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      Dear Mistress Julie,

      I want to apologize for any fright or distress I might have inadvertently caused you. I don’t think I have, but just in case. I didn’t mean to worry you when I sent the gift to your house.

      If you’d like to know who I am, I am willing to meet.

      I haven’t revealed myself before because I’ve been unsure of what you would think. Of what everyone would think. But I’m tired of hiding.

      I’ll be at Marquis next Friday in a booth by myself. I’ll have a bouquet of roses for you. If you would be open to joining me, I would love to try serving you for the evening. If not, I understand. I hope, at the very least, that I’ve given you some pleasure over the past year.

      Yours, ever in admiration.
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      Julie

      It was a normal Friday night. At least, that’s what she had to convince everyone around her. Her friend and co-teacher, Law. Freddy and Morgan, who were working at the front desk of Marquis this evening. Master Patrick and Lexie, who were performing a Shibari scene for the evening’s entertainment.

      One of the things she liked about Marquis was how theatrical everything was. She enjoyed watching a good, honest scene at Stronghold, but there was something beautiful about the way Marquis became a performance. It added an extra dollop of something to the voyeuristic experience.

      And she did love a good Shibari scene. Master Patrick, who owned both the Stronghold and Marquis kink clubs, had been working on his technique over the past year, and he was enjoying making Lexie fly with more and more intricate knots and arrangements. Julie enjoyed watching it happen.

      She’d always been more of a voyeur than an exhibitionist.

      “Are you staying to watch the show?” Law asked as he got to his feet in the office they shared. He ran his hand over his bald head, the way he sometimes did when he was thinking. They co-taught the introduction classes for new members of the clubs, and they’d been doing it together for a while, so she knew him pretty well. She enjoyed teaching the classes with him, but when it came to the topic of the secret admirer who had been sending her gifts for months, he became a bit of an annoyance. She was glad he was headed home to his submissive and girlfriend, Iris, rather than staying for the evening.

      “Yeah.” She smiled at him as normally as she could. What does my normal smile look like? “You know I enjoy the Shibari shows.”

      He nodded, smiling back at her, tugging his dress shirt down to adjust it over his chest. Was he smiling normally? Had he noticed something was up?

      The last thing she wanted was Law up her ass all evening when she was finally going to find out who her secret admirer was. For the longest time, she hadn’t cared. It had almost been nice not to know, but now that they’d offered to reveal themselves, she had to know.

      Her mother had always cautioned her about her curiosity when she was younger.

      Curiosity killed the cat.

      Julie still remembered the feeling when she was twelve years old and discovered the rest of the saying… but satisfaction brought it back. She’d taken great satisfaction in informing her mother, who had not enjoyed being corrected but had mostly taken it with good grace.

      Her admirer had been sending her gifts for just over a year now. Always her favorite things. Always—until recently—delivered to Marquis when she was working. Which was what had set Law off in the first place. Some of those deliveries had happened when it wouldn’t have been common knowledge she was present at Marquis. They never arrived during classes.

      He’d been convinced she’d had a stalker, but as the months had gone on with no contact other than gifts and notes, always delivered by a third party, Julie had relaxed. Right up until she’d gotten a gift at her house because she hadn’t been at Marquis on the ‘one-year anniversary’ of when the gifts had first started. At least, that’s what the note had said, explaining why it had been sent to her house.

      Law had nearly hit the roof.

      She’d been more disturbed than she’d let on to him, mostly because she hated admitting he might be right. But, again, nothing had happened after that. No one had appeared at her house or started calling her or doing anything that might be construed as escalation.

      One might argue that coming to Marquis to reveal themselves was an escalation, but they were leaving it entirely up to her whether or not to join them. Julie couldn’t make the decision until she knew who they were, and having Law breathing down her neck was going to be counterproductive to all that. Plus, she didn’t want him barging in to scare them away or scold them. Then she’d have to kick his ass, which could damage their coworker relationship.

      “Have a good night,” he said, giving her a little wave before walking out the door.

      Julie breathed a sigh of relief. He definitely didn’t know something was up, or he’d never have left like that.

      Glancing at the clock, she felt a flutter in her stomach. People would be starting to arrive, those who were eating before the show started. Would her secret admirer be one of them? Or would they just show up for the show?

      Dinner would make sense if they wanted her to join them. On the other hand, maybe they wouldn’t want to sit there eating alone if she didn’t. Maybe they’d show up at the last minute, just in case she didn’t come.

      The phone in her office rang, and she picked it up.

      “Are you going to come over to watch on the security cameras with me or not?” Olivia demanded as soon as Julie picked up, rather than greeting her. Another Domme, Olivia, was the manager of Marquis and the only one who knew about the secret admirer’s latest note. Julie hadn’t even told Camille, the third member of their little coterie. Not because she didn’t trust Camille, but Camille’s submissive was Freddy, who worked at Marquis, and although he could be tight-lipped, too…

      The fewer people who knew, the better. If she didn’t go to meet her secret admirer, she didn’t want anyone to know she’d rejected them. They’d brought her a lot of joy over the past year, and she didn’t want to hurt them, even if she decided not to accept their offer of service.

      “I’m coming. I was just giving Law a minute to clear out.”

      “He’s gone, now come over!”

      Julie laughed softly as she put down the phone. There were very few people she allowed to boss her around anymore, but Olivia was one of them—sometimes. Mostly because she was technically Julie’s boss. In this case, she’d allow it because Olivia was demanding something she wanted to do, anyway.

      Getting to her feet, she smoothed her hands over the black skirt she was wearing, even though it didn’t really need it. She’d dressed carefully today in a skirt she could easily move in and pull up if she wanted to and a button-down silky jewel-tone blue blouse. Just a little dressier than she might normally be. Nothing to set anyone’s alarm bells ringing—as Law’s evidently had not.

      Lifting her chin, she stepped out into the lobby and gave Freddy and Morgan a little wave. They were preoccupied with talking intently about something, but they both waved back. She had to laugh at herself. This was what main character syndrome felt like—thinking everyone was paying attention to her when they were wrapped up in their own lives.

      With her day job of being a therapist, she was pretty familiar with the symptoms, though she didn’t often experience them herself. It was very interesting to realize she felt like everyone was looking at her and paying far more attention to her than they actually were. Law had gone about his day as usual and left to go home. Freddy and Morgan were having their own discussion.

      No one was as interested in her life as she was.

      Which really helped her relax as she crossed over to Olivia’s door. She knocked at the same time she turned the handle, opening the door to cross the threshold. Olivia looked up as Julie came in, grinning widely. She loved being in the know, and she’d promised not to even tell her fiancé about the admirer being revealed.

      “You look nice,” Olivia said, casting a scrutinizing eye over Julie.

      “Thanks.” Julie automatically reached up to smooth her hair back, even though it didn’t need it. She’d put the long, silky mass back into a bun and added two decorative chopsticks to it. They were pretty and good for sensation play.

      She’d also found they were good for stabbing impertinent Doms, who assumed she was submissive just because she was Asian. Painful but not harmful, as long as she wasn’t wielding them with too much force. Thankfully, not something she’d had to worry about since coming to Stronghold and Marquis. The vast majority of members knew better than to stereotype, and the ones who didn’t quickly learned their lesson. Still, it was better to be safe than sorry, and since she didn’t know what to expect from her secret admirer, having some kind of self-defense weapon on hand seemed smart.

      At just barely five feet tall and petite in every way, she was used to everyone being bigger than her and, therefore, assuming they were stronger. Sometimes, they were even right, though many underestimated her. The first time she’d met Olivia had been at a Jujitsu class, and she’d rocked the other woman’s world, despite Olivia’s experience with other martial arts. That was how they’d become friends.

      Walking around the desk, she sat down in the chair Olivia had obviously pulled up for her. Olivia didn’t even glance at her—the redhead was practically sitting on the edge of her seat, her eyes glued to the screens, watching everyone who was approaching the building from the members’ entrance.

      Marquis was set up as a restaurant in front, with the kink club on the second floor. Members came through a separate, hidden entrance. Some of them dined in the regular restaurant beforehand, though most preferred to come to the second floor’s more private surrounds for their meal. Groups were the most likely to eat downstairs, then split up once they reached the second floor, though the booths upstairs would also accommodate parties up to six or eight.

      “Anyone with roses so far?” Julie asked, even though she already knew the answer was no. Otherwise, Olivia would have called to tell her, even if Law had been in the office.

      “Nope.” Olivia didn’t look surprised or offended Julie had asked. She knew Julie was nervous. “No one with flowers at all. So far, I’ve seen Master Eric and Steve and Master Roman and Glory.”

      No one unexpected, then. There were no solo reservations for the evening, which was what made everything more curious. Several reservations had been made under assumed names, which wasn’t unusual. Some of the members were more secretive than others. As long as they showed up with their Member ID, they were allowed in, even if they’d made the reservation under a different name.

      There were also a few reservations for groups that had been made under a single name. So, it was hard to tell just from the reservations who her admirer might be, unfortunately.

      “Oh, isn’t that Noelle… and she’s alone and carrying flowers?” Olivia’s shocked and slightly panicked tone matched Julie’s reaction as her jaw dropped open.

      If it was Noelle, that would explain the reticence to come forward, but… Julie would not have pegged the woman for a secret admirer type. Everything she’d seen Noelle do, from very early on since she joined the club, was followed by a wake of noise and drama. She was very good at getting others on her side, very good at playing the victim, and very good at knowing exactly what to say and how to twist words and actions to her own advantage. Julie didn’t feel comfortable diagnosing her, but there were a lot of narcissistic markers in her behavior.

      She also hadn’t presented as anything other than straight in the club. Most recently, she’d been dating a Dom named Damian, though she had heard they’d broken up, which was why Julie had assumed Noelle hadn’t been around as much. Things had been significantly less dramatic with her absence.

      On the other hand, if she had been hiding part of her sexuality—if she’d been in love with her old roommate Iris—that would explain so much of her⁠—

      “Oh! She just stopped. Carolyn and Amy are coming up behind her. She’s giving the flowers to… Oh, that’s right, it’s Amy’s birthday.” Olivia flopped back in her chair, putting her hand on her heart. “Okay, that was way more stressful than I thought it would be. I’m not sure I can take this.”

      Relief poured through Julie as well. She hadn’t needed Olivia’s play-by-play since her eyes had been glued to the screen, but in some ways, it had been nice to have someone else panicking over it, too. She couldn’t imagine rejecting Noelle going well. It also helped build some of her own confidence back—if Noelle had been her secret admirer, that would have been an entire facet of her personality Julie had completely missed.

      “Wait, why is Amy here for her birthday? Where’s her fiancé?” Although she tried not to get involved unless asked, she’d been keeping her eye on Amy for a while now. The fact that her partner had never come to Stronghold or Marquis and had never shown any interest in that side of Amy’s life had both surprised and worried her.

      “Hmm.” Olivia leaned forward, frowning at the screen as they watched the three women go inside. “I don’t know.”

      And if Olivia didn’t know, chances were that no one around the club knew. Julie huffed. It wasn’t her business to get involved in. She should stay out of it. She had enough going on. But it made her feel itchy.

      “Oh! Oh!” Olivia bounced in her seat again, pointing at the screen.

      Julie stared at where she was pointing, the man looking much smaller on the screen than he did in real life. He was dressed in his usual leather pants and vest, but it looked like his short hair had been gelled and styled. He was holding a large bouquet of what were clearly roses… and even over the security camera feed, she could tell how nervous he felt.

      She also immediately understood why he’d been hesitant to approach her before.

      “Oh, my…” Olivia murmured, all the ramifications apparently hitting her at the same time. She turned her head to look at Julie. “What are you going to do?”

      Still staring at the screen, Julie slowly shook her head.

      “I don’t know.”
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      Connor

      This was a mistake.

      No, it’s not. Just try it. If she doesn’t come out, then maybe that’s the sign that everyone was right.

      “Connor, hey!” Morgan perked up when she saw him, and her greeting made Freddy look up and smile at him. Okay, well, that was that. He had to go in now. If he turned around and walked back down the stairs without going in, everyone would wonder why. He forced himself to start walking to the desk as Morgan glanced down at the computer screen in front of her. “Did you have a reservation?”

      “I’m in there as Master C.” He cleared his throat, flexing his fingers around the bouquet of flowers, wishing he’d chosen a less obvious way to indicate who he was to Mistress Julie. But flowers were romantic, and other people sometimes brought flowers with them to Marquis. So, they weren’t entirely out of place, just because he’d never done it before.

      “And you’re meeting someone?” Freddy asked, his sharp blue gaze going from the flowers Connor was holding over to the computer screen. Well, that answered one of Connor’s unspoken questions. He’d wondered if Julie would tell her friends about her secret admirer revealing themselves tonight. He’d wondered if he was walking right into a hailstorm of gossip.

      If Freddy didn’t know and didn’t see any significance in the flowers, then Camille probably didn’t know. If neither of them knew, it was likely that nobody did. He relaxed. Not all the way, but a little knot of tension worked itself loose from between his shoulders and flittered away.

      If nothing else, at least he wasn’t the subject of everyone’s attention tonight.

      “Yes.” Much better to say yes than he wasn’t sure. If she didn’t show, people would just assume some submissive showed him up. Which was fine. Eventually, they might find out that it was Mistress Julie, but she seemed like a private person, so they might not.

      He hoped not.

      Revealing himself like this was making a big ball of anxiety churn in his gut. He’d never meant to take it this far. He’d just liked sending her things and knowing it made her happy. He’d wanted her to know she was admired. It wasn’t until he’d decided that he had to stop that he’d started thinking about seeing if maybe…

      Maybe…

      “Great. Well, right this way,” Freddy said cheerfully, picking up the menus for the evening. He was dressed in a dark pink suit that clashed with Morgan’s red hair. Next to him, she was wearing a simple black dress that showed off her curves and looked both classy enough to eat out in but sexy enough that she’d fit right in with the other club members.

      As Freddy led him into the main dining area of Marquis, Connor couldn’t help eyeing the other man curiously. Freddy was flamboyant, as demonstrated by his pink suit, and submissive, but he also had a reputation as an absolutely ruthless lawyer, and he wasn’t afraid to go toe-to-toe with any of the dominants in the club if he needed to protect another submissive. Yet despite his ruthlessness and his aggressive protectiveness, no one questioned whether or not he was a submissive.

      “Have a great evening,” Freddy said, putting the menus on the table of one of the booths. He’d put them on the far side of the stage, which took up the center of the room, with all the booths arrayed around it in a semi-circle. Whatever curiosity he had about who Connor was meeting, he kept to himself. Though Connor would be willing to bet, he and Morgan would be discussing it as soon as he got back to the front desk.

      Sighing, Connor put the roses down on the table, wondering again if this was a mistake.

      He was already here, so he might as well sit down and see if she showed up. Or maybe Law would show up to drag him out and kick him out of the club. Connor sat down and scrubbed his hand over his face, as though he could wipe away the visual. While he might tower over Law, he’d let the other man kick him out if that’s what it came down to. Especially if he’d made Mistress Julie uncomfortable, which was the last thing he wanted to do.

      He was aware that she was half his size. He was aware of how ludicrous they’d look as a couple with her dominating him. No one would expect that. Everyone—from the moment they’d met him and he’d expressed an interest in kink—had assumed he was a Dom. And he’d assumed they were right. After all, he hadn’t known much about kink other than it made him feel… things.

      It wasn’t until he’d been through the classes and really started to pay attention to what he was the most drawn to that he realized he wasn’t the same as the other Doms. He wasn’t the same as his friends. And no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t make himself feel the same way they did.

      He didn’t want to be the one ordering someone else around. He didn’t want to be the one tying someone else up. He didn’t want to be the one administering the flogging.

      At the same time, who wanted a submissive who looked like a Dom? And how could he tell all of his friends they were wrong about him? That he wasn’t like them?

      He wasn’t sure he could.

      Tapping his fingers against the table, he barely looked at the menu before Annette, one of the club subs he’d scened with before, came over to get his drink order.

      “Hi, Master Connor. Do you want to order a drink now or wait till your date gets here?” She smiled down at him, but just the use of the honorific made him want to flinch. What would everyone think if they told him he wasn’t a Master? Wasn’t a Dom? Would they feel like he’d lied to them?

      Would she be angry that she’d scened with him, and he’d deceived her?

      “Not a date,” he corrected automatically. Just in case. Though it really wasn’t a date, even if she showed up. She might come just to turn him down. Which would be fine. Well, not fine exactly, but definitely within her rights. “Um… I’ll have a beer, please. Whatever is on tap.”

      At his size, one beer barely affected him. Not that he was expecting Mistress Julie to jump into scening with him. Shit. Did he want her to jump into scening with him?

      “Okay, great.” Annette shot him a curious look before walking away. Some of his internal panic must have shown on his face.

      Bracing his elbows on the table, Connor pressed the heels of his hands against his eye sockets, taking several deep breaths as he tried to calm himself down. This was feeling more and more like a mistake every second. Why hadn’t he thought through all the possible repercussions before walking in here?

      Because I was so focused on Mistress Julie, I forgot to think about everyone else.

      Maybe not forgot so much as pushed it out of his mind. He’d wanted to roll the dice and see what happened if he revealed himself. See if the fantasies he had in his head matched up with reality.

      He should go.

      Dropping his hands, he lifted his head… and found himself looking at the woman herself, standing on the other side of the table. She looked stunning in a blue shirt and black skirt, her long hair pulled back up away from her face in a bun, with two sticks that had little dangly decorations hanging from them stuck through it. With him sitting down in the booth, they were about the same height. Her gaze pierced him as she tilted her head, as though she was wondering what he was doing there… or maybe just wondering why he appeared to be having a meltdown.

      He felt a moment of panic.

      She did realize he was there to meet her, right?

      Or would it be better if she didn’t, and he could just pretend all of this never happened?

      “Hello, Connor,” she said in that low, cool voice that made shivers dance over his skin. The voice she used when she was scening with a sub, which always made him wish he was the sub. The voice that had made him really start questioning everything he thought he wanted when it came to kink.

      “Mistress Julie.” Unfortunately, he didn’t sound nearly as calm or cool as she did. He kind of sounded as if he was being strangled.

      She reached out, resting one finger atop the cellophane on the roses.

      “Are these for me?” Her dark eyes bored into him. It was the moment of truth. He could lie and say no and get up and run. He fully believed she would never tell anyone, never humiliate him that way. There was compassion in her expression, as though she understood how hard this was for him. As if she recognized how much he was struggling.

      He cleared his throat, placing his hands flat on the table, the hard wood cool beneath his palms.

      “Yes.”
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      Julie

      Connor looked ready to bolt.

      With his hands flat on the table, his shoulders hunched as if he was trying to make himself smaller than he was, and the panic in his expression when he realized she was standing there, she wondered if she should have come inside. He had been about to run; she was sure of it.

      Part of her wondered if it would be better if he did.

      While she believed he was very possibly submissive, or perhaps switchy, if he wasn’t ready to accept that side of himself, then he wasn’t ready. Sometimes, a crush was just a crush. Sometimes, reality didn’t match up with expectations.

      What she could do was talk to him and help him figure out what he wanted.

      “Thank you, they’re beautiful,” she said simply, sliding into the booth. She smiled at him, her voice flipping from her Domme voice to the one she usually used in the office with her clients. “We can just talk.”

      “Um. Right.” He cleared his throat again, and Julie couldn’t help but smile.

      They hadn’t spent much time together after the introduction class he’d taken, though she’d seen him watching nearly all of her demonstrations since then. Something she hadn’t realized was significant until right now. After all, he was hardly the only Dom to attend as many demonstrations as possible, adding to their knowledge base.

      However, as far as she knew, Connor rarely used what he learned. He was a softer Dom, and the submissives loved that about him. Especially the ones who needed some coddling and caretaking, which was what most of them went to him for. He was their gentle giant, their big teddy bear, and they teased and bratted, knowing he’d just laugh and enjoy their antics.

      Thankfully, for a segue, Annette appeared at their table with a tall glass of beer for Connor. Her eyes widened when she realized it was Julie sitting there, with the flowers in front of her, then comprehension settled onto her expression.

      “Hello, Mistress Julie. Can I get you something to drink?” she asked as she slid the glass of amber liquid in front of Connor.

      “Water and a dirty martini, please.”

      “Sure thing. I’ll be right back.” Annette flounced off, and Julie looked over at Connor with some bemusement.

      “Did you tell her I was coming?” she asked.

      He shook his head.

      “I just told her this wasn’t a date.” The hesitation in his voice made it clear he wasn’t sure how she would take that. Julie wasn’t offended since he hadn’t known whether she was going to show up to meet him. She didn’t blame him for trying to save face in case she didn’t.

      Even now, Annette likely thought they were just two dominants having dinner to talk shop and watch the performance. That’s what the gossip train would say. Olivia wouldn’t correct anyone’s misconceptions unless Julie asked her to.

      “Well, that takes some of the pressure off,” she said with a smile. Connor managed a half-smile back at her, a bit of the tension leaving his shoulders. “So, is Shibari something you’re interested in?”

      She could have gone straight into questioning him about why he’d wanted to meet her, what he wanted out of tonight, but she was pretty sure that would put his back up. Right now, she wanted to get him more relaxed, get the conversation flowing a little more naturally, then she’d be able to make her way around to that once he wasn’t so anxious.

      “I’m not sure.” He shrugged and held up his hand, laughing in a self-deprecating manner. “My fingers are too big for delicate knots most of the time.”

      “Mine aren’t.” Julie held up her own hand with her very delicate fingers. They were petite, just like the rest of her. She winked. “I bet you’d be surprised if you tried, though. Patrick doesn’t exactly have small fingers.”

      Connor’s shoulders went down a little more, and he chuckled as he took a sip of beer. The air of tension hadn’t completely dissipated, but it was lessening.

      “That’s true. Though my hands are bigger than his.” He eyed her, as if he was wondering if she was going to say something about big hands and what that meant.

      Julie smiled back at him serenely. She was sure he’d heard all the jokes before.

      She liked to be different.

      “Well, you won’t know until you try. You can do some really beautiful things with Shibari.” It was the right thing to say.

      Connor relaxed even more, smiling back at her.

      How had she never noticed the eager-to-please expression on his face? Had he been hiding it, or had she just passed right over it because it wasn’t expected?

      What else had she missed about him?
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      Julie

      Connor Bright was an attractive man. It was something she’d noticed before, but she hadn’t really thought about whether she was attracted to him because she hadn’t realized he was an option. Sitting next to him, talking to him, really taking the time to look at him…

      Yeah.

      She was attracted.

      There was something exhilarating about the idea of dominating him, too. He was so much bigger than her—taller, broader, stronger—and he wanted to submit to her. Such a large, strong man on his knees for her… and he’d probably be nearly as tall as her, even when he was on his knees. Like her own personal mountain to climb and play with.

      As they chatted, their dinners arrived, and he slowly relaxed—until Annette came to clear their plates, and tension started leaking back into his frame. Julie paused to take a sip of her drink. This was usually the point in a session with a client where they were working themselves up to admit something or say why they were really there.

      Averting his gaze, looking down at where his big hands were wrapped around the base of his glass, he cleared his throat.

      Julie waited.

      “So, um. I hope I didn’t bother you with all the gifts.”

      “You didn’t. It was clear you put a lot of care into them. I was flattered.” She had no problem admitting that. Chances were, he’d already heard that from Law, anyway. She had no doubt that Law had shared his concerns about her admirer with his friends. The fact that Connor was one of those friends made it more amusing in some ways.

      The more she thought about it, the more likely she thought it was Law’s fault that her secret admirer had often known when she was at the club. What was more natural than talking to his friends about when he had a meeting? And, of course, she would be there…

      She couldn’t wait to rub his face in it.

      As long as Connor didn’t mind, of course.

      But she really wanted to.

      “Even the one sent to your house?” His tension ratcheted up another level.

      Julie hesitated, because she didn’t want him to feel bad, but she also didn’t want to lie to him.

      “That one… surprised me more. It worried me a little. But I wasn’t scared, just… concerned,” she said carefully, watching his reaction. He winced, which made her feel a little bad, but it was the truth. “After nothing else happened, I wasn’t as concerned anymore.”

      “That’s good.” He rubbed his finger across his glass, the condensation making a kind of soft squealing sound. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t think about how it would be different from sending it here. I just…”

      Reaching out, Julie put her hand over his when his voice trailed off, causing him to look at her. She smiled sympathetically. Poor guy. He hadn’t thought, but he’d clearly learned and accepted the feedback, and that was just as important to her. Maybe even more so.

      “I understand. Thank you for the apology.” She smiled at him. “Now, do you want to talk about why you chose to reveal yourself?”

      She was still in shrink mode, but she felt her axis shift when his expression did. The anxiety had mostly cleared, leaving behind a kind of hunger that called to something deep inside her. The look in his eyes had turned pleading and eager, just the kind of look she liked to see on a sub.

      “I… felt like I shouldn’t keep sending things when I wasn’t sure if it bothered you or not. And I… I wanted to know. I guess. If there was any chance…” He was stumbling over his words, frustration starting to show on his face, as he couldn’t quite seem to get his meaning out clearly.

      “Have you tried submitting to anyone else?” She was pretty sure of the answer, but she wanted to be positive. Connor shook his head, confirming her suspicion. “What makes you think you want to try submitting?”

      She kept her hand on his as he sighed, tilting his head back to look up into the darkness of the ceiling. The shadows were strong up there, most of the light coming from the sconces on the wall behind them and the dim lights that were currently up on the stage in the center of the room. They would be darkening soon, heralding the beginning of the show and ending their chance to talk.

      “I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to be on the receiving end. I know I’m kinky. I enjoyed the Dom class, but when I’m in the club, I don’t get a lot of enjoyment out of being the one in charge. I do like making the subs feel good. I enjoy that. I like being able to give them what they need. But it feels like something is missing for me. And every time I watched you do a demonstration, I didn’t want to be in your spot. I wanted to be in your sub’s.”

      The admission must have been hard for him. It came out in a rush, his voice low. The booths were designed to help keep conversation and sounds as private as possible, but some still escaped. Yet he couldn’t hold it back any longer, even knowing there was a chance someone could overhear him.

      Julie rubbed his hand, a kind of physical reward for his bravery in speaking, and when her head dropped down to look at their hands and he smiled, she knew he felt it.

      “That makes sense.” It did. Connor was a helpful person. She’d noticed that about him. Everyone assumed he was a service Dom or even verging on a Daddy Dom who just didn’t take the title. He liked to caretake. He probably got some of that fulfilled by taking care of the submissives, but if he still felt like he was missing something, and he kept picturing himself in their place… It was very possible he’d figured out the absent component but was still hesitant. She understood that, too. “What did you hope for tonight?”

      With a short laugh, Connor spread his hands, which shifted her hand on his. Rather than move it away, she let it rest in his palm. Partly because she didn’t want him to think she was pulling away and partly because she didn’t truly want to stop touching him yet. He needed the contact, she wanted to give him support, and she rather liked touching him.

      It felt like now that she’d been given permission to notice him, she couldn’t stop. She did like what she saw. And the fact that he’d seen her, that he’d been sending her the most thoughtful gifts she’d ever received in her life for the past year… But she also didn’t want to throw herself into something that he might quickly back out of. It was clear he wasn’t sure about what he wanted, and she understood that.

      After all, how could he know if he really liked it if he hadn’t tried it?

      “I hoped you would show up. I didn’t really think past that.” He was looking at her with big, hopeful, puppy dog eyes. The kind of eyes that begged for her to take control and lead him down the path he wanted to walk.

      Annette came up to the table, and Connor quickly pulled his hand away from Julie’s, which stung a bit. She knew he was protecting both of them, but she’d been enjoying that contact, and she hadn’t given him permission to end it.

      That was either a warning sign for her to be wary of - or something they’d have to work on. Since they weren’t officially doing anything yet, she decided to put the matter to the side for now.

      “Would you like any dessert? Show should be starting in about ten minutes.” Annette smiled brightly, her gaze flitting back and forth between them, leaving Julie to think that she might have noticed the handholding, despite Connor’s efforts. However, handholding wasn’t necessarily indicative of anything romantic. Friends could hold hands, so she might not think much of it, though Connor snatching his away would raise more suspicion that something was going on than if he’d left it.

      Julie glanced at Connor, who looked back at her.

      “Any objection to chocolate cake?” she asked. It seemed like an innocuous choice. Connor shook his head, and she turned back to Annette. “Chocolate cake to share, please.”

      Interesting. Despite pulling his hand away, he’d still taken her lead with a witness there. Now that she thought about it, when he was around other Doms, he tended to take their lead. Sometimes, he would go do his own thing, but mostly, he went along with what the others wanted to do.

      Considering his closest friends were Doms—well, Q was a switch, but he was also a newer friend for Connor—it made a lot of sense that he’d gone along with being a Dom for a while. She also suspected it was part of why he’d kept his confusion and conflicting desires a secret from them. Which meant starting anything could be a lot more complicated. Julie had promised herself she was never going to let herself feel like anyone’s dirty little secret ever again.

      “Would you like to try some submission tonight?” If they tried tonight, she could keep it from going too far. Even though she was definitely attracted to him, that didn’t necessarily have to mean it would lead somewhere. He’d never tried before. It might be that he backed off afterward. It might be that he realized it was what he really wanted.

      As much as she liked making plans, sometimes she couldn’t jump ahead too far into the future.

      One step at a time.

      That meant offering to give him a chance to try things tonight, then seeing where that led. Maybe nowhere. Maybe somewhere interesting. She needed to squash the impulse to try to travel all the paths before she even knew which way he would leap.

      He might not even take her up on this offer.

      In fact, for a moment, she thought he wouldn’t. He hesitated, unsure, despite the hunger in his eyes… then he nodded.

      “Good.” Julie scooted a little closer to him, her voice going a little lower. This time, rather than putting her hand in his, she put her hand on his thigh. Felt his tension ratchet up as he sucked in a breath, as if he hadn’t been expecting it.

      Rather than trying to jump into the future, attempting to figure out what could happen after tonight, her brain finally got into gear, trying to decide exactly how she wanted this evening to go.
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        * * *

      

      Connor

      Would he like to try?

      Yes. Absolutely. That was what he’d really wanted to ask for but hadn’t been able to bring himself to. He hadn’t wanted her to feel pressured. Or obligated. Though so far, she seemed like she was… interested? Maybe not as interested in him as he was in her. After all, he’d been sending her gifts for the past year.

      Maybe she felt like she owed him for that.

      He was struggling with her easy acceptance that he wanted to submit. Shouldn’t she be… angry? Disappointed?

      He didn’t know.

      Her acceptance left him breathless and feeling vulnerable, as well as excited. His cock was definitely excited. The second she touched him, all the blood in his body rushed straight to his groin and made his pants extremely uncomfortable. Yet he liked it. That was one of the things he’d liked the most about watching her scenes—the hard-on that he would get that he couldn’t do anything about while he watched.

      Then he’d do a little self-torture by not getting off until he got home and could close his eyes, imagining himself as her sub, with her low, sultry voice telling him to cum for her.

      Yeah, he fucking wanted to try.

      When Annette appeared at the other side of the table with their cake, he also felt like scrunching down and hiding. Not that he could. He’d always been too big for that, no matter how hard he’d tried. He’d had horrible back pain in high school from making the attempt to be smaller. Now, he always stood tall for the sake of his spine and muscles, but right now, he wished he could.

      She didn’t seem to see anything wrong, though, which set him at some ease. Julie’s hand still felt like a brand on his thigh, but if Annette realized Julie was touching him, she didn’t show any sign of it.

      “Here you go, enjoy! You’ve got about five minutes before the show starts.” She smiled serenely. “Do you want to leave the curtains open?”

      “Draw the sheers, please,” Julie said. It was a request, but it was also an order, and it made both his heart and his cock jump.

      Once all the lights went down for the show, the sheers would make it nearly impossible to see into the booth. It could mean nothing other than they didn’t want to be seen by those on stage or that they wanted a little extra privacy to be unobserved. A lot of people used the sheers without doing anything extracurricular behind them.

      It also opened up a lot of opportunities, especially for someone who was feeling uncertain. Someone who was going against everything everyone thought of him and trying something new. Someone who didn’t want to be observed while they explored the other side of kink.

      “Sure thing.” Annette was cheerful as she drew the sheers and moved on to the next table.

      Once the curtains dropped, their view of the stage became a little fuzzier, but they could still see clearly through them, at least that far. The booths on the other side of the room were almost completely obscured, though. Julie gave his thigh another little squeeze when he started to reach for the fork.

      “Stop. Put your hands on the table, palms down flat.” Her voice was still low, meant for his ears only, but the short order made his pulse race. His cock pushed against the front of his leathers, as if it was trying to break free.

      Connor put his hands on the table, spreading his fingers out, his breath coming a little faster as he obeyed. Knowing exactly where to put his hands, knowing exactly what she wanted him to do… it felt like relief.

      “Good boy,” she murmured, reaching out with her other hand to pick up the fork. His balls tightened.

      Fuck, he liked that. Almost too much. He’d fantasized about her calling him ‘good boy,’ but it was so much better in reality.

      Scooping up a forkful of chocolate cake, she lifted it to his lips, and Connor froze, nearly going cross-eyed as he tried to stare at it.

      “Open,” she ordered, and he did, even though it felt weird. Not wrong, just… weird. He’d always imagined him serving her, not the other way around, but if this was what she wanted…

      Stop thinking and just do what you’re told.

      Which was somehow incredibly freeing.

      And the chocolate tasted delicious.
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      Connor

      By the time the lights started to dim, signaling the start of the show, Mistress Julie was feeding him the second to last bite of cake. Being fed while he was immobile—not that anything was holding him in place other than her command—was an entirely new experience for him. It was also something he never would have thought to do as a Dom.

      Which made him wonder, again, if he’d been failing the subs he’d scened with.

      On the other hand, he’d never had a meal with any of the subs he’d scened with. Maybe if he had, he would have thought of feeding them, but… probably not. He was self-aware enough to know that. Still, at least he wouldn’t have disappointed any of them since there had been a lack of opportunity.

      “You’re thinking too hard,” Mistress Julie said, rapping the back of his knuckles with the spoon. It didn’t hurt that much, but the sting was enough to jolt him back to the present and her very enjoyable company.

      “Sorry.” He gave her a sheepish smile. “Sometimes, it’s hard to turn my brain off.”

      “Which isn’t necessarily a bad thing, but right now, I’d rather you were focused on feeling instead of thinking.” She smiled back at him, and he caught it right before the lights completely went dark.

      Music started to throb through the room and the lights on the stage lit up, bright and focused on that one area. With the sheers drawn, it would now be next-to-impossible to see into their booth, even from the stage. If anyone even wanted to make the attempt.

      Fingers slid into his hair, and Connor almost groaned as she tugged gently on his scalp.

      “Under the table, Connor. I want you to start at my ankles and work your way up to dessert.”

      Oh, fuck.

      His dick hadn’t gone down while she was feeding him, but somehow, he was even harder than before.

      And he had to get under the table?

      He wasn’t sure he would fit, but if that’s where she wanted him, he was going to try his best to make it work. Especially because there was a prize at the end of the effort. He hadn’t imagined she would be willing to go nearly this far, but now that he knew it was possible, he was eager to take it there.

      Taking a deep breath, he began to sink down, twisting slightly to fit his bulk under the table and turning to face her. One hand was still in his hair, and he heard the muffled clink of silverware against glass, letting him know that she was eating the last bite of cake.

      While he was under the table about to eat her.

      Why that felt so deliciously exciting, he didn’t know, but it sent an unexpected thrill through him.

      Shifting back, he felt her let go of his hair with reluctance, but he needed the room to maneuver if he was going to start at her ankles. It was nearly pitch black under the table, only the faintest hint of light coming from the stage. He was missing the entire show, and he didn’t care at all.

      Sliding his hands down her legs, he lifted one and pressed a kiss to her ankle, sliding his tongue over her smooth skin. He began moving his mouth with slow, hot kisses up to her knee, then he switched to the other side. It wasn’t easy. He was bent over uncomfortably, he felt completely squished, he couldn’t see what he was doing, and the throbbing music made it hard to tell if she was reacting or not, yet…

      Yet he was already happier than he’d ever been when he was in charge of a scene.

      Despite all that, his dick was throbbing in time with the music, and he didn’t care one whit about the discomfort. He just wanted to make Mistress Julie happy with him. This felt… good. Right. He’d been given a mission, and all he had to do was accomplish it.

      All the thoughts that had been swirling around his mind disappeared as he focused on moving his mouth up her legs, his hands caressing at the same time. As he reached the edge of her skirt, her fingers slid back into his hair, and she pulled up the hem of her skirt with the other hand. Her body slid forward, legs parting, though he was still cramped because of his broad shoulders and did not fit easily between her legs.

      His back and head bumped the underside of the table, but he didn’t care.

      Breathing in the sweet scent of her arousal, he was focused on one thing and one thing only—his promised dessert. Not that he rushed things. This was about her pleasure.

      His mouth moved over her inner thighs, getting closer and closer until he was able to finally taste her. She tasted as good as she smelled. Connor groaned, pushing his head forward, his shoulders moving her legs wider. He bumped the underside of the table again and ignored the thud as he finally reached the promised land. Over the music, he could hear her moan as his tongue slipped between her folds, the sweet flavor of woman coating his taste buds.

      Fuck, he liked hearing her moan because of him.

      Eagerly, he pressed inward, not caring about the humid air that was hard to breathe. Who needed air anyway? He just needed this. He felt more alive, more engaged, more free than in any scene he’d ever done.

      Burying his mouth in her pussy, he feasted.
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        * * *

      

      Julie

      Though she was trying to keep quiet, to preserve some semblance of secrecy about what she and Connor were doing—just in case the occupants on the booths on either side of them were paying any attention—it wasn’t easy. Partly because she wanted him to know he was doing a good job and partly because he really was doing a very good job.

      It was very distracting.

      As good a show as Patrick was putting on, wrapping Lexie in a rope dress and preparing to lift her into the air, Julie was having trouble watching it. She was far more interested in the massive man kneeling at her feet, eating her out like a starving man, who kept banging into the table and not pausing in his efforts. It was a good thing the tables were bolted to the floor, or he probably would have shifted the whole thing.

      Julie shuddered, moaning again as his tongue laved over a particularly sensitive spot. One hand gripped his hair, the other gripped the table. She was too short to truly be able to lean back against the back of the booth—the seats were made particularly wide for a reason—but she was leaning back as much as she could to give Connor as much access to her pussy as possible. Her thighs trembled slightly at the stretch necessary to accommodate his shoulders.

      If she could have put them over his shoulders, she would have, but being in the booth only allowed for certain positions. Especially with as big as he was.

      “Oh, fuck…” she moaned as he shifted, managing to get his mouth even more firmly on her pussy, sucking her clit between his lips. Her insides clenched in response, quivering as her orgasm slid closer to its peak.

      On the stage, Patrick was lifting Lexie into the air, an expression of utter bliss on her face as she flew. The music was swelling as he lifted a crop and began to work her over while she hung in the center of the stage like a work of art. Her cries at the sting and the moans of pleasure blended in with the music, as did all the sounds coming from the booths around them.

      No one would be able to tell what sound came from where.

      Which meant she could let go of her own worries about revealing too much. Gripping Connor’s hair tighter, she ground her pussy against his mouth, crying out when he seemed to realize how close she was, and sucked her clit back between his lips. His tongue flicked against the tiny bud, the suction pulling at her in waves. She cried out again, her thighs tightening around his shoulders as hot bliss exploded inside her.

      Muscles quivering, she gasped and moaned as she rode his mouth, clutching his head tightly against her as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Her body buzzed from the heady sensations, his mouth and tongue working until she was nearly limp.

      Only then did she tug on his hair, moving him away from her, giving her the space to catch her breath. He went with reluctance she could feel, even though she couldn’t see his face.
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