock.

After swirling his finger around her mouth for a few minutes, he trailed it down to her cleavage. Briefly stopping there, he pinched each nipple through the fabric of her top. He continued his journey, slipping his fingers into the folds of her pussy, finding her wet and ready for him. Using her juices, he spread them to her clit. Then, still using just the one finger, he tapped her clit with just enough pressure to bring her to boiling.

He stopped just before she could come and heard her groan of frustration. “If you behave, when we get to the club, I’ll give you what you need, but you have to be good until we get there.”

Tracy wasn’t in the mood for this bullshit and didn’t hesitate to tell him exactly what she thought of his plan. “Look, Dillon, just because I agreed to play with you doesn’t mean you get to be the big bad Dom all the time. Lay off.”

Dillon chuckled and looked at her briefly. “Baby, you can bitch all you want, but it all boils down to ‘obey or don’t come.’ I’ll get what I need either way. You’re only hurting yourself.” She really was in a mood tonight. This was one of the few times she had allowed him to pick her up, and now he knew why. She obviously wanted some extra attention tonight.

Tracy sat pouting. She really, really liked Dillon. She could tell he wanted more and wished she could give it. Her heart knew that Dillon would never hurt her like He had. She couldn’t convince her mind yet. Maybe tonight she would tell him about her past, the part of her no one but Derek and some of her supervisors knew.

Dillon was the perfect man in her opinion, tall at six feet two inches, with short black hair and the bluest eyes she had ever seen. He was also very strong. He had won the strength category in the FBI competitions several years running. The man could bench-press a Toyota.

Always the perfect Dom, he knew exactly what she needed when she needed it. He had never pushed her too far and always managed to stop at just the right time. Her orgasms were out of this world, and the sex was just what she needed. If she had only met him first, how different things might be.

Maybe she should trust him more. He had proved himself several times in the club, and there was no reason to fear him.

They arrived at the club, and Dillon helped her from the truck and escorted her in. Separating to use the locker rooms, they reunited at the bar. Link, Dillon’s friend, coworker, and part owner of the club, was at the bar, and the men were talking when Tracy walked up. Tracy and Link were also friends and had worked on the same assignments several times. Tracy looked to Dillon for permission to talk. Once she saw his slight nod, she greeted Link and spoke with several people she knew sitting at the bar, before Dillon led her off.

“What are you in the mood for tonight?” he asked. He didn’t always give her the option, and just because he asked didn’t mean she would get her way, but he wanted some indication of how much she needed.

Taking a deep breath, she reminded herself that this was okay, that she could trust Dillon in private. She clutched his hand and answered, “Let’s go to a private room. I want something a little more intense tonight.”

Dillon squeezed her hand back and walked with her to the area for the private rooms. “Do you want a theme room?” he asked, still giving her the choice to back out if she needed to.

“You choose,” was all she could manage to answer. 

Dillon could feel her trepidation in the way her hand shook in his and by the look on her face and was impressed that she would give him as much control as she did. In the past, she had always kept control of the scene by deciding where and how they would play, and he had let her have that. Tonight she was giving him more of herself, and he planned to cherish everything she would let him have.

Dillon grabbed the key to one of the suites, glad he had reserved it earlier. The night was working out the way he wanted. He hadn’t planned a scene and wasn’t ready to take her to a theme room, but if she’d wanted that, he would have improvised something quickly. They would do that another night. Walking her to the room he had reserved, he could feel her relax when she saw where they were.

He led her into the room and locked the door. Tonight he wanted privacy. She didn’t need to be on display. 

“Strip,” he commanded her as he set his toy bag down and grabbed some water from the small fridge. Sitting in the overstuffed chair, he watched her as she undressed. When she was finished, she stood before him, hands clasped behind her back, feet shoulder width apart, head down, waiting for his next instruction.

“Kneel,” he said.

She did as he commanded, eyes still on the floor.

Spreading his legs wide, he indicated for her to move forward and kneel between them. When she was in the correct position, he lifted her chin with one finger to look into her eyes. 

“You are so beautiful.” He raised a bottle of water to her lips.

She drank gratefully. Her mouth had become very dry. Tracy was very nervous being in a private setting again, even though she had played with Dillon several times. The last time she was with a man in a private place, she’d almost been killed.

Dillon could see the anxiety in her eyes and had to learn what was bothering her. Pulling her up to sit in his lap, he started smoothing his hand up and down her naked back in a calming motion. “Tell me who hurt you, Tracy. Who made you like this?” he asked her quietly. He had tried to talk to her before, but she had always closed him off. He hoped this time would be different.

Dillon felt if he could get Tracy to talk, it would be a major step in their relationship. Keeping his hand moving over her silky skin in a soothing motion, he encouraged her to open up to him.

“It happened a long time ago.” Tracy took a deep breath, steadying herself before she started. “I was young, just out of college, and thought I owned the world until I met Him. He was older than I was, by several years, and had been in the lifestyle for a long time. He had just released his last slave when I met him at a club. I hadn’t been going there long and was just starting to explore BDSM. I wasn’t sure it was what I wanted, you know?” 

She looked deep into his eyes. Not wanting to interrupt her, he nodded, letting her continue her story. 

“We were introduced by friends of mine, people I trusted. Things started slowly at first. He took the classes the club offered for new submissives with me and was the perfect gentleman. After several months, He asked me to move in with him, and we progressed into a twenty-four/seven total power exchange after we had been living together for about a year. At this point, we had been together for two years. I didn’t breathe without his permission. 

“At first, everything was good, and we were very happy. I went back to college and started pursuing a degree in criminal justice, and He supported us. I didn’t have to work and could concentrate on my studies. My only responsibility was to him and my schoolwork. I did all the cooking, cleaning, and anything else he needed. 

“After a couple more years, He started to get restless. Suddenly, nothing I did was good enough. The punishments were harsher, and He had to take me to the emergency room several times. I don’t know what He told them, but He never got in any trouble, until the last time. I came very close to leaving him, but He always convinced me that he would change. This lasted almost a year. I had nowhere to go. I wasn’t working and had nothing of my own. The house, the cars, the bank accounts were all in his name. I had nothing.” 

A tear slipped down her face at this point, and Dillon kissed it off, still staying quiet to encourage her to continue her story. Looking into his eyes and smiling, she took a deep calming breath and went on. 

“Things continued to get worse between us, and He started leaving me alone more and more, which was fine. I had begun to dread the time He was home, and when He was gone, he wasn’t hurting me. One night, He came home drunk and in a rage. We had been together almost five years at this point, and it was my twenty-seventh birthday. He beat me so bad I awoke in the hospital with severe lacerations and several broken bones. He broke my arm in two places, I had several broken and cracked ribs, my collarbone was broken, and he whipped me so bad that I had to have plastic surgery on my back to cover the scars.” She was sobbing by this point and turned her face to bury it in Dillon’s shoulder. 
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