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GIVE IN is a scintillating collection of BDSM stories by prolific erotic scribe Andrea Dale. Prepare to be both aroused and charmed by these fifteen luscious tales of dark desire and power exchange, which appeared is such notable anthologies as Playing With Fire, Bound by Lust, and Do Not Disturb (a 2010 Independent Publisher Book Awards winner).

In GIVE IN you’ll find out why Violet Blue calls Andrea Dale a “legendary erotica heavy hitter”!




 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION

 

 

WHAT IS IT ABOUT SUBMISSION (and the yin to its yang, domination) that beguiles us so? The answer would take pages, ranging from psychological research to personal ponderings. Everyone’s experience is different.

I’ve tried to explore the question in these stories, although I wrote them, first and foremost, to entice and arouse the reader. The submissive women aren’t doormats; the dominent men aren’t without heart. In fact, in many of these you’ll find a thread of romance—long-term couples continuing to explore the depths of their kinky sexuality; new lovers learning together what pushes each other’s erotic buttons.

The common thread is this: At the end of each story, the characters are sated, satisfied, happy, and in many cases blissfully exhausted. (In other cases, this was just round one!)

I hope you enjoy the journeys the characters in these stories take. I hope they turn you on…and I hope they make you turn to someone you love and whisper your deepest, darkest, kinkiest, filthiest desires.

Have fun!

 

—Andrea Dale




 

 

 

 



GUARDING HER BODY

 

 

OH, NOW HE’D DONE IT.

Catriona had never been one for pitching fits, but so help her, right now she just wanted to stamp her foot and let out a nice cathartic scream of pure frustration.

But the last thing she wanted to see was the glittering amusement in Jake McGovern’s dark eyes at her tantrum.

The last thing she wanted to see was, in fact, Jake McGovern.

“Good evening, Ms. Sullivan,” he said, all suave and solid in his tuxedo, the bump of his gun not even visible. Unless that was a gun in his custom trousers, and she was reasonably sure he was storing something else entirely there.

She’d spent some quality time alone with her vibrator fantasizing about just what the bodyguard’s cock might look like. And feel like…

“Take the night off, Jake,” she said, indicating the front door of her soon-to-be-ex fiancé Timothy’s Atlanta penthouse. “It’s not that big a party.”

“He asked me to look after you tonight,” Jake said. He leaned against the wall, but his body was anything but relaxed.

Dammit. She was screwed.

Timothy, her fiancé, was cheating on her. In fact, she knew damn well his current “business trip” wasn’t about business. Apparently he thought he was being discreet, or he thought she was stupid (or probably, both), but the upshoot was simple: she was outta here.

She had no interest in confronting him or creating a scene. He was disgustingly wealthy and extremely powerful, and he’d make her life hell if she did. Nope, she was just going to gather up the expensive jewelry and designer clothes and a few electronic toys—all things he’d given her, nothing more—and take off.

The plan was simple: She’d make an appearance at the Morellis’ charity ball, then slip out, and no one would be the wiser for several days. Her bags were packed and in the trunk of her Mercedes SUV.

Now Timothy had screwed everything up, via Jake.

There was no arguing with Jake, either. Hell, she’d figure something out. “Fine,” she said. “Let’s go.”

“You look lovely tonight,” he commented as he held out her wrap. His dark blue eyes caressed her curves as assuredly as if he’d used his hands—she felt as if he had, at any rate.

She knew she looked fabulous, in a flirty red chiffon dress with a plunging neckline and variegated hem. Timothy hated red. The outfit represented her bid for freedom.

Jake’s visual assessment left her feeling almost naked. Naked except for her scarlet garter belt and matching thong and spike heels…

She clenched her thighs, resisting the unbidden shiver of desire. Focus. She had to focus.

She insisted they take the Mercedes, and he insisted he drive, and she let him. Better not to deviate too far from routine. On the way, she pondered how to ditch Jake. A former Navy SEAL—or was it Marine? she couldn’t remember—he had all the training and skills, and then some. Nothing escaped him.

But she would have to.

*

The Morellis had a string quartet; catering by one of Atlanta’s most exclusive restaurants; and a guest list that included two movie stars, three top athletes, and numerous politicians. Champagne flowed from an ice fountain. Catriona allowed herself one glass, for show.

She mingled, exchanging platitudes and polite laughter, trying to lose herself in the crowd. But no matter where she went, Jake was always there, watching her. She didn’t even have to look around to know. She could feel his gaze on her, hot and unyielding.

Kind of like how his cock would feel when…

Stop. Just stop it. She had to keep her eyes on the prize.

She licked lips suddenly gone dry, and out of the corner of her eye saw Jake stand a little straighter.

Catriona glanced around. She didn’t see a threat, so Jake had to have been reacting to her. Oh ho, is that so? Just to check, she trailed her fingers down the low neckline of her dress, along the visible curve of her breast.

Jake coughed, shifted his stance. If she’d been closer, she strongly suspected she’d see a nice swelling in his pants.

Aha. A new plan. She’d distract him, she decided. She’d flirt and tease, and when the blood was no longer in his brain, she’d slip away.

She walked towards him with a deliberate sway in her hips, stood just a little too close. “I hate that you don’t get to have any fun. Can I get you a drink?”

“I don’t drink when I’m on duty,” he said.

“Something nonalcoholic, then.”

“I’m fine.”

He didn’t sound fine. He sounded like he was gritting his teeth. She glanced down. Excellent. Time to ramp it up a notch.

“Whoops.” She dropped her dropped her little beaded handbag.

They both went down to retrieve it. Rather than an accidental bumping of heads, though, she timed it so that Jake’s face essentially ended up in her cleavage.

They both froze for a moment, so close she could feel his warm breath on her flesh. The sensation sent a tingle through to her core.

She shifted a little, giving him a clearer view down her dress, before slowly rising to her feet, deliberately and evocatively brushing against him as she did.

“Thank you,” she said, taking the purse from him. “Now, you really should get some water and cool down. I’m going to the ladies’ room, and you certainly can’t follow me there.”

She felt him watching her as she sashayed off.

Dammit. The bathroom window was too small to climb out of. She pursed her lips, considering her options.

There was a parlor at the back of the house, with French doors opening onto a back patio. It was the only other option she could try that wouldn’t mean she’d have to cross the ballroom again, where Jake would see her.

A few more minutes, and then she’d be free.

The parlor was dark. She eased open the French door. Sultry night air caressed her face.

“Just where do you think you’re going?”

She managed to stifle a shriek. “Oh, I—I was just getting some air.”

Leather creaked as he reached up and clicked on a reading lamp. He was sitting in an armchair, one leg crossed over the other. Even though his eyes were in shadow, his piercing gaze made her shiver.

“I don’t think so, Catriona.” His fingers drummed against the arm of the chair. “Tell me the truth.”

Okay, time for Plan B. She didn’t really have a Plan B, so she improvised. She’d throw herself at his mercy…

It wasn’t a great plan, but it was a plan.

“Timothy’s cheating on me, so I’m leaving him,” she said. “Tonight. Will you help me?”

He watched her, fingers still drumming, for interminable minutes. Finally, he said, “On one condition.”

She assumed he meant money. “Name it.”

He crooked his finger. “Come here.”

Uh oh. Mouth dry again, she stepped forward, stopping just before the chair.

He watched her, silent and menacing and undeniably sexy.

She knew what he wanted. She wanted to pretend he didn’t, just as she wanted to pretend her thighs weren’t weak and her heart wasn’t pounding and she’d never thought about this before when she thought about Jake and his strength and power.

She wanted to deny how much she craved this. Her cheeks flushed as red as she guessed her ass would become, and the shiver of humiliation only made her grow slicker.

Her breath hitched as she arranged herself across his lap, feeling his muscled thighs tighten as she settled on them.

She hung her head, glad her hair hid her blushes when he drew up her skirt. She swore she could feel the heat of his gaze on her bare flesh. As much as she tried not to, she clenched against it.

“How long have you been planning on leaving Timothy?” Jake asked.

What? Confused, she said, “Th-three weeks.”

“Twenty-one days. That’s twenty-one smacks.”

Oh God. No. She wanted to tell him she’d estimated, that it had been less time than that, but she was sure that would get her into far more trouble. Plus she could barely think, barely count, and there was no time, because she felt his body shift and his hand came down on her defenseless bottom.

Her head reared up, but she caught her scream and muffled it into a breathy squeal just as the second slap landed. Can’t make noise or the other guests will hear. But how could they not hear the gunshot cracks?

Pain flared with every spank, with barely enough time to fade, mutate into heat, before the next stinging blow. She told herself she wouldn’t cry, but he was relentless, hitting the same spots so the sharp hurt intensified.

Her ass felt swollen, fiery hot, and so did her cleft. Her thong cut into her crotch, digging against her clit, which throbbed and trembled the more he added to the pain.

She tried to wriggle, but it added to her desperate arousal, and she knew that if she asked him to stop, he wouldn’t help her sneak out.

Or, worse, he’d punish her even more.

It was that thought that did her in.

Catriona had no idea how close they’d gotten to twenty-one. If it was soon, then she might not…

Oh God, oh God.

The orgasm built and rolled through her and smashed into her just as Jake’s hand smashed down again, and she screamed into her fist, unable to stop the contractions or the sweet damned pain.

She thought she heard him say “Oh, good girl,” and she bowed her head and swore she’d never look at him again, even as a final betraying tremor pulsed through her.

Jake flipped her skirt back down, and even the flimsy chiffon felt heavy and rough against her puffy, tenderized cheeks. He helped her to her feet, steadying her when her weak legs threatened to give way. Confused, she turned to him, wondering if he wanted a blow job, but he shook his head and said, “We’d better get going.”

Catriona turned for the French doors, but he took her arm.

“Can’t go that way,” he said. “There’s a locked, alarmed gate on either side of the house, and an eight-foot fence in the back. We’ve got to go through the front.”

If the humiliation of being soundly spanked by Jake and of coming to a sobbing orgasm from the spanking hadn’t been humiliation enough. Now she had to parade through the party, sure that everyone knew her ass was the same glowing scarlet as her dress.

At least he let her duck into the ladies room first to repair her makeup. But nothing could cover the flush on her cheeks and the brightness in her eyes, and she didn’t have time to clean between her legs, so her wet thighs slipped and slid against each other and she could smell her pungent juices.

Horrifyingly, all of it made her want to come again.

“Catriona? Not leaving us so soon?” Angela Morelli appeared from nowhere.

“Ms. Sullivan isn’t feeling well,” Jake said. He didn’t stop walking, so Angela practically had to walk backwards.

“Please give my best to your husband,” Catriona managed. “I’m sorry.”

“Oh no, I’m sorry. I’ll call you tomorrow,” Angela said as she was left in their wake. Catriona didn’t even have the strength to wave.

*

She let Jake drive again. She didn’t even ask where he was going, as long as it was away from the penthouse.

“I have to ask this.” She cleared her throat. “Why did you go turncoat tonight? That doesn’t seem like you.”

“I didn’t.”

“But Timothy hired you…”

Jake glanced at her, a small smile on his lips. “I said he asked me to work tonight. I turned him down. I knew he was cheating on you, and I wanted no part of it. But then I decided to come with you tonight, and tell you the truth afterwards.”

Her pussy clenched, a delicious tremor rocking her sex. “So…you would have helped me anyway. You didn’t have to blackmail me by…”

“Say it, Catriona.” His voice brooked no argument.

She almost couldn’t form the words. “By making me lie across your lap. Oh God.” Her voice cracked as a fresh wave of humiliation washed through her.

“No, I didn’t have to,” he admitted, not a shred of remorse in his voice. “But the opportunity was too delicious to pass up. You can’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it, Catriona.” His voice dipped low. “You know you did.”

Moisture, heat, pressure welled up between her legs again, sudden and strong. Her tender ass throbbed harder. She betrayed herself by squirming in the leather seat.

“And when we get to a motel, we’ll explore just what else you enjoy.”

Oh God…

*

“Guarding Her Body” (as “Fanning the Flames”) originally appeared in Playing With Fire: Taboo Erotica (Cleis Press, 2009).

*

A NOTE ABOUT STORY TITLES

 

When I originally wrote “Guarding Her Body,” that’s what I titled it. But then I sold it to the Playing With Fire anthology (edited by the inestimable Alison Tyler), and either she or the publisher decided that all of the story titles should have a fire/heat theme.

Unfortunately, the story had no specific fire imagery I could call into play, but I brainstormed three titles and sent them to Alison for her input. She chose “Fanning the Flames,” which did fit the story well enough—and it fit the anthology very well indeed.

Titles go one of two ways for me: either the story/novel’s title is clear and obvious and perfect, or I slap something on that isn’t the same as any other title I’ve used and hope it doesn’t suck too much. (I have sold a story that has a title I think is the stupidest one I’ve ever come up with. The editor didn’t say anything, so maybe it’s not as stupid as I think. But I’m still not going to tell you which one it was.)

In the case of “Guarding Her Body” / “Fanning the Flames,” I realized as I started to prep the story for online publication that I really did prefer my original title. “Fanning the Flames” worked fantastically in the collection itself, but it didn’t say anything about the story when the story stood on its own. “Guarding Her Body” may not be the most brilliant and original of titles, but it’s brilliant (I think) for the story itself.

So if any of you purchased this thinking it was a brand-new story of mine that you hadn’t read, I truly hope you enjoyed reading it the second time ’round. It was certainly never my intention to mislead you! (Lead you astray, maybe. Come into my boudoir and we’ll see what transpires….)




 

 

 

 

A FEW THINGS TO PICK UP
ON YOUR WAY HOME

 

 

“GABRIELLE,” JACK SAID.

She paused with her hand on the doorknob, attaché case and car keys in hand, professional and sexy in equal measures. “Yeah?”

They’d already kissed goodbye for the day, but he came over to her and slipped his arm around her waist, pulling her against him. Her breasts pressed softly against his chest, and his cock stirred.

He was already half hard, having planned what he was going to say.

“You know how we were talking about picking up a new toy?” he asked.

A slow smile crossed Gabrielle’s face. “Mm, yes.” She wiggled against him a little. He loved how she could get aroused and adventurous just as fast as he.

“Why don’t you swing by Eros after work and pick something up?”

“Did you have anything specific in mind?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Give me a call when you get there and we’ll pick something out together.”

He kissed her again, then let her dash out the door to catch her bus, grateful that he worked at home so he didn’t have to face co-workers with a bulge in his pants.

*

He managed to focus on CAD design all day, but when evening rolled around and he knew Gabrielle would be leaving work, he got distracted. He was ready when the phone rang, comfortable in an easy chair, a printout nearby just in case he needed some ideas.

Thankfully, Eros had a website.

He answered, asked Gabrielle how her day had gone. She bitched a little about her boss, and he let her get it out of her system, make the nightly transition from work to not-work, before he turned the conversation to the sex shop.

“So, did you decide what you want?” she asked.

He smiled. She wasn’t quite out of work-mode yet, still trying to be efficient and brisk.

“Not really,” he said. “I figured we could browse.”

He wished he could be there to watch her. She was wearing a raspberry linen suit today, with a choker of pale pink pearls, and the colors suited her dusky complexion and blue-black hair. Beneath it all was an ivory lace bra-and-panties set with matching garter belt. She’d been a pantyhose-wearer when they’d met, and he was pleased that she’d taken his suggestion to try alternatives.

She wore garters exclusively now.

“A new vibrator?” she suggested.

“Tell me what the choices are.”

“Jack, I can’t stand here and describe—”

“Sure you can,” he said, keeping his voice casual. “It’ll be fun. Tell me what you see. Tell me what you like.”

He heard the catch in her breath. She was figuring out this was a game.

She’d be embarrassed, but she’d get turned on. She could be deliciously uninhibited at home, but outside she still clung to that corporate persona, concerned about how she presented herself.

He was pretty sure he could convince her to play the game, even if she didn’t yet realize how much of it he’d been planning.

“They’ve got them in every color, of course,” she said. “I—I like the realistic ones better than the plain, smooth ones.”

“Why?”

She was silent for a moment. Finally, “I guess they feel better. Inside.”

“Go on,” he said. He resisted the urge to touch himself. Not so soon. He was hard, though, thinking about Gabrielle in the store, her cheeks flushing a shade of pink that complemented her outfit.

“I like the rabbit one, but we have one of those,” she said.

“So maybe we should think about clit vibes,” he said. “Maybe those little ones that go over your fingers.”

“Is that what you want me to get?”

She wanted to buy something and get out of there. But he still thrilled to the hint of submission in her question. “I think we’re still exploring our options,” he said. “What do you think? How would it feel if I wore them and ran my hand all over you? We could get two sets, for both hands. I’d caress every inch of you, get you all trembly before I even touched your clit.”

She made a little noise, like a mew. The sound went straight to his groin.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

Very quietly, almost so quiet that he couldn’t hear her, she said, “I’m getting turned on.”

Not half as much as he was, he suspected. Not yet, anyway. God, he wished he was there with her, so he could touch her, smell her floral perfume. Back her into a corner and bite at the curve of her neck, the specific spot that made her knees weak.

“I’ll bet you are, darling,” he said. “So naughty, standing in a sex shop fondling all the merchandise. Are your panties wet?”

If he were there, he could slip his hand under her skirt and find out for himself. Feel her slickness, taste it on his fingers.

“Yes.” It was a whisper.

“Are your nipples hard?”

“Yes.”

“That gives me an idea,” he said. “Go find the nipple clamps.”

“Oh, Jack.”

“I thought you wanted to try them someday.”

“Well, I did—I do, but…”

“But you don’t want to walk up to the clerk with a pair dangling from your fingers? It’s okay, honey, he’s seen a lot worse.”

Her deep breath was audible through the phone. “Okay. They’re in a case, so I can’t get too close.”

“If there are any we want to look at closer, we can ask to see them,” he said as if he were standing right next to her.

“Jack!”

Nothing made her feel more exposed than confessing her kinks to a stranger. Admission bared her soul, stripped her more completely than if she took off her clothes right then and there.

Despite her protest, though, he knew that if he asked her to, she would have the clerk open the case and hand her the clips she pointed to. She was completely divorced from her corporate persona now.

His jeans were too tight. He popped the buttons and eased them down. So hard, just from talking to her, suggesting what she should do.

Hearing her comply.

“Tell me about the clamps,” he said.

“They have the clover-leaf kind, and the tweezer kind, and some that actually look like clothespins.”

“They’d all look pretty adorning your breasts,” he said. God, but he could imagine that—her dark nipples pouting out between the shiny silver that surrounded them.

“Not…painful ones,” she said softly.

“Oh no,” he agreed quickly. “I don’t want to hurt you. Just excite you. Just light clamps that would make you more sensitive. Maybe ones with little bells hanging off them, to chime whenever you moved. You’d sound like a whole campanile tower going off when you came. Would you like that?”

“No,” she said, and his heart sank, but then he heard, “I don’t need any help, thanks. Just browsing. I’ll let you know if I have any questions.”

“Was that the clerk?” Jack asked.

“Yes,” Gabrielle said. “I hope he didn’t hear anything.”

“He didn’t,” he assured her. “I was the one talking. Did you hear my last question?”

“Yes.”

“What was it?”

She wouldn’t want to answer, not if the clerk was nearby. He hoped she would. He thought she was far enough along in the game, in the mindset.

“Whether I’d like it if I wore clamps with bells.” She said it in a rush, almost one long word.

“And would you?”

“Maybe. Should I get them?”

“Or maybe little tiny ones that you could wear to work. Your nipples would be hard all day, rubbing against the lace of your bra.”

“I wouldn’t be able to concentrate,” she protested.

“You would if you went to the bathroom and masturbated when you got too horny to think,” he said.
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