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Korsen roamed the open floor of Tawse, his sharp gaze scanning the variety of the scenes around him. Most nights, he was right there in the thick of the heat and passion, enjoying the submissives by giving them pleasure, and finding his. But he’d had the misfortune of drawing Dungeon Monitor duty for the week. Playtime would have to wait for his service to be over. The way time kept dragging, he was certain it would never end.

DM duty was hard, exhausting work. Fulfilling, sure. The safety of the members of the sole club on the desolate planet was of upmost importance to him and the rest of the House Masters. But after a week of this kind of duty, he usually just wanted to curl up in bed, pull the sheets over his head and sleep for as long as possible. Sex was usually the last thing on his mind, yet, strangely, the first as well.

He wandered to the far corner where Vaughn had trussed up his recent bride, Selene, and was introducing her to the beauty of an impulse wand. The device glowed a vibrant red, a visual display of the couple’s arousal to the very captive audience watching them.

Korsen observed for a few minutes, smirking when Vaughn slipped the wand between Selene’s spread thighs, and she unleashed a string of vile curses to her husband. Vaughn’s gaze met Korsen’s and he matched the DM’s smirk. Korsen moved on, confident Vaughn knew his wife well enough that her safety was his top priority. Nearly as much as her pleasure. Vaughn had once been considered one of the premier Masters at Tawse before Selene had strutted into the club one night with a chip on her shoulder because the murderer she’d been chasing had escaped. It hadn’t taken Vaughn long to shatter her cold exterior. At least that was how Vaughn told the story. Korsen had been with Miranda, the owner of Tawse, earning his paycheck at a fetish ball. He smiled at the memory. Damn fine event that ball. It was quickly approaching again and he was looking forward to spending a night entertaining those looking for an edge to their kink. 

After passing a few more scenes, Korsen came to an area that had been roped off by one of the newer Doms. His ruddy eyebrows were drawn together, sweat beading his brow, as he worked his best to please the submissive strapped to a long padded table before him. 

A cascade of dark brown hair fanned out over the padding as her eyes stared, almost unseeing, at the ceiling. The sloped curve of her high cheekbones, full lips and pert nose didn’t disguise the face she looked bored. Disengaged. As though there were a thousand different things she’d rather be doing other than spending time at a fetish club.

Curious, Korsen positioned himself against a post to watch the scene with a critical eye. While he didn’t believe anything was wrong, her body language didn’t match that of the man trying so desperately to take care of her. If this behavior continued, Korsen would step in.

He kept his gaze on the scene when someone tapped him on the shoulder. “Yeah?”

“Need a hand?”

Korsen recognized Walker’s voice, and glanced over. “You’re here early. Not supposed to start your shift for another few hours.”

“Kegan’s racing this weekend. I can think of more valuable ways to spend my time than sitting around staring at vids of her working.” Walker’s collared sub Kegan, was an elite racer in the Aeronautical Racing Circuit. One of the few women on the circuit who risked her life for the thrill of speed. If there was a race anywhere in the immediate system, she was right in the thick of things, doing her best to clinch the ultimate title of champion. As one of the best racers, her victories usually showed up on the nightly feeds, something Korsen knew Walker hadn’t gotten used to yet despite his vow he was perfectly fine with her career choice. Walker loved Kegan, and was proud of everything she’d worked so hard for. But on more than one occasion, Walker had expressed his worry to Korsen about her safety.

“Came in to take your mind off things with someone else?”

“Hardly. Kegan would gladly aim her racer’s thrusters at my dick if I scened with another sub. My little racing princess is all the sub I need. You seem pretty interested, though.” Walker jutted his chin toward the scene Korsen had been studying.

“Just doing my job. Trying to get a read on this couple and I can’t. Something is off, though. Way off.” Korsen wasn’t used to being at such a loss. He was usually so on point, a fact that made him Miranda’s go-to choice for DM most of the time.

“Reeva certainly is testing Salt tonight. Looks like she’s making him work hard.”

“You know them?”

“Salt joined Tawse a few months ago when he decided to explore his interest in the lifestyle. His wife didn’t share his kinks, so he comes here to play.”

“If she isn’t into kink, why is she here?”

Walker laughed. “Reeva isn’t his wife. She’s friends with Kegan. They lived next door to each other growing up from what I understand. Kegan is the one who talked Reeva into joining.”

“Newbie?”

“Quite a bit of experience under her belt, took a few years away, though. It shows, too. In the few weeks she’s been here, she already has a reputation as an immoveable wall. No one has been able to make her come yet.”

“Odd she keeps coming to the club then.” Unless she was the type of sub who saw it as a personal triumph to bruise a Dom’s ego. Wouldn’t be the first time a sub had gotten off on that technique. If that was the case, Miranda certainly had this woman in her crosshairs, which meant Korsen needed to scrutinize the scene even harder. If the Dom took pleasure in the behavior, fine. But the scene in front of Korsen appeared totally one sided. “She looks totally disinterested.”

“Reeva’s blind.” Korsen’s gaze immediately flicked to the woman’s face. “Some kind of accident about five or six years ago. Kegan said it just made Reeva even more determined. Stronger, but guarded, that’s for certain.” 

Armed with the new information, Korsen studied the couple carefully. “Loss of sight has nothing to do with what’s going on here. Even with her vision, I think she wouldn’t have an interest in Salt.” She needed to be challenged. Pushed. Maybe the fact she couldn’t see kept the Doms she’d selected to play with from fully taking control of the moment. And Salt was too wrapped up in his frustration to see past his nose. 

The subs Korsen usually played with were more than willing to submit inside the walls of the exclusive fetish club, and then walk away without looking back. An arrangement that suited Korsen just fine. Something—though he wasn’t sure what that something was yet—told him Reeva was looking for permanence. Though he doubted she even knew it. 

He wasn’t looking either, but yet, there Korsen was, unable to look away, already formulating plans and ideas about how he would approach playing with the woman. How she’d look wearing his collar. How he’d shatter that icy exterior with one blow. Screw chipping away at the surface one paltry hit at a time. With her, Korsen would only be satisfied when the remains of the submission she thought she knew and understood lay in broken pieces at his feet.

“Uh oh. You’ve got that look.” Walked snorted, and gave a sharp bark of laughter. “Something tells me you’re going to try to break through her barrier. And have resounding success pulling it off too.”

Korsen ignored the delight in Walker’s tone. “You on the clock?”

“Fuck yeah, I wouldn’t miss this.”

Released from his duty, Korsen moved away from the scene area to change out of his DM gear, and into the same dark gray pants the rest of the House Masters wore. They all donned the clothing with pride, like a badge of honor. The best of the best, and the most sought out Dominants in all the known galaxies.

Bottle of ishke in hand when he stepped back out onto the open floor. He immediately arrowed his gaze to the far corner where the scene was still taking place. It wasn’t in his nature to barge into a scene, or step on another Dom’s toes. While he felt it was his responsibility as DM to watch over the club’s members, he’d always remained aloof in order to be able to perform his obligation.

He’d never felt this compelled to be so in command with a sub that she forgot her own name. Yet, there he was, unable to think about anything else. 

As he strolled closer, taking his time to approach, he wondered if the sweet taste of the hydrating liquid Miranda supplied for everyone would compare to the flavor of her skin. Normally, he liked his submissives tall, quite a feat considering his own height. But tall women were usually very well endowed, and possessed lush, wide curves and tits ripe for fucking with his cock. The sight of a curvy woman moving with reckless abandon, breasts swaying as he fucked her, was nearly a fetish in its own right.

Reeva was tiny, with an athlete’s build of lean, compact muscles. As though he could pick her up and tuck her into his pocket to carry around safely. At least Salt had taken her apparent strength into consideration when he’d bound her wrists and ankles. Those were the only bindings he’d used, and her neck was free of any sort of collar. 

A sign she was free for the taking. 

Korsen could stand there, compiling a critical list of all the things Salt was doing wrong, or step in and discover what had forced him to shirk his job for the night as easily as shucking his clothes. That kind of power couldn’t be ignored.

Mind made up, he detoured to the bar, ignoring the bartenders’ knowing grin as he retrieved the bag he’d stowed earlier in the week, and then stepped onto the raised platform to do something he’d never done before since he’d accepted his position as House Master.

Interrupt.

Another boring night at Tawse.

Reeva sighed to herself. Salt meant well, but all he’d managed to do so far was rub her flesh raw. If he kept it up, she wouldn’t be able to walk tomorrow. 

Talk about salt in the wound. 

Get in the scene, Nix. At least give a moan or two to not blow his ego completely.

She never set out to purposefully speed through Doms like nobody’s business. Neither did she intentionally set out to cause the men to question their abilities. But they all seemed so...afraid of her inability to see. As though her blindness affected their ability to give her pleasure.

She wanted it as much as she longed to return it. But she couldn’t return what she didn’t feel. Maybe she’d been wrong to join the club in the first place, to let Kegan convince her this was the right thing to do. She knew she needed to start getting back to normal again, but so far she’d met nothing but resistance. Five years since the accident and she still hadn’t fully recovered all the pieces of the life she’d had before. Including her sex life. And romance? Pfft. Men scurried away faster from the idea of a real date with her than a rat stealing a piece of cheese from a trap.

A hushed cough caught Reeva’s attention. Too soft for Salt to notice, not that she expected him to. With the loss of her sight had come the heightening of her other senses. She smelled, heard and felt things differently than most people. 

The weight of the footsteps progressing toward them in the scene area signaled it was a man. She inhaled, breathing in a pleasant undercurrent amid all the other scents filling the air. What she didn’t smell was the heavy musk of arousal. Most Doms she’d been with approached a scene roused and ready. His scent was muted, signaling something was different. As though he approached with a purpose that had nothing to do with pleasure.

“Everything all right here, Salt?” The lyrical notes of the baritone voice further added to Reeva’s interest, and the image she was constructing in her head of the intruder. 

“Stone cold,” Salt muttered as he drew his hands away from Reeva. “Doesn’t matter what I do, she won’t respond.” Dejection sounded unbidden through his voice. Reeva had long ago stopped feeling guilty about a Dom not bothering to pay attention to what he was or wasn’t doing. 

She’d been a sexual submissive since leaving home to venture out and discover what the universe had to offer. The journey had been as complicated and messy as it had been fantastic. It had taken some mistakes, and a whole lot of tears and frustration, to figure out what worked for her and what didn’t. 

For her, finding a compatible Dominant was like discovering the perfect pair of shoes. Sure, they looked pretty sitting on display, encouraging ideas and thoughts about spending time with them. How they’d make her feel. How she could return the favor by showing them off during a night out. Then the afterglow would wear off, and she had nothing more than a few aches and pains to show for it. 
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