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Tara Sue Me wrote her first novel at the age of twelve. Twenty years later, after penning several traditional romances, she decided to try her hand at something spicier and started work on The Submissive, she soon followed that with The Dominant, The Training, Seduced by Fire, The Enticement, The Collar, The Exhibitionist, The Master, and The Exposure. The series has become a huge hit with readers around the world and has been read and reread millions of times.


Tara kept her identity and her writing life secret, not even telling her husband what she was working on. To this day, only a handful of people know the truth (though she has told her husband). They live together in the southeastern United States with their two children.


Find out more about Tara by visiting her website www.tarasueme.com, or visit her on Facebook www.facebook.com/TaraSueMeBooks and on Twitter @tarasueme.




Praise for Tara Sue Me’s breathtakingly sensual Submissive series:


‘I HIGHLY recommend The Submissive by Tara Sue Me. It’s so worth it. This book crackles with sexual lightning right from the beginning . . . It has heart and the characters are majorly flawed in a beautiful way. They aren’t perfect, but they may be perfect together. Step into Tara Sue Me’s world of dominance and submission. It’s erotic, thrilling, and will leave you panting for more’ Martini Reviews


‘For those Fifty Shades fans pining for a little more spice on their e-reader . . . the Guardian recommends Tara Sue Me’s Submissive Trilogy, starring handsome CEO Nathaniel West, a man on the prowl for a new submissive, and the librarian Abby, who is yearning for something more’ Los Angeles Times


‘Unbelievably fantastic! . . . Nathaniel is something special, and he has that . . . something “more” that makes him who he is and makes me love him more than all the others. Beneath the cold and detached surface there is a sweet and loving man, and I adored how Abby managed to crack his armour a tiny bit at a time . . . I can’t wait to continue this beautiful story’ Mind Reader


‘A blazing hot BDSM story between a billionaire and someone who’s admired him from afar. I really enjoyed this smoking tale and recommend it to erotic romance readers’ Night Owl Reviews


‘Tara Sue Me’s The Submissive was a story unlike anything I’d ever read, and it completely captivated me . . . It’s an emotional, compelling story about two people who work to make their relationship exactly what they need it to be, and how they’re BOTH stronger for it’ Books Make Me Happy


‘I am awed by Tara Sue Me . . . a very powerful book written with grace and style. The characters were brought to life with a love story that will leave you wanting for more’ Guilty Pleasures Book Reviews


‘Very passionate . . . The characters are very easy to relate to and there is a depth to their feelings that is intriguing and engaging . . . intense and very, VERY H-O-T’ Harlequin Junkie


‘This is the kind of erotic writing that makes the genre amazing’ Debbie’s Book Bag


‘Titillates and captivates from the very beginning’ Romantic Times (top pick)
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Students are begging to be held after class . . .


Andie Lincoln is madly in love with Terrence Knight – her childhood friend-turned-Hollywood’s newest golden boy. But he’s a Dominant and wants her trained as a submissive before he’ll consider a relationship with her. He enrols her at the RACK Academy with strict instructions for her teachers: do whatever you need to, but don’t take her virginity.


Fulton Matthews, the director of incoming students, is enthralled by Andie. Though he questioned her enrolment at first, watching her discover her submissive nature is hotter than his most intense fantasy. Under his control, her sexual awakening brings him to his knees.


Yet they can only go so far. Andie belongs to another and he’s bound by a contract that strictly forbids relationships between teacher and student. But when Terrence comes to collect his prize, Fulton discovers it’s not easy to let her go . . .


Before there was the fan fiction that became Fifty Shades of Grey, there was The Submissive . . . Indulge in the series that started it all: The Submissive, The Dominant, The Training, The Chalet, The Enticement, The Collar, The Exhibitionist, The Master, The Claiming, The Exposure and The Flirtation.




To anyone who’s ever had to decide between perfect
and almost perfect, but not quite.




There’s something altogether freeing about writing a new series. You don’t have to remember what color someone’s eyes are or if they said something three books ago that doesn’t jive with what you have them doing now. You get to create an entirely new universe and YOU GET TO DO ANYTHING YOU WANT IN IT.


But as freeing as it is, it’s also daunting because you have to decide what color everyone’s eyes are and you have to try to imagine if what the characters do now will come back to kick your ass three books from now. Plus you have to create an entirely new universe and when you get to do anything you want, sometimes, you’re afraid to do anything at all.


But if you’re very, very lucky, you’ll be surrounded by incredible people like I have been. Here are a few:


To the people of Portland, Oregon: You guys are the best. You are welcoming and friendly and don’t mind us curious East Coasters. I love you and your city and can’t wait to see you again.


To Elle Mason, my travel in crime partner: I still can’t remember if it was “Bitches off grid” or “Off grid, bitches” but either way, it was a blast. Let’s do it again Real Soon. Deal?


To Tiffany Reisz: You have no idea how much our chat over veggie burgers helped me. I owe you one. Or five. Maybe ten. Probably twenty.


To Mr Sue Me: Thank you for two thousand things it would take another book to cover.




One


In the history of dumb and stupid ideas, Andie Lincoln couldn’t shake the feeling that her current endeavor was the dumbest and most stupid of them all. She stood beside the arched glass window in her Portland, Oregon, hotel and wondered when exactly she’d lost her mind.


She shouldn’t even have been in Portland. She should have been spending her summer interning as a chef in a Seattle restaurant like she’d told her parents. It still bothered her that she’d lied to them. But seriously, what was the alternative? There was no way she could tell them she was entering an exclusive BDSM school or that she’d begged Terrence to find a way to get her in.


Hell, half the time, she didn’t believe it herself.


And they would never believe that it was her idea. Oh no, they’d think he had somehow brainwashed her into going. They would never have understood that she actually wanted this. Wanted to be trained in the BDSM world as a submissive. Even Terrence had only agreed to talk to his friend, who was also the headmaster, because she’d asked him to do so. Repeatedly.


Her phone rang, pulling her away from the window and thoughts of her parents. She smiled when she saw the display.


“Hey, Terrence,” she said.


“How’s my girl?” he asked.


The multiple voices in the background confirmed he was still on set. He must have had a break and used it to call her.


She sighed. “I can’t believe I’m here on the West Coast—finally, I might add—and you’re on location in Pittsburgh.” Since he lived in L.A. and their hometown was Atlanta, usually she was the one on the East Coast.


He laughed. That softly seductive sound that never failed to make his audiences swoon. She pictured him raking his fingers through his blond hair and her heart sped up.


“I swear, if it wouldn’t upset the production team and put the entire thing behind schedule, I’d be in Portland with you right now.” His voice was deep and determined and she had no doubt he was speaking the truth.


“I understand,” she said, because she did. “Besides, it’s not like I’m going to be here long anyway. Tomorrow morning I head over to the academy.”


“And how awful is it I’m not there for you?” He sighed. “Damn it, Andie. It’s not right.”


She loved it when his protective side came out. The side of him she knew would always put her first. It was a big part of the reason she asked to be trained for him.


They had been friends forever. When she was seven and he was nine, his family had moved across the street, and before too long, they were inseparable. Even after Terrence left for Hollywood and became a household name at nineteen, their friendship remained strong. And as time went on, it grew into something more. He said he loved how she wanted him for him and not for his celebrity status. And she loved him because he was kind and patient and made her laugh. But still, they were just friends.


Then, six months ago, during her winter break, that night had happened. The night they went shopping for a Christmas tree and went out for coffee after. He’d disguised himself with an old hat and baggy clothes, and they were laughing at a shared memory. He took her hand and looked in her eyes, and the laughing stopped as they both realized that something had changed.


To this day, her stomach got all fluttery when she remembered the way he’d lightly stroked her cheek and then leaned in for a kiss. It was then they both knew that not only had things changed, but there was no going back.


They went out a few more times and though it was nice, getting to know him in a way she hadn’t before, she couldn’t shake the feeling he was hiding something from her. It was in the way he’d start to say something and then stop himself. Or the look of intense concentration he’d get.


Finally, one night she confronted him, asked what was wrong. He looked momentarily taken aback before he’d sat her down and said he had things to tell her. Things he must tell her before they went any further.


He’d confessed he was a Dominant and wasn’t going to give up that part of himself. She’d heard of the term, but had no idea what it really meant, so later, when she was alone, she did her own research and gave her vibrator a workout and a half. It wasn’t a lifestyle she’d considered before, but once the initial shock wore off, it sounded hot as hell.


“You can’t help it,” she assured him. “I know you’d be here if you could and I completely understand why you aren’t.”


“It still doesn’t sit well with me that I’m not the one to train you.”


“In that case,” she teased, “I’ll allow you to make it up to me the next time you see me.”


“That I’ll do.” He laughed. “Call me tomorrow when you get settled.”


“I will.”


“How are you feeling? Are you nervous?”


That was another thing; ever since he’d brought up being a Dom, he was always asking how she felt and what she was thinking, like all the time. About everything. It took some getting used to. At first she thought he was asking just to be nice or because that’s what he was supposed to do. Eventually, though, she realized he really wanted open communication.


She let out a deep breath. “I’ve moved beyond nervous but I’m not quite at the scared-shitless stage. It’s just hard to wrap my head around the next few months. I mean, I’m not a prude, but I am a virgin. And when I think about what enrolling at the academy will mean . . .”


Another one of those what the fuck am I doing? thoughts hit her, but she shook it off. When she took the time to really think about enrolling in the academy, she was more excited than anything else. Thoughts of submitting to Terrence fueled her fantasies. She dreamed of the day she could give her whole self to him.


She and Terrence had agreed that while she was at the academy, she should feel free to explore her sexuality with no strings attached. That was when she brought up remaining a virgin. She’d never planned to be a virgin at twenty-three; it had just sort of worked out that way. But, she told Terrence, she didn’t want to lose her virginity at a BDSM academy, so they agreed that would be the one thing that was off-limits. Terrence said he knew that in order for the training to work, she couldn’t feel inhibited or guilty about what she would be doing. She appreciated the freedom, but it made her feel a bit apprehensive as well. Would she feel like she was cheating on him the entire summer?


She’d asked Terrence what would happen if she ended up hating being a sub. He said they’d worry about that if it happened. But she was pretty certain that would be the end of their relationship.


“Are you having second thoughts?” he asked, concern in his voice. “You don’t have—”


“I know. I want to.” How many times would she have to reassure him? “I think it’s completely normal to feel anxious, but I’m not having second thoughts.”


“I’ve known Lennox for years,” he said, speaking of the academy owner and headmaster. “He’s a great guy, and I trust him and his staff completely. I’d have to or else I’d never even think about you being there.”


She twisted the curtain covering the window. “I know. And it makes me feel safe and protected when you say that.”


“That’s my job,” he said. “Even though we’re apart, I want you safe and protected.”


There was a slight murmuring over the phone and she knew before he spoke that break time was over.


“I have to get back to the set,” he confirmed. “I’ll call you tonight before it gets too late.”


“Okay. I’m going to go for a walk and grab something light for dinner.” Maybe she’d call her parents, too. Assure them she was fine and everything was covered. That way maybe she could go a few days without calling again. She didn’t want them to suspect anything.


They said their good-byes and Andie slipped her phone into her purse, determined not to let her nerves get the best of her.


FULTON MATTHEWS KNEW he was going to have to tread carefully with his boss, Lennox MacLure. After all, the man had just promoted him a month ago. At the time, Fulton had been thrilled with the new responsibilities, but he was starting to see they came with their own set of problems.


The door to Lennox’s office opened and his boss waved him inside. “Come have a seat, Master Matthews.”


Without waiting to see if he’d listen, Lennox walked over to his desk, sat down, and templed his fingers. Fulton crossed the room and took a seat in the leather chair across from his boss.


“I know why you’re here.” Lennox nodded toward the papers Fulton had brought in. “Those are the papers I gave you yesterday, aren’t they? Andie Lincoln’s application packet.”


“Yes.” And that was one of the questions he had. He was in charge of the new enrollees who would be arriving tomorrow and one of his duties was to create a tailor-made curriculum for each student. Why had Lennox waited until the last minute to give him the information?


“Go ahead,” Lennox said.


He was a smug bastard—Fulton gave him that. Of course, he had reason to be. He’d single-handedly made the academy into what it was today: an elite BDSM learning center, known and respected throughout the kink world. Lennox himself was just as respected, although Fulton had never seen him participate in a scene. He’d once asked another staff member why that was and the person shook his head and told him to leave well enough alone.


“My first concern is why I was only given this yesterday,” Fulton said. “The other enrollees have had their curriculum set for months.”


“I have my reasons. And I know you’ll have her curriculum ready by the time she arrives tomorrow.”


Not if I can help it. But he kept that thought to himself. “What else is bothering you?”


“To be perfectly honest, I’m wondering why she’s here. She’s not our typical student and several red flags came to mind when reading through her file.”


“You’ve heard of Terrence Knight?”


Fulton frowned. “The actor?”


“Yes. Terrence and I go way back. Miss Lincoln is to be trained to be his submissive.”


The situation was worse than he thought. He tried to think of a way to discreetly tell Lennox he had a potential fucked-up mess on his hands, but he couldn’t come up with one. Not one that wouldn’t get him fired, anyway.


He decided on: “It appears to be a really bad idea.”


“Which part?”


“All of it.” He took a deep breath. If Lennox wanted reasons, he was going to give him reasons and damn the consequences. “Miss Lincoln is a virgin with zero BDSM experience. And apparently she’s only interested in submission because her Hollywood hotshot boyfriend is a Dominant.”


It was a disaster waiting to happen and he feared the fallout when it struck. To take on someone who might not be submissive? Fulton’s thoughts ran from harassment lawsuits to worse.


“Is that all?”


Was that all? Hell, he was serious. “Isn’t that enough?”


“No, unfortunately, it’s not.” Lennox pushed back from his desk. “Miss Lincoln arrives tomorrow. I want you to do her initial interview and assessment. And I’d like to see the curriculum you design for her by five o’clock today.”


And just like that, he was being shown the door. Heading to his own office, he resisted the urge to crumple up the papers he still held in his hand.




Two


Though Andie had seen pictures of the academy, they in no way prepared her for seeing the real thing. It was a castle, for lack of a better word, located on a private island. Terrence told her RACK Academy was known internationally as an elite BDSM training facility. Whenever she felt anxious about actually stripping down and participating in BDSM scenes with strangers she reminded herself that it was considered an honor to be selected to attend.


She knew there would be no penetrative sex, and that fact brought her comfort. Her enrollment would require touching, but she told herself it would be clinical and feel sort of like going to the doctor. To be honest, she didn’t think she would enjoy it at all.


The entire place had an eerie feel. She tried to attribute it to the low fog that surrounded the boat taking her to the island, but it was more than that. It was almost as if it were in the very air.


A representative from the school had met her at the docks this morning, after she’d checked out of her hotel and taken a cab to the coast. She’d read that there would be other students at the academy, but so far, she hadn’t met anyone else. That probably wasn’t helping the creepiness factor.


She stepped away from the boat railing and sat back down. The representative, who had introduced herself as May, was busy on her laptop, and the only other person on the boat was the captain. He didn’t look like he was in the mood to chitchat.


She checked her phone for the twelfth time in thirty minutes only to verify that there had been no word from Terrence. And since she’d sent him a text when she checked out of the hotel, she didn’t want to send him another for fear of being that girl.


He was busy filming. She didn’t want to be a distraction. With a sigh, she put her phone down and tried to comprehend that the imposing structure before her was going to be her home for the next three months.


“When we arrive,” May said, making her jump, “I’ll take you inside and show you to Master Matthews’s office. He’ll take over from there.” The other woman looked down at her watch. “I have to go pick up more students.”


“How many are you picking up?”


“Three more today and five tomorrow. There’re ten in your group, five men and five women. You’re the second to arrive today.”


“Do you pick us all up individually?”


May nodded. “Except, of course, for the couples. You’ll have three couples in your group.”


Andie drank in all the information she could. Out of ten, six were couples. It made her feel better knowing there would be other singles. Although technically, she wasn’t single. She resisted the temptation to reach for her phone again. Probably didn’t get good reception out here anyway.


“Is it always this creepy?” Andie pointed out to where the fog nearly touched the water.


May gave a half smile. It was the most emotion Andie had seen yet. “Yes, actually it is. Master MacLure said he bought the property for that very reason.”


Master MacLure sounded like a nut job, but Andie kept that opinion to herself.


“The island is a rectangle,” May said. “Almost a mile on the long end and a little over half a mile wide. While there are a few private homes and a lighthouse, most of your time will be in the castle.”


They fell into silence as the boat approached the academy’s dock. Andie couldn’t take her eyes off the building. It looked even bigger up close. Massive might have been a better word. Built with gray stone and solid wood, it looked every bit like something she’d find in a history book.


The low fog hugged the dock and she almost felt she could get lost in it, it was so thick. As the boat came to a stop, she had to tip her head way back to look at the castle. Two turrets rose to the sky, but she couldn’t see the tops because they were obscured by clouds. This was going to be her home for the summer?


“Wow” was all she could say.


“It does have that effect on people,” May said. “Just wait until you see the inside.”


ANDIE KNEW SHE should stop gawking, but she couldn’t help it. Everything about the inside of the academy was just as awe-inspiring as the outside. The walls were covered with rich tapestries, expensive rugs lined the hardwood floors, and from what she could tell with an untrained eye, most of the furnishings were antique.


Shortly after she walked through the front door with May, a bellman appeared to whisk away her luggage. He didn’t even ask her anything, but rather raised an eyebrow at May and waited for her nod.


“Come with me,” May said. “I’ll take you to Master Matthews.”


They walked down a long hallway and finally came to a stop outside an open door. May stuck her head inside.


“Miss Lincoln’s here.”


“Send her in,” said a low voice from inside.


May shook her hand. “Welcome to the academy, Miss Lincoln. Master Matthews will take it from here.”


Andie nodded and stepped inside.


And froze at the sight of the man standing in front of a desk, arms crossed in front of his chest. His rock-hard, muscular chest. His T-shirt looked like it was practically painted on. He had to be over six feet and if his chest was any indication of the rest of him . . .


Damn.


She tore her gaze away from his abs to find two ice blue eyes staring at her. Two ice-cold blue eyes. And he was frowning. With those eyes paired with his thick, dark hair, he should have been incredibly handsome. But that frown of his? It changed everything.


“Andie Lincoln,” he said. It wasn’t a question, but she nodded anyway. “Sit down.”


She sat in the leather chair that was much too close to where he stood. He towered over her, invading her personal space. She almost pushed her chair back, but the look in his eyes stopped her.


“Tell me why you’re here,” he said.


“May said you would take over my arrival procedures.”


“Not here in my office,” he said. “Here at the academy.”


Wasn’t that obvious?


“I want to be a submissive.”


His nostrils flared. “One does not wish to be a submissive. One is either a submissive or one is not.”


“I think I’m a submissive, but I want to be trained. I guess I want to find out for sure.” What if she wasn’t? She was so afraid Terrence wouldn’t want her. This just had to work.


“You think you’re a submissive? You guess you want to find out for sure?” He mocked her with her own words.


“Why are you being so mean?” She knew she was sounding like a child, but she didn’t like this Matthews guy, no matter how good-looking he was. She hoped the rest of the staff was more like May and less like him.


“Miss Lincoln, there are ten people enrolled here this summer. Ten. Do you know how many people applied for those ten spots?”


She shook her head.


“You will answer me with me words so I know you heard and because I require a verbal response.”


“No, I don’t know how many people applied.”


“No, Sir.”


Yes, he was truly an ass. Something must have flashed in her eyes, because his steely gaze grew considerably colder.


“Or Master Matthews,” he said. “Either one will do, but when addressing a Dom here, especially one on staff, it is always ‘Sir’ or ‘Master.’ ”


“No, Sir,” she ground out. Damned if she was calling him Master. “I don’t know how many people applied.”


“Six hundred and twelve. And out of those six hundred and twelve, how many do you suppose thought they might be submissive, dominant, or a switch? How many do you think guessed they wanted to find out?”


“I don’t know, Sir.”


“One. You.” He reached to his side to pick up a stack of neatly piled papers and dropped them in her lap. “Those are the applications of the six hundred and two that didn’t get in. I need you to prove to me you’re worthy of being here instead of them.” Under his breath, he mumbled something about her being a virgin.


“I don’t know how to do that, Sir.” Tears pricked her eyes, and she cursed herself for being such an easy crier. She had the sinking feeling that maybe she shouldn’t have begged Terrence to find a way to get her enrolled. And she bit back the apology she almost gave for being a virgin. What reason was there to apologize? The situation had never been right for her to have sex.


“Then I suggest you figure it out. Because unless you do—and soon—May’s taking you back to your hotel when she returns with the next student.”


Andie’s throat was tight with her tears. She couldn’t talk, so she simply nodded.


“Get out of my office.”


ORDINARILY, FULTON WOULD have felt badly treating a student the way he had treated Andie Lincoln. There had been nothing out of the ordinary about her at first. Sure, she was gorgeous, but he’d taught plenty of attractive women.


She was also petite. Just the way he liked his subs. With long dark hair that had his hands itching to reach out and pull. And she was spunky. He liked that, too. But then she’d answered his question and said she thought she was a submissive. All of a sudden, his fantasies had come to a halt and he remembered she was playacting for her Hollywood boyfriend. Playacting. For her Hollywood boyfriend. Lennox had lost it.


But still, he could have handled that better. After all, she was a student—he had no business having fantasies about her.


“Whoa! What’d you do to the new student?”


He turned back to the door to find the academy dance instructor and a staff submissive, Mariela, glide into his office.


Talk about petite. Mariela couldn’t have been much over five feet, but she was all firecracker.


“Hey, Mariela.”


“Seriously, I said hello and welcome and she burst into tears.”


“She shouldn’t be here.”


“And you determined this on the first day? After Master MacLure made the decision to admit her? Don’t make me regret voting to approve your promotion.”


She was right. He knew it. Lennox would not be pleased with the way he had handled the situation. He sighed and ran a hand through his hair.


“I went too far,” he admitted. “It’s just, she shouldn’t be here.”


“It’s not your decision.”


“Maybe it should be.”


She closed his office door. “I know what you’re getting at, but don’t. Don’t go there.”


Belatedly he realized anyone walking by could have heard everything he said. “Don’t you think someone needs to?”


“Maybe, but I don’t think it’ll be you.”


He studied the petite woman before him and knew by the rigid way she held her spine that she wasn’t going to change her mind. In fact, she raised an eyebrow, almost daring him to try to make her.


He finally grinned at her. “You’re a tough one for a sub.”


“That’s what makes me so good,” she confirmed with her own smile. “Now, before I forget why I came in here in the first place—we’ll have to move next week’s dance class to the gym. They’re going to be painting the ballroom.” She held up a hand, anticipating his protest. “Don’t say it. I know you don’t like dance. Too bad, so sad. We’re not canceling.”


He nodded his head toward the door. “Fine. We’ll dance in the gym. I’ll catch you later. I’m going to see if I can find Miss Lincoln.”


Mariela said her good-byes and slipped out the door. He picked up the discarded applications from where Andie had left them and had just put them into a neat pile when he was interrupted by a knock on his door. Probably Mariela, he guessed. If he knew her, she’d most likely come back to ask him if he’d be willing to do some sort of dance demo.


He’d turned around to tell her no fucking way in hell, but his words caught in his throat when he saw it wasn’t Mariela.


Standing in his doorway was Andie Lincoln. Her eyes were red and wet, but her chin was raised in a defiant manner that reminded him of Mariela. It was so striking, he wondered for a second if he’d been wrong in saying she was only playacting at being a submissive.


“May I come in, Sir?” she asked.


He stood to the side and let her pass. She didn’t sit down like she had before, choosing instead to stand in the middle of the room.


“I can’t prove to you why I should be here instead of those other six hundred and two people,” she said. “In fact, I’m fairly certain most of them probably should have had my spot.”


He almost interrupted her to tell her it was okay and that he wasn’t going to make her leave. But he got the impression that, for whatever reason, Andie needed to finish what she came to say.


“But,” she continued, “the fact is I am here, and so obviously someone thought it was a good idea. I won’t lie and tell you I know for a fact that I’m a submissive, but I suspect I am.” She paused, thinking. “Terrence gave me a few basic commands and once he made me keep my hands behind my back while he kissed me.” Her cheeks flushed; she’d liked being restrained. She looked back at Fulton. “The fact of the matter is, this is the best way for me to know for sure. So I promise you, if you let me stay, no one will work harder than me. I’ll give you everything I have for the next three months, and I promise when my training is complete you won’t regret letting me stay.”


She took a deep breath and for just a second, her bravado faltered. But just as quickly, her expression settled into ironclad determination. And something deep in his soul ignited.


“I’m not going to send you away,” he said.


Relief flooded her face. “Thank you, Sir. I promise you won’t regret it.”


“See to it.” He crossed the room to his desk and sat down. “Have a seat, Miss Lincoln. We have some items to discuss.”


She hurried to sit down in the chair she’d occupied before, and he didn’t miss the wary glance she gave the pile of applications he still had on his desk. He chose to ignore those for the time being and took her information from the smaller pile on the opposite site.


“What’s your current occupation?” he asked, glancing over the forms she’d completed and noticing the empty fields.


“I’m not employed at the moment. At the end of the summer I hope to find work as a chef.”


A chef. That was certainly interesting. The academy had gone through a series of unsuccessful chefs. Too bad she was here as a student and not a potential employee. If she were here as an employee and didn’t have the actor boyfriend . . .


He shut that thought down before it had time to grow. He scanned her medical history and raised an eyebrow. “You have asthma?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“I assume it’s under control and you brought your medications with you?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“You may find the climate here beneficial.”


“I’d heard that, Sir.”


He looked over her checklist. For show really; he’d gone over it yesterday. “I see you filled out a checklist detailing your limits as well as what you would enjoy. We’ll have you fill out another one once you start on the more physical aspects of your training.”


“How soon . . . I mean, when will . . . the information I had was unclear.”


He narrowed his eyes at her. God save him from virgins. This he didn’t need. “It varies. Of course, you’re a special case since you indicated you’re a virgin and we’re to keep you that way.” He didn’t add the at your boyfriend’s request.


Her cheeks flushed again.


“But,” he said, “you’re still not to play with yourself or make yourself come.” An image of her naked and in bed, legs spread as she used a vibrator, popped into his head. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat as his cock stirred to life. “You have played with yourself before, right? You’ve given yourself an orgasm?”


Her cheeks turned a deeper shade of red and she glanced away. “Yes, Sir.”


“Look at me.” He was going to have to do something about her inability to discuss anything pertaining to sexual contact without blushing. She reluctantly looked his way. “Embarrassment or shame has no place here. We’re all adults and the fact is, you’re here to be sexually trained. You need to become comfortable with your own body as well as talking about it.”


She gave a halfhearted nod.


Unacceptable.


“Stand up and close the door, Miss Lincoln.”


She slowly got to her feet and closed the door.


“Go stand in the middle of the floor and strip.”


“What?” Her face was completely red. Hell, he bet her entire body was flushed at this point.


“I don’t believe I stuttered. Off with your clothes. Now.”


Not only was she flushed, but her hands trembled as she undid her pants and slipped them down. She tugged her shirt over her head and dropped it to the floor. She looked everywhere except at him. And though she was lovely in her lacy white underthings, she was still overdressed.


“All of your clothes.” He pointed to her bra and panties. “I want you nude.”


“I thought there would be nothing physical for at least a month?”


“I’m not going to fuck you. I’m not even going to touch you. I simply want you naked for the time being.”


She didn’t want to do it. That much was obvious. Too damn bad. There was too much for her to learn to be embarrassed about being naked.


“You’re going to find yourself naked probably more than you think.” Once again, he bemoaned the fact that she was here. What the hell was MacLure thinking? With nine other students, he didn’t have time for virginal shyness. “Seriously, Miss Lincoln. You had to know you’d be getting naked.”


“I didn’t think it would start until the physical training started. I thought I had more time.”


“Consider yourself an advanced student.” And to prove they weren’t moving on to anything else until she obeyed, he leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his chest. “You’ll soon learn patience is not a virtue of mine. Especially once I give a command. And just for the record, I have your boyfriend’s approval to turn you over my knee and give you a bare-ass spanking, the likes of which you can’t even imagine. Either use the academy safe words or get completely naked. You do know the safe words?”


She glanced down as she slipped the strap of her bra off her shoulder. “Yes, Sir. Red, yellow, green.”


“Eyes on me,” he said.


He wondered if deep inside he was pushing her to quit. But when she reluctantly met his gaze, he found an unexpected strength. For the first time since she’d walked through his door, he thought she just might have it in her to make it after all.


MASTER MATTHEWS WAS an ass.


If she focused on that, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to strip for him. Besides, he probably did stuff like this all the time. More than likely, this wasn’t out of the ordinary at all. For him, anyway.


Your virgin’s showing, she chided herself.


She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She forced herself to keep her focus on him as she stepped out of her panties. Only then did he break eye contact, and his gaze roamed down her body and back up.


She took the time to appraise his body and noticed the sizable bulge in his jeans. Had she done that? She rather liked the idea of drawing such a reaction from him.


“Very nice, Miss Lincoln. You have a beautiful body.”


“Thank you, Sir.”


“Now tell me, why submission? What is it about kneeling before your boyfriend that turns you on?”


She appreciated his mention of Terrence. Thinking of him refocused her mind on where it needed to be. She was doing this for him, for them. And for them, she could stand a little embarrassment from Master Matthews.


“I haven’t knelt before him yet,” she confessed. But she wanted to. She really, really wanted to.


“That’s right.” He mumbled something else under his breath. “Tell me why you want to kneel before him.”


“Because I trust him and I want to experience the pleasure he can give me when I give up my control to him. And I want to be what he needs.”


He nodded. “Good answers. But what if you can’t be what he needs? What if you discover that you hate submitting to anyone?”


“I’ll cross that bridge if I get to it.” And really, she didn’t want to think about it right now. Not when she’d only arrived today and was standing naked in a stranger’s office.


“What if you find you like being the one in charge?”


She frowned. She hadn’t thought about that. “I don’t think that’s going to happen.”


“Why?”


“Because in my fantasies, I’m not the one giving orders. I’m taking them.”


“Close your eyes. Tell me.”


She closed her eyes as she remembered the one she’d thought up the night before.


Master Matthew’s office chair squeaked and she heard his footsteps as he came toward her. “Tell me, Miss Lincoln. Tell me what you fantasize about when you’re alone in bed.”


“I don’t think—”


“Exactly. Don’t think. Just talk.”


She took a deep breath. This was probably a test. She really wanted to pass.


She’d always had an active fantasy life, but the one last night had been different.


She was blindfolded and kneeling in his bedroom. He’d been waiting for tonight to finally take her and make her his. She felt a little nervous and hoped she didn’t forget or mess up. The night needed to be perfect.


Footsteps echoed in the hallway and she adjusted her position. He’s finally coming. Finally.


But he didn’t say anything when he entered the room. He crossed the floor silently and stopped when he was in front of her. She’d pulled her hair back in a ponytail and he took it out. He combed her hair gently, but just as quickly, his touch grew rough and he pulled her head back by her hair.


“You like it rough, don’t you?” His voice was hard and the sound of it made her want him even more.


“Yes, Sir. Please.”


“So polite.” His grip tightened in her hair. “Are you ready for me to make you mine?”


“Yes, Sir.” She was so ready, she nearly hummed with need.


“I’ve waited so long to have you. You have no idea of the things I want to do to you.”


She didn’t think it was possible, but his words made her want him even more. He only had her hair in his hands; how would it feel to have those hands all over her body?


“You’re going to take anything I give you, aren’t you?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“And you know why?”


She had a good idea, but she shook her head anyway.


“Because you’re my little slut.”


Andie felt her cheeks heat as she told that part of the fantasy. “That was new last night.”
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