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    The dictionary defines nerd as: 
 
      
 
    A foolish or contemptible person who lacks social skills or is boringly studious 
 
      
 
    We define nerd as: 
 
      
 
    Sexy creatures who are just waiting to unleash their prowess on to the world 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
   I  check my watch again, the fifth time since the lecture began. My heart falls as I realise there’s still more than forty-five long minutes to go until the end of the ordeal. Glancing back to the impassioned man at the front of the auditorium, my eyes scan over his face. Tall, dark and lean, he might be good-looking if he wasn’t so damn obsessed with the most boring subject on the planet. Plants. Plants were Neil’s love affair, and everybody knew it. The rumour mill said he grew a vast array of his own on the university grounds, and apparently that’s where he spends most of his time. I shake my head at the idea, wondering what kind of sad individual would willingly choose to spend his time with plants, instead of people. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I love biology, I really do. That’s why I chose the damn subject as my undergraduate degree. But botany was fast turning out to be the bane of my life, and Professor Neil was the poster boy for it. The man has given me a low score for both the papers I’ve turned in this term, and it’s starting to affect my averages. I need to engage with this latest topic, but for some reason, I just can’t tune in to his words. 
 
    As the class ends, I push my books back into my bag with a sigh. 
 
    “Are you coming to the gym for a work-out?” Emma asks from beside me. 
 
    I glance over at her eager face. “I should really work on this botany assignment,” I tell her, zipping up my bag. “But a work-out does sound good…” I hesitate, thinking it over for about five seconds. “How about a work-out, and then lunch?” I proffer, as though Emma would need any persuasion. 
 
    “Sure!” she replies, flinging her pack onto her pack. “I’ve just got to run some books back to the library first. I’ll meet you there.” 
 
    “Great!” I call out as she flits down the stairs two at a time, and out the door. 
 
    I watch her depart as I make my own way towards the exit. The auditorium has more or less cleared by now, and only a few undergrads remain loitering in the doorway. 
 
    “Miss Kellam.” 
 
    The sound of my name makes me pause, and I turn to find the intense gaze of Professor Neil penetrating me. 
 
    “Er, yes?” I reply, my irritation at being delayed somewhat obvious from my rude tone. 
 
    “May I have a word, please?” he asks, closing the lid of his laptop, although his gaze never leaves me. 
 
    Frustration about being delayed rises in me, but something about the look in his eyes makes me move, and I approach him slowly. He stands there, watching me, and for the longest moment there’s a heavy, awkward silence. 
 
    “I’ve been meaning to catch you, Miss Kellam,” he begins at last. “We need to talk about your grades in this module.” 
 
    I fluster at his words. Although I have been half-expecting them, I don’t like his imperious tone one iota. “Yes,” I begin. “I’m sorry about that, Professor. I don’t seem to engage with botany. It’s just not my thing.” 
 
    I throw my hands out in a gesture which I hope he’ll understand, but instead, he just stands there glowering at me. 
 
    “It may not be your thing,” he says, one hand shifting from his laptop to his hip, “but I’m afraid that’s not the point. You need at least a grade B to move forward in this course, and so far, Miss Kellam, you’re not even close.” 
 
    Swallowing at his implication, I raise my eyes to look at him properly. His face is serious, his blue eyes narrowed as he appraises me. The Professor is certainly tall, towering maybe a foot over my five feet five frame, but it’s more than just that. At this moment he seems imposing, and dare I say it, almost intimidating. The weedy Professor of plants has suddenly developed a backbone, and all of its intensity is focused right at me. 
 
    “Wh-what happens if I don’t get my B?” I enquire, although I suspect that I already know the answer. 
 
    One of his dark brows arches at the question, and he lifts the laptop with his right hand, moving it into his briefcase without taking his eyes off me. “Miss Kellam, if you don’t get your B, then you will fail this year, wasting not only a great deal of everybody’s time, but I suspect, also a vast sum of your own money.” 
 
    That makes me gulp, and memories of the arguments I’d had with my parents about the cost of university tuition flit through my mind. Neither of them had been advocates of my desire to further my education, and the main reason was the thousands of pounds it’s going to cost. There’s no way I can fail this year. I’d have to find a way to get into plants and pass botany—whatever it takes. 
 
    The Professor watches my internal monologue with interest, his face softening as he appraises me. “Well, Miss Kellam?” he says at length, breaking my train of thought. “Are you interested in passing this year, or not?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answer him at once. “Yes, Professor, I am absolutely interested. I just don’t seem to get on well with botany. I’ve read most of the reading list, but it hasn’t seemed to have helped.” 
 
    This is a lie. I’ve actually only read one of the books on my list, but he doesn’t need to know that. I allow my voice to trail away, clutching my hands behind my back and trying to look as innocuous as possible. Whatever happens, I cannot fail this year, and I’ll need Neil on my side if I’m going to get through botany.  
 
    “Very well, Miss Kellam,” he sighs. “I’ve spent some time looking at your grades in other classes, and it does seem to be only my subject that you have an Achilles’ heel for.” His eyes drill into me again, and for some inexplicable reason I feel my face flush at his scrutiny. “How about I offer you some additional tuition, to try and embed the major topics for you? Perhaps it will inspire you to get your B?” 
 
    I draw in a deep breath at his proposal, my mind racing at the idea. I have less than no desire to spend any extra time discussing botany, least of all with Professor Neil, but what can I say? If I outright reject his offer then he’s certain to fail me. “Okay,” I reply after a lengthy pause. “When suits you?” 
 
    Professor Neil raises his head as he considers my question. “I have some time tomorrow after my classes conclude. How about five o’clock?” 
 
    I reach for my phone, unlocking the device and checking my diary. “Yes, five seems fine,” I sigh, aware of how unimpressed I sound, but struggling to care. If I have to have the extra classes then so be it, but he can’t expect me to be excited about them. “Where shall I meet you?” 
 
    He eyes me, sceptically. It’s as though he has read my mind, and knows very well how little ground work I have done on the subject. But I know that’s not possible. “You will come to my laboratory, Miss Kellam,” he replies. “Let’s see if I can’t teach you a lesson…” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    I’ve had a long day of lectures by the time I drag myself to Neil’s lab. I’ve considered not turning up at least half a dozen times, but the nagging notion of failure is lodged at the back of my mind, and I drag myself there just as the hour of five approaches. Entering the main doors, I find the entrance deserted. There’s one long shadowy corridor ahead of me, lined with doors which presumably lead to various labs, and I pace down it looking for Neil’s laboratory.  
 
    An odd mix of energy fills me, spiralling in my stomach as I explore the length of empty hallway. A part of me utterly resents being called here at this time for extra botany lessons. By five I am usually at home relaxing, or getting ready for a night out with the girls, and I’m riled at having to abandon this tradition to attend Neil’s summons. On the other hand, I am anxious to impress him. I realise this is my one—and probably last—shot at demonstrating my willingness in his subject. And I need this B more than any other grade before it. 
 
    I’m more than half way down the length of corridor when I finally find the right door. Faint light spills into the hallway from the small glass window, and on the wooden door, Professor James Neil is inscribed in dark letters. I peer through the glass, unable to see him, but certain that this must be the right pace. All I can make out is rows of benches, each covered in various exotic looking plants. Jeez, I muse, this guy is really obsessed with plants… Inhaling deeply I knock twice, taking a small step back as I prepare myself for Neil’s arrival. Initially, there is no response at all, and my belly furls into a knot. Maybe this isn’t the right place after all? Perhaps I misheard him yesterday, and he’s waiting in his office in the main Biology block? If I’m late, or he thinks I’m a no-show then he’s bound to fail me… 
 
    My eyes flit around the darkening hallway around me as the anxiety whips through me.  
 
    Get a grip, Zoe, I admonish myself. This is the right place, he just didn’t hear you. I step forward, knocking a little harder this time. Sure enough, the face of Professor Neil looms at the window next to me, the intensity of his expression making me jump back reflexively. 
 
    He opens the door into the lab, and an odd scent of pollen and cologne hits me. My eyes absorb the new room, astonished by its sheer size. Nearly all the walls around us are made of glass, and the place resembles a greenhouse, more than a laboratory. 
 
    “Ah, Miss Kellam,” he says, greeting me with an expression which borders a smirk. “Right on time. Come in, please.” 
 
    I offer him a smile, swallowing back on the peculiar nerves which the experience seems to have awakened as I pace inside the lab. There is nothing to be anxious about, I remind myself. This is just a stupid extra lesson; something I have to do to get my extra credit with Neil and scrap through my botany module. It’s no big deal. 
 
    The sound of the door swinging shut behind me grabs my attention, and I spin, turning to face the Professor.  
 
    “Thank you for making time for me,” I squeak, breaking the burgeoning silence. My voice sounds ridiculously small in this strange, foreign environment. 
 
    Neil doesn’t answer at first. Instead he appraises me in silence for a long moment, his eyes taking in the look of my face. I raise my gaze to meet his, wondering at how much larger than life he seems in this—his own—environment. Neil always seems like such a geek at lectures, waxing lyrical about the features of this plant or the other. Many an hour I’ve spent with Emma, ridiculing him for his plant-based obsessions instead of paying attention, but here and now, surrounded by many of those same plants, he looks almost fierce. My eyes scan him briefly, taking in his long limbs, and noticing for the first time just how muscular his body looks without his usual tweed jacket hiding it. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” he answers me at last. “It is against my better judgement to offer lifelines to students who do not show a willingness to learn. Your only saving grace has been your consistently excellent grades in your other modules.” 
 
    His blue eyes pierce me with the explanation, and something about the weight of his gaze makes me gulp. “Th-thank you,” I mumble, turning away from his face to the rows of plants as my face begins to colour with embarrassment. “I promise I am keen to learn.” 
 
    I see him nod from my peripheral vision. “Very well, then,” he replies. “Since you told me that you’ve read some of my reading list already, why don’t we start with what you know.” He strides behind me, pacing down the length of the nearest aisle between two long benches, and I turn to follow him. 
 
    Pausing by one particularly tall plant, his gaze falls over me again. “Tell me, Miss Kellam. What do you know about this specimen?” 
 
    I swallow at the question, my heart racing inside my chest. Shit, I think, my mind whirring at the question. I’d forgotten that I’d lied about the reading list, and now he expects me to be able to identify some random plant. My feet move forward as slowly as they can, trying to give myself time to feign an excuse for my ignorance, and all the while I can feel the weight of Neil’s stare on my face. 
 
    “Miss Kellam?” He says again, his tone impatient. “Your opinion, please.” 
 
    Approaching the place he waits, my eyes scan over the plant in question. It’s tall, with a long stem and leaves, but nothing else about it seems especially remarkable, and I can’t recall anything about it from the limited amount of reading I have done.  
 
    “I, er…” I begin, gulping at my own hesitation. Demonstrating my ignorance is not a great start to this lesson… “I’m sorry, Professor, but I’m not sure,” I admit finally. 
 
    “Not sure?” He repeats, one dark brow arching at my answer. “Are you certain, Miss Kellam? If you’d have read any one of the first three books on my list, then you should certainly be able to take an educated guess.” 
 
    I lower my eyes guiltily, fingering the strap of my bag at his assertion. If he hasn’t figured it out already, then it won’t be long until Professor Neil realises I’ve exaggerated my claims about my preparation for his module. “I think I must have missed those titles, sir,” I mumble, still unable to meet his eye. 
 
    He moves away from the bench, coming to stand directly in front of me. “You missed the first three titles?” He says, his tone increasingly sceptical. “That is unusual. So, tell me then, which books have you read? I can find a more appropriate question for you to answer.” 
 
    Shifting my weight anxiously from one hip to the next, I glance up at his expectant face. Does he really expect an answer, I wonder, or is he well aware of my untruth, and just wants to make me suffer for a while?  
 
    “I’m not sure, Professor,” I reply, meekly. “I can’t recall the title.” I know my face flames as I lie to him, and all of a sudden it feels so hot in the lab, that I can barely breathe. 
 
    “Title?” He repeats, the timbre of his voice dropping lower than before. “So, you only read one book, Miss Kellam? I’m certain that only yesterday you told me you had read several, or in fact most of the reading list?” There’s a pause as he surveys my heated face. No doubt he’s assessing the extent to which I have fabricated the truth. “Which is it? Have you read one, or multiple titles?” 
 
    I inhale at the question, feeling the intensity of his gaze as it sears into my skin. The truth is that I’ve barely even read one of the damn books. I’d borrowed a few from Emma, but I could only force myself to read the first few chapters. 
 
    “One…” The word leaves my lips in a low mumble, and instinctively my gaze falls to my overpriced shoes, recalling the time I manipulated my ex-boyfriend into buying them for me. I’ve always had a way with men. I’ve been able to manage them, using my curves and little-girl-lost act to capture and mould most of them successfully. Apparently though, this approach is not going to work on the irate Professor who now stands towering over me. 
 
    “Excuse me?” He snaps, sliding his arms to his hips. “What was that?” 
 
    The movement draws my gaze north, and my eyes crawl over the musculature of his arms, which is visible with his shirt sleeves rolled up at the elbows. Reflexively I gulp. I don’t like his tone. I don’t like it one bit, but I bite down on the sarcastic retort which threatens to spill from my mouth. Neil has the power to eject me from this course, so this situation has to be handled with care. 
 
    “I’ve only read one book, sir.” I answer him, intentionally making my voice sound as feminine and innocent as possible. “I’m sorry that I made it seem like I’d read more.” 
 
    I blink my eyelashes at him as I conclude, effectively throwing myself at his mercy, but one look of his expression tells me the gesture is wasted. Neil is not impressed with my admission. 
 
    “You lied to me, Miss Kellam,” he replies, matter-of-factly. “You lied to me deliberately in order to what?” He pauses, and for the first time I see his true irritation level as his nostrils flare, and those strong-looking arms fold across the front of his chest. “Get your own way? Did you think you could talk your way into a B without putting in the work?” 
 
    Neil’s eyes narrow as he makes the accusation and my already flaming face blushes further.  
 
    “No, Professor,” I reply, my tone imploring. “I really have struggled with your module—I wasn’t lying about that part!” 
 
    His right brow arches once more, and for some unknown reason the gesture makes me stop and catch my breath. It’s the most curious thing, but something about Professor Neil’s show of authority is starting to make me hot… 
 
    “So, you admit that you lied about the quantity of reading you’ve done?” He asks, his face hard, daring me to challenge him. 
 
    I swallow at that, my heart beginning to pound inside my chest. I know I’m in trouble. My ignorance and deception have been found out from the get-go, and Neil could fail me right now if he chooses to. But it’s more than that. I shift my weight from one hip to the next, clenching my thighs together as I go. There’s no denying it. My geeky, uninspiring biology lecturer is suddenly as sexy as hell. How the fuck has that happened? 
 
    “Yes,” I squeak, my voice raspy with unexpected desire as I concede the point to him. 
 
    Neil’s arms reach for his slim hips again, his eyes never leaving me as he answers. “Yes, what, Miss Kellam?” He demands in a low, sensual growl. 
 
    Wow. I sneak a quick gaze north to those hard, blue penetrating eyes, and I swear, I’ve never seen a pair more devastating than his look right now.  
 
    “Yes, Professor… sir,” I reply, my voice seeming so small and insignificant compared to his. 
 
    “That’s more like it,” he smirks. “It seems to me, Miss Kellam, that you have shown me no respect since you started this module. Botany is a core subject of this course, and if you want to proceed to year two, you will have to pass my unit. You understand this, I think?” He pauses, presumably waiting for me to respond. 
 
    I pant, trying to catch my breath and focus on his very serious words, but all my brain will process is the look in his eyes, the large arms which flank his body, and the mesmerising authority which he has over me at this moment. Up until now I have always enjoyed dominating men, using them for whatever I need, and then moving on, but Professor Neil is something else. I sense the moisture pooling at the apex of my thighs, and instinctively I pull my lower lip between my teeth. This is wrong, Zoe, I tell myself. This guy is your lecturer—your teacher—and he has the power to throw you off the damn course. Stop thinking about sex and focus, woman! 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I mumble, wringing my hands out in front of me like a naughty school girl. “I understand, and I want to make amends. I’ll do the extra reading, and all of my assignments, just please Professor, please don’t fail me!” 
 
    “Damn right you’ll do the extra reading, and all of the work, Miss Kellam,” he tells me, his tone curt. “You’ll do everything your class mates have done, and more. I’ll expect you here every evening next week after your classes have finished. You can help me categorise my specimens. It will give you a far greater understanding of each plant, and afterwards, once you’re done, you can complete the required reading in my study.” 
 
    He gestures towards the end of the benches with his head, and instinctively my eyes follow his lead to the place he has indicated, Beyond the rows and rows of wooden benches, each covered end to end with various plants, is a wooden door. I gulp at the sight of it, my insides clenching at the thought of being there. The place looks dark and deeply foreboding. 
 
    “Are my expectations clear, Miss Kellam?” Professor Neil asks, his hard tone interrupting my concerns. “Of course, you have the right to refuse, and we can continue as we have been.” 
 
    “But you’ll fail me if I don’t agree?” I push the words out in a hurry, not wanting to know the answer, but somehow needing to hear it nonetheless. 
 
    He eyes me, his head nodding as he answers me. “If you don’t attend my additional sessions, and complete your required reading and written assignments, then you will fail to meet the necessary standards to pass, Miss Kellam. You will force my hand, I’m afraid, and yes—you will indeed fail your first year.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Hearing the words out loud makes the whole thing seem real, and instinctively I want to burst into tears. How can I have let this happen, I wonder? I’ve never been the brightest student, but I’ve been good enough to sail though my studies to this point, and yet here I am, chastised and on the verge of failing altogether. 
 
    “I’ll do the extra sessions, sir,” I concede, hearing the bubble of emotion in my voice as I speak. I pull in a shaky breath, hating the power that he has over me in this moment, and yet still—even now—there’s that underlying sense of arousal about it. 
 
    “Good,” he replies. “I think you have a great deal of talent, Miss Kellam, but I’m afraid I’m yet to see any real determination from you. My colleagues, though, assure me that you do have it in you, so I am willing to give you one last chance.” He pauses, watching my reactions carefully. “But I am not pleased that you felt the need to lie to me.” 
 
    I gulp at his words, a wave of shame washing over me. I’d been full of bravado when I’d told the lie, but faced with the disgraceful reality, I want to shrink away. “I know, and I’m sorry,” I reply, swallowing back the bubbling emotion within me. “You have no reason to believe me, Professor, but I swear I’m not usually like this.” 
 
    He swallows, but the weight of his stare never leaves me. “Hmmm,” he responds. “Words are easy, Miss Kellam, but actions resonate much more deeply with me. You may think I am just a geeky Professor, obsessed with his plants, but I assure you I am much more than that. By lying, you have disrespected me, and disrespected the subject I am passionate about. I am willing to give you this final chance, but I will need to see some contrition…” 
 
    His words trail away, and hang in the air between us. Something about them makes the muscles at the apex of my thighs clench reflexively, although I can’t say why. What does he mean by contrition? What more can I do to make amends than offer my apology? 
 
    “I understand, sir,” I murmur. “I know I’ve disappointed you, but I’m not sure what else I can do to prove my dedication to the course. I swear I will invest all the remaining time I have in botany.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Kellam,” he replies. “You certainly will do, and you have a lot to catch up on. May I suggest that you begin right away? I have the first few books ready in my study right now for you to begin with.” 
 
    “N-now?” I stammer, my eyes flitting from the Professor looming over me to the study at the end of the lab. 
 
    “Yes, now,” Neil asserts. “I assume you have your reading list with you? I have plenty of admin I can get on with whilst you make a start.” 
 
    Nervous energy knots in my tummy, but I can’t be sure if its anxiety or arousal which inspires it. Does the thought of being alone in his study make me uncomfortable or horny, and why the hell am I even contemplating this thing? 
 
    Snapping out of my internal discussion, I realise he is still right there, waiting for my answer. 
 
    “Er, yes,” I fluster, gripping onto the handle of my backpack for grim life. “Yes, I have my reading list.” 
 
    He nods, his thin lips curling into a small smile. I watch the gesture, all of a sudden fascinated by his response. “Excellent,” he replies. “Then it is time you started to make amends for your transgressions, Miss Kellam.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Professor Neil turns on his heel without waiting for my response, and I watch as he strides towards the dark, wooden door at the far end of the lab. Glancing around, I shuffle after him, realising that I have little choice but to acquiesce, despite my feelings on the subject. What is it about this man which disconcerts me so much? Up until a few days ago, I’d have laughed at the prospect of being intimidated by him, but now it’s the truth. His domineering persona seemingly having awoken some unknown part of me, I now find that not only am I daunted in his presence, but worse, his show of authority is making me really horny… 
 
    He’s reached the door already as I approach, glancing behind at me as he unlocks it with a long, old-fashioned key. Slowly, he opens the door, revealing a small, wood-panelled room, littered with leather-bound books and papers. 
 
    “Come in,” he orders me, his gaze steely as I skip past his towering frame into the smaller room. “You’ll find the first three books you require on the table to the left. Pull up a chair and get reading.” 
 
    I swallow at the conviction in his voice. Professor Neil is incredibly sure of himself. So sure in fact that he has already prepared the books I’ll need, and has a space for me ready in his cluttered little study. The thought riles me, yet there’s no denying how else it makes me feel. I’m hot and practically panting by the time I pull up the chair he’s suggested, feigning an uncommon interest in the first book as he closes the door behind me. 
 
    The air in the study is heavier than it was in the lab, the scent full of mildew and part spicy cologne. I’m not sure if it’s just me, but the dynamic between us seems to have shifted too. Out by the plants Professor Neil was my dissatisfied lecturer. He’d admonished me, making me ashamed for the first time in years, but I’d deserved to be dressed down. In here it is different. If the lab is his work space, then the study feels like his private domain, and as I watch him take a seat by his laptop, my heart races at the sight of him. 
 
    “Is there a problem, Miss Kellam?” He asks, spinning in his seat to face me in a heartbeat. 
 
    Oh crap. He’s caught me looking at him when I’m supposed to be reading! I know I’m flushing as I answer. “I, er, no… I’m fine, thank you, Professor.” 
 
    My face is flaming with embarrassment, and I imagine just how red my blush is as I conclude, wishing that the floor will open up and swallow me completely. 
 
    He regards me with a wry smile, the look of his face making me even hotter. “I am pleased to hear it,” he tells me. “I assume you don’t need my help to actually read the books?” 
 
    His tone has softened, but I barely even register it. Something about his smile has mesmerised me, and for the longest time I just sit watching him, despite the ardent protests coming from my brain. Get a grip, Zoe, it chastises me. This is Professor Neil, for fuck’s sake, not some Hollywood action hero, and yet, there’s no getting past it, my botany professor is making me hornier than I have felt for a long time. 
 
    “Miss Kellam?” he says again, rising from his seat. “Do you need help?” 
 
    I fluster as he approaches. “Yes, er—I mean, no, sir,” I reply, turning to face the book again, although I can still make him out in my peripheral vision. 
 
    Neil paces towards me, weaving his way past piles of books to where I am sitting. “Are you sure?” he asks, his hand resting against the back of my chair. “You do seem rather agitated.” 
 
    I glance up at his towering figure, noting that dark brow arching as he appraises me, and I swear I lose my breath. “I…” I hesitate, trying desperately to get a handle on myself. “I’m just having trouble focusing on the book, sir.” 
 
    “Really?” he enquires, smirking at my response. “Perhaps this is the problem, Miss Kellam. It seems you need assistance focusing on the task at hand.” 
 
    He edges closer to me, a waft of his provocative cologne washing over my face at his proximity. The spicy, earthy scent makes me hot and heady. 
 
    “It might surprise you to know, that when I’m not researching the cell structure of plants, I’ve developed my own way of helping young ladies to focus.” He’s smiling as he speaks, the timbre of his voice garnering my attention even before his words register. 
 
    I blink up at him, my heart pounding as I catch my breath. I have no idea what the professor means, but something about his message speaks to my core, goading me in the most insanely erotic way. 
 
    “Wh-what way, sir?” I ask, my own voice trembling with some level of excited apprehension. 
 
    His face relaxes, and he takes a step backwards. “I’m not sure you’re ready to know,” he replies, shaking his head as though he is musing on his own private conundrum.  
 
    The retreat fills me with urgency, and I watch as Neil turns away from me, facing the small window which looks out to the open fields. All of a sudden, my greatest need is to capture his attention again, to not let him get away. 
 
    “Professor!” I cry out, my tone demanding. “I am ready… please!” 
 
    I’m on my feet, but somehow, I can’t make them move forward. Instead, I stand, breathless, watching him eye the expanse of window. Slowly, ever so slowly, as though he’s intentionally torturing me, he turns, and his steely blue gaze finds me at once. 
 
    “You’re sure?” he asks, moving back towards me. “Because what I propose is not conventional. It doesn’t conform to university procedures, and if you agree, it will have to remain between just the two of us.” 
 
    I swallow at his words, my heart threatening to burst into my throat. What the hell is he suggesting, I wonder? Something which falls outside of the university’s rules must be dubious, and the rational part of my brain knows I should be alarmed. Yet, for whatever reason, I’m really not. Yes, I am nervous, but more than that, I’m excited, all of my tension pooling as moisture between my legs. I want Professor Neil. It’s the most absurd thing, but it’s true. I want him, and if I’m not mistaken, I think he feels the same way. 
 
    “I’m sure,” I murmur, appraising him with wide eyes as he edges towards me. “What do you propose, Professor?” 
 
    The atmosphere is so thick with excitement, I swear it’s palpable. I reach for the back of my chair, my head only dimly aware of the sun setting behind the trees outside of his window. 
 
    His eyes narrow at my response, his face thoughtful as though he is trying to decide if I am serious. “What I propose is a technique I’ve devised. It will help you to concentrate solely on the task in hand, and—if I’m fortunate—it might teach you what happens to naughty undergraduates who choose to renege on their studies. 
 
    What the hell is that supposed to mean, I wonder? I dial down on the intensity of the emotions which wash over me, willing myself some composure. Remember your degree, I tell myself mentally. Forget about your desire, and just remember why you’re here. 
 
    “Teach me a lesson, Professor,” I say, my breathing laboured. “Isn’t that supposed to be your job, anyway?” I force a laugh at my quip, but Neil doesn’t respond. Instead he lifts one arm, running his long digits through his dark hair as he scrutinises me. 
 
    “Are you certain?” he asks me once more, “because I need to be sure. There can be no doubt, no second-guessing. What I have in mind will change everything, and there can be no going back from here.” 
 
    I survey him, trying to control my ragged breathing as he moves towards the door. “Yes,” I answer him, my voice barely even a whisper. I don’t know what he has in mind, but the goading between my legs has become unbearable, and I know I need to find out. The look in his eye tells me whatever it is, it’s likely to be illicit. “Yes, Professor,” I confirm, feigning a self-assurance I don’t feel.  
 
    “If you’re certain, Miss Kellam, then let me lock this door,” he purrs, and I watch as he slides the bolt at the door into place. 
 
     My breath hitches as I acknowledge the deed. He has locked us in, and now blocks my only exit with his tall, imposing frame. “Why do you need to lock the door?” I ask, although a part of me is reticent to his hear answer. 
 
    He smiles, his hands sliding to his hips as he appraises me. “Because, Miss Kellam,” he replies. “What I have in mind is strictly private.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    I baulk at that, my usual sassy self re-emerging from wherever she has been hiding since I entered the lab block. “Private?” I repeat, taking a giant stride towards him. “The study technique you have is private, Professor? Why would you need this to be private?” 
 
    Careful, my brain tells me. Remember why you’re here, and who you’re talking to. This is the man who has the power to eject you from your course…  
 
    As though he reads my mind, Neil’s smile turns into a smirk. “Yes, Miss Kellam,” he says casually. “The privacy is for both of us. Once you see what I have in mind, I think you’ll agree it is necessary.” 
 
    That makes my confidence falter, and I hesitate, watching him as he moves past me into the room. He grabs the chair at his desk and carries it into the centre of the space, dodging piles of books on either side as he goes. Professor Neil slams it down so firmly, that instinctively I jump, blushing as I realise what I’ve done. He sits down on the hard-backed chair, glancing up at me with gleeful blue eyes. 
 
    “Are you ready to begin, Miss Kellam?” he asks, arching that dark brow at his own question. 
 
    “What do I have to do?” I enquire, forcing myself to meet his eye. Whatever is about to happen, I sense that my approach to the next few minutes will be pivotal. 
 
    “Nothing difficult,” he answers. “You’re just going to read the first five chapters of the book you’re struggling to focus on, but this time I am going to help you.” 
 
    I exhale, unaware that I’ve been holding my breath until this moment. “Okay,” I murmur in response. 
 
    “Get the book please, Miss Kellam,” he commands. 
 
    I hesitate for a moment, amazed by how my body responds to the order. My nipples stiffen into small peaks beneath my sweater, and I’m more than aware of how wet my panties have become. What the hell has happened to my socially inept botany Professor? He’s usually so quiet, so reserved and so obsessed with his plants, he barely resembles the alpha-male now sitting waiting for me to answer him. I eye the man furtively, my gaze rising over his unblemished skin to his waves of dark hair. 
 
    Whatever it is that has happened to Professor Neil, I like it. 
 
    “Miss Kellam?”  
 
    I leap at the sound of his voice, my heart racing out of control at his impatient tone. 
 
    “The book?” he repeats in a curt tone. 
 
    I move, skipping back to my original place to collect the thick, hardback version I had attempted earlier. Grabbing it, I head back to where he waits, presenting it to him like a naughty school girl awaiting her headmaster’s verdict. 
 
    “Good,” he replies, smiling at my response. 
 
    I know he’s patronising me, and a part of me despises his tone, but the weight of my arousal is so great that I ignore it. The professor is toying with me, and for some reason I freaking love it. 
 
    “Well done, Miss Kellam,” he says. “You’re going to need the book, not me, so I suggest you keep it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I whisper, gripping the leather cover between my fingers. I shift my weight, watching him watching me, as my heart pounds inside my chest. “Where should I read, Professor?” 
 
    Neil’s eyes narrow, his gaze rising up the length of my body until it meets mine. “I have found that certain ladies increase their focus once they’re over my lap, Miss Kellam.” 
 
    And there it is. He says the words so casually, as though he’s reading a shopping list, and it takes me a few seconds to register their meaning. 
 
    Over his lap? 
 
    My eyes widen as the term resonates. I’m shocked, aghast at his suggestion. Why would I be over the lap of one of my lecturers? And yet, as the anger washes over me, there is something else. The simmering need his dominant display has brought out in me begins to burgeon, threatening to boil over, and something about the idea of being over his lap makes it peak. 
 
    “Your lap?” I say, my voice sounding distant to my own ears. “W-why would they be over your lap?” 
 
    I know the answer—of course, I do. There is only one logical reason that anyone would be draped over someone’s else’s body. But somehow, I have to hear the words out loud… 
 
    “Impetus,” he tells me with a smirk, his blue eyes penetrating me with relentless force. 
 
    “Impetus?” I repeat, swallowing hard as I force the word from my mouth. 
 
    “Yes,” he asserts, the picture of cool composure. “Study after study have proven how well pain works as an impetus for success, Miss Kellam. If you’re struggling to get through your required reading, then we both know you are going to fail this module, and regretfully, this course.” He pauses, drawing in a deep breath as though he recognises I need time to process his explanation. 
 
    “Pain, Professor?” I ask, my voice trembling as I speak. But it’s not fear which is the driver, but my rapidly increasing arousal. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Kellam,” he answers, “pain. But nothing traumatic, just a short, sharp swat to the rump.” 
 
    I gulp. Oh my God, he wants to spank me! My mind whirls into a frenzy of activity, half of my brain paralysed with panic, and the other half ridiculously excited. I’ve been fantasizing about being spanked since I was a girl, but I’ve never told another soul about the desire. How can a smart young woman really want to be chastised this way in the twenty-first century? But I do, and there has never been any escaping it, the notion of being rendered powerless by some gruff, sexy man being a consistent turn-on, but this? Being spanked by my high-brow, biology Professor? This is not what I’d expected. 
 
    “Professor Neil.” I’m actually panting as I address him. “Do you mean that you’re going to spank me?” 
 
    He eyes me, suppressing his evident amusement at my question. “Yes, Miss Kellam,” he replies, “but only if you stop reading. Every time you pause, unless you have a valid question for me about the prior section, I will spank your bottom. Trust me, I’ve had amazing success with this technique. I believe you’ll be through your reading list in no time…” 
 
    “Oh, my…” It’s all I can think to say, and all at once my embarrassment pools at my face, my cheeks flaming with shameful heat once again. “What if I don’t… want this?” I murmur, avoiding his searing gaze. 
 
    “This is my proposal, Miss Kellam,” he announces. “I think you’re find it beneficial, but of course, if you’d prefer not to try my techniques, that is your right.” 
 
    I bite my lower lip, pulling the flesh between my teeth. I do want this. Badly. And I wonder if Professor Neil has suspected this much about me all along, but can I really do this —here and now—with my botany Professor? As if my body seeks to answer my own question, my feet shuffle forward towards the place where he sits. 
 
    “I want to try,” I admit in a mumble, “but, can we? I mean, you’re my lecturer. Are we allowed to do this?” 
 
    He nods, and for the first time he touches me. His right hand, the one nearest to where I stand reaches for my left wrist, and gently, he caresses the exposed skin there. I gasp at the intimacy, my throat drying at the feel of his fingers. “I understand your concerns, Miss Kellam,” he replies, “and you’re right to vocalise them. I’m not sure what the Dean would make of my techniques, but I’m fairly sure she wouldn’t approve.” 
 
    He glances up to meet my eye, his hand rising from my arm to the side of my face. His digits stroke the heat of my face tenderly, and instinctively I close my eyes at the gesture. 
 
    “That’s why whatever we decide in this room is private, Zoe,” he continues, and my eyes fly open as he uses my first name. Our eyes lock and in the professor’s I see a myriad of emotions. There’s lust certainly, I can tell that the prospect of punishing me excites him, but it’s more than just that. There’s care and concern too, plus other unspoken sentiment. “It’s up to you to decide. Do you trust me to push you, Zoe? Do you want me to help you focus on this module? Or would you rather employ your own techniques, categorise my specimens, and see how you fare?” 
 
    I blink down at him, my heart pounding so hard that I’m certain he must be able to hear it from where he sits. “I can’t focus on my own, sir,” I concede, tucking my hair behind my ear. “I need your techniques. I need you to spank me.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    That’s it. The words are out there, and all at once the atmosphere shifts between us once again. With my consent, his hand slips from my face and he pats the trousers of his suit. 
 
    “Come then,” he instructs me. “Down over my lap with your book.” 
 
    I gaze down at the place he had indicated my head giddy with the weight of his expectations. Have I really just agreed to do this, I wonder? But I know I have, and worse, I know I want it. Moving gingerly, I shift to his side, gripping the book in my right hand. With one final deep breath, I bend, lowering myself down over the Professor’s lap.  
 
    Hanging over the knees of your biology Professor turns out to be the most peculiar experience. It’s uncomfortable to say the least, yet all at once my arousal spikes and I squirm over his lap. His hand rests on the back of my jean-covered thigh, making me settle at once. There’s nothing sexual about the act, but it’s innately intimate, and all of a sudden, pulling air in and out of my mouth becomes a challenge. 
 
    “Start reading, Zoe.”  
 
    The sound of Professor Neil’s voice startles me, and I’m panting as I fumble with the pages.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” I begin, trying to focus on the initial paragraph, but in my flustered state, I can barely even get the words out. “Cell biology.” I pause, feeling his hand shift at the back of my leg. “Cell biology is an understanding of how cells have evolved, which underpins our understanding of how they were formed and have changed in response to the environment, and how they function.” 
 
    I’m racing through the first few lines, my brain reading the words, but the whole time all I can think about is his hand trailing a line down towards my knees. It’s sensual and intense, but more than that it’s scintillating. I’m reading on his command, and the thought makes me hotter and wetter than I’ve ever known. 
 
    All at once the hand disappears. I gasp, inhaling a lungful of air, and that’s when it happens. Professor Neil spanks me, the weight of his hand landing against my upturned bottom. It’s not a hard strike, but the force of it is startling, the swat sending messages to my brain—this is really happening, Zoe. You are actually turned over Professor Neil’s lap, in his private office, and he is spanking you… It’s like I can’t think, I can’t clear my head, and worse still, I know he’s going to spank me again until I continue reading. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “You have to focus, Zoe,” he tells me, his voice coming from over my head. “Carry on reading, or else I’ll carry on spanking you.” 
 
    I exhale fast, my eyes finding my place in the text. “Cell biology provides a foundation for other areas of zoology and botany,” I continue, “such as physiology, genetics and evolution, and even some aspects of ecology.” 
 
    There’s a pause as my eyes scan over the next paragraph, but before I can even attempt the beginning, his palm lands over me again, not once, but another three times. Three swats rain down in fast succession, their speed paralysing me. Oh my! These spanks hurt, and reflexively I twist towards his hand, wanting to shield myself from the strikes. 
 
    “Oh no, Zoe,” the Professor murmurs over me.  
 
    He uses his free hand to hold me down as his right palm continues to smack my behind. I squirm harder, struggling against his weight, but as my earlier impression had summated, Professor Neil is stronger than I’d first anticipated. He holds me in place with seeming ease as he continues the torrent of swats. There’s force behind each strike now, nothing intolerable, but the culmination of the blows means my ass is stinging. More than that though, the humiliation of the event is starting to take its toll, rousing and exasperating me in equal measure. 
 
    My eyes flit back to the page, and I try to resume my reading. As my lips trip over the next few lines, the spanking stops, and the relief which falls over me is palpable. For a few minutes I carry on, reading paragraph after paragraph, and seemingly satisfied, the professor’s hand shifts back to my thigh, stroking the denim as he listens to my words. 
 
    My bottom burns; it already feels like it’s twice its usual size, yet shamefully, I actually miss the damn spanking. However much it had hurt, and however excruciating my embarrassment at being vulnerable like this, wantonly I need more. Without the weight of his hand on my ass I feel oddly bereft. Despite the superficial pain, the experience was shamefully erotic, cathartic even. I’ve played the head-strong young woman with the sassy mouth for so long, when all I’d really wanted was to find a man strong enough to take me in hand. And somehow in Professor Neil, I’ve found it. As the realisation resonates through me, my mouth stops moving, and silence falls over the small study again. I’m panting as the anticipation builds. I’ve stopped reading, and I’ve done so on purpose, because I want him to spank me. 
 
    There’s a small chuckle from over me, and then all at once his palm leaves my jeans briefly, before it comes crashing back down against me. I think I gasp at the impact, my mind registering the pain, although I barely care. He’s spanking me again, giving me what I want, and what I need, and for the longest time, that’s all I can think about. I stop fighting, my body slumping over his long limbs as the swats fall over me, his palm landing over and over again. 
 
    I groan as the pain builds, the heat radiating from my spanked behind and pooling between my legs. Christ it hurts, but I love it, and I wonder how I’ll ever move forward without this discipline in my life. 
 
    The swats cease all at once, and his large palm comes to rest over my smarting bottom. 
 
    “Professor, please!” I wail, hating how desperate I feel at this moment. I don’t know what I’m calling for. Perhaps I want more of the pain, or maybe, I’m just appalled at myself for needing it. 
 
    “What is it, Zoe?” he asks, his tone raspy as he answers. 
 
    “Why have you stopped?” I feel my face flame a deeper shade of red at the question, but the words are out before the logical part of my brain can stop them. 
 
    He laughs from over the top of me, and I tense at the sound. “You’re enjoying this rather more than I expected,” he chuckles. “Usually a few hard swats will inspire some more dedication on the part of the reader, but with you, it seems not to be the case…” There’s a pause, and silence falls over the space. 
 
    The energy within me furls as I wait for him to continue. 
 
    “Let me think,” he goes on. “Perhaps I’ll need to deliver a bare-bottom spanking to really get your attention, Zoe? 
 
    This time my gasp is audible, and I twist as best I can to see his smirking face looming over me. “You can’t be serious?” I snap, both riled and insanely aroused at the prospect of him baring my backside.  
 
    His right hand smacks my bottom hard. “How do you address me, Zoe?” he asks, his tone stern as he eyes me. 
 
    I gulp. “Sir,” I flush as I correct myself. 
 
    “That’s better,” he replies, rubbing the small of my back as he answers me. The act is soothing, and I relax back over him as he continues. “And to answer your question, Zoe—yes, I am absolutely serious. I had an idea that you might be receptive to my discipline, but evidently, I underestimated you.” 
 
    My fingers, which had balled into fists during the spanking, finally relax, and I trail a line over the old-fashioned rug covering his study floor. “I didn’t know either,” I concede, the admission much easier to make now that I don’t have to meet his eye. 
 
    “Up you get,” he orders, tapping my spanked behind twice to get me moving. 
 
    Sighing, I rise slowly, grateful for my curtain of light curls which hide some of my embarrassment as I stand next to his chair. Predictably, he notices me hiding behind it, and his right hand rises to move the hair away from my face. 
 
    “Look at me, Zoe.” The command is low and sensual, and I swallow hard as I obey him.  
 
    Our eyes lock, and I take a good look at his face. He clearly has some years on me, but he is undeniably handsome with his dark blue eyes and high cheek bones. How had I never noticed it before? In all of those lectures all I’d seen was a middle-aged man with an odd plant obsession, but now it’s clear there’s a hell of a lot more to Professor Neil than that… 
 
    “I want to help you through this module, Zoe,” he says at length. “I understand that plants aren’t your thing, but perhaps my discipline can provide the impetus you need to get through it?” 
 
    I’m nodding because at this moment, his words make total sense to me. “Yes, sir,” I murmur, blushing harder at the intensity of his gaze. 
 
    “Then you have to trust me,” he replies, the hand at my face lowering to grasp my left hand. “Just like I have to trust you to keep this arrangement private.” 
 
    “I understand,” I mumble. “It’s just…” I hesitate, unsure about how to say the words aloud.  
 
    “Just what, Zoe?” The Professor encourages me. 
 
    “It’s just so mortifying,” I admit. “Being over your lap is bad enough, but without my jeans? It’s too much!” 
 
    He smiles. “Have you been spanked before, Zoe?” 
 
    I shake my head. “No, sir,” I reply, “But I’ve thought about it. I wanted to be…” 
 
    “You’re going to be fine with this,” he reassures me. “Your bottom may be bared, but I’ll only be using my palm. I won’t really hurt you, but the swats will be hard enough to keep you focussed. I think you’re going to finish that chapter in no time.” 
 
    He winks at me as he concludes, and his expression makes my breath catch in my throat. “Okay?” he prompts me. 
 
    I swallow, considering my options. I have no idea how it’s come to this, but now that I’ve started, I need to finish. And anyway, Neil is the only one who can grant me this damn B-grade, and see me successfully through my first year. 
 
    “Okay,” I mumble in response, but I offer him a smile as I speak. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    The Professor nods. “Good. Get those jeans down to your knees now,” he commands, and just like that, the timbre of his voice has shifted back into that authoritative tone again. 
 
    Gulping at the sound, my fingers start work on the button at my midriff, freeing the denim waistband. I manoeuvre the jeans down over my hips, trying not to overthink the act as he sits watching me. As the material slides down to my thighs, I pause, drawing my lower lip between my teeth as I wait for him to initiate the next move. 
 
    “Good girl,” he murmurs, reaching to squeeze the digits of my hand gently. 
 
    The term sends my arousal into a new level. Something about those words resonate directly to my wet sex, and I wonder if he can tell. 
 
    “Back down now,” he says, pulling my arm forward. 
 
    I move as he directs, finding myself sprawled back over his lap in a few seconds, but this time, my bottom is completely bared, save for my tiny panties. I’m absurdly vulnerable this way, but hornier than I’ve ever known, and as his fingers trail over my bare skin I begin to pant. 
 
    “Finish the chapter, Zoe,” he instructs me, his tone sounding amused at my physical responses to his actions. 
 
    Finding my page, I inhale quickly before I comply and begin to read the words out loud again. For the first time since I started the module I finally make some head-way into the book, ploughing through five pages in record time. The threat of Professor Neil’s palm spurs me on, and I can feel the heat of his flesh against my bared skin as I near the end of the chapter. With the final paragraph read, I pause, drawing in a deep breath before I speak. 
 
    “Should I go on, sir?” I ask, my voice suitably small as I hang over his rug. 
 
    His hand presses into the back of my thighs. “Oh, I think so,” he answers me. “You seem to have found a new focus, Zoe.” 
 
    I chuckle at his words. He’s right. For all of my conscientiousness, I’ve rarely been this motivated before. “Yes, sir,” I reply, turning the page to reveal chapter two. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    I make it to the end of chapter five as he predicted, marvelling at my own achievement like a pre-schooler as he rewards me with gentle caresses and softly spoken words. I’m not sure I’ve taken in everything I’ve read, but I have to admit, I’ve really been able to concentrate since he’d bared my ass to his palm. 
 
    “Well done, Zoe,” he tells me. “I knew you could apply yourself if you tried.” 
 
    I squirm over him, breathless at his words. The professor sounds genuinely proud, and for the most peculiar reason, the thought warms me. I’d hated being admonished by him earlier, and this feels so much better. 
 
    “I have a lot more to read,” I concede with a sigh. 
 
    “I know,” he agrees, stroking the backs of my thighs as he answers me. “And you’re welcome to come here every day after your classes and read with me, if that’s what you’d like?” 
 
    I gasp, clenching the muscles under his fingers at the prospect of doing this again. “I’d like that,” I admit. “If you’re sure it’s okay, sir?” 
 
    It’s the strangest thing having a conversation with another person when you’re head-first over their lap, yet in the last half an hour or so, this had become our norm. 
 
    “It’s more than okay,” he laughs, as his left hand makes it way towards my shoulders. “I suspect you can tell that I love this type of hands-on tuition, Zoe, and with you I see real potential.” 
 
    His words make my head reel, and I twist my head, needing to see his face.  
 
    “Potential?” I gasp. 
 
    “Yes,” he asserts. “I can help you through botany, and then—assuming we’re both happy to continue the arrangement—we can continue our private sessions after hours once you’ve passed my module.” 
 
    I’m blinking as he speaks, my ears barely able to believe it. “You mean, you’d continue to spank me, sir?” I ask, intentionally placing emphasis on the final word. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Kellam,” he replies, slapping my vulnerable cheeks playfully as he answers me. “And from what I’ve observed of your sassy approach to my module, you’re a young lady who will need a lot of discipline going forward…” 
 
    I smile at that, biting my lip as I imagine being summoned to see my nerdy biology Professor after hours in the months to come. The thought is illicit and exciting. He’ll only be teaching me for a matter of a few more weeks, and after that we’re just be two, consenting adults. I have no intention to pursue his speciality beyond the core module, so we’d be free to do whatever we liked. 
 
    “I think you’re right, sir,” I reply, my tone deliberately salacious. “I’ll need a serious amount of discipline to keep me on track. Do you think you’re up to the task, Professor Neil?” 
 
    The smack which resonates against my bottom takes my breath away, and I groan as my hips writhe over his lap. That feels so fucking good… 
 
    “You need not worry on that score, Miss Kellam,” he assures me. “I am more than competent.” 
 
    The End 
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    Readers be warned, this ain’t your average tale… 
 
      
 
    You’re still sure about this choice? 
 
      
 
    Katie Douglas’s story is just a few clicks away… 
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    Once upon a tale in a magical land called Philadelphia...  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Roxy 
 
      
 
   “H urry up, Roxy! We’re going to be late!” 
 
    And there it was, the bellows of my boyfriend, Death. He goes by the alias Derrick Grimm, but yeah, Death. Ridiculous grey cloak, giant scythe for reaping souls, and a pale horse that has the uncanny ability to transform into a car—that’s what I signed up for when I sought asylum from him last year. 
 
    The problem is, I didn’t realize what a giant doofus he was. 
 
    Oh, by the way, I’m Roxanne, daughter of Lilith and one-time Lust demon. Think of Lust demons as succubi if you will. We’re on the upper echelon of demon hierarchy, just below Pride demons. If you ever are unfortunate enough to run into a Pride demon, run. 
 
    Where were we? Ahh, yes, my doofus boyfriend, Death. Normally Derrick’s just your regular immortal guy. He likes to eat red meat, drink the occasional beer, and slay demons that the Almighty has deemed too dangerous. I like that guy a lot. 
 
    Today, he’s not that guy. 
 
    Today, he’s the guy dragging me to Philly Comic Con dressed as some TV reporter from a cartoon show starring mutant turtles. Never in my life have I been so embarrassed. I mean honestly, who wears a yellow tracksuit with bright white sneakers! And this ludicrous hairstyle? I love the red color, but the shoulder length bob? Please… 
 
    Derrick barged into our room like a man possessed. He was wearing jeans, a ratty t-shirt, a white hockey mask all while having magicked his scythe, Leviathan, into a baseball bat. I mean, he didn’t look all that different from normal, except the ridiculous hockey mask. 
 
    “Baby,” he started seriously. “If we don’t leave now, we’ll be stuck in some shitty parking space miles from the main venue.” 
 
    “You mean, you don’t have time for a little pleasure?” I cooed. Even though I was no longer a Lust demon, my base personality would never change. I was one horny gal. 
 
    He grumbled something under his breath. “I tried to get you into that outfit last night, calling it advanced roleplaying. You said you were too tired, liar by the way.” 
 
    “I’m feeling quite awake at this moment.” 
 
    Derrick marched right up behind me and placed his hands firmly on both ass cheeks. Giving the left one a swat, “Move it or lose it.” 
 
    With a whimper, I’d lost this battle and proceeded to do the walk out shame out the bedroom, down the stairs, and I didn’t stop until I reached the front door. “Are you sure—” 
 
    “Go,” he replied, pointing towards the outside world. 
 
    I didn’t want to. What if someone recognized me? Almighty alive, what if Lucifer or, even worse, my mother were in Philadelphia? The horror and the shame of it all if someone like that witnessed me in this yellow monstrosity. 
 
    Derrick was having none of it. He reached around me and twisted the door. As sunlight poured into the small office space in the front of our townhouse, we walked outside. I’d lost, defeated by a man wanting to play dress-up. 
 
    It got even worse when Derrick’s car, a.k.a. his horse, Khloros, saw us. The moment we were both in and the door closed, his obnoxious voice rang throughout the sound system. “Death, Miss Roxanne, a pleasure,” he cackled. 
 
    “Stop it, you bucket of bolts.” 
 
    “All you need are green shoes and you could be a traffic light.” 
 
    Stars above, I was taking shit from a horse. A millennia-old and very wise horse, but a horse nonetheless. “I’m going back inside,” I pouted. 
 
    The engine fired up and Derrick slammed his foot on the gas, sending us down the street in a hurry. 
 
    “I’m disappointed.” 
 
    Those words were like a knife to my chest. “Derrick, I didn’t mean—” 
 
    He silenced me with a hand. “How often to I ask you to do something like this?” 
 
    “Never,” I answered truthfully. 
 
    “One day, that’s all I ask. Is that too much to muster?” 
 
    “You’re right,” I admitted. I turned on my sweet and innocent voice. “Derrick, it’d be an honor to go with you to this Conny thing.” 
 
    “Philly Comic Con, but I’ll take it.” 
 
    His smile returned and he began to blab all about the amazing things we’d see. It was great to see him happy, but I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to keep up the charade. 
 
    Just one day, Roxy, just one day… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    Oh my heavens. As we walked into the convention center, the amount of people dressed up in different costumes was absolutely absurd. Grown-ass people dressed up as cartoon characters and other pop culture figures. 
 
    And I was one of them. 
 
    Derrick was beside himself with happiness. “The creator of The Electric Mile video game will be hosting a Q and A soon. I totally want to check that out.” 
 
    I found the sign he was looking at. Video games weren't my thing so I had no clue who Jack Crosby was. Before I could ask any questions, Derrick's hand grabbed mine and we were off. He navigated the mass of people like a pro—like a celestial being who'd been around humans way too long. 
 
    There was a small line of people walking into the room designated for this little get together. We walked in with them, taking a seat in the back. At least the lights were out. 
 
    The guy presenting wasn't here yet. Seeing this as an opportunity, my hand snuck over into Derrick's lap. It didn't take much to rub his cock into an erection.  
 
    “Roxanne, what are you doing?” he asked in a hushed voice. 
 
    “Shhhh, just enjoy this while we wait.” 
 
    That got him quiet. My hand continued to work until the bulge wasn’t getting any harder. A quick snap of a button and flick of a zipper and Derrick’s cock was out. It was warm, firm, and ready for me to do my work. My slow strokes were just what the doctor ordered; the head of the hard on mushrooming in my hand. It would only be a matter of time until it exploded white, sticky seed on me. 
 
    “Oh momma,” he moaned quietly. 
 
    Faster and faster I stroked, my own excitement building, too. With nothing in my way, my eyes lit up in excitement as I intently watched it get closer and closer to blowing. 
 
    My mouth dove forward as the first drops of cum spurt out, slamming into the back of my throat. Over and over my mouth took in the entire length of his member. I couldn't get enough of it racing down my throat. 
 
    “I'm sorry, but it appears that this session is going to be cancelled.” Someone was talking but I didn't see or care who it was. 
 
    What I did hear was people leaving their seats, so I sat up quickly and tried to rearrange Derrick and I so it wasn't blatantly obvious that I'd just given him a blow job. 
 
    No one even seemed to notice us as they filled out. “Why do they ask look so sad, Derrick?” 
 
    He didn't answer right away. His breathing was still as bit labored from that amazing BJ I provided.  
 
    “Roxy, something isn't right,” he finally said. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    He sniffed the air. “At first I thought that bad smell lingering around was just sweat and uncleanliness.” Seeing some of the people here, that made sense. 
 
    “But what if it is brimstone?” he finished. 
 
    Brimstone was the foul smell associated with the denizens of Hell. “Why would a demon be here?” 
 
    “I don't know why but I think we need to find out.” 
 
    “That sounds like less fun than dealing with the nerdy stuff.” 
 
    Derrick rolled his eyes. He wasn't nearly as good at it as I was, but A for effort. “One of the guys walking by could've swore he saw Jack Crosby here earlier. Maybe the demons are trying to influence next gen video games!” 
 
    The way his voice went up a few octaves as his passion flourished and really turned me on. It reminded me how passionate he could get about my naked body in the bedroom, especially when I was a naughty girl. 
 
    “Okay I'm in.” That just left one question. “Where do we start?” 
 
    “You're not going to like this,” he warned. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    I'd never been so humiliated in my life. Oh wait, yes I had. But that was by my old master, the Arch-Demon Beelzebub. Derrick, oh he knew better than this. 
 
    “C’mon toots, get a move on it,” some fat guy in a stained t-shirt yelled at me. 
 
    Dressed in some ridiculous costume, I strutted out behind the curtain to the testosterone-filled room. My breasts were barely hanging in the bikini top and thank the Almighty I shaved or else hair would be sticking out of the side of this teeny tiny thong I had to wear. 
 
    The plan was simple, distract and entertain the masses while Derrick got to do the investigative work. Some things would never change. 
 
    So, for the next hour, I shook my sexiness from one side to the other of the place. Men were following me like lost puppies as I teased and pleased. Finally, Derrick emerged and signaled me to stop. I hoped my efforts were worth it. 
 
    It did take a bit to leave and return to my yellow tracksuit. When this hideous thing was an upgrade, I knew my day has been rough. 
 
    The two of us ventured to the food court, to a table as far away from people as possible. “Did you find anything?” 
 
    “I found proof.” He rubbed his hands together, greedy at the idea of hunting a demon. “I went to Crosby's room and the stench of brimstone was strong. He's been kidnapped by a demon.” 
 
    While his proclamation sounded good, there were other answers. “He could've had a dalliance with a Lust demon,” I suggested. 
 
    Derrick was set on his idea, however. “One; who says ‘dalliance’ anymore? And two,” he rambled before giving me a chance to answer, “who’s to say if it is a Lust demon that it's not a trap?” 
 
    We were going on a demon hunt no matter what. At least this hoped to be more entertaining. “What do we do first?” 
 
    “First, the two of us go back to Crosby's room and search for clues. Maybe the demon left a trail we can follow.” 
 
    It was actually easy getting to Crosby's room. It was in the hotel portion of the convention center and weirdos were walking back and forth between the two. We blended in comically well. 
 
    Derrick had been right. When we entered the room, brimstone was everywhere. Whoever had been in here was exceedingly powerful.  
 
    “Okay, you were probably right to worry.” 
 
    The two of us began to comb the room over. I ventured into the bathroom, mainly because I was curious what a place like this offered. Having been living in an apartment over an office building had somewhat dulled my sense of luxury. 
 
    It was immediately reignited the moment I turned the corner. “Holy shit,” I muttered. 
 
    “Did you find something?” 
 
    I sure had. “My dream bathroom.” 
 
    No response; of course, he was a man. Oh well, if admire it some more later. I brushed up against the marble countertop with my nails, appreciating the smooth stone with the vibrant color. Something wasn't here. 
 
    No, the situation was very, very wrong. 
 
    A flame burst out of the shower, knocking me down. The door slammed shut and locked. I could hear Derrick running over and started pounding to no avail. I'd have to handle whatever this was myself. 
 
    When the flames subsided there was just one figure standing there. “Mother?” 
 
    “Hello Roxanne, it's been far too long.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Jack: 
 
      
 
    “Stop right there, Jack Crosby.” 
 
    Uh oh, my editor and publisher, Aria Adams used my full name. Had I pushed my storytelling genius too far this time? “Yes….?” 
 
    Sitting around the table was also my editor, Katie Douglas. She had this wry smile on her face which I couldn’t tell was from the crazy tale I was pitching or the fact she knew I was about to get it. Either way, I sat there patiently. 
 
    “Where to start,” Aria began. “So, I didn’t say anything when you added yourself as the red herring to the story, but now the most powerful Lust demon in your universe happens to be in your hotel room? I’m starting to question some things.” 
 
    “Would it help if I said Lilith had a thing for mortal men?” Somehow, I doubted it. 
 
    “Aria,” Katie piped in. “We’re only about a quarter of the way through the story. Would it hurt to see how this plays out?” 
 
    “Yeah Aria,” I agreed. “I have a few thousand more words to disappoint you with.” 
 
    She sighed, a long dramatic sigh that said more than any words could. “I knew what I was getting when I asked the bacon man for a short story, but this? Oh, all right,” she consented. 
 
    “Awesome!” 
 
    Before she could change her mind, I picked my story back up and continued. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    Lilith, the most powerful Lust demon ever to walk any plane was standing in front of me. She was also my mother. “Why the hell are you in a mortal’s hotel room?” 
 
    Her lips curled into a cringeworthy smile. “I just happen to like mortal men,” she cooed. 
 
    Dear sweet Almighty. “Mother, there is a certain decorum a lady should use when talking about such things, especially to her daughter.” 
 
    “With the amount of erections you’ve caused in your lifetime, I thought we’d be over such trivial matters.” When my face didn’t back down, she added, “Fine, but I’m doing this under protest.” 
 
    I pointed back to the door. “Can you let Derrick in?” 
 
    “The horseman, Death? Heavens no. This is a mother and daughter conversation.” 
 
    “When did we ever have those?” 
 
    Her foot, encased in a shiny black pump tapped the floor. “Do you want your boyfriend to know that I met this human at a spanking convention last week? My ass is still very tender from our romp this morning.” 
 
    I slammed my hands over my ears. “I do not want to hear about that!” 
 
    “Roxanne,” a muffled voice called. “Roxanne, are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine, Derrick. I’ll be with you in a minute,” I said. 
 
    Turning back to my mother, “There has to be a reason you’re here.” 
 
    Her face darkened. “Mr. Crosby was kidnapped.” 
 
    “By you?” 
 
    “Roxanne! Why would I need to kidnap a willing companion?” she countered. 
 
    I guess that made some sense. “Where is he then?” 
 
    It wasn’t the longest story in the world, but I’ll save you the details. Basically, in the middle of my mother being paddled by a mortal (“And you should see the bruises on my left cheek!” she exclaimed. No, thank you), one of Beelzebub’s* former generals rushed into the room. Since my mother was in such a heightened sexual state, she was unable to fend off the surprise attack which saw one Jack Crosby abducted. 
 
    “Which general was it?” 
 
    “Do you remember the horrible experiments Beelzebub started sometime after the Great War?” she asked. 
 
    Who could forget? The Great War, the conflict that saw Lucifer thrown to Hell by the Almighty, was a time of great travesty. “I thought Lucifer commanded he stop? Weren’t they too awful even for the first fallen angel?” 
 
    “Beelzebub was sadistic, even more than the most heinous of us. He kept going and finally perfected one.” 
 
    That sounded wonderful. “Just what are we dealing with?” 
 
    “Absalom,” she shivered. 
 
    We'd all heard rumors of a general that lurked in the shadows, threatening Lucifer's stained hold on Hell. “Beelzebub never bragged to me about this during our many moments.” 
 
    “Why would he, dear daughter?” She supplied me with reasons before I could make my case. “We all knew Beelzebub had treacherous plannings; even Lucifer accepted as much. But think about it, with him so close to actually being able to pull something like this off, the fewer who knew, the better.” 
 
    “How did you find out about it?” 
 
    My mother flashed her infamous smile. “Secrets are the currency in Hell and way too many people owe me.” 
 
    I believed that. 
 
    She checked her watch, a white-gold timepiece encrusted with diamonds. “I have a few places to be soon, however, I can’t leave without a few parting words.” 
 
    “This ought to be good,” I said. 
 
    “Absalom is a nasty foe, more powerful than any one demon. It will take a combined effort with Death for the two of you to vanquish the beast.” 
 
    Something wasn’t right. “Mother, what kind of experiment was Absalom? What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    She turned away from me. “Absalom is the combination of a Lust demon and a Wrath demon…” 
 
    “No!” The genetic splicing of demons was forbidden, by Lucifer himself. For good reason, too; when varieties of demons are mixed, the generally produce children who are insane. To produce with others, humans, celestials, etc., it doesn’t come with the same risks involved. 
 
    Demon genetics are very unstable. 
 
    “Beelzebub must have recruited two demons to his cause. How else would he have obtained the necessary DNA?” I reasoned. 
 
    “He didn’t recruit, he took.” Mother lifted up the sleeve to the blouse she was wearing. “He took it after he raped me.” You could see faint scars where it appeared something cut her. 
 
    Unfortunately, Beelzebub’s manner with women never changed. Even after death, the pain that he inflicted on so many of us still remained. “Why would this Absalom want a human?” 
 
    “That I don’t know, my daughter. There are many guesses but that’ll be up to you.” 
 
    “You’re not going to help?” 
 
    “I’ve done all I can, telling you about her.” 
 
    Wait, did she say her? “Absalom is female?” 
 
    “She’s more Lust demon than Pride, so be very careful. Your horny boyfriend banging at the door would do well to keep it in his pants around her.” 
 
    That’s when the door came crashing down, Derrick finally overpowering the Hell magic my mother used to keep him out. He was glowing his ghostly grey hue, chains wrapped around his arms. 
 
    As he stood up, he looked all over the place. “Where’s the demon?” 
 
    Of course, Mother had already made her grand exit. “You’re a few moments too late, but allow me to fill you in on the situation…” 
 
      
 
    *Read Demons in D.C. for more information on this adventure! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    “Lilith likes to be spanked?” he asked. 
 
    After everything I went over, that’s all he got out of it. “I’m trying to tell you about some sort of hybrid demon that can do awful things and my mother being spanked was your first thought?” 
 
    A strange leer took over his face. “Your ass is quite perfect,” he mumbled. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    Death was much more powerful than I was these days, after being stripped of my Lust demon powers and becoming an Angel Friend. He scooped me up and flipped me over before I could even process what happened. A powerful, chain wrapped hand came down on the yellow jumpsuit, right over my ass. 
 
    I howled as the blow hit its mark. 
 
    Part of me was very angry that he struck me with such force on my ass. But that part of me was subsided by an even bigger part that loved the feeling. Immediately, I craved the idea of being disciplined by my lover. 
 
    “Is that the best you got?” I asked, egging him on. 
 
    There was no more Derrick in the room with me, just the horseman, Death. The older than old celestial took my smart remark as a challenge. Without even saying a word, he reared his hand back and cracked it against my covered rump. Again, he cuffed me, not even so much as a ‘bad girl’ was uttered. 
 
    I was in his complete control. 
 
    “Who is your master?” His voice had deepened, matching more of what the legends spoke of when they whispered the tales of the oldest and most powerful horseman. 
 
    “You are, sir.” 
 
    My answer was met with another slap; a strong, stern gesture that tingled up my spine. The more he punished me for all the transgressions I’d caused him since we met, the more alive I felt. I needed this, wanted it so badly. 
 
    When the final, breathtaking impact happened, I was left without words. He rolled me over, onto the bed where I stayed. No orgasm had ever given me such feelings before, the feeling of being completely owned and a sense of belonging. 
 
    Derrick, not Death, slid in behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. His erect cock nestled itself home between my legs. 
 
    “Roxy, your heart, it's beating a million miles an hour.” 
 
    I felt flush and clammy. “Take me, Derrick. Don't hold back.” 
 
    The zipper to the yellow tracksuit slid down, both breasts plopping out. Derrick's hands moved upward and pinched my sensitive nipples as I cooed. We didn't have much time but I wanted to take in as much pleasure as I could. 
 
    That's when his hands left and proceeded to free me from my clothes. His pants were off, that divine rod exposed to my naked flesh. Without prodding, the mushroomed head split my lips open and began its journey into my warm, wet womb. 
 
    We’d had sex before but not like this. There was something very different about the way his shaft explored me this time, as if it knew how his hand controlled me just moments ago. Each slow stroke inside me only exemplified the feelings that were overflowing within me, uncontrolled. No man, celestial, demon, or otherwise, had ever done that to me before. 
 
    If they had, I would’ve killed them. 
 
    Only Derrick would ever be allowed to do such things to me. I gripped down tight on his cock, hoping it would soon unleash his seed into me. Almighty, how I wanted that experience! With my ass trembling, I felt my womb open up, ready to accept his milky, life-giving juices. 
 
    There it was! The first burst of cum jolted me alive, like a trigger firing a gun. My own body finally lost control, shaking in violent succession. More and more of his spunk entered me, driving me crazy with lust. Ever since I’d lost my Lust demon status, I’d been a bit depressed that a little bit of what made sex so great was gone. 
 
    I’d found it again. 
 
    When the last jet of his manly juices coated me, we both relaxed, all tension freed from our bodies.  
 
    “Roxy, that was amazing,” he whispered into my ear. 
 
    “I’ve never felt such things—the control and dominance.” 
 
    “I don’t know what came over me, but I’m glad it did.” 
 
    When Beelzebub used to take control, it was humiliating and degrading. Maybe that’s why I’d always felt the need to be in a tad bit of control. “Whatever came over you, it helped me, too.” 
 
    “We kind of got a bit sidetracked, huh?” 
 
    “I’m sure where ever this Jack Crosby fellow is, this little break wasn’t all that big of a deal,” I said, soothing his concern. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile… 
 
      
 
    Jack: 
 
      
 
    “Two hot ladies in the same day?” This was too good to be true, I thought. I even liked the scripted scene where the one came in and confronted the other, taking me with her. 
 
    I should do these comic cons more often! 
 
    The busty, gorgeous creation in front of me was studying me—her reddish eyes almost penetrating down deep. “The one they called Lilith thought you were of importance, no?” 
 
    I couldn’t place the accent, but I liked it. “You mean the cosplayer dressed up as Lilith, Queen of the Underworld? I don’t know about important,” I said. “Maybe she was just a fan of my world building skills and storytelling abilities.” 
 
    Her head did this little twitch and her blonde hair ruffled all around. “I am in need of a bard. I think you will do just nicely, mortal.” 
 
    “I like how in-character you are!” 
 
    She gave me quite the devilish grin. “What is your name, human?” 
 
    “Jack Crosby.” Oh momma, I couldn’t wait for this! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    I was back in regular clothes! Reluctantly, I sent Mother an internal thank-you for leaving behind a skirt, blouse, and pumps in the closet. Words couldn’t even begin to explain how normal I felt. 
 
    Meanwhile, Derrick was still dressed up as some crazy vigilante. 
 
    We were back down in the comic con area; people still running around trying to get their favorite geeky celebrities to sign items. “Derrick, do you know who that Morganna Williams is? She has quite the line of people waiting to see her.” 
 
    He glanced over. “You’d like her, she writes alien porn,” he answered nonchalantly. 
 
    Alien porn, that did sound intriguing. “Once we found this Jack Crosby human, I must come back and check out her collections.” 
 
    He beckoned me forward. Until later alien porn. 
 
    Now that we knew we were looking for a demented demon general, the clues we could search for became easier to indeed identify. Any human male that came in contact with Absalom would have certain identifiers and I saw the first one right away. Two love-struck college guys were practically humping the cardboard figures they were at standing beside. 
 
    “They've come in contact with her,” I observed. 
 
    “Shall we?” 
 
    As we approached, the young men stopped their belligerent behavior long enough to see an actual woman was walking up to them. Their eyes were in a haze. 
 
    “Ricky, look at that babe!” 
 
    “Mikey, shhhh! She'll hear you.” 
 
    Under the elaborate face paint, these two were twins.  
 
    “Excuse me,” I started sweetly. “Have either of you seen a woman dressed as a demon, maybe even a warrior demon?” 
 
    “Ricky, she's talking about the lady that was with Jack Crosby. We totally saw her about fifteen minutes ago.” 
 
    Derrick moved in. “Jack Crosby is in danger! Which way did they go?” 
 
    The twins looked at each other. “In danger of having the time of his life!” They high fived each other. 
 
    Derrick would get nowhere with them.  
 
    Flashing some cleavage, I asked, “Would you pretty please tell me?” 
 
    That worked. “The two of them were heading towards the main exit. I think Crosby said they were going to his private mansion.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Jack: 
 
      
 
    “Oh, c'mon, you gave yourself a mansion?” 
 
    There was a vein throbbing in Aria's forehead. At the other end of the table, Katie was holding her notebook over her face. I could still hear her chuckling, though. 
 
    I stood up, my nerves getting the better of me. “You have to admit the story is intriguing.” 
 
    “I'll give you that. It's funny, sexy, and interesting.” 
 
    Katie nodded with gusto, stopping abruptly when Aria fixed her with a look. 
 
    “So what's the problem?” 
 
    “Readers are going to read this and be like what the hell?” 
 
    I shook my head. “If it was wasn't ridiculous, would it be a Crosby novel?” 
 
    Aria sighed. “Okay, let's see how this ends…” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Finding Crosby’s mansion through the local phone book was easy. The man named the road that led back to his home after himself. “How long until we get to One Crosby Boulevard?” 
 
    Derrick was in awe. “Could you imagine? A road named after me, Death Road?” 
 
    “No one would want to live there.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want them to.” 
 
    Khloros was very silent during this conversation, which was probably for the best. The horse had some of the snarkiest comebacks and remarks this side of Hell. Instead, he drove along at a comfortable clip, dodging and weaving in traffic. I was always curious, did Derrick drive or did Khloros do all the heavy work? 
 
    The GPS chirped that our turn was coming up in about half a mile. “Are you ready for what we’re about to see?” I asked. 
 
    “Please, there’s nothing Beelzebub could make that’ll surprise me.” 
 
    I hoped he carried that bravado in as we made our final trip through the little back road towards the mansion. Khloros pulled up to the gates that were locked. “This is your stop,” he said. 
 
    The two of us got out of the car and surveyed the situation. All seemed normal. “I expected to see Crosby’s dead body hanging here or something,” Derrick said. 
 
    “We don't know what her intentions are. She may need him alive.” 
 
    With a mighty kick, Derrick broke the gate down. “I need him to stay alive; I hear his Viking based video game, 9Realms is going to be the shit.” 
 
    Of course, we couldn't live in a world without more video games. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    There was absolutely no security, either guards or dogs, on the property. In fact, we strolled up to the front door way easier than I had anticipated. 
 
    Derrick rang the doorbell which was a very obnoxious Eighties song. “Maybe this will be easy,” he suggested. 
 
    “We're involved—it's never easy.” 
 
    There was no answer to the bell. Derrick rang it again to the same result. “I'd hate to break his door.” 
 
    “Either you do it or I will.” I was itching to unleash some hell. “We'll buy him a new one.” 
 
    He saw the excitement growing, so he stepped aside and with a mighty high-heeled kick, the door went crashing down on to the porcelain tile entranceway. We stepped over the fallen guardian; not a peep was coming from inside. There was a set of stairs to the left and a hallway that led to the kitchen to the right. Smells were coming from the kitchen—bacon I think—so that’s the way we picked. 
 
    As soon as we entered, we saw a guy with headphones on reading a book, The Crazy Guy’s Guide to Bacon, frying up the meat on a skillet. He was unshaven, around Derrick’s height, and wearing a Hawaiian shirt. If he hadn’t been wearing that ugly shirt, he would’ve been modestly attractive. 
 
    “Baby, baby, come home tonight,” he sang. That’s when he turned and saw us standing there. “Holy shit,” he screamed. “Who the hell are you two?” 
 
    “Where’s the woman you brought back here?” Derrick demanded. 
 
    “What?” The man still had his headphones on and couldn’t hear. I stepped over and gently took them off his ears. “Oh, right. So, who the hell are you two and why shouldn’t I be calling the police?” 
 
    “Jackie baby,” another voice said. Oh no, it was Absalom. “Everything okay?” She walked into the kitchen wearing only a robe. The moment her eyes laid on to us, she snarled, “You!” 
 
    Bright red hellfire engulfed the kitchen and Absalom was back in her dark armor. With her blonde hair cascading all over, she looked like a demonic movie star. Her sword was bigger than anything I’d seen before. She placed her arm in front of Crosby as Derrick transformed into the Reaper. 
 
    Scythe met blade in a collision of supernatural primal power. 
 
    As the two of them began to battle, I pulled Crosby into the hallway. “First Lilith and now an insane demon? What are you, some kind of man-God?” 
 
    “Ummm, no, just a well-paid video game designer. Is this part of the show, too?” 
 
    By the Almighty, he thought this involved something with the comic con. “We’re very much real. My name is Roxanne, former Lust demon and daughter to the woman you slept with earlier.” 
 
    He scratched his thick stubble. “The lady dressed up as Queen of the Damned?” 
 
    “She really is the Queen of the Damned.” Slowly, but surely, understanding was crossing his face. He looked back in and saw his kitchen being ruined by two of the most powerful creatures on this plane. “Is that really…?” 
 
    “Death, yep, Reaper of souls and the oldest horseman. The creature he’s battling is the cross between a Lust demon and a Pride demon.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Which brought me back to my original point. “Why are Lilith and Absalom interested in you, then?” 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders, his face turning a quite pale color. “The lady you call Lilith heard I was into spanking and wanted to see what all the fuss was about. This one, she crashed our little after party, which kinda pissed me off, but she assured me she’d show me pleasures like nothing I’d ever seen. I assumed she was a crazy fan.” 
 
    “You knowingly brought a crazy fan back to your house?” 
 
    “Do you see how hot she is?” 
 
    He made a good point. Checking back in on Death, it appeared as if a stalemate was on the cusp of being called. Absalom, surprised by our appearance, wasn’t battling with as much conviction as I’d assumed she’d have. Derrick, well he was giving it his all and just hanging on. It was time for some intervention. 
 
    I grabbed Crosby and dragged him back into the kitchen. “Everyone stop.” 
 
    Both combatants seemed confused, but did as I requested. “Roxy, I’m in the middle of battling a demon here.” 
 
    “This will only take a second.” It was time to take off my demon thinking hat and put on my woman thinking hat. “Absolom, you were created using my mother’s DNA.” 
 
    “You’re point?” This was the first time I really heard her voice. It was like a beautiful melody. 
 
    “What I’m saying is I don’t think anything nefarious is going on here.” 
 
    Derrick looked at me like I was nuts. “She’s a demon.” He emphasized the word demon as if I didn’t realize that. 
 
    “As was I when I sought asylum with you. You didn’t turn me away.” 
 
    I loved it when I won a conversation. He went to say something but stopped. “Absolom,” I turned back to the warrior demon. “What are you really doing here?” 
 
    This may have been the first time someone spoke to her in such a manner. “Why should I tell you?” she asked. I knew full well that she was about to tell me. “I’m trying to get away from Hell, live a normal life that doesn’t involve my original mission.” 
 
    “Please,” Derrick countered. “What’s your big mission?” The use of air quotations didn’t help diffuse the situation. 
 
    With a renewed fire, she declared, “To slaughter the horsemen!” 
 
    And, because my boyfriend is a sarcastic asshole, Absalom reached out, grabbed Crosby and vanished with a plume of hellfire. The only thing left in the kitchen was us and the rotting smell of brimstone. 
 
    “You’re an idiot.” 
 
    “You’re probably right, Roxy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Jack: 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, where are we?” I asked. “And, your name is Absolom?” 
 
    My friend/abductor rubbed rested her head against my shoulder. “This is my home, a place no one but me knows about. And please, just call me Abbie, as I introduced myself as.” 
 
    Her home would be more accurately described as a gothic castle. A bright red sky greeted us from the window against the far wall. I assumed this was the bedroom, but I was beginning to hope my assumptions about everything were wrong. 
 
    “Are we in Hell?” I whispered. 
 
    “We’re in my home, Jack,” she answered casually. 
 
    That was a yes. “Stars above, this is taking a weird twist.” 
 
    Off in the distance, I heard yelling and chanting. None of it sounded very peaceful. “Are you sure we're safe here?” 
 
    Abbie seemed to have no concerns. “That's just the other factions warring against each other for control of Beelzebub's domain. Have no fear, this castle is invisible to them.” 
 
    I sure hoped so. “Can I ask why you keep whooshing me away? I'm just a tad confused about that.” 
 
    “Just because I'm a demon doesn't mean I'm unfamiliar with your work. Once I realized you had an appetite that could appease Lilith, my mind was made up.” 
 
    “You play video games?” 
 
    “Try being stuck in isolation for years, only to be called upon when your maker wishes you to kill someone.” 
 
    That didn't sound so fun. “I'm glad my work entertains you.” 
 
    I was curious where in this castle she had a television set up, but I refrained from asking. That's when I noticed this demon was starting to really amp up her pouting. Sexual energy was filling the room like a fog. An erection began to push against my jeans, aching to come out. 
 
    Abbie bent over the bed, her incredibly heavenly ass perking up. “I've been quite naughty, haven't I?” 
 
    That's when I realized she was just a woman with needs. Fear of a demon was replaced with a confidence. She needed authority and had a capacity for love. What more could a man ask for? 
 
    Calmly, I strode up behind her. “Not as much as a peep,” I commanded. 
 
    She listened, just looking back at me with those big doe eyes of hers. I unclasped the large belt from under her which freed me to yank her pants down. The pale skin told me this ass had never been touched. 
 
    That was going to change. 
 
    Surely no human had ever cracked the butt of not one but two powerful demons. Lilith had been down this road before, having a man discipline her. Sure, probably not a mid-thirties game developer, but I learned it didn't matter how big of a nerd you were if you commanded the bedroom. 
 
    No, not calling a woman a slut or by being demeaning. You took control from moment one, assuring her safety and a firm touch. 
 
    The flat of my hand snapped off her skin. If I felt a tingling sensation, I could only imagine what Abbie felt. Color blossomed on the alabaster skin, a pink filling in. As we went asking further, that pink would brighten into red. 
 
    Again, I handed out a punishment that was up to the task. Abduction? Bringing me into Hell? Questioning my bacon-cooking skills? All of these behaviors deserved a bit of being taken to task. 
 
    And she liked it. 
 
    Each time I doled out a cuffing, her ass twitched and jiggled. True to my command, Abbie made not a sound. As the skin began to take on the resemblance of a cherry, I knew we were about to cross the finish line. Her glistening pussy lips said as much. 
 
    “Abbie, have you ever truly made love to a man?” 
 
    She cocked her head, looking back. “I've had sex.” 
 
    No, no, not just some random fuck. “I'm talking slow lovemaking, where a man kisses you so deeply that it touches your soul. The kind of experience where, when we've both come, it feels like our legs will never move again. And when we look at each other the next morning, we'll both know it won't get any better.” 
 
    She didn't say a word. “Have you ever truly made love to a man?” I asked again, this time sternly. 
 
    “No,” she whispered. 
 
    “That's about to change.” 
 
    I rolled her over and her pants fell to do ground. She needed affection in her life, the type of good will earned by wrapping your arms around a woman's waist. That's what I did, showed her that even though this situation was nuts, I cared. 
 
    Make no mistake, I'm not God’s gift to woman. Average height, build, looks, that's what I am. What I am though is a dominant lover. Abbie craved that; her eyes told the story. 
 
    Our first kiss was less lust and more instant chemistry. We've all experienced those hook-ups where nothing felt right. Not this time, we were in sync (and not in the boy band way). Our tongues danced together like a space epic. Our lips never detached awkwardly. 
 
    There's always the moment. As I pinched her nipple, our moment presented itself. Slowly (by now my pants were in the floor and boxers were never an issue), my cock head lined up with Abbie's rich, pouty lips and began its long journey of self-discovery. 
 
    Abbie let out a primal grunt that reminded me she was a demon. It was a bit unnerving, but that didn't stop the rocking of my hips in and out. Her hips bucked to the tune mine were playing, again perfectly matched to one another. 
 
    “I've never felt like this,” she purred. 
 
    “Me either,” I responded. 
 
    “I've had much bigger, but never so fulfilling.” 
 
    I was too much into it now to let that knife to the ego stop me. Maybe bigger, but not better. 
 
    As we sped up, the orgasm was building to a crescendo. There was no chance of pulling out, no thought to shoot my load on her face, breasts, or buttocks. No, my human seed was going to be planted in her demonic womb, as much as I had. 
 
    Abbie's womb opened up to me, the tunnel of love widening to capture every last bit. My cock twitched and then fired. A burst of cum traveled from me and into her, followed by more streams of white, sticky pleasure. 
 
    There was no need for me to even ask if Abbie felt it. Her eyes were wide and her thighs tightened around me. She wasn't going to let go until every last drop was inside her. 
 
    This was a demon who wanted to become a mother. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    We'd searched high and low for Crosby. “There's no telling where she took him, Derrick.” 
 
    “I know, Roxy.” 
 
    To see my boyfriend so devastated, it hurt me and I thought Crosby was kind of a doofus. “If she took him to Hell, we'll need divine intervention to travel there.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No one would dare try to open a portal for one human.” 
 
    Gaining access to portals was accomplished in one of two ways: a demon with a latent talent for magic or through rituals that involved old artifacts and a lot of blood. Beings of Heaven had other ways, but no one from the Upstairs would even consider our request. 
 
    “You wanna go back and see Morganna Williams?” he asked. 
 
    “Alien porn does sound fun.” 
 
    And just when it seemed poor ill-fated adventure was over, we were pulled right back. 
 
    Mother appeared. 
 
    “That wench stole my plaything.” 
 
    We'd been down this road. “We tried to get him back, but Absalom fled.” 
 
    She wasn't listening. “There was no great scheme or world-ending plot—she just wanted his cock!” 
 
    “Mother, where it is this rant coming from?” 
 
    Derrick wasn't saying a word, just watching with his mouth twitching slightly. 
 
    Throwing her hands up, she exclaimed, “Their fling is all over Hell. My imp spies are all over this.” 
 
    It'd maybe been an hour since we'd lost him. “How in the hell does one have a scandalous affair in one hour?” 
 
    “That's Hell for you,” was all Mother had to say. 
 
    “Will we get him back?” Derrick asked. “I pre-ordered his newest game.” 
 
    Both Mother and I rolled our eyes. Men. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    All the glorious porn! “Why did you not tell me that these things were full of erotic authors? I would've come sooner!” 
 
    I had signed books from Morganna Williams, Felicity Brandon, Golden Angel, and more! “Derrick, let's stop by Sassa Daniels or even Rue Raven!” 
 
    “Come on, we will miss the good stuff,” he groaned. 
 
    This was the good stuff. My stack of books with mostly-naked men on the covers agreed with me. Don’t worry, my pretties, I cooed to them silently. When we get back, oh, the fun we will have! 
 
    We walked out of the vendor row and back into the expo hall. In the few hours we’d be gone on our little side adventure, nothing much changed except even more people were here, all dressed in some sort of get up. I was thankful Derrick didn’t make me change back into the yellow jumper; he might get lucky later for that. 
 
    He continued to drag me over to the next conference room where, awaiting us, would be another speaker. Again, we were late and had to take a seat near the back. From the anxious chatter around us, no one was really sure who the speaker was going to be. 
 
    “I thought they had these things planned out? How can no one know who the guest’s going to be?” I asked. 
 
    Derrick scratched his chin. “According to the program, it’s supposed to be tech genius Ash Wilde, but on the way in, a sign said he’d been moved to conference room Gamma. Maybe it’s someone they didn’t think they’d be able to land.” 
 
    None of that meant nothing to me, but at least it was an answer. A few moments later the room went dark and hushed. “Ladies and gentlemen,” the host said. “Please put your hands together for… Jack Crosby!” 
 
    What?! 
 
    Neither Derrick or I could believe our eyes as Jack strutted out on to the stage with a familiar looking busty blonde demon. Absalom went to sit down in a VIP seat, but it looked as if she had second thoughts about that. I wondered why she couldn’t sit? 
 
    “Thank you, thank you,” Jack said to the applauding crowd. 
 
    “Roxy, I was one hundred percent sure we’d never see him again.” 
 
    “Me too,” I agreed. 
 
    We both sat back and listened. “Sorry for missing my earlier TED talk, I lost track of time.” Did he wink at Absalom? Wasn’t he doinking Lilith at that time? Ughh, men. 
 
    A giant screen turned on behind Crosby. “As many of you know, I’ve been spearheading a project called 9Realms. It was meant to be a standalone game, but something didn’t seem quite right. When I grew up, I remember playing a series that was all based on standalone games, but each game tied into the other in some way, shape, or form.” 
 
    A random geek yelled, “Final Fantasy!” but I had no idea what that meant. 
 
    “With that in mind, I’m introducing to you today the Darkest Night Chronicles! A full series of standalone games that will all be tied together through different aspects. Unfortunately this means 9Realms will be delayed, but only because of this…” 
 
    The screen behind him turned on and a fantastic looking image took over the scene. It was a sexy lady standing in front of a dragon with the title Tiamat’s Revenge at the top. Hmmm, maybe it was time for me to start getting interested in video games. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Roxy: 
 
      
 
    “That’s all the time Mr. Crosby has, folks.”  
 
    I guess I dozed off. The annoying voice of the host brought me back to the present. Derrick was on the edge of his seat, practically drooling over whatever had been discussed. After seeing the cool cover that’d been revealed, the rest became just noise to me and well yeah, I fell asleep. 
 
    As the host was telling everyone that the creator of something called The Negative Man would be appearing next, I sprang out of my seat. “Roxy, I want to see Jeremy Cr—” 
 
    “I sat through one of these—besides, we need to find out Absalom’s deal.” 
 
    Reluctantly, he got up. As the two of us shuffled through, a hearty smack made contact with the back of my skirt, the brief moment of pain jolting me forward along with a bit of a grunt.  
 
    “You’ll pay for this later,” he whispered. 
 
    God, I hoped so. 
 
    Jack and Absalom were easy to find. Upon seeing us, they sent the fans away and Absalom looked as if she was ready to throw down. “Everyone calm down,” Jack said, holding his hands out in front of himself. 
 
    “Listen Jack, I don’t think you know what’s happening,” Derrick responded. 
 
    “I do and I’m quite content,” he said back. There wasn’t any hostility in his voice, no, he was really falling for this demon. 
 
    It was time for a woman’s perspective. “You don’t want to fight, or even be noticed, do you?” I asked Absalom. 
 
    “No,” she answered. “I just want a chance to experience something new and exciting.” 
 
    She wrapped her arm around Crosby and nudged in close. “Derrick, we’re blocking the way for fans to meet Jack. C’mon, we’ll go listen about the Positive Guy or something.” 
 
    He gave me a bewildered look and Jack and Absalom waved at us before a swarm of people overtook him for questions and pictures. 
 
    As we were walking back to the conference room, “You believed her, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I was once there, Derrick. She’s just a woman who wants a companion and a chance at love.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” Again, we found ourselves close to the back of the room. “And, for the record, it’s The Negative Man, not Positive Guy.” 
 
    “Only you care about that, my love.” 
 
      
 
    **Years later…** 
 
      
 
    Abbie: 
 
      
 
    I opened the door to see a young man standing there, soaked from the rain. “Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m someone in need of your help.” 
 
    “A little bit more specific, please.” 
 
    He ran his hand through his wet hair. “My name’s Oz Grimm, son of Death. I found your name on an index card in my dad’s office with the word emergency under it. This is an emergency, Absalom.” 
 
    I hadn’t heard that name in years. “Jack, we got company,” I yelled upstairs to my husband. “Come on in, son of Death and tell me what a young man like you considers an emergency.” 
 
      
 
    Hmmm, is this a teaser for the last Chronicles of Death book? 
 
    Maybe, just maybe... 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Jack: 
 
      
 
    “What did you guys think?” 
 
    Aria had this look on her face like she couldn’t believe what just happened. “Considering you used self-promotion, made yourself a star character, and a whole slew of other ridiculous plot points, it wasn’t half bad.” 
 
    One point to Crosby! “Does that mean I’m in?” 
 
    “We really could use one more author,” Katie chimed in. 
 
    Both of them sized me up and down. “You’re in,” Aria said at last. 
 
    Immediately, I stormed over to Katie and held out my hand. With a smile, she dug out a ten spot and placed it into my palm. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Aria asked. 
 
    “Oh, we had a bet whether you let me in or not based on the levels of ridiculousness. Katie’s just paying up.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” she said under her breath. “Katie, he’s your problem now. Good luck editing this—we’re done here.” 
 
    “Don’t mind her,” Katie whispered. “She’s due a HUGE spanking.” 
 
    And with that, the meeting was over, but I was officially apart of the NERD anthology… 
 
      
 
    You can thank me on your way over to Katie’s story with praise and songs! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 More from Jack 
 
      
 
    Hey, I'm Jack - freelance IT guy, bacon lover, and beer drinker. I'm also an author, probably the reason you've clicked on over to my page. My current selections are Demons in D.C. and the Crazy Guy's Guide to Bacon. 
 
      
 
    You can email me at jack.crosby25@gmail.com or visit my blog at http://grimmsreapers.blogspot.com. Topics we can discuss are properly cooked hamburgers, why bacon is a suitable dessert ingredient, and when a pale ale is an appropriate morning pick me up. 
 
      
 
    Blog: http://grimmsreapers.blogspot.com 
 
    Publisher: www.boltbookspub.com  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Doctor’s Companion 
 
      
 
    by Katie Douglas 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   L eanne slammed the brakes on as her car almost hit another on the freeway.  
 
    "Mommy!" Evan's plaintive voice echoed in her ears. Her heart wrenched. As soon as her car was stopped, Leanne whipped her head around to check on her precious boy. He looked up guiltily. 
 
    "I dropped my juice, Mommy. I'm sorry," he said. 
 
    She sighed. He was safe. There was soda everywhere, and the car had just been cleaned, but this wasn't the time to think about that. She turned back to the road in time to see the car in front had begun moving again. No sooner had she touched her foot to the gas pedal than the car behind hers started honking its horn at her.  
 
    "I'm going, I'm going," she grumbled, as her car began moving. 
 
    Moving again, she glanced at the clock on the radio, "Sh-sugar!" she corrected herself quickly. When Evan was in the car, she avoided any and all swears. 
 
    The stop-start traffic lasted all the way to the soccer pitch, where she helped her son out of the vehicle then stood on the sidelines for the whole practice session, shouting encouragements and booing at the other kids. All the other soccer moms were doing the exact same thing. Their hair, like hers, scraped back into an "I don't have time to flatiron" ponytail, and heads covered with a cap. Hers was for the San Francisco 49-ers. 
 
    As the match was finishing, Leanne thought she heard a strange whirring sound from behind the shower block. It was half-familiar, like something she ought to know. When nothing came to mind, she shook her head and herded Evan back into the car, hoping the roads would be less congested, so she could get him to his violin practice on time. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    While Leanne was in Walmart juggling bags of groceries and waiting for the cashier to hand her receipt over, the whole store rumbled.  
 
    "Earthquake!" someone screamed. 
 
    People looked surprised for a moment, then they hurried out of the building. Leanne gripped her groceries tightly then threw herself into the melee, elbowing other people out of the way as she headed for the touchline... her car. 
 
    When she got out into the open, however, she stopped dead and stared in shock at the sky. 
 
    It looked as though it had split open and there was a huge metal thing seemingly forcing its way through the rift. 
 
    Everyone was just staring at it. She ignored it and started the engine of her car. She had frozen food to think about, and if she was late collecting Evan from his violin class, she would have to face the wrath of his passive-aggressive—and quite obviously childless—violin teacher.  
 
    The car didn’t start. This wasn’t good. Maybe the earthquake had done something to the engine.  
 
    Around her, people were running and screaming. Leanne ignored them all. She turned the engine off and on again, but nothing worked. If that ice cream melted, she would be so annoyed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The Surgeon looked through the window of his red telephone box and groaned. Prezondians were invading Arizona and he was out of wool. He saw that he’d materialized outside Walmart and tried to remember if that was the sort of place that would have knitting supplies. He fingered the muted brown scarf around his neck: He didn’t want to take it apart again to get the phone box working. 
 
    He picked up his screwdriver and headed outside to look for wool. Of course, the other problem was that he would need someone who knew how to use it. 
 
    Outside, there was chaos. Most people were either running around screaming or running around screaming whilst trying to make Youtube or Instagram videos about other people who were running around screaming. It reminded the Surgeon of a song. 
 
    “The girls watch the boys watch the girls watch the boys who watch the girls go by...” he sang, as he took in the lay of the land. The Prezondians were taking some things back through the rift in a stream... what was it?  
 
    The Surgeon saw a woman in a car, trying to get it to start. He opened the passenger door and hoped she didn’t have a gun in hand. 
 
    “Hi, can I borrow your mirror, please?” he asked, then carefully but firmly pulled the rear-view mirror away from the windshield before she answered. 
 
    “What?” she shrieked in complete confusion. “What??” 
 
    “Your mirror. I need it. Thanks.” He got back out of the car and lined up the mirror with a small piece of glassy crystal from his pocket. He was just staring into it, trying to see what the Prezondians were up to, when the woman from the car snatched it out of his hands. 
 
    “Hey, I was using that,” he remarked. He realized his voice was still stuck in the southern English accent he’d regenerated with a couple of years ago. For some reason, the phone box never seemed able to translate his voice into American English. Apparently, that had caused some confusion because the woman seemed quite irritated. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” the woman yelled at him, throwing his crystal on the floor. “I have ice cream in my car and it’s one hundred degrees out here! Go bother someone else for change.” 
 
    “I didn’t want change. I wanted a mirror. Look, doesn’t it bother you that the sky split open and there’s Prezondians pouring through?” He leaned down calmly and retrieved his crystal. 
 
    “No! I have to collect my son from violin practice and my car won’t start and if that cookie dough ice cream defrosts then all the cookie pieces will go soggy. And then he’ll be miserable.” 
 
    The Surgeon regarded her with curiosity. “I can get your car moving. Do you have any wool?” 
 
    “Any... what?” 
 
    “Wool... er...” he flailed around for the word. “Yarn!” 
 
    “Oh, sure. You can really fix my car?” Her entire demeanor had changed. But she was still completely unconcerned about the chaos and alien invasion going on around them, and that awakened the Surgeon’s interest in her. He’d guess she was in her mid-to-late thirties. Probably a suburban housewife. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and bits of it had worked loose, framing her face. 
 
    “Give me five seconds with it.” He pulled out his handheld scanner, which looked exactly like an iPhone, and pressed the screen, identifying the source of the problem. “All right, the Prezondians have taken out Earth’s electricals with some sort of stun pulse.” He got back out of the car and waved the scanner around, trying to pick up on the electromagnetic traces in the air. “Oh, and there’s gas in the air. How lovely. I wonder what they’re up to...” 
 
    “What about my ice cream?” 
 
    He sighed. Of all the trivial things for her to fixate on, this had to be the most ridiculous. “Your car’s not going anywhere for the time being. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You said you could fix it.” 
 
    “I was wrong.” He remembered the last time he had been wrong about something, with a shudder. Apparently, hand blenders were not meant to be used as metal cutters. The entire Dangonian Empire had fallen due to that one mistake. Sometimes, being a surgeon of time and space was a very hard job. 
 
    The woman began to cry. The Surgeon frowned. Where women were concerned, he knew crying was hot as fuck in the bedroom, but exceptionally bad anywhere else. 
 
    “Are... are you really crying about some ice cream?” He had been trying for reassuring, but even to his own ears he just sounded critical. 
 
    “It’s just everything. Ever since I caught my husband cheating on me with my best friend, nothing in my whole life has gone right! And I just wanted to do this one thing to make Evan smile at dinner time; he has such a cheeky smile, you see, and I know he hates his violin lessons but I make him go anyway because it’s good for him. So he deserved a treat. And we’re not so wealthy now the sperm donor’s out of the picture, so I really shouldn’t have bought that ice cream. But I did anyway. For Evan. Only instead of getting to collect him from violin lady then driving home for fried chicken and ice cream, I’m stranded in a parking lot with a badly-dressed crazy British hobo who can’t fix my car.” 
 
    With a sigh, the Surgeon realized he couldn’t just leave her here. “Bring your shopping and follow me.” 
 
    “My... groceries? Why?” 
 
    “Look, if you can’t follow instructions you’re not going to be a very good companion. The shopping. Bring it.” He snapped his fingers and waited for her to punch him. To his surprise, she obeyed, collecting her bags of food and her purse. He led the way to his telephone box and she stared at it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Are you an antique dealer?” she asked. He was dressed quite eccentrically, in a neat suit, with a bow tie and a big scarf. For some reason, he wore sneakers with his suit. The scarf and bow tie were certainly silly, but the rest of his attire reminded her of the way surgeons at hospitals dressed, because they had to look smart to speak with relatives, but they were on their feet all day. 
 
    “Nope.” He unlocked the door. He wasn’t a drifter, even if he acted so strangely. And he definitely wasn’t from Arizona. She’d guess he was Australian from his accent. None of it added up. 
 
    “Then why do you have a British telephone box in a Walmart parking lot in Arizona?” 
 
    “She’s called Verity. And she wanted to get out more.” 
 
    She had to laugh at that one. “You realize you’re a crazy guy?” 
 
    “Relatively speaking. But the current “normal” is running around taking selfies of an alien invasion to get the most Instagram likes. So, I’ll give it a miss and stick with being crazy because this way, I might get something done.” He finally got the door open, and held it for his new companion to go in. “After you,” he said, when she stood there. 
 
    “I’m just supposed to walk into a phone box that you keep locked? That’s insane.” 
 
    “Isn’t it just?” 
 
    She shook her head. How was she supposed to keep up with all this madness? But he was holding the door open, and now one of his eyebrows was raised. She had no idea what he was doing but as he said, the rest of the world was busy showing Instagram the same alien invasion as a billion other people. She had to trust him. 
 
    Anyway, she was willing to bet he had a good body under that suit. He filled it out in all the right places. She hadn’t gotten laid since a month or so before the Douchebag soon-to-be-ex-husband had shacked up with Nikki. 
 
    Taking a deep breath in case this was some crazy sex-kidnap ploy, she stepped through the door. She stared around the inside of the box. Could you call something a box if it was twenty feet square? How was that possible? It had been barely three feet wide on the outside. Turning to talk to Mister Strange, she realized he had stepped in behind her and closed the door. 
 
    “Is this a TV show with some sort of camera magic?” she asked.  
 
    “...” He opened his mouth to reply, then closed it again, frowning. He opened it again and raised a finger to make a point. He lowered the finger again without making the point. “I don’t think that’s how movie tricks work,” he said at last. 
 
    “Then what is this? It’s like something out of Doctor Who.” 
 
    Things like this didn’t exist, though, did they? There had been that time in her teens when she had thought otherwise... had been convinced that someone at her school was really a vampire. There had been a whirlwind romance where she had almost died after he bit her. Or, at least, she thought that’s what had happened. And then... he had disappeared.  
 
    People told her he’d never existed, but she still had the scar on the inside of her right wrist. And she had the Valentine’s card he’d written her. But there had been a shrink, and pills, and side effects, and she’d learned to choose not to believe in such things.  
 
    It was hard to deal with teen heartbreak when everyone told her the person she’d fallen in love with wasn’t even real. But she’d gotten better, and gone to college, had married the Douchebag and filled her life with The Real Housewives and soccer games and seemed to spend more time driving her son from A to B than Evan ever spent doing any of the myriad activities she’d signed him up for. Like every other kid around here.  
 
    She looked at her watch. “I have to get to Evan’s violin teacher,” she said, panic beginning to rise in her voice. 
 
    “Why is your daily routine more important to you than the alien invasion?” the man asked. 
 
    “Because this is all probably another... what did they call it with the vampire? Extended psychotic episode. I gotta snap out of it. I’m not going back to hospital. Why am I even talking to you?” She turned to leave. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    Despite her reservations, she waited. Something about his voice spoke of hidden depths. This whole thing about the phone box being bigger on the inside seemed like a metaphor for the complexity of a man who wore a bow tie and sneakers at the same time. But what if her mind had invented him? 
 
    “What’s your name?” he asked. 
 
    “Leanne.” 
 
    “Hi Leanne. I’m the Surgeon. At least put your ice cream in the freezer and let me give you a ride to collect your son,” he said. 
 
    The ice cream. She was still holding it. 
 
    “Freezer?” she asked, slightly dazed. She didn’t want to give in to the possibility that he was real, only to find out she’d imagined him. Couldn’t go through that again. The shrink had told her she must have cut her wrist with some sort of puncturing object; that she had never been bitten by a vampire. 
 
    How was she supposed to know what was reality? 
 
    “Here.” He took the grocery bags from her and started putting her food away, in various compartments around the place. As she watched him, she tried not to cry. 
 
    Her brain had invented the perfect man, and it was impossible not to want to throw herself at him and find out what was beneath his shirt. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The Surgeon hadn’t ever had someone in his phone box who had reacted quite like this. She seemed so upset about something, and he couldn’t figure out what. He shook his head in confusion as he put her groceries in the best places. The fresh vegetables went in the compartment where time stood still. The cans were put in a cupboard where they wouldn’t get dented when the phone box inevitably shook and tumbled from side to side. The precious ice cream was placed in the cold storage alongside the liquid nitrogen. 
 
    Once he’d run out of food to put away, he reached for her two balls of yarn. Both pink and fluffy. Cute. He would have preferred purple, as it was more in tune with the fabric of the universe, but pink would have to do. 
 
    He set the phone box’s gears in motion, and with a grinding sound, the floor wobbled a little and then the viewing screen above the door told him they were somewhere else. 
 
    “This isn’t Evan’s violin teacher’s place,” Leanne said. 
 
    The surgeon frowned. “I used your DNA to find your son. He’s within twenty feet of us.” He opened the door and groaned. They were floating within mid-air and the surgeon could finally see what the invading ships were taking from Earth. Leanne came to the doorway and covered her mouth with her hand. 
 
    “What the hell? How are we here?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But the Prezondians are taking all the children of Earth. Look.” 
 
    Leanne looked. “Evan!” she shrieked. She tried to step out, seemingly ignorant of the concept of gravity, and the surgeon hauled her back in. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I have to get to him! He’s my son!” 
 
    Then, to the Surgeon’s immense surprise, she kissed him on the lips. It felt good. Sparks of warmth filled his mouth as her firm lips pressed against his. She knew what she was doing. He’d never been with a human woman in her mid-thirties, before, and now he realized what he was missing. She was an incredible kisser. 
 
    As the moment spun out, his cock began to grow hard and he groaned. She was showing no signs of stopping. Eventually, but extremely reluctantly, he grasped her shoulders and pushed her away. She stared at him with her mouth open like a baby whose candy just got taken away. 
 
    “No. You don’t want this,” he told her. 
 
    “Yeah I do!” she replied. 
 
    “No, listen, it’s the gas. The Prezondians released gas into the air. Remember? They’re trying to keep everyone distracted. I’ll move Verity onto their ship so we can get to the bottom of all this.” 
 
    He went to the console and pressed some buttons. Leanne followed him and put her hands in the back pockets of his pants. He inhaled sharply and tried to stay focused. 
 
    “Are you saying there’s some sort of dangerous, sexy, seductive gas in the air and you still don’t want me?” she asked in a husky but slightly disappointed voice. 
 
    “I’m immune; must be my alien metabolism.” He almost barked his response because she’d moved her hands into his front pants pockets, and now it was difficult to breathe because she was stroking his cock through the thin lining of his pockets. 
 
    “Cock. Verity’s not working. The Prezondians must have done something that’s affected her, too. I need to use your wool to fix it.” 
 
    “Why do you need the yarn?” She continued stroking through his pockets. 
 
    “Are you serious? Some of the best technological developments in the galaxy are made from knitted yarn! There are entire spaceships made out of it with the ability to fold time and space around them.” 
 
    She leaned in and nuzzled his neck. “You know, a better answer would have been to tell me you wanted the yarn to tie me up with,” she pouted. 
 
    He raised a brow; she was so determined. He smartly grasped her wrists and pulled them out of his pockets. “Maybe I’ll tie you up and spank you when this is all over. Show you what happens to women who can’t take saving the planet seriously.” 
 
    She turned and retrieved the wool in record speed. “Is your... whatever this is, knitted?” 
 
    “Verity’s a very special phone box. At least, the phone box is partially Verity. You have to think of the concept of Verity and the concept of a phone box like a Venn diagram. And we’re in the part where they overlap. And it’s not made entirely of wool, or I’d never be able to repair any of it. It’s just the conduits that keep her heart warm. I’m not a knitter.” He wished he’d gotten one of those new robotic cats that could roll balls of wool in the exact right way to repair the fabric of the universe. But he hadn’t been able to afford a Ki-10. Or even a kitten.  
 
    Instead, he’d been stuck with a glitchy and temperamental robot dog. Every time he had tried to break it, the manufacturers were notified by a chip in the dog’s head, then they’d send a replacement unit. Finally, he had “lost” the dog on a mysterious planet full of half-men-half-bears and owl-lions, where he’d sent it to take care of an assistant who wanted to go her own way, which turned out to be a five-way with the bear men. Nothing made a man feel more redundant than his girlfriend forsaking him for five enormous alien bear shifters. 
 
    “I knit.” 
 
    She derailed his train of thought with two simple words. He turned to look at her, as she put her hands on his chest and gently stroked his pecs through his shirt. 
 
    “Do you? Where did you train? Pangalactic School of Engineering?”  
 
    She giggled. Giggled. At the revered college that invented things that held the entire universe together. “No. My mom taught me.” 
 
    He almost laughed. It was one of the strangest things about Earth, that knitting had developed completely naturally and without any of the theory or complex calculations that the rest of the galaxy required. Centuries ago, he’d heard of the women on Earth being knitting savants, but over the years, all the girls he’d met weren’t the knitting type, so he’d decided the whole thing about Earth girls being good at knitting was probably made up. 
 
    “Can you... purl?” he asked, as she nuzzled his neck. 
 
    She gently unwound his scarf and cast it to the ground. 
 
    “I can knit, purl, drop and curl,” she replied smoothly. Nothing had ever made him feel so turned on in his life, as hearing this woman admit that she was good with a pair of knitting needles. It might just save the planet.  
 
    “In which case, I’m definitely putting you over my knee for a very sexy reward spanking after all this is through.” 
 
    His cock ached for her. She was perfect. Kissing her had been like biting into a beautifully ripe, yellow banana, after a lifetime of eating green ones before they were really ready. Why, oh why, were the only women interested in traveling the universe all mysteriously eighteen to twenty-four? He wanted a Leanne, not a premature rosebud. 
 
    He opened his jacket and discarded it onto the floor, as Leanne pulled on his bow tie then left its tails dangling either side of his shirt buttons as she methodically unfastened them all and gasped in awe at his chest.  
 
    “The phone box has a swimming pool downstairs and I do two miles a day in laps,” he murmured. She touched his chest and a thrill of electricity coursed through him. 
 
    “Your abs are so hard. I’d guess your cock is harder.” 
 
    “Right now? Definitely.” 
 
    “Can I see it?” She unfastened her jeans and shimmied out of them, so she stood in her bra and panties. Her soft figure was enticing. He wanted to put his face between her ample cleavage and never come up for air. With his metabolism, he might last twenty minutes before he’d need to breathe. 
 
    “Yes, but here...” He bent to the ground, thinking how sexy it might be to wrap her in his scarf, while she only wore her underwear. It would be like seeing her in a knitted feather boa. 
 
    She giggled as the scarf went over her head, and his gaze raked over her. 
 
    “Wait,” she said suddenly, and her tone had changed. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” His protective side came to the fore, responding to something in her voice. She tied the scarf around his neck and glared at him, and it was like a fog cleared in his brain, even though she seemed to be trying to strangle him ineffectively. 
 
    “What are we doing? My little boy’s up there, with those aliens. We gotta get him down!” 
 
    The Surgeon frowned. “My word, you’re right. We’re getting distracted.” 
 
    They looked at one another.  
 
    “The gas!” she cried. 
 
    “It seems to be wearing off, now. That’s curious.” He pulled out his scanning device and waved it over her beautiful figure. “The scarf. It’s rearranging space-time around us. Making us immune.” 
 
    “But we can’t wander around looking for Evan while we’re tied to each other. If either of us went more than two feet away from the other, we’d have serious breathing problems.” 
 
    He nodded thoughtfully. “But you knit? So, if I gave you the quantum co-ordinates, you could repair Verity?” 
 
    “You talk about her like she’s a real person.” 
 
    “She is a real person. Was. Is. Something, at any rate.” The Surgeon frowned and thought back. There had been a young woman, whom he had met in the 1960s, in London. Never had he come across anyone as vital, as imaginative, as enchanted with the wonders of white dwarves or pulsars.  
 
    Everything had been so new to her, unlike the existential ennui of the women from his own planet, and he had been entranced by her.  
 
    Verity.  
 
    She had wanted to travel with him forever. Then, there had been an unfortunate incident with some radioactive gases when they’d visited the restaurant at the end of the universe—although, it had been more of a diner, back then —and she had forgotten everything. Had awoken, believing it was all a dream. Devastated, he had returned Verity to her parents’ flat in Barnet, and she had taken a job at the BBC and made a television show out of partial memories of their adventures together. 
 
    It had been adorable but also more than a little awkward. He considered visiting her again, but it was difficult to know what to say. Anyway, he heard she’d married and had children, since he last saw her, and perhaps it was the British man in him, but he didn’t want to intrude if she was happy.  
 
    The problem with living over a millennium and being able to travel through time and space relatively easily was that he always fell hard for beautiful women, and there would inevitably come a time when he had to leave them. He always had to leave them. But he remembered everything about them. He couldn’t tune it out the way humans did. He knew everything in his brain, all of the time. It was a blessing and a curse. 
 
    Then, of course, there was the fact that she had aged, and in a blink of the Surgeon’s eye, it had been Verity’s final days. The Surgeon had visited her one final time, and he still remembered her white hair, the shape of her nose, and her faded lips rasping to him, “Take me with you. I want to see... just to see...” 
 
    No human could travel with him forever, though. 
 
    “Anyway, do you think you can do it?” he asked, with a far more businesslike tone than he intended, in an attempt to pull himself back into the here and now. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Leanne frowned. “Let me see them.” She still wasn’t entirely sold on how knitting could fix anything in a weird magic phone box, but at this point there were aliens outside and she would do anything at all if it meant there was a chance she’d get her son back unharmed. 
 
    With some awkward maneuvering, the Surgeon and Leanne shuffled around the console until they reached a cupboard. The Surgeon opened it and several reams worth of printed paper fell out haphazardly. 
 
    “Don’t you ever organize this place?” Leanne wondered. 
 
    “Yes. All the time. And then I get hit by Draskians or boarded by Jonquillian Pirates or I just bump into some E-space and suddenly I’m drowning in my tax returns from the fourteenth century.” 
 
    She sighed. Half of what he said sounded like it was completely made up, and the other half was words she’d heard of, but not arranged in sentences together.  
 
    “And did you need your tax returns from way back when?” she asked. She kept hers for five years, and even that felt a little pedantic. 
 
    “Well, yes. I’m still chasing a refund on three chickens and a sheep that I gave to a tax collector in ye olde Nottingham. He said it was to help the Crusades, but I’m not so sure it made it. That’s the problem with mandatory foreign aid; there’s almost always someone skimming off the top.” 
 
    Leanne gave him a look to imply that he was talking crap, but he seemed immune to such things. “Of course, it wouldn’t be so bad, but I don’t actually get paid to do all this. Ah, here we are. Nope, that’s actually the schematics for the big clock that foretells my death once every few years...” He continued to rummage through seemingly endless sheets of paper. “Oh that’s where the manual for the Betamax went...”  
 
    She rolled her eyes and looked at the console. There was what appeared to be an old-fashioned rotary-dial phone, in black Bakelite, and to one side of it, there was a series of inexplicably glowing buttons which were transparent and had lots of wires underneath them. The actual surface of the console seemed to be the same plastic-like white stuff as the walls. Leanne thought a lot of it looked like an indoor junk yard. 
 
    To one corner, there was a high-backed armchair with an old-fashioned black leather doctor’s bag on it. She looked away. It probably had more outdated papers in it. It seemed odd that a man would be so comfortable with fighting off invading aliens whilst simultaneously occupying a place this dated and messy. 
 
    If this was hers, she would invest in a scanner and a paper shredder. Wait... was she thinking about how she’d like to organize his place? She inwardly sighed. It was no wonder she was a single mom. Was there a frumpier woman in the entire universe?  
 
    He’d probably only kissed her because of that stupid alien gas. 
 
    There had been a time when men had found her attractive. She’d been turning them down all the time. The life and soul of the party. Then she’d gotten married, and it wasn’t anyone’s fault, but suddenly her whole life had revolved around her husband and child.  
 
    But now? What had she got left? Her husband was fucking the woman she’d thought was her best friend, and her son had been taken by aliens. And she oddly trusted this eccentric British man to help get her son back. He radiated a sense of knowing things. He was easy on the eye, too.  
 
    But she wished she’d given more fucks about herself over the years, because she didn’t know what she wanted these days. If he asked her about herself, she’d struggle to answer. She didn’t know if she even liked the same things she’d enjoyed when she was younger. 
 
    Did anyone even play Dungeons and Dragons anymore? Wasn’t it all on computers, now? Even video games were a different landscape to how they’d been when she’d stayed up until 4am completing Duke Nukem 3D. 
 
    “Here! This is definitely it!” He held out a wad of paper and she took it from him. It looked like a standard knitting pattern, except... 
 
    “How can anyone knit in four dimensions?” she demanded in amazement. “It’s not possible!” 
 
    “Well, actually, you humans do it innately. Just follow these three dimensions and the last one will take care of itself. If I tried that, it would end up as a big old tangled mess.” 
 
    “Uh... sure.” She looked around for some knitting needles. He pulled a pair out of the inside pocket of his jacket and handed them to her. 
 
    “Right! Cast on!” He moved away from her as he spun around enthusiastically, and the scarf tumbled off him, so only she wore it. She began looping the wool around one of the needles as he seemed to gaze at her for a long minute. 
 
    “Leanne, can I ask you a personal question?” he began. 
 
    “Go on.” She kept her eyes on the knitting. It wasn’t that she wanted to ignore him, but she had to get her son back. 
 
    “What was the last book you read?” 
 
    She paused knitting, frowning to try and remember. Then she looked up at him blankly. 
 
    “Goodnight, Moon,” she said quietly. She went back to the knitting. 
 
    “For yourself, I mean. What was the last book you read that was just for you?” 
 
    She stared at the knitting and didn’t reply. 
 
    “Leanne?” 
 
    “Stop it.” She set her jaw and kept knitting. She couldn’t allow herself to waste time on this when she needed to get to Evan. 
 
    “You don’t know, do you?” 
 
    His voice was getting at her. 
 
    “You took the scarf off,” she said flatly. “Everything you say without it on is to try to get me to fuck you.” 
 
    “Well... probably. But there’s no smoke without fire. Aside from on Trelanadus Twelve. It’s a gas giant. Only it’s not gas, it’s smoke, and nobody knows how it got there because there’s no fire.” 
 
    “What’s your point?” She wouldn’t lift her eyes from the knitting needles. 
 
    “You’re hot even when I’m wearing my scarf. Although I like it better when you’re wearing it. The colors suit you. Matches your underwear.” 
 
    “My bra and panties are yellow,” she observed, still not believing him. 
 
    “All right. How about a bet. If I still fancy you when I’m wearing the scarf, then you have to come with me after we get your son back.” 
 
    “Come with you where?” 
 
    “Time, space, the galaxy... it’s all ours. We can go anywhere we like.” 
 
    “What’s the catch?” She dared to look up from her knitting for a moment. Almost bought what he was saying. 
 
    “I still want to tie you up and give you that spanking.” 
 
    But he wasn’t teasing, now. She could tell by the dark glint in his eyes. He was serious. And she wanted him. When was the last time any man had cared enough to take charge? Or had been brave enough to tell her what he wanted? 
 
    Her core sparked with something she hadn’t felt for years. At the same time, her nipples tightened, pressing into the fabric of her bra. She squeezed her knees together and shook her head. If she knew her son was safe, she’d be willing to explore the things this man had awakened within her, but as it was, she had to keep her mind on the knitting. 
 
    But, God, if this was how hot he made her while she was immune to the alien gas, what would she be doing if she wasn’t wearing his scarf? 
 
    Her knitting needles flew as they shaped the wool, following the pattern he’d given her, and soon she had several rows of pink stuff that was taking on a strange wavy shape. She kept working on it, while the Surgeon picked up one of her feet and massaged it, sending a tingle of heady warmth down her leg and straight to her pussy, where her clit throbbed with need. 
 
    Inadvertently, she moaned, but she kept working at the knitting. It wasn’t a very big thing, whatever it was supposed to be, and she was almost done, but—oh—when he circled the pads of her toes with his fingers she wanted to melt into a puddle of goo and let him lick her up. 
 
    Then, he moved up, and ran the back of his short fingernails from the top of her knees toward her hips. The new sparks of need that it aroused inside her were almost too much to bear. She wanted to part her legs for him and let him do what he wanted to her, but this knitting was so important. 
 
    “Here! It’s finished!” she cried, holding it out for him. He immediately stopped what he was doing and took the wooly thing from her. He opened a door beneath the console and rummaged around in it, then left it in there. Then a whirring sound indicated that something was working now that had previously not been. 
 
    “Leanne!” he laughed with triumph. “Leanne! You legend! Look, it’s working!” He swept her into a bear hug and squeezed her so hard, as around them the phone box began to wobble a little. 
 
    “Better go re-materialize,” he said and released Leanne to press some buttons on the console. Leanne watched in amusement as the Surgeon worked expertly. Then, she stared in horror at the viewscreen above the door.  
 
    “We’re on that alien ship...” she murmured, and for a moment her courage wavered but then she thought of Evan, and her fear was replaced by determination. 
 
    “I’ve just had a thought! Wait here.” The Surgeon disappeared for a moment, then re-appeared with a long, white scarf. 
 
    “What is this?” Leanne asked. It looked too clean and feminine to belong to the Surgeon.  
 
    “Another scarf just like mine. Better, probably. Lalla knitted it. She was... overqualified to be my assistant. Wonderful girl.”  
 
    “Wait... you had two scarves the whole time?” She glared at him as she wrapped the scarf around her neck. 
 
    “Sorry, I forgot. This phone box is full of about eight hundred years of junk—on my timeline—or millions of years of objects in your timeline. Hard to keep track sometimes. Shall we?” He walked to the door and opened it. Leanne took a deep breath and followed him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They walked out of the phone box and onto a shiny metal floor. The walls were about fifty feet away in every direction. Off in the distance, a stream of children traveled into the ship inside a glowy blue beam. 
 
    “You got weapons, right?” Leanne checked, as they began walking in the same direction the children were being pulled. She’d left her gun in the car, but her pepper spray was in her pocket. 
 
    “Weapons? I have my sharp mind and a packet of jelly babies in my pocket. And a screwdriver. What more do I need?” 
 
    “Some futuristic laser cannon that will blast these bastards back to outer space,” she suggested, as if it wasn’t obvious. 
 
    “But if they’re futuristic... they haven’t been invented yet. So why would I have one?” he countered. 
 
    She sighed. “How are we going to fight these mother fuckers and get my son back without weapons?” 
 
    “Two words. Probably meaningless to you: Cunning plan.” 
 
    “I prefer a cunning plan with a shotgun,” she grumbled. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The Surgeon tried to remember when it was in Earth’s history—future, same difference—that humans had stopped using guns. It had to be around the time in the twenty-third century, when the Gonads had invaded from Gonad One. They’d had some sort of weapon that turned humans into plants. That was how humanity ended, on this timeline. One of those fixed points that the Surgeon couldn’t interfere with. A lynchpin. Everybody in the rest of the universe remembered the Attack of the Gonads. But what they didn’t remember was why the Gonads had invaded. They had detected a nuclear test and landed to track down the uranium. Humans had tried to fight them, but the Gonads had patiently and methodically turned every human into a plant then stripped the Earth of its uranium. 
 
    The rest of the universe decided it was for the best, really. 
 
    When he’d been educated in a crystalline cavern in the beautiful diamond fields of his home planet, Galilee, the Surgeon remembered learning about the demise of humanity. And he had sworn to himself, then and there, that he was going to do all he could to protect the humans. Which started with leading by example, when it came to weapons. 
 
    That was why he almost always found himself in London, or other parts of Britain, fighting various aliens; the British tended to run away screaming helplessly when aliens invaded. The Americans? They’d pull out Grampa’s old shotgun and give the aliens what-for. He’d been shot in “friendly fire” during World War One, and he hadn’t liked it, so he tended to leave them to it. They could take care of themselves.  
 
    And there was the contradiction. They could take care of themselves because they had guns. He sighed. 
 
    “You know, I remember listening to a Johnny Cash song about fifty years ago, which sums up the problem with humans and guns,” he said to Leanne. 
 
    “You’ve heard of Johnny Cash?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. And he sang, “don’t take your guns to town” and you know what happened? The boy took his guns to town. And got shot. Because of his guns.” 
 
    “What a waste. If he’d left his guns at home his mom could have sold them.” 
 
    The Surgeon laughed out loud. Leanne was of a completely different way of thinking to him. 
 
    Before he could reply, they suddenly found themselves staring down the barrel of a rather large laser gun. The surgeon followed it, and discovered the person holding the gun was one of the Prezondians. The green slimy skin gave it away. 
 
    “Ah. Pleased to meet you. I’m the Surgeon. Shall we...?” The Surgeon tilted his head to suggest that the gun-wielder take them to wherever he intended. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Surgeon. You cut open time and space in an attempt to repair it. Your deeds have reached my ears.” A green slimy alien sat on a throne and regarded the Surgeon and Leanne. 
 
    “Do I do that?” The Surgeon held up his hands to shrug. “I just like going places. How are you, your excellency? What’s your name, anyway?” It was immediately obvious from the throne and the crown that this alien thought he was the bee’s knees. The Surgeon suspected flattery would get him everywhere. 
 
    “I am Lord Asquix of the Prezondians. And I shall be much happier when we have all the children and can leave. Do not try to stop us, Surgeon.” 
 
    The Surgeon wasn’t sure, at this point, why any alien races didn’t just give up and go home every time they saw a telephone box materialize in a strange place. 
 
    “Why children?” Leanne demanded. The Surgeon put a hand on her shoulder to warn her not to start any arguments. After all, these were delicate proceedings. 
 
    “They’re... more delicious than the adults,” Asquix said. 
 
    “Food? You’ve taken them as food?” Leanne exclaimed. 
 
    “Leanne, let me handle this,” the Surgeon muttered under his breath. “They’re just some illegal farmers.”  
 
    She gave him a death glare then fell silent.  
 
    The Surgeon pulled something out of his jacket pocket and held it out. “A gift, for you, Lord Asquix of the Prezondians,” he told him. The green alien stood up and wobbled slowly to where the Surgeon’s arm was extended.  
 
    “What is inside the white paper?” Lord Asquix asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Open it and find out.” The Surgeon hoped the alien would be curious enough. If he was, this situation could be ended very quickly and easily. 
 
    Asquix snatched the item from the Surgeon’s hand and returned to his throne with it. The Surgeon waited patiently while Asquix unwrapped the paper. 
 
    Leanne frowned beside him, and her mouth fell open. 
 
    “You’re giving him a sandwich?” She demanded. “He’s taken our kids to eat and you’re giving him a sandwich?” 
 
    “Well... yes. But this is a very special sandwich.” 
 
    “Is it poisoned?” she whispered. 
 
    The Surgeon shook his head emphatically. “No.” 
 
    “Does it explode?” she asked in a very soft voice. 
 
    “What is it with humans and killing everything around them? No, it does not explode!” The Surgeon threw up his hands in disbelief. “Just be quiet and watch!” 
 
    The alien bit into the sandwich and the Surgeon knew Leanne was waiting for his head to fall off or something. The alien chewed it. Swallowed. Smiled. 
 
    “Very good, Surgeon. What is it?” 
 
    “It’s a bacon sandwich.” 
 
    “Ba-con... sand-wich?” Asquix rolled the words around in his mouth. 
 
    “I think you’ll agree it’s better than eating human children, am I right?” The Surgeon tried to keep the note of triumph out of his voice. 
 
    “Indeed. Where can I procure more of this?” 
 
    “Well, I tell you what, I’ll tell you how to get more bacon after you release the kids. And turn off that obnoxious gas. The world’s already overpopulated.” 
 
    “The gas? Oh, it was to ensure the humans made more babies. To replace the ones we took.” 
 
    “...Yeah, humans don’t view kids as interchangeable, mate, it wasn’t going to fix things, but this might.” The Surgeon nodded to the bacon sandwich. 
 
    “I will release the children and you will tell me how to get the bacon sandwiches or I’ll kill your companion, here.” 
 
    “Hey! I’m not with him!” Leanne protested. 
 
    “All right. It’s a deal. Let’s shake on it,” the Surgeon said.  
 
    He shook the slimy limb of Asquix, and then other green aliens were summoned. The children were sent back in the opposite direction. 
 
    “We’re very humane, you know,” Asquix remarked. “We put the younglings in stasis before we transported them. They know nothing about what is happening.” 
 
    “Humane... until you eat babies!” Leanne grumbled. The Surgeon tried not to smile. She really was a firecracker. His palm quivered for a split-second when he thought about spanking her later. 
 
    “Tell me, does your ship have a food replication unit?” the Surgeon asked. 
 
    “Indeed. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Well, I could give you all the world’s bacon, but then you’d run out pretty soon. So, what if I gave you the DNA of bacon, the exact molecular structure for it, so you could make it yourselves? See, bacon’s very homogenous, and it doesn’t require all the space and resources of animal rearing.” 
 
    “Intriguing. Then our farmers could grow high yield crops to replenish our planet’s atmosphere. Rearing two hundred animals per square yard is very bad for the air, you know.” 
 
    The Surgeon wondered how they even fitted that many animals in such a small space. 
 
    “Bacon it is, then!” the Surgeon declared, as he followed Asquix to a computer. He pressed a few buttons, typed some strings of letters and numbers, then hit, “Make” on the console. A slice of ready-cooked smoky bacon appeared as if from nowhere. 
 
    “This is it?” Asquix asked. 
 
    “Try it.” The Surgeon nodded to the bacon.  
 
    Asquix took it and bit into it. He chewed it with some very satisfied noises then the slice was gone. 
 
    “And I can make as much of this as I want?” Asquix asked. 
 
    “Yep. There is a catch, though. See, I also programmed it to ensure you didn’t return for the children any time soon, so if you ever have an Earth child on this ship, the code for bacon will self-destruct. Up to you, really, to decide which is more important to you.” 
 
    “Bacon. Definitely bacon. This could revolutionize our planet’s meat export,” Asquix said. “You know, when you showed up I thought there was going to be lots of running around and explosions and so on. You’re a good man. All the same, I’d appreciate if you got off my ship, now.” 
 
    The Surgeon smiled and clapped his hands together. “Glad to! Bye, then!”  
 
    With that, he turned and headed back toward his telephone box, a slightly nonplussed Leanne following behind. She was a lovely girl, but he hated getting attached to humans. Their lives were so brief and it hurt so much when they died. That was why, on Verity’s death bed, he’d returned and held her hand, and wished with all his heart that things could have been different. 
 
    “Take me with you,” she’d whispered. 
 
    And he’d waited for the exact moment when her life ebbed away, then he’d put her spirit in a jar and infused it into his telephone box. The heart of it. Everything the phone box did that seemed like magic... it was all Verity. She rarely interfered, and the Surgeon couldn’t really speak to her directly and get a response, but she was always with him, just the same. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Leanne watched the Surgeon as he made the telephone box move from the alien ship to outside Evan’s violin teacher’s house. She went to the phone box’s door then looked over her shoulder. 
 
    “I guess this is goodbye, then.” It was a pity. He was the first man she’d felt truly alive around in years. But everything had to end, didn’t it? And if he was really hundreds of years old, even if they had the greatest relationship of all time, one day she would die and he’d move on, alone, traveling through the stars. 
 
    “Did you really get bitten by a vampire when you were younger?” the Surgeon asked. Leanne frowned. 
 
    “I thought so at the time.” She hated talking about that. Hated that she was defective enough to have these delusions. This whole interlude would probably turn out to be another psychotic episode. 
 
    “Do you have thirty seconds? I can find out.” 
 
    She nodded and let go of the door, which closed itself. 
 
    Taking a step toward the console, Leanne realized she didn’t want to leave. If this was another figment of her imagination, she never wanted it to end. 
 
    “How can you tell?” she asked.  
 
    “Hand held scanner.” He pulled out his iPhone and she watched him press a few buttons. Surely if none of this was real she would have imagined some better gadgets for him. 
 
    It beeped.  
 
    “What does that mean?” She strained to see the screen but it wasn’t at the right angle. 
 
    “You’ve got it. The virus that vampires carry.” 
 
    Her world fell away a little, then. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “It means you’re not human, any longer,” he said gently. “You haven’t been for a while. I’m... I’m sorry.” 
 
    She stared at the back of his phone in disbelief. “Why didn’t the hospital know, when I had my son?” 
 
    “Human technology can’t detect it, yet. They don’t even believe vampires exist, and when they do, they have all these odd characteristics.” 
 
    “Are you saying I’ll burn up if I go in the sun?” she asked. 
 
    “Everything burns up if it goes into the sun,” he replied. “Going outside on a clear day won’t harm you any more than anyone else. You can still get skin cancer. But, other than that, you’re very different from humans.” 
 
    “How?” She remembered eating garlic fries literally yesterday. So, what did this vampire thing even mean? 
 
    “You heal very quickly,” he began.  
 
    She nodded, remembering when Evan was born the C-section closed up within a week. All the nurses at the hospital were amazed. 
 
    “And you will live a lot longer.” 
 
    She stared at him in disbelief for a moment, before she was able to put together a question. “How much longer?” 
 
    “Centuries. Some on the vampire planet live for millennia.” 
 
    She shook her head. “What about Evan?” 
 
    “He’s your son. He’ll have it, too.” 
 
    “Then... what? I hit one hundred and thirty and everyone gets suspicious? What happens after that?” 
 
    “No. They’ll get suspicious a lot sooner. Your aging is slowed down. It will crystallize around forty, then you’ll look that age forever.” 
 
    “I... I need to go.” Leanne walked out of the phone box and tried not to cry. A large part of her was sure this was all another delusion. 
 
    She rapped on the door and Evan’s violin teacher opened it. 
 
    “You’re late again,” she grumbled. 
 
    “Evan. Now.” Leanne didn’t feel like trying to be polite. And she wasn’t so sure Evan needed to learn to play the violin any more. Whether they were both long-lived or not, she didn’t know, but what she did know was this whole incident with the aliens had reminded her what was important in life. And she knew Evan wasn’t happy at his violin lessons. 
 
    Evan was brought to the door and Leanne took his hand then walked out to the street, and out of view of the nosey violin teacher’s house. 
 
    Now what? 
 
    Her car was still at Wal-Mart. Evan couldn’t walk there, it would be miles.  
 
    “Come with me,” a voice said. She looked up. She had inadvertently walked back to the phone box, where the Surgeon stood at the doorway holding out a hand. 
 
    “Mommy, who’s that man?” 
 
    “You see him too?” she asked, and relief poured through her. This was real. She turned to the Surgeon. “You remember where I left my car?” 
 
    “Forget the car, I know of an infinite number of more interesting locations for us to visit. Come on, love, we’ve got places to go!” 
 
    “What about Evan?” She squeezed her son’s hand. There was no way she’d leave him. 
 
    “Bring him, it’ll be educational for him to see the galaxy.”  
 
    She smiled. Little League would have to wait a century or two while she figured some stuff out. 
 
    “Okay.” She walked toward the phone box, leading Evan. 
 
    “Of course, if you’re coming, I still owe you that spanking,” the Surgeon murmured into her ear. 
 
    “Won’t he hear us?” Leanne uttered, nodding at Evan. 
 
    “Nope. I have a fully equipped VR room downstairs beside the swimming pool. It’s got all sorts. He’ll love it.” 
 
    “Okay, only for an hour or two at a time. I want to spend time with my son, not put him out of mind so I can shack up with a space alien.” 
 
    “Great! Tour of the phone box for everyone, then Evan can play for a bit... and so can we.”  
 
    Leanne smiled and squeezed Evan’s hand. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Leanne was tied up with the rest of the yarn, they were both naked, and the Surgeon trailed a riding crop down her back, as she bent over the desk in his bedroom. 
 
    “You know, all these centuries traveling around with companions, and I think you’re the first woman who has ever seen my bedroom,” he remarked, as he trailed the riding crop lower. The yarn held her upper arms against her body, and more of it bound her thighs together, while her breasts and ass were exposed. He had her completely at his mercy. 
 
    He flicked the riding crop against her left butt cheek and she squeaked as the sharp bite made her clench. 
 
    “Relax your bottom, Leanne,” he told her. 
 
    “But it was sore!” 
 
    “Sore? But we’re just getting started.” He brought the crop down again, this time on her right cheek, and she bounced up and down on her tiptoes as she tried to deal with the pain. Somehow, it spoke to a part of her that had waited decades for a man to take control. 
 
    “How many times?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, at least ten. Maybe more.” His voice sent a thrill through her body that traveled straight to her core, at the same moment the crop landed again. Her pussy clenched and she squeezed her hands into tight balls as he brought it down on her again and again. 
 
    There were way more than ten. 
 
    As her ass stung from a peppering of crop marks, however, something strange happened. He cropped her again, and the noise implied it had been harder than before, but it felt different. Less painful. And hot. So good. Her breath came in short gasps and when he brought the crop down once more, she moaned with delight. 
 
    It felt incredible. 
 
    “Someone’s happy,” the Surgeon remarked. He put one hand on her lower back to steady her. “Deep breath for me, love, this time I’m going to use the side of the crop.” 
 
    “Like... like a cane?” she asked. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    She was a little afraid of that. She didn’t have time to do anything though before the length of the crop cracked across her sit spot.  
 
    “Oh my,” the Surgeon remarked. “That is going to leave a mark.” 
 
    She gritted her teeth as the burn seared through her body like scalding water and she tried to breathe but it was hard to draw the air. 
 
    “Two more,” he said cheerily. 
 
    “But it huuuurrrrttssss!” she wailed. 
 
    “And underneath that, I bet you’re as turned on as all hell, aren’t you?” His words, breathed into her ear although they were the only two people in the room, the soft sound of his voice made her moan. Her pussy throbbed with desire once more as dominance radiated from his entire body.  
 
    She glanced over her shoulder with difficulty, and watched his body, hard as a rock and finely-toned like only aliens ever managed. His right bicep flexed and grew as he raised the riding crop again, then she had to turn away again, and brace herself for the next stroke. 
 
    The crop swooshed down with a slight whistle, then it exploded across her cheeks once more, landing beneath the first stroke and making her gurgle with the intoxicating mixture of intense pleasure underpinned by unbearable pain. 
 
    “Please,” she gasped. She wondered if he’d assume she wanted him to stop, but she couldn’t get the words out in one breath to ask for what she really wanted. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Please fuck me.” The moment she said it, her face grew hot with embarrassment. She’d never asked anyone to take her before... although, she’d never been tied up with yarn, bent over a desk and spanked into submission with a riding crop, before, either. 
 
    His response completely threw her by surprise. “Where do you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    She parted her lips to reply, but then she wasn’t sure. “Everywhere,” she said at last. 
 
    “Good answer, but where to start? I never really liked being traditional. Is your ass trained?” 
 
    “Trained... you mean, have I had anal? No, never.” 
 
    “Pity. We’ll start training you to take things up there as soon as possible. But right now, I think I’ll settle for your pussy. To be fair, I’ve been dying to know what it’s like since you first stepped inside my phone box.” 
 
    Before she said anything else, she felt the large head of his cock pressed against her opening, then he thrust inside her and she gasped. Her legs were tied together so his cock was a very tight fit, but she suspected it would have been a challenge anyway. The stretch was painful but that just made it pussy-wateringly hot. 
 
    He began to move inside her, and pressure built in her core. His strokes were slow and teasing, as his cock rubbed against the bundle of nerves inside her that sent bolts of electricity through her belly. She moaned softly. As he moved, her tight nipples dug into the desk beneath her, adding to the heat inside her. 
 
    Suddenly, he changed the pace. Gripping her hips, he thrust hard, banging against her cervix as he fucked her. She cried out as sensation overwhelmed her. Tingles radiated from her pussy and then he stroked her clit. The feeling grew stronger, and she quivered helplessly as he made her take him.  
 
    She needed him to take control like this, more than she could say. 
 
    As she thought she might implode under the pressure, he breathed into her ear, “Come for me, sweet one.”  
 
    She came apart, screaming and spasming under him, as he continued fucking her, then as the sharp sparks traveled through her entire body, she felt him speed up, then his hot liquid shot deep into her, throwing her further into an intense climax like nothing she’d ever felt before. 
 
    He kept going, wringing every ounce of pleasure from her, until she was quivering jelly beneath him. Then he stopped, and pulled out of her, before shearing the yarn away from her body to free her limbs. 
 
    He picked her up gently and carried her to the bed, where he wrapped her in a warm hug and held her. She felt safe, cared for, and thoroughly satisfied. Her other thoughts were difficult to pull together. He had literally fucked her brains out. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” he asked. 
 
    “We’re going to do that all over the galaxy, aren’t we?” 
 
    He thought for a moment, then chuckled. “Absolutely.” 
 
    She snuggled into him and smiled. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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   G race stared in horror at the man groaning on the floor. 
 
    "My God Grace, you've killed him!  We've barely had this one a day.  You're in so much trouble!"  Becka giggled then knelt to check the body, which was starting to mutter and trying to stand up. "Come on, here we go, up you get, just sit on this chair and I'll get the First Aid kit.  We always keep it handy."  She bustled out of the office, leaving Grace alone with her victim. 
 
    "I - I'm so sorry, I just - I opened the door - I didn't know you were behind it...." 
 
    The moaning got louder.  Grace stood, helpless and useless, wishing the floor would open up and swallow one of them. 
 
    "Here we are; we'll set you right," Becka scurried back in.  As she often pointed out, twenty years of marriage to a DIY 'expert' and four sons navigating through the dangerous waters of the teenage years, meant she could deal with almost anything without turning a hair.    
 
    Oddly, twenty-eight years of creating havoc had left Grace totally unable to deal with the results, despite countless opportunities for practice.  She watched her latest victim, her blue eyes mournful.    
 
    "I just opened the door...." 
 
    Two dark eyes glared at her for a moment, then refocussed on Becka as she held a cold pack to the egg-sized swelling on his forehead. 
 
    This was a new record.  Usually they lasted at least a week. 
 
    They were called Administrators, or Coordinators, or Managers, but the job was the same, whatever the title.  They were the constant effort by the company to keep control of the crazy geniuses in the Research division.  The exact proportion of craze to genius was under debate, but the labs kept producing, bringing in the big contracts.  Including certain work done for the government, involving terms like Top Secret, and High Security.  Which meant that someone had to supervise, and check, and make it look like there was some sort of control over the brilliant, lucrative lunatics.   
 
    There was a ferociously high turnover in the job. 
 
    Currently the new Administrative Supervisor was slumped in a chair, seeing double.   
 
    "Gracie, what have you done?  Oh, you poor man, let me look after you!"  Gina swept into the room in a cloud of concern and expensive perfume.  She fluttered over to her target and scooped the cold pack out of Becka's hand, deftly elbowing her out of the way at the same time.  "What happened?  Has Gracie been clumsy again?  Honestly, she's a disaster, isn't she!  We should call her Grace-less!" 
 
    Becka shrugged and stepped back.  Grace stood there hating Gina for being taller, slimmer, blonder and totally NOT clumsy.  Any one of those was hard to forgive, but all of them together were nauseating.  And calling her 'Gracie' was almost grounds on its own for justifiable homicide. 
 
    Gina made a few more soothing noises over the sufferer, then took a few steps towards Grace, then hissed softly, "Haven't you done enough?  He won't want to see you right now, will he?  As if he ever would.  Why don't you run along and try to keep out of trouble, if you can, you clumsy oaf. And remember, I saw him first!"  
 
    Of course, she saw him first.  Gina had an inbuilt radar system that located all good-looking men within a ten-mile radius.  As Grace stumbled out of the room she could hear Gina cooing, "Poor Jake, how can I make you feel better?" 
 
    Becka followed Grace out, simmering.  "Make him feel better, indeed!  Hope her implants explode." 
 
    Grace managed a rather miserable giggle, "But she's right, I'm a disaster!  We haven't had him for a whole day and I've already damaged him."  And how did Gina get to call him Jake when the rest of them hadn't met him properly yet? 
 
    The rest of the afternoon was torment for Grace, everyone seemed to know that she'd broken the new boss before he'd even settled in. 
 
    "So, who do you attack next?" 
 
    "You, Matt, so you better start running."   
 
    "Can I introduce you to my brother in law?  I can't afford to pay someone to take him out.  One date with you should finish him off." 
 
    "Not funny Greg." 
 
    "Was it something he said, or did he just look at you wrong?" 
 
    "Dave, it was an accident." 
 
    Finally, she couldn't take it anymore, she grabbed a few files to work on over the weekend and headed for the carpark. 
 
    "Grace, are you okay?"  Becka was worried, Grace was usually the last to leave, never the first. 
 
    "I - I have some things to work on at home." 
 
    "Okay but call me if you need to talk.  Look, don't worry about it.  He'll recover over the weekend, and you can talk to him on Monday.  Explain that you don't usually attack men before you've been properly introduced." 
 
    She managed a watery smile before she sped out of the car park, narrowly missing several other cars and a few innocent signposts on the way. 
 
    Becka hoped Grace would be ok, but she had more on her mind.  It was Friday, after all. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Like many long-term married couples, life had settled into a routine for Becka and Tony.  It's not easy being spontaneously romantic when you have four children (although, as Tony often pointed out, that was how they got the four kids in the first place).  But they had a pattern that suited them.   
 
    Through the week they were lucky to have a longer conversation than "Will you be home in time to take the twins to soccer training?"  But on Friday the kids went to spend the night with their grandparents ("It's so important that they get a chance to bond....").  Friday was the night. 
 
    Becka knew most people would think she and Tony were so dull and boring, having their sex life timetabled like this, but it worked for them.  And when you got to your forties you tended to settle down a bit and take things steadily. 
 
    So, when she walked through the door she knew what to expect.  Pretty much the same old routine. 
 
    Becka and Tony both had the dark hair and eyes, and olive skin, of their Maltese ancestors.  Twenty years and four children had thickened her figure a little, but Becka still had the full breasts and rounded bottom that had made Tony's pulse quicken all those years ago.  Tony had his own business hiring out heavy equipment to construction sites, often doing the subcontracting himself.  He was of medium height, but stocky and well-muscled.  Becka still thought he was the most handsome man she'd ever seen.   
 
    Tony was waiting in the kitchen, frowning.   
 
    "And just what time do you think it’s okay to stroll in?" 
 
    Becka froze for a moment, "I'm sorry, I...work ran late...I tried to be home earlier..." 
 
    "Wasn't that your excuse last week?  And the week before?" 
 
    "I know, I'm sorry, I just get caught up in things..." 
 
    "Well, maybe it's time you got caught up in something else!"  And before she knew it she was thrown over his shoulder and carried up the stairs to their bedroom. 
 
    "Tony please!  Tony, I'll do better I promise!" 
 
    The only answer was a stinging slap to her rump. 
 
    Once in their room she was deposited on her feet.  "Panties down now." 
 
    "Tony, I..." He took her shoulders, turned her around and delivered another resounding swat. 
 
    "OW!" 
 
    "Becka, I won't say it twice." 
 
    Sniffling, she slowly reached up under her skirt and edged her panties to her knees. 
 
    "Hands on the bed." 
 
    There was no choice.  She bent over and put her hands on the bed.  He raised her skirt slowly, lifting it clear and folding it onto her back, leaving her bottom totally exposed. 
 
    Tony paused a moment, enjoying the sight of those full cheeks.  But they were far too pale.  "This is to remind you to obey promptly when I give you an order." 
 
    "OW!" The first hard smack echoed in the room.  Becka flinched, but kept in position.  She could feel his handprint burning on her left cheek.  He waited until the stinging had built, then her right cheek was given its own brand. 
 
    "OW! Tony, I'm sorry!"   
 
    "You will be." 
 
    Two more and she was gasping, he was really laying it on hard. 
 
    Two more, she was jiggling from foot to foot now. 
 
    "Stay in position." 
 
    "OW! Tony please, I'm - OW! - I'm sorry!"  Two more and the fire was burning high. 
 
    "Corner."  Becka fled to the corner, relieved that he'd stopped.  "Keep that skirt up." 
 
    Corner time always lasted forever.  Becka hated it, right up until the moment he said, "Back here." 
 
    She scuttled over to stand in front of him.  He looked so stern, she shivered and waited to see if it was over. 
 
    "Strip." 
 
    "Tony...please...I..." 
 
    He spun her and added two more stinging slaps, "Are you daring to argue with me?" 
 
    "No!  No sir, I...I'll do whatever you tell me." 
 
    Soon she was naked, trembling, hands by her sides as he surveyed her.  "I think it's time you had a reminder session.  You've been forgetting your place lately."  Becka shuddered.  "Are you arguing with me?" 
 
    "No sir." 
 
    "Well then?" 
 
    She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself, "Please sir, I haven't been behaving well lately, I know.  I've been disobedient, and I've argued with you.  Please...please punish me for my misdeeds." 
 
    "Punish how?" 
 
    "Please spank me, sir.  Please spank my bottom so hard that I can't sit down gulp all weekend."   
 
    "Very well, since you ask so nicely. You know you deserve this."  He took the chair from her dressing-table and placed it carefully in the centre of the room, then sat down.  "Over.  Now." 
 
    Trembling, she took up the position over his knees, hands reached out to the floor one side, toes just touching the other, bottom high. 
 
    "This is to help you improve your attitude." 
 
    There was no warmup.  He spanked fast, and very hard. Becka tried to take it well, but she was soon gasping, then yelping, then the words broke through, "I'm sorry!.....Tony, it HURTS, I'm sorry, truly, I'll be good!.....I'll be good I PROMISE!....." 
 
    He was a methodical man.  He started at the top of one cheek, working down with overlapping slaps until he reached the halfway point on her thigh.  Then the other side received the same treatment.  Then the whole cycle was repeated.  Hard, fast, deliberate slaps, paying no attention to her pleading.  Her skin glowed pink, then red, as he continued. 
 
    Finally, it was too much, her hand flew back of its own accord to try to protect her poor bottom.  Tony caught her wrist, pinning it in the small of her back, "You'll pay for that." 
 
    The slaps continued, falling even harder.  At last, Becka had no more words, she could only sob helplessly, crying out at when particularly hard slaps fell on the most tender places.  This was going to be a long one, he'd really decided to teach her a lesson this time.  By the ten-minute mark she'd lost all resistance, and finally his hand stilled. 
 
    He held her in position for a while as she sobbed, then when she'd fallen silent she was lifted onto her feet.  He stood, unbuckling his belt.  "Hand." 
 
    He wound most of the belt around his fist, leaving about eighteen inches free.  When Becka had her hand out, and high enough to satisfy him, he raised the belt and brought it down across her palm. "Again."  Twice more he strapped her hand, then three times on the other. 
 
    This time the corner was a welcome refuge. 
 
    When she was called back she glanced at his face, hopefully.  But he still looked so stern that she shivered.  "You've had a firm lesson that should teach you your place.  But I want to be sure you remember it.  Get the spoon." 
 
    Becka whimpered.  She wasn't fond of that wooden spoon, and she was so sore already, "Tony, please, I promise I'll be good.  Really, you don't need....I promise....I....please....." 
 
    His face looked like thunder, "You dare to argue with me?  That lesson obviously didn't take.  Get on the bed!" 
 
    Becka moaned and backed up to the bed.  She didn't dare plead for mercy now.  In seconds she was lying on the bed, over a pile of pillows.  Tony took hold of her hips and moved her forward until her bottom was positioned perfectly for its punishment, the lower curves totally exposed, her sit spot the perfect target. 
 
    Then he picked up her brush.  Becka moaned again and buried her face in the quilt.  Her hands clenched into fists, bracing for the onslaught. 
 
    The sound echoed round the room before she felt the first one, leaving her sit spot blazing.  Becka couldn't hold back the wails as the brush fell again and again on the same spot until he was satisfied with the throbbing dark crimson oval.  Then he treated the other side the same.  Then a little higher, half a dozen on the soft undercurve of her cheeks, then the tops of her thighs.  Then the same areas over again. 
 
    Becka's wails were frantic as he parted her thighs to deliver a dozen stinging strokes to the inside of each thigh.  Then a swift rain of strokes all over her throbbing bottom and thighs, just to keep the colour fresh. 
 
    Finally, the room was silent except for Becka's muffled sobs.  There were some soft sounds of clothing being removed, then the bed moved a little as he knelt behind her. 
 
    Becka felt Tony's fingers stroking her cheeks, feeling the heat that blazed there.  Slowly they moved down to the sweet place between her thighs.  He took hold of her hips, pulling her backwards, up onto her knees.  Then in one swift thrust he buried his shaft inside her.  Becka gasped as he took her.  He pumped slowly at first, feeling the heat of her punished bottom against him.  Then faster, pounding hard against her, filling her, until he felt her arch back, then shudder and convulse against him.   
 
    The tightening of her deep hold on him sent him over the edge into his own release. 
 
    Uncounted time later they lay on their sides on the bed, her back nestled against his chest, his arms around her.  "Are you all right?" 
 
    Becka ran her hands down his arms to link her fingers with his, "Ohhhh Tony, that was the best EVER!" 
 
    "It was pretty fierce, but you didn't use the safe word, so I kept going, but - you're sure you're okay?" 
 
    "Tony, I really needed that, all of it!  Ohhhh you lovely beast, I won't be able to sit down without wincing for DAYS."  She drew one of his hands up to her lips and kissed it. 
 
    "You've been dropping enough hints.  But I know you'll be sore.  Maybe I can do something to keep your mind off it....?"  He pressed a kiss to her shoulder. 
 
    "Big talk, you think you can deliver again?  So soon?"  She giggled, then squealed as he reached down to pinch a throbbing cheek. 
 
    "I'll show you a delivery!"   
 
    He nuzzled her throat, then gently rolled her onto her back.  Becka yelped a little as her sore rear pressed on the bed, lifting her hips to ease the throbbing.  Tony knelt between her parted thighs, running his hands over her belly, stroking her flanks, teasing her nipples.  Becka began to squirm, giving eager little mewling cries, then she caught at one of his hands, drawing it up to her lips to suck on his fingers. 
 
    Tony leaned over her, trailing kisses across each breast, tonguing each proud nipple, then down to her navel, and then, so teasingly slowly, further down until she felt his tongue on her swollen lower lips.  Becka's bones went to water as he explored her, until his teeth fastened gently on the little pearl nestled there, his tongue working to set her moaning. 
 
    When he could feel the shudders running through her, Tony released her.  He rose up on his knees then smoothly took her, moving deep inside and thrusting hard as she cried out her release.  Soon his voice joined hers and they moved together in the familiar, wonderful rhythm. 
 
    At last, totally sated, they lay twined together, breathing in synchronicity. 
 
    It's nice being an old married couple, even if you do get a bit set in your ways.  There's a lot to be said for familiarity.   
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Grace had hurried home, miserable over her latest disaster.  There was only one thing that could make her feel better when she was in this state.  She stretched out on her bed and settled back to enjoy a good, hard session of ice-cream eating.  This was definitely a double choc moment, with the chocolate chips.  It was starting to work its magic when the phone rang. 
 
    She reached for the phone, upsetting the ice cream onto the bed.  As she grabbed to try to save it she knocked two books, a glass of water and a packet of biscuits off her bedside table.  Lunging to grab them, and missing entirely, she knocked the ice-cream onto the floor.   
 
    As Grace miserably juggled the flying items, only spreading the disaster further, she heard her answering machine kick in, "Hi, this is Grace, I can't get to the phone right now so please leave a message...." 
 
    "This is Jake Maslin.  We met today at work.  Twice.  I intended to discuss certain matters with you, but you left too early this afternoon for me to speak with you.  Please be in my office at nine am sharp on Monday morning, and we will settle a few things then." 
 
    From the terse tone of his voice, it wasn't going to be a comfortable interview.   
 
    Grace huddled on her bed as the double-chocolate slowly melted onto the carpet. Some things are beyond the power of ice-cream.   
 
    It was the longest, shortest weekend she could remember.  It seemed to take forever, waiting for Monday morning.  But it arrived all too fast.   
 
    All weekend she replayed that answering machine message, trying to interpret his words. 
 
    "This is Jake Maslin.  We met today at work.  Twice.  I intended to discuss certain matters with you, but you left too early this afternoon for me to speak with you.  Please be in my office at 9 am sharp on Monday morning, and we will settle a few things then." 
 
    Well, obviously the new administrator just wanted to get to know his staff.  That's all.  He'd probably sent the same message to everyone in the office. 
 
    He said they'd met twice, they'd been introduced when he met all the employees en masse in the morning.  The second time must be a reference to her slight accident with the door.  Well, she'd apologised for that - a lot - but he probably hadn't heard because he was stunned. 
 
    And he said she left too early for him to speak with her.  The first time in recorded history that she'd been the first to leave on a Friday afternoon.  Or any afternoon.  He made it sound like she'd run out at lunchtime or something. 
 
    'Discuss certain matters' - what matters?  Was he going to cut her lab time?  Fire her?  Or was it about the door thing?  People who worked with Grace developed good reflexes, in time. In self defence. 
 
    In his office at nine am.  Like she was some schoolgirl called to the Principal's office?  SHARP?  And did he think she was going to be late?  Well, she sometimes did run late, but only when something went wrong.  It was never her fault. 
 
    Things often went wrong for Grace, she seemed to have so much on her mind.  She loved her work, and she was very good at it, so when she was solving a particularly knotty problem she had a slight tendency to forget minor details like traffic rules, shoes, meal times....her lab assistants had to make sure she was fed, decently clothed and injury free when she was in the middle of something.  Her family had always just laughed and called her their 'absent-minded professor', so she'd never had to worry about dealing with irrelevancies. 
 
    '...settle a few things..."  What needed settling?   
 
    It wasn't a very good weekend. 
 
    And her alarm didn't go off on Monday morning, probably because she'd forgotten to set it the night before.  So, she rushed around madly getting ready, fixing her hair and makeup in the car on the way to work. 
 
    Grace narrowly missed three cars and a stoplight on the trip, managed to successfully navigate the car park entrance, and congratulated herself on backing into a parking space without a scratch.  Then she threw open her car door and heard a horrid crunch as the door crashed into the vehicle parked beside her. 
 
    Oh, wonderful. 
 
    She didn't recognise the car, most of the workers knew not to park too close to Grace's corner of the car park, so she took its number.  She'd find the owner as soon as she could, but her first priority was to get to that meeting.  She checked her watch - a quarter to nine.  Great, plenty of time.  But it was odd, it had been a quarter to nine last time she checked it. 
 
    When a watch is working, the hands move. 
 
    They weren't moving. 
 
    Damn.  Dead watch.  Somewhere, there was someone who was going to think that was very funny.  That person wasn't Grace, who was running up the stairs from the car park in an effort to save a few precious seconds.  She exploded out of the stairwell, narrowly missing two people who were standing in the corridor, chatting.  She brushed past with a muttered apology and hurtled towards his office. 
 
    "Hi Sara!  Is he in?  I have an appointment!"  Grace hung over his secretary's desk, puffing.  Sara was secretary to whoever was the latest appointee in the job.  She'd outlasted twelve bosses, at last count.  Everyone was wondering if thirteen was a lucky number. 
 
    Sara was blonde, expensive-looking, sleek and well-groomed.  Nice clothes, nice hair, nice nails, she looked like everyone's image of the glossy, super-efficient bitch secretary.  And she was super-efficient.  She was also, despite the lacquer and glossy exterior, the sweetest, kindest person in the office.   
 
    She smiled sympathetically at the girl slumped over her desk.  "He was waiting in the office for a while, but he just stepped out.  I'll page him for you.  Why don't you go in and take a moment to get yourself together?" 
 
    This was her subtle way of hinting that Grace looked like she'd been dragged through a hedge backwards and needed to set herself to rights. 
 
    "Thanks Sara.  Oh, and do you know who owns this car..."  Grace fumbled in her bag, then read out the number she'd scribbled on a scrap of paper, "Only I had a little trouble in the car park...." 
 
    "That's my car." 
 
    The voice came from behind her.  The voice she'd been listening to all weekend, on the answering machine.   
 
    Ohhhhhh damn. 
 
    "Er, good morning.  I just got here, and...." 
 
    "I know, Miss Chapman, you almost knocked me down in the corridor."  Ah.  So that's who it was outside the stair door.  "I was having a word with Gina.  She explained that you have difficulty keeping track of time."  How kind of Gina.  And why was it 'Gina', but he called her 'Miss Chapman'?  That girl worked faster than Ebola. 
 
    "Go into my office please, I'll deal with this in a moment."  He'll what? Like she was some badly-behaved teenager?  "Sara, please contact my 9:30 appointment and explain that I'm running a little late today, due to circumstances...currently beyond my control.  And reschedule.  I'll be occupied for a while." 
 
    Jake glanced at Grace, still leaning on Sara's desk, "Miss Chapman?" 
 
    She scuttled into his office.  A quick peek at the clock showed that she was only twenty minutes late, which was pretty good considering... 
 
    "Now, Miss Chapman...." he shut the office door and strode purposefully to his desk, ensconcing himself behind the impressively neat expanse of expensive woodwork. 
 
    "I'm sorry I'm late, but my alarm didn't go off, and my watch stopped, and the car's okay I just caught it with the door, I'll pay for it, I mean my insurance will, if I remembered to make the payment, and I don’t leave early you know, it was only that one time last Friday, and I'm really sorry about the door, I didn't mean it, I didn't know you were there, and I don't know why you want to cut my lab time, I have one of the most productive labs in the complex, and I did say sorry on Friday but you didn't hear me, and I don't know what you want to settle but nothing was unsettled till you got here, and I didn't mean it.....and I'm sorry....truly..."  
 
    It isn't easy to keep going when someone's just sitting still, watching you, not responding.  Grace faltered into silence. 
 
    They stared at each other for a long moment. 
 
    She saw a man, tall, well-built.  Dark hair and eyes, and a shadowy bruise on his forehead.  Well-cut dark suit that seemed to be part of him.  Large, well-shaped hands, lying still on his desk.  Immaculate.  No smile. 
 
    He saw a small figure standing in front of his desk, fidgeting, her hands clasped nervously.  Her blonde hair was drawn up in a rather scrappy knot at the back of her head, except for a few curls that had escaped.  Her make-up was slightly smeared.  Her blouse was buttoned up wrongly, one side higher than the other.  The hem was coming down on one side of her skirt.  She had a run in her hose, and odd shoes. 
 
    And big blue eyes, so dark they seemed almost purple, fixed on him appealingly. 
 
    "Sit down, Miss Chapman."  He waved towards a chair in front of his desk.  Grace fell into it nervelessly, her eyes still watching him as if she expected him to attack her, or explode, at any moment.  "Now, we have some matters to discuss.  The company needs information about the progress you've made lately."  And for the next twenty minutes he questioned her about her latest project. 
 
    And her answers were precise, exact and detailed.  When it came to her work Grace was disciplined, organised, and totally in control.  She was the most successful and productive researcher they had, an inspired problem-solver and an expert at developing new ideas to the commercially-viable stage.  The company was a leader in the field of certain specialised types of optical and surveillance equipment - most items were for public consumption, sold in security systems.  TV stations used some of their products for those unbelievable right-inside-the-action shots at sporting events.  Law enforcement was a keen customer also.  And certain government departments required particular items, which were made under conditions of secrecy and high security.   
 
    At last Jake leaned back in his chair, "Thank you, Miss Chapman, you've given me all the information I need." 
 
    Grace sat for a moment, waiting for the other shoe to drop.  "What about...your car?  And your head?  I...we need to...." Her calm precision vanished completely as soon as they moved from topic of her work.  
 
    "I don't believe office hours are the time to discuss private matters.  I'll see you after work to deal with those.  I'll pick you up at seven." 
 
    "You - what?  I...but...er, okay, um...where will I meet you?" 
 
    "I just told you I'd pick you up." 
 
    "From my place?  But you need my address...." 
 
    "I've read your file." 
 
    Oh, what a comforting thought.  She tried to imagine what might be inside it. 
 
    "Um, okay, er...seven.  Yes.  Okay, thank you.  Fine.  Um, is that...all?  I'll go then, until - okay, yes...."  
 
    She managed to get outside the office, then sagged over Sara's desk.  "Sara, my hair...?" 
 
    "A bird's nest." 
 
    "Makeup?" 
 
    "A little blurry.  You should wait until you're stopped at a red light before you do the lipstick." 
 
    "My shoes?" 
 
    "Don't match." 
 
    "Clothes?" 
 
    "You don't want to know.  But you'd better rebutton your blouse, for a start." 
 
    Grace looked down, gasped, and unbuttoned her blouse quickly.  She'd realigned it and was just starting on the buttons again when Jake walked out of his office.  He glanced at her expressionlessly, nodded at Sara, "I'll be back in fifteen minutes," and walked past Grace and out the door. 
 
    Grace looked at Sara and groaned, "Okay, is there any way I can humiliate myself any more today?" 
 
    "Well, yes, unless you untuck your skirt at the back.  It's kind of caught up...." 
 
    Grace took refuge in her lab for rest of the day.  She liked it there - everything was organised and calm.  Except for the little voice at the back of her mind, saying "Seven...seven...he's picking you up at seven..." 
 
    Did that mean he was taking her for a meal?  Or should she eat first.  As if she could eat.  Why was he doing this - couldn't they sort things out quickly at work?  Where was he taking her?  How messy was her place at the moment - she'd have to get home in time to tidy up a bit.  Was he angry?  What was he going to say to her?  Was he going to keep on calling her 'Miss Chapman'?  What should she call him - 'Mr. Maslin'?  Or 'Jake'?  And - oh lord - the most important question of all - what should she wear? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Grace solved the problem of what to wear by wearing nothing at all. 
 
    Under a robe, of course. 
 
    When she answered the door, Grace had just wriggled out of her fifth outfit, and was about to crawl into the sixth.  He'd arrived precisely at seven.  That is just plain total bad manners, to arrive on time.  How does a man expect a girl to be ready if he arrives on time? 
 
    Jake took a long look at her panic-stricken expression.  "You have fifteen minutes."  She stood frozen, like a bunny in the headlights, "Move!" 
 
    Grace fled. 
 
    Jake started to explore her living room.  He checked out her books and CD's and started working his way through the DVD's. 
 
    In fourteen minutes and fifty-five seconds she was back, wearing black stretch jeans and a deep blue blouse that matched her eyes.  The first outfit she'd tried on, an hour earlier.   
 
    Jake surveyed her from head to toe, then nodded approvingly and ushered her out to his car. 
 
    Conversation in the car flowed like treacle.  Grace was still in frightened-bunny mode, and Jake was concentrating on traffic.   
 
    "I hope you like Italian." 
 
    "Fine.  Yes, er, yes, fine."   
 
    The restaurant was fine, what he suggested they order was fine, it was all fine.  While they were waiting for their food Jake leaned back in his chair and gave her that long, assessing look again.  "If I promise not to attack you, will you relax?" 
 
    Grace froze for a moment, and then - she smiled. 
 
    Jake had never seen her smile.  It was like sunshine. 
 
    And inside him a voice said, no.  No, you can't.  You have a job to do, and you can't do it if you - if you look at her smiling like that. 
 
    "Aren't you afraid I'll attack you?  I've hit you on the head, and scratched your car, and almost knocked you over in the corridor.  You're taking a risk just by eating with me.  I'll probably tip wine over you, or cover you in spaghetti, or knock the table on top of you, or something."  Or hurl myself into his arms...... 
 
    "I like to live dangerously."  Polite, that's all you have to be.  Just be polite to her.  Anything more would be trouble. 
 
    "I don't know why so many things happen around me.  It's just - I get distracted sometimes."  Like now, when I look in his eyes. 
 
    Surprisingly, they both survived the meal in one piece... 
 
    ...and they totally forgot to discuss insurance, and scratched cars, and dangerous doors... 
 
    ...and when he took her home, he managed to walk her to her door, then walk away. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    For the next week Grace arrived at work early, left late, and avoided tall, handsome men who take you out for dinner and then leave you unmolested on your doorstep.  The bastards.   
 
    The phone call came just after lunch.  Internal line.  Sara sounded sweet, as always, "Grace, he'd like to see you in his office." 
 
    "Who?  What office?"  Grace wasn't quite tuned in for a moment, "Oh, him.  Er, okay, when?" 
 
    "Now, Grace.  If you're free." 
 
    "Well, there is a small service charge." 
 
    "Grace, he wants to see you now.  Really."  This was Sara's tactful way of saying that Jake was currently livid, pacing his office like a caged tiger. 
 
    "Well, sure, as soon as I finish this run...." 
 
    "I think it better be now, Grace." 
 
    It was almost now.  She was at his office door in just under twenty minutes.  Sara looked Grace over, nodded in approval that she seemed reasonably well put together for a change, and sent her to her doom. 
 
    Jake stopped pacing to fix her with a furious glare, "You do still work here?" 
 
    "I - what?  Well, of course I do...." 
 
    "Then could you explain why you've missed two meetings and haven't turned in the progress report that was due this week?" 
 
    "I've - what?  Oh, meetings?  I never go to meetings.  And what report was that?  I thought I'd told you all about what I'm doing..." 
 
    "Have you read any of the memos I've sent you this week?" 
 
    "Memos?" 
 
    "On the internal message system." 
 
    "We have a message system?" 
 
    He spun around so fast she stepped back and fell into a chair, "Do you have any idea what's required of you?  Do you pay any attention at all?" 
 
    "She lives in a little world of her own, don't you Gracie?"  Gina lounged in the doorway. 
 
    "Well, maybe it's time someone brought her back to Earth." 
 
    "I - I ..." Oh nice.  Please talk about me as if I'm not here.  
 
    "And how do you plan to do that?"  Gina was having fun.  Lucky Gina. 
 
    "I think Miss Chapman needs closer supervision.  More personal attention."  And that didn't go down well with darling Gina. 
 
    "I need some personal attention, too.  I'm so busy, I really need some help."  You shouldn't be able to slink like that unless you have fur, fangs and long claws. 
 
    "I agree.  That's why you have a new assistant starting tomorrow." 
 
    "But Jakie, I need your personal touch...can't we discuss it?"  Gina oozed over and started stroking his arm. 
 
    "Yes, Jakie, why don't you discuss it with her?"  Grace bounced up out of the chair and headed for the door, "Some of us have places to be.  And since I'm so slack, I might as well go now, while you two have some quality time together.  Then you can give Gina the help she's really looking for!"   
 
    Jake made a grab for her, but Gina somehow got in the way.  And Grace was out the door and gone.  Sara tried to call her back, but she was working up a powerful head of steam.   
 
    Out of his office, and out of the building.  He thought she was useless, did he?  Fine.  Then she may as well be really useless and leave right away.  Let Jakie and darling Gina give each other some personal attention in his office.  All afternoon if they wanted. 
 
    Grace stormed into her house, slamming the door behind her.  Blocking out the world. 
 
    And ten minutes later the world was pounding on the door. 
 
    "Who is it?" 
 
    "Open this door.  Now." 
 
    "That's a funny name.  Go away!" 
 
    "I won't tell you again." 
 
    "Oh, is that your middle name?  Get lost you jerk!" 
 
    She turned around to find the jerk standing behind her. 
 
    "How...how did you get in?" 
 
    "Trade secret.  Now you can tell me what the hell that was all about?  You throw a tantrum in my office, then run home?  Just what do you think you're doing?" 
 
    "Get out!" 
 
    "You will answer me."  He was suddenly very quiet.  Grace backed up until the wall stopped her. 
 
    "You - you can't tell me what to do!" 
 
    "I can.  It's my job." 
 
    "Fine, then - I'll quit." 
 
    "You can't.  You signed a contract." 
 
    "I - I don't care, damn you!  Go away!" 
 
    Jake reached towards her.  Grace flinched, then stilled as his hand touched her cheek, so gently.  "What did I do to make you so angry?" 
 
    "But...you were angry with me!" 
 
    Soft fingers traced the line of her jaw.  "Grace, you're brilliant at your work, but the rest of your life is a disaster." 
 
    He watched as her eyes filled with silent tears.  Don't cry.  It's not fair to cry.  Leave her here, get out, you can't do this, you shouldn't be here. 
 
    He reached out and pulled her into his arms.  "What am I going to do with you?" 
 
    And she cried. 
 
    Half an hour later he was sitting in the large armchair, Grace huddled in his lap.   
 
    "Grace, hush now, it's okay, come on baby, please...." Finally, the soft murmurings soothed her. 
 
    "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I know I do it all wrong, I just get so distracted, and I make stupid mistakes, and I try but it all comes out wrong...." 
 
    "Oh Grace, what am I to do with you?" 
 
    The words came as a whisper, "Spank me." 
 
    Grace froze.  Had she really said those words out loud?  She held her breath, hoping that they'd only echoed in her mind. 
 
    "Do you need it?" 
 
    Either he was telepathic, or she'd said the words out loud.  Can you actually die from embarrassment?  Any second now, she'd know. 
 
    "I - er - um - I - "  Oh, damn it.  All her adult life she'd waited for this moment, and now she was going to blow it?  "Jake, I - " Say it, you idiot!  "I...think...I...need....some help....and this is...what I need to...keep me on the right track."  Climbing Everest was easier.  "My parents never...I've never been...I need something to give me focus...." 
 
    "Grace, that isn't an appropriate thing for someone in my position to do."  He settled her more comfortably on his lap, one hand absent-mindedly slipping down to stroke her bottom.  "I am in a position of authority, after all."  He rested his chin on her head.  "Besides, if I were to - do what you ask - " He ran a hand down her thigh, " - it wouldn't be a fun thing.  The kind of spanking I'd give you, the kind of spanking you need, it would be long," he nuzzled her neck, "And hard," soft touch at the back of her neck, "Until you were truly, truly sorry..."  
 
    Spank her?  No, not possible.  It'd break every rule.  Can't be done. 
 
    Five minutes later Grace was standing in the corner. 
 
    He gave her ten minutes to think about it, then called her over to stand in front of him.  "Are you sure you want this?" 
 
    "I really want this.  I need this." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "I - my life's a mess.  I can't seem to do things properly, I'm always late, and doing the wrong thing, and - I'm just so sick and tired of being confused and messed up and stupid." 
 
    "Grace, you are not stupid, and are never to say that again."  She met his eyes, they were so serious now.  She nodded, almost mesmerised.  "Now, I'll say it one last time, if you still want to do this we will, but you have to understand that once I start I won't end it until I'm satisfied that we've dealt with the problem effectively.  This is not going to be light fun and games.  If you want to really learn a lesson, it will have to be a spanking you'll remember for some time.  Are you truly sure you want this?" 
 
    "Jake, I truly am sure.  And I trust you, completely.  I need this - please?" 
 
    His strong arms enfolded her, holding her safe and giving her strength.  And then he stepped back and he was stern, and very quiet.  "You'll need a good warmup first.  Please take down your panties." 
 
    Grace had waited for this moment for a long time.  She'd thought about it.  She'd dreamed about it.  She hadn't believed it would ever come.  And now she couldn't do it.  Jake stepped behind her and ran his hands down her arms until their fingers twined together, then guided her hands up her thighs, up under her skirt and into the top of her panties.  Together their hands eased the soft fabric down to her knees.  
 
    Then without a word he sat down, taking her over his knees and lifting her skirt as he did so.   
 
    Grace trembled, suddenly realising that if a man spanks your bare bottom he has to LOOK at your bare bottom. 
 
    Jake looked.  Purely to take aim, of course.  Her bottom was well worth aiming at. 
 
    The first smack fell, just hard enough to sting.  Her first.  It was wonderful.   
 
    He kept on smacking all over her bottom, and the top of her thighs.  Gentle stinging, warming her slowly.  Slow and deliberate.  Pale skin began to turn pink.   
 
    Grace loved it, this was perfect.  Exactly as she'd imagined.  This was going to be so wonderful, so easy. 
 
    After he'd covered the area with little smacks, he started to spank harder.  The stinging was still easy to take, but just enough to set her wriggling a little. 
 
    As the pink became brighter the smacks started to get harder.  Grace caught her breath and gritted her teeth.  This was ok, she could do this.  No problem. 
 
    And then harder.  She clenched her fists. 
 
    The smacks sounded louder in the room.  His hand was bouncing off her cheeks, dark pink now. 
 
    Grace's legs began to kick after each smack. 
 
    Harder.  His arm raised high each time, the smacks still deliberate, each one carefully placed for maximum effect.   
 
    Grace was gasping after each one.  She could do this, he wouldn't go on much longer now.  Surely, he couldn't. 
 
    And then he started to concentrate the strokes, three, five, even ten in the one place before moving on.  The heat was building now, her skin bright red.  The tenth stinging slap to the underside of her left cheek brought a yelp of protest; soon she was yelping at each smack. 
 
    A flurry on her thighs set her kicking faster, and then yet more attention to her sit spot started a series of "Ouch! Ow!"  and then "Jake, it hurts!" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Please Jake, ow!  I've learned my lesson!" 
 
    "Grace, I haven't started your lesson yet." 
 
    And then the only sounds were a steady slapping and accompanying squeals.  Jake made sure she was very warm before he took her back to the corner.  After positioning her there, hands at her sides, he unzipped her skirt and let it fall, joining her panties around her ankles. 
 
    "Now, while you stand there, I want you to think about the reasons for this.  And what you're going to do to avoid a repeat of this." 
 
    Grace thought - I have my panties and skirt at my ankles.  My bottom is bare and red and he’s seen it.  It hurts, it's burning, I know spankings hurt, but this hurts.  He can see my bare bottom.  It felt good over his knees - until he started spanking so hard.  Thank goodness it's over. 
 
    "Grace, come here." 
 
    She pulled her blouse lower at the front and hurried over for her after-spanking cuddle. 
 
    You don't usually get them face down over someone's knees. 
 
    "Jake, wait - we're done!" 
 
    "Grace, that was your warm-up.  We're about to start." 
 
    His hand rose. 
 
    Five minutes later Jake had her legs pinned under one of his and her right arm held firmly in the small of her back. 
 
    Grace had never realised how long five minutes could be.   
 
    All those words - 'burning,' 'searing,' 'blazing,' were really true.  'Like a blowtorch on your bottom' wasn't as poetic but was horribly accurate. 
 
    He stood her up, held her between his knees, and gently brushed the tears away.  "Now Grace, tell me one thing you can do to be more organised.  Let's start at the beginning of your day.  What can you do?" 
 
    "Jake, that hurt, it really huuuuuuuurt...." 
 
    "Yes.  It was a good start.  Now, what can you do?  Or do you need another session to help you concentrate?" 
 
    "No!  I - I could - I could set my alarm half an hour earlier?  I'm not in quite such a rush?  And get my clothes ready the night before?  So, I get ready faster?" 
 
    "Good plan.  That will be your first assignment.  We'll see how that goes for a few days, then work on the next one." 
 
    First?  Like she'd EVER do this again. 
 
    "Now all we have to do is set the lesson in your memory.  Make sure it takes.  Corner again first." 
 
    Grace waited in the corner, trying to ignore the word 'first'. 
 
    Corner time wasn't nearly long enough.  And then: "Now go and get whatever you need for the lesson to be sealed in your memory." 
 
    She just knew he wasn't talking about polaroids.   
 
    Something to seal it in her memory? 
 
    Pick an implement, any implement.  Something that looks impressive and has no bite to it.  Why can't someone make something like that?  It is so not fair.  
 
    Hairbrushes are traditional.  But she'd read enough to know that wouldn't be a very pleasant choice.  Belts?  Yeah sure.  Cardboard?  Probably not impressive enough. 
 
    She walked back into the room, legs trembling, and offered him a wooden spoon.  Spoons are small.  How bad can they be? 
 
    Going over his knee was almost familiar now.   
 
    The spoon wasn't familiar at all.  His hand had delivered a burning smack, but the spoon was fierce.  Tiny stinging bites peppered her bottom and thighs until Grace was frantic, sobbing promises to behave, to be better, to improve.  He didn't spank to any pattern now, she never knew where the next one would fall.  Sometimes several in the one spot, sometimes jumping from thigh to cheek, always with that intense bite.   
 
    At last it fell still.  Grace lay sobbing over his knees.  As she calmed, he spoke, "Tell me your age, Grace." 
 
    "You know ittttttttttttt!  Ohhh it hurts, Jake!" 
 
    "Tell me your age." 
 
    "T-twenty-eiggghttt.  Why?  No!  Jake No!" 
 
    Twenty-eight.  Very hard.  He made them fast, out of kindness. 
 
    When she'd calmed a little he put her back in the corner again.  Task complete.  Now go.  All he'd done was help one of the workers he supervised, that's all.  Nothing wrong with that.  She'd been seen to, now go. 
 
    Grace huddled in the corner, her mind in turmoil.  He'd done what she'd asked, and what he'd promised.  Then he turned and walked away.  Was that all there was? 
 
    "Jake?"  A whisper, a tiny thread of sound, from the corner. 
 
    He was across the room. 
 
    "Jake, please?" 
 
    His hand was on the doorhandle. 
 
    "Jake please, hold me." 
 
    Go.  There's been nothing wrong so far.  Task complete, job done, now go.  Can't get involved.  It would be unethical.  Improper.  Open the door and go. 
 
    "Jake?" 
 
    Jake opened his arms and held her close. 
 
    A man's arms, his solid chest, the calm breathing - it's a world of safety. Grace huddled into that warm security. 
 
    There's nothing wrong here.  Just giving comfort.  Nothing improper.  It's not improper to comfort a colleague.  It's not improper to hug her close.  Just giving comfort.  It's not improper to carry her to her bedroom and lay her so carefully on the bed, as if she were made of fine, fragile china. 
 
    Grace settled onto the bed with a sigh, turning onto her stomach.  Jake trailed his fingertips over her stinging cheeks for a moment, listening to her answering whimper. 
 
    Then he gently ran his fingers down her spine, setting her shivering.   
 
    Grace looked back at Jake, to see him start to roll up his sleeves.  She shuddered, "Jake, no please!  I'm so sore, it's throbbing already, please!" 
 
    "Settle down, there's no need to panic.  The spanking's over.  Calm down now, little one."  And he reached out for her... 
 
    He gave her a backrub, so gentle, so soothing.  At some point her blouse and bra fell off, leaving her naked under his hands.  It was wonderful feeling his touch, but there was one frustrating problem. "Jake, please, lower?  It stings so much where you spanked me...." 
 
    "And it's going to sting for a while longer.  You need to let the lesson really sink in." 
 
    So, he rubbed her back while she squirmed and muttered.  But the backrub was so soothing, soon she was floating on the sensation.   
 
    When she was murmuring softly, almost content, he left her. 
 
    "Jake?" 
 
    "I'm here, little one.  Just relax for a minute." 
 
    And then he was back, taking her in his arms and carrying her - to a bathful of bubbles.  He lowered her into the tepid water, turning her to lie on her side.  "Now you can enjoy this for a while.  It'll take the worst of the sting away." 
 
    The water was cool enough to soothe her.  After enjoying it for a few moments she looked up and glared at him, "You are NOT washing me!" 
 
    "I think you can take care of that for yourself.  Just relax for a while." 
 
    The glare vanished, "Jake, you're not going?" 
 
    "I'll be here.  Now relax." 
 
    Grace lay still for a while, then started playing with the bubbles.  Looking up she saw Jake lounging in the doorway and blew a handful of bubbles his way.  Some of the tension left him when he saw her smiling at him again.  She wallowed until her fingers wrinkled, Jake appearing in the doorway to watch her now and then.   Finally, she carefully moved onto her knees and stood up.  As she was about to step out Jake appeared beside her, grabbed a towel and scooped her out of the bath.  "You don't have to dry me, I can do it!" 
 
    "All part of the cheerful smiling service." 
 
    After carefully patting her dry he produced her favourite nightwear, a long t-shirt so old and soft it felt like a second skin.  "How did you find this?" 
 
    He smiled, "I have hidden talents."  He carried her back to the bed, settling her gently.  Grace stretched like a cat, enjoying being cherished. 
 
    And then the doorbell rang.  Jake disappeared for a moment and came back with - "Pizza!  Jake you angel!" 
 
    They curled up on the bed together, sharing the pizza.   As Jake took the empty box away he watched her, she was almost asleep now.   
 
    He'd done nothing unethical, just cared for a colleague who needed comforting.  That was all.  But it was time to go.  Any minute now. 
 
    Grace was floating on the edge of sleep when she felt his hands rolling her onto her stomach again.  "Jake...what...?"  
 
    "Shhh little one.  Just some first aid."  She could feel his fingers spreading something cool on her still-pink cheeks. 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "Arnica cream." 
 
    "I have arnica cream?  Where did it come from?" 
 
    "Your first aid kit." 
 
    "I have a first aid kit?"  He seemed so at home in her place.  He knew his way around better than she did. 
 
    He finished soothing her, and then straightened up.  Time to go.  No more excuses. 
 
    "Jake?  Can you stay with me?  Please?  Till I fall asleep?  Please?" 
 
    There was nothing wrong with sitting in a chair by her bed till she fell asleep. 
 
    "Jake?  Can you hold me?  Please?" 
 
    There was nothing wrong with lying on the bed beside her, giving her comfort. 
 
    It was very comfortable, the way she cuddled against him, her warm bottom nestled into his groin. 
 
    "Jake?  Please?"  She rolled over so that she faced him, running her hands up his arms, across his chest.  Stroking one finger down his face, tracing the line of his lips. 
 
    "Please?" 
 
    Well, she did ask so nicely.... 
 
    There's nothing wrong in comforting a colleague. 
 
    He comforted her. 
 
    Several times. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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   "N o," Kerry said, shaking her head. "Absolutely not." 
 
    "Come on, how are you going to find a boyfriend if you don't put yourself out there?" Lane gave her a fond but exasperated look.  
 
    The two of them had been best friends since elementary school, but Lane just didn't understand. She'd been the popular one, the cheerleader, and she'd taken Kerry along in her wake, but she didn't seem to realize that Kerry was her hanger-on. Lane was beautiful, tall, blonde, and thin. Kerry was short, chubby, and had sensitive eyes that made contacts impossible. She was well aware that she looked like the nerd that she actually was—granted, a nerd with fantastic boobs, but still a nerd.  
 
    While she enjoyed sports and pop culture, she'd much rather see the latest superhero or sci-fi flick than a rom-com or action movie, and she'd definitely prefer sitting at home reading on a Saturday night over going to yet another party. She had a good time in college, thanks to Lane, but she was pretty much partied out. Why waste perfectly good reading time—or time that could be spent catching up on Doctor Who—out with a bunch of people she didn't even like that much? 
 
    Plus, the guys that hit on her made it clear they felt like they were doing her a favor. And a lot of them could become total jerks when she turned them down, because they thought she should be grateful for their attention.  
 
    Lane was totally on her side and a complete Mama Bear whenever she saw it happening but... well, suffice to say Kerry hadn't been impressed with the offerings at parties. Now she was even less inclined to spend her time at bars with the same guys.  
 
    She wanted a boyfriend but there were a few other areas where she put her foot down, and letting Lane set her up on a blind date was one of them.  
 
    Besides...  
 
    "I can't that night anyway," she said. "I have a date." 
 
    Giving her a dark look, Lane shook her head. "Chatting with a guy online is not a date."  
 
    "Close enough," Kerry said defensively.  
 
    She'd been chatting with Paul for over a month now and their conversations had started to get... interesting. Okay, if she was being truthful, they were getting downright pornographic.  
 
    They'd really hit it off, discovering each other on a message board about the new Star Wars movies and ended up taking their conversation away from everyone else. Now they chatted online almost every night and he'd become a real friend, but recently the conversations had become a lot less friendly and a lot more... something else.  
 
    Kerry had surprised herself, becoming a lot bolder in her chats with him than she was in person.  
 
    She wasn't a virgin but she didn't exactly have a ton of sexual experience either, and some of the things Paul wanted to chat with her about were definitely out of her wheelhouse. He was kinky.  
 
    "Unless you two are talking about something you haven't told me about, no it's not." Immediately, Kerry turned beet red and Lane's eyes got big. "You have! You dirty girl, I can't believe you didn't tell me—spill!" 
 
    "I... fine." Kerry caved, recognizing the look in her best friend's blue eyes. There was no way Lane was going to let this go. It would be easier to just tell Lane now rather than later, and a lot less annoying. "I told you we were flirting..." 
 
    "Yes, yes, go on." Lane waved her hand impatiently, indicating Kerry should move the story along faster. 
 
    Obnoxious bestie.  
 
    Kerry blew out a long breath of air. "We've been kind of... not sexting, cuz it's online but—" 
 
    "Oh my gosh!" Lane squealed reaching out to grab Kerry's hand in excitement. "I had no idea! I can't believe you didn't tell me!" 
 
    Blushing hotly, Kerry smacked her friend away. "This is why! I knew you'd make a big deal out of nothing." 
 
    "It's not nothing," Lane said, scoffing. "You've been talking to this guy pretty much every day for close to two months now—" 
 
    "A month and a half," Kerry murmured. Lane ignored her.  
 
    "—and I knew you were totally into him! Where does he live? Is he nearby? Have you talked about visiting each other?" 
 
    Yup, this was why Kerry hadn't told her friend. Because she asked all the questions Kerry was afraid to. It was easier to keep whatever was going on with her and Paul over the internet, because then she didn't have to deal with his real-life disappointment of her. She couldn't tell Lane that though, because her friend would just scold her for assuming that Paul would be disappointed in her.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Paul L: No, really, I think the prequels get a lot of undeserved hate. 
 
    Giggling, Kerry quickly typed in her response. 
 
    Kerry K: If I thought you meant that, I'd be a little worried. 
 
    Paul L: You just have to look at it the right way, if you imagine that Jar Jar is actually a Sith lord pretending to be an idiot and that Queen Amidala and Obi Wan have their own romance going on that they're trying to hide from Anakin because they realize how obsessed with her he is...  
 
    She started to type back and then she paused, running through the ramifications of both of those scenarios. Huh.  
 
    Kerry K: Okay, if either of those things were true, they might be semi-redeemable movies... but they aren't.  
 
    Paul L: But if they were, the movies would be watchable, right? 
 
    Kerry K: Maybe... almost watchable.  
 
    Giggling again, she found herself toying with a strand of her hair. It was silly how just debating Star Wars with Paul could make her feel giddy, but it was true.  
 
    Paul L: You're feeling sassy today. It's pretty hot.  
 
    She blushed as she responded, already feeling the familiar squirming deep in her lower belly. The first time he'd started talking like this, she'd been unsure where he was going with it. Now it just piqued her excitement, because she knew that yeah... he was definitely going where she thought he was.  
 
    Kerry K: I'm always sassy ;) 
 
    Paul L: No, you're usually sweet... and I like you both ways. The sassy is giving me all sorts of ideas...  
 
    Her heart started to beat a little faster, the keys of the keyboard clacking against her fingers.  
 
    Kerry K: Oh yeah? Like what? 
 
    She pressed her thighs together, biting her lip as she waited for him to respond, feeling breathless. Paul made her more excited through nothing more than words he sent over the internet than any guy she'd ever met in real life. If he wasn't real, if he was some old dude out in Kansas... well, she didn't want to know.  
 
    Paul L: Since you're feeling so sassy, maybe I'd do something to stop your mouth 
 
    Paul L: We could start with a gag.  
 
    She felt her jaw drop open, her body tingling with excitement even as her brain protested.  
 
    Kerry: What makes you think I'd allow that? 
 
    Paul L: You wouldn't have a choice—I'd have already taken care of your hands.  
 
    She shivered. Actually shivered, squirming in her seat at the idea of him tying her up and gagging her. She couldn't think of a single sassy reply.  
 
    Paul L: You'll be naked. I'll kiss your forehead after I gag you. 
 
    That was kind of sweet. 
 
    Paul L: Then I'll spank you for being so mouthy. 
 
    Oh lordy. Kerry put her hands between her legs, pressing down on her clit through her pants. She could feel herself soaking her panties. 
 
    Paul L: Twenty swats. Enough to make your cute little ass pink.  
 
    She didn't bother to tell him that her ass wasn't that little. She liked how he obviously pictured her. The situation between her legs was becoming as uncomfortable as the chaos in her head. She really didn't know why this turned her on so much, she just knew that it did.  
 
    Paul L: Then I'd lay you down on your back on the bed and I'd run my hands up and down your body. I'd squeeze your breasts... gently at first, then a little rougher, pinching your nipples until you writhed for me.  
 
    Oh man, he was getting more graphic. Her breathing was coming faster as she reached up her shirt, finding her nipples already hard with arousal. She cupped the mounds of her breasts and rubbed, and when she pinched down on her nipples she gasped at how good it felt. It never felt this pleasurable when she just touched herself on her own, but because she was picturing Paul doing it... it didn't matter that she didn't even know what he looked like.  
 
    Paul L: I'd kiss and lick you all over, from your breasts up to your neck, while one of my hands slides between your thighs to touch your pussy... I bet you'd be soaking wet for me.  
 
    One of Kerry's hands drifted downwards, the other still fondling her breast, and she slid it into her pants. She definitely was soaking wet. Shuddering a bit as she touched herself, she slouched back in the chair and spread her thighs, giving herself better access to run her fingertips around her pussy lips. She bit back a moan as her breathing became even heavier.  
 
    Paul L: I slide one finger inside of you, and you clench down around it, your eyes begging me for more.  
 
    She moaned again as she slid her finger in, the way he said. The image in her mind, the decadence of getting off to someone else's fantasy... it was so hot. Thinking about being tied up and played with, the way he described, she would have never thought she was kinky but there was no denying her reaction.  
 
    She was so caught up in the pleasurable physical sensations that the little bell notification almost surprised her. 
 
    Paul L: Then I'd pull my finger out and push your thighs wide open with my hands, so I could drape your legs over my shoulders and eat your sweet pussy to my heart's content.  
 
    Oh fuck... The idea of being bound, gagged, splayed open and eaten out... Kerry couldn't take it. She rubbed her clit hard and past, pinching her nipples and crying out as waves of orgasm crashed over her. Wriggling in the chair, she panted for breath as the sweet ecstasy coiled around her.  
 
    When she opened her eyes, it was to see another message from Paul.  
 
    Paul L: You're playing with yourself, aren't you? Imagine what it could be like if we actually met; what I could do to you. 
 
    Cold washed over Kerry. Not because she didn't want to meet - but because she actually did. But it was such a bad idea. She had never sent Paul a picture. Never given him more than a very basic description of what she looked like. And she was so much wittier, so much more fun when she could type out her messages, think about them, and then push send.  
 
    In person? She was a hot mess.  
 
    Sliding her hands out of her clothes, she wiped off her fingers.  
 
    Kerry K: It's more fun doing this online. Trust me, you wouldn't be that interested if we actually met.  
 
    Paul L: Trust me, I would. 
 
    Her chest ached. Even though her lower body still throbbed from her orgasm, she could feel herself shutting down. Nope. Better that he remain a fantasy, rather than lose him entirely.  
 
    Kerry K: I've gotta go. Ttyl.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Frowning at the screen, Paulleix swore in his native tongue. He'd pushed the little human too far, too fast. Sighing, he stood up from his console and left his room, the solitude no longer appealing now that Kerry had signed off.  
 
    As he left his room, his shipmate and friend, Soreel was coming down the hall. Soreel smiled at him, but then his smile faded as he took in Paulleix's expression.  
 
    "What's wrong?" Soreel asked, his steps slowing as he approached.  
 
    "I tried to push for a face-to-face meeting with Kerry and she fled," Paulleix admitted, turning so he could walk with Soreel.  
 
    There was no shame in it, it had happened multiple times to many of his shipmates, and even once before to him. But before he hadn't cared so much, which had told him all he needed to know about that interaction. Now though... he reached up to rub his hand across his chest over his hearts, which had begun to ache.  
 
    Soreel sighed and nodded with sympathy. "Oh well. Perhaps the next one." 
 
    "No." 
 
    "No?" Soreel asked, obviously surprised.  
 
    Paulleix shook his head. "No, I want Kerry. I will try again." 
 
    Giving him a sidelong look, Soreel didn't try to argue with him, although he looked like he wanted to.  
 
    So far, only ten of them had had success in getting the women to agree to a face-to-face meeting and only one of those had decided to stay. The others had had their memories wiped and been returned to Earth, none the wiser, after deciding they didn't want to be an alien's mate. Having seen Venix's happiness with his mate Lucy, all of them had become more impatient to claim their own mate.  
 
    It wasn't just envy that was motivating Paulleix though, it was the human female herself. He enjoyed talking with Kerry. On the trip here, he and the others had studied much of Earth's culture and she liked all the same parts of it that he did; she was funny, kind, and interesting to speak with. And she liked aliens, she'd told him so. The picture he had of her showed a human female with dark hair, nicely rounded flesh, and a sweet, shy smile.  
 
    Paulleix knew, deep down, she was the one for him, and as soon as Soreel had said 'the next one,' he'd realized it. He didn't want a 'next' one or anyone but Kerry. She was not interchangeable with any other human female.  
 
    "Want to go make more crop circles?" Soreel asked.  
 
    "Sure," Paulleix said, a small smile touching his lips. It wasn't the kindest past time, perhaps, because it gave the farmers such a shock, but it was definitely entertaining.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sitting down at her computer, Kerry licked her lips, feeling incredibly anxious. Her index finger tapped the mouse without actually pressing down.  
 
    Would Paul be there? Would he still be interested in talking to her?  
 
    Did she want him to be? 
 
    Yesterday she'd metaphorically run from him. He couldn't possibly still be interested in talking to her... right? He'd probably already moved on to chatting with someone who didn't have her hang-ups.  
 
    But... what if he did still want to talk to her? The whole reason she was afraid to meet him was because she didn't want to ruin what they had, but she was going to do that anyway if she just avoided evening signing in for the rest of her life. At least this way she'd find out...  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Kerry logged on.  
 
    And nearly burst into tears a moment later.  
 
    Paul L: Kerry? I'm sorry I scared you yesterday. 
 
    She hesitated, trying to think of how to phrase her words, before her fingers flew across the keyboard.  
 
    Kerry K: You didn't scare me exactly... I just don't think it's a good idea to meet in person.  
 
    Paul L: Why not? You don't have to answer if you don't feel comfortable. I feel like I went too fast yesterday and I didn't mean to. I do want to meet you, but I won't ask again if you don't want me to. 
 
    Ugh. Could he be more perfect? All dominant and sexy the day before, and now contrite with a real apology. Kerry banged her head on the desk. It just wasn't fair. She decided to give him brutal honesty, which she thought he deserved.  
 
    Kerry K: I'm probably not at all how you're picturing me. I'm awkward in person. I'm not sexy. I'm a lot more fun online.  
 
    She hit the send button before she could lose her courage. Almost immediately, her fingers started to shake and she felt a little sick. Her fingers tapped at the keyboard.  
 
    Kerry K: I'm not looking for flattery or anything, I just want to be honest.  
 
    Now he definitely wasn't going to want to talk to her anymore. She might as well write "Has Self-Esteem Issues" across her forehead, like some kind of warning label. Because a lack of confidence was definitely what guys liked in a woman.  
 
    Kerry K: We're better off as friends.  
 
    Paul L: Well, then can we meet as friends?  
 
    She stared at the screen, blinking twice because she wasn't sure she believed her eyes. He still wanted to meet? Even after her inane babbling? 
 
    Okay, so there were probably some guys out there who liked it when a woman didn't have much self-confidence. Not good guys... but that wasn't the vibe she got off of Paul.  
 
    He just still wanted to meet her for some reason.  
 
    Kerry grabbed her phone. Fortunately, it only took two rings before Lane picked up.  
 
    "Hey chickie, what's shaking?" The cheerful voice of her best friend made Kerry feel slightly more grounded.  
 
    "Paul wants to meet me." She blurted the words out without so much as a hello, knowing Lane wouldn't care.  
 
    Immediately, Lane let out a squeal of excitement. "A date! A real date! Hallelujah!" 
 
    "No—just... as friends," Kerry immediately corrected, leaving out how he had actually indicated interest in a date. She eyed the computer screen where the conversation was just waiting. Blank. Open. "What do I do?" 
 
    "You say yes, dummy! And then we arrange code words that you can text me to let me know you're safe or if he's a creep or if you need me to call you with an 'emergency'—unless you want me to come with you? I can lurk in the background..." 
 
    "No," Kerry said immediately. The other stuff just made sense for safety, but if it turned out to be a horribly embarrassing encounter she'd rather not have anyone she knew there to witness it. Not even her bestie. "Code words are good. And... maybe you and I can make plans for afterwards." 
 
    Just in case everything went horribly wrong and she needed Lane's support.  
 
    "Perfect!" said Lane.  
 
    "Okay, give me a sec, I'm going to tell him yes." 
 
    "You go girl!"  
 
    Lane's cheer managed to make Kerry smile, despite her anxiety as she finally answered Paul.  
 
    Kerry K: Okay. If we live close enough to each other... I'll meet you. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    She didn't know who she'd been fooling when she'd made plans with Paul. Herself mostly, probably. Because he'd suggested Friday night—which was definitely date night—and she'd agreed. Then she'd let Lane come over and dress her up. Way more than she had ever dressed up to meet a friend.  
 
    Heck, more than she'd dressed up for any other date.  
 
    Lane had pulled Kerry's favorite purple dress out of the closet, the one Kerry actually felt pretty in. It emphasized all her favorite curves and made the rest of them appear... well, less curvy. She curled her own hair and then let Lane do her make-up, since Kerry wasn't very practiced at anything other than the very basics. If she tried to give herself a smoky eye, she'd probably have ended up looking more like a raccoon than a sexy woman.  
 
    Somehow, Lane had managed to do Kerry's make-up so that it looked sexy but not overdone, even behind the frames of her glasses. Actually, Kerry thought her glasses even looked kind of cute today, giving her a sexy-librarian look.  
 
    It was the most effort Kerry had ever put into looking good for a date before. Normally she tried to play everything down, but today...  
 
    Deep down she knew meeting up with Paul meant more to her than any date she'd had before. Rejection from him, after all the time they'd spent talking and getting to know each other online... well, it would hurt a lot more. Which was why she'd let Lane dress her up like this was a real date.  
 
    She'd arranged code words with Lane. Looked up everything she could about Julianno's—the Italian restaurant she was meeting Paul at. It was only about an hour away from her. Kind of far for a date but... this isn't a date. Kerry had certainly driven longer distances to get together with friends. So, it was totally okay. She was still kind of surprised that she and Paul did actually live close enough to meet.  
 
    When she pulled into the parking lot, it was all she could do to keep from hyperventilating.  
 
    Her phone pinged.  
 
    Stalker Lane had been following her progress to the restaurant using an app on Kerry's phone.  
 
    You've got this babe! And I've got you! 
 
    The text message made Kerry smile. Lane always knew how to help.  
 
    Thank you. I love you. 
 
    Love you too! Now get in there and go get him girl! 
 
    Taking a deep breath, Kerry gathered her courage and got out of the car. She hadn't taken more than two steps when a bright beam of light suddenly surrounded her from above. Startled, she stumbled - but she didn't fall... actually, it felt like her body was being jerked upwards into the light...  
 
    She did the only thing she could do.  
 
    She screamed bloody murder. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Transporting a screaming human into the ship wasn't pleasant at the best of times, but this time it was excruciating for Paulliex, because it was Kerry who was screaming in fear and terror. The sound made his hearts hurt.  
 
    Everyone—Venix, Lucy, and himself—winced from the noise as she appeared in front of them.  
 
    Her scream abruptly cut off. She blinked, expression flicking between shock and disbelief as she stared at all of them.  
 
    Lucy, who had been elected the unofficial greeter ever since she'd mated Venix, stepped forward, giving Paulliex time to really study Kerry in the flesh. She was so beautiful, her dark hair curling around her shoulders, her dark eyes wide in her pale face. The dress she was wearing was cut low, showing off her two breasts, similar to but larger than Lucy's. She was shorter than Lucy, but where Lucy was slender, Kerry had more rounded flesh that Paulliex found very pleasing. Humans came in so many different shapes and sizes, all of which were attractive, but Paulliex thought he preferred Kerry's shape and size the most.  
 
    "Hello," Lucy said in a voice meant to soothe. She had been the fourth human female to be brought onto the ship, so she'd had practice greeting the next six—now seven—who had agreed to meet. "I'm Lucy, I'm human like you, and this is Venix and Paulliex. They're an alien species known as the Doria. You've been talking to Paulliex, but you know him as Paul."  
 
    Kerry's pinked lips—Lucy had explained make-up to him—made a little 'o' shape but no sound came out. Paulliex shifted nervously as she stared at him. He'd never gotten this far before, but he'd talked to the others who had; apparently human reactions differed as much as their shapes and colors. The fact that she'd stopped screaming was probably a good sign, right? But he wasn't quite sure how to take her continued silence, either.  
 
    The others had described everything from incessant shrieking, to babbling, to violent attacks, to trying to hide in the corner.  
 
    "I was in your position just a few months ago, and I know this is really scary, but I promise you that no harm will come to you. Paulleix would really like you to stay and get to know the real him, over a meal. At any point you can choose to return home; you'll be returned to your car with no memory of this. You'll get a text from Paul saying he had to cancel and you'll then move on with your life. I've seen it happen plenty of times... ah, shit, she's gonna faint." 
 
    Paulleix was already jumping forward to catch her as Kerry swayed and then began to topple over.  
 
    She was warm and smelled good, like the flowers Lucy sometimes asked Venix to bring on board the ship. He looked over at the happily mated couple, feeling helpless as he hefted Kerry's body in his arms, trying not to pay too much attention to just how good she felt there.  
 
    "What do I do now?"  
 
    "She's not the first to faint," Lucy said, giving him a smile. "Come on, we'll take her next door and that way when she wakes up, if she wants to stay, the meal will be ready and right there." 
 
    Figuring Lucy probably knew best, Paulleix obediently followed her and Venix to the next room, gently cradling Kerry as he did so.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Holy crap, that had been the weirdest dream...  
 
    Sometimes Kerry's imagination was completely crazy.  
 
    It hadn’t been a nightmare exactly, but she’d dreamed that she’d gone to meet Paul at a restaurant and instead, she’d been beamed up into an alien spaceship. Which, in the dream made sense, because Paul was an alien.  
 
    “I think she’s waking up,” someone said in a deep, anxious voice.  
 
    What the hell? Who was in her bedroom? 
 
    Kerry’s eyes flew open. Crap. She was still dreaming. Because this had to still be a dream, right? There were no such thing as big, muscular aliens with iridescent blue skin, black eyes, and gently waving strands of two-inch long black hair that moved on their own. Her imagination had just gone on a bender for some reason.  
 
    Talk about date anxiety. 
 
    “Hello again,” the woman who had called herself Lucy said. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Um…” Kerry couldn’t quite find the words to describe exactly what she was feeling. Confused. Terrified. Sure that she was having some kind of nervous breakdown manifesting itself in extremely real-feeling hallucinations. And underneath all of it… curiosity.  
 
    Because, this was kind of a cool dream. If she was going to work out all her anxieties about her date with Paul, this was at least an interesting way to go. Lane was going to get such a kick out of it when Kerry woke up and told her.  
 
    “I really hope you stay and get to know me,” Paul said—she wasn’t even going to try to think of him by the longer name Lucy had called him—stumbling over his words. The other alien male was hanging back, his eyes on Lucy rather than Kerry. “I mean, we already know each other fairly well, but I’d like to talk to you face to face still.”  
 
    Kerry didn’t say anything, blinking as she tried to work out what she wanted.  
 
    “We won’t hold you here unless you want to stay,” Paul added. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  
 
    Paul blinked and Lucy gave her an encouraging smile. 
 
    “Okay, you’ll stay?” Lucy asked.  
 
    “Yeah, why not,” Kerry said. Might as well see where this crazy-assed dream was going to take her. She grinned at Paul, feeling a little loopy.  
 
    Now that she wasn’t so startled by his unusual appearance, she thought he wasn’t bad looking at all. The moving-on-its-own hair would take some getting used to, as would the way his blue skin actually shimmered under the light—it reminded her of butterflies she’d seen on a trip to Costa Rica—but he was humanoid. Two legs, two arms, two eyes, one nose, one mouth. At least her imagination hadn’t gotten so wild that she’d dreamed he was an amoeba or something. He was even dressed in a mostly human fashion, with loose pants and a button-down shirt, both which looked like they were made out of some kind of linen or cotton. 
 
    Lucy smiled a little hesitantly, worry lurking in her hazel eyes, but Paul brightened immediately. And Kerry meant that literally; his skin actually shimmered and brightened, various hues of blue flowing over him as she watched with utter fascination.  
 
    “Great then,” Lucy said, keeping her thoughts to herself. “Venix and I will just leave you to it then.”  
 
    The other couple vacated the room while Paul and Kerry looked at each other.  
 
    “So… ah, are you hungry?” Paul asked hopefully. She nodded, and hesitantly accepted his hand so she could get to her feet.  
 
    The room they were in was set up like a living room and dining room; she’d been placed on the couch while there was food already set up on the table. A lot of food. Most of it looked familiar, and she realized a lot of the dishes were those she’d seen online when she’d looked up Julianno’s menu. Apparently, she wasn’t going to dream up alien food. Kerry was almost disappointed.  
 
    Eating with Paul was one of the weirdest experiences she’d ever had, because it was so normal. Maybe that’s what her subconscious was trying to tell her though—that even if she was on a date with a totally crazy alien, there was nothing to be afraid of. They knew each other, they had been talking to each other for a month, and despite all the crazy things her brain had thrown at her, the conversation flowed easily. She even found herself feeling pretty relaxed. Not just because this was a dream, but because she was starting to realize that even in a totally crazy situation, she would be okay.  
 
    It wasn’t until both of them were barely touching their tiramisu that she realized she didn’t really want the evening to end yet, either.  
 
    So… if this was a real date, with a real guy, and not some really long dreamscape, she would be hoping he would give her a goodnight kiss.  
 
    Since this was a dream Kerry had no problem taking charge of getting exactly what she wanted. Between the good food and the good time she was having, might as well dream up a good, sexy alien encounter too, right?  
 
    She scooped up the last of the tiramisu they were sharing and popped it into her mouth. The smile she gave him was as sultry as she could make it.  
 
    “So… we’ve had dinner, we’ve gotten to know each other… do I get a kiss?” She almost giggled at the expression on his face. She was never this brazen in real life, but it was fun in her dream.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Paulleix couldn’t believe his luck. Not only had Kerry decided to stay, but she was just as enjoyable company as she’d been online, and now she wanted him to kiss her, too?  
 
    He didn’t have wings, but he felt like he practically flew around to her side of the table, his chair clattering to the floor behind him. The startled but happy expression on her face made him grin.  
 
    “I would love to kiss you,” he said earnestly, holding out his hand to help her up.  
 
    Almost shyly, she slid her hand into his and stood. In the heeled shoes she was wearing, the top of her head would tuck neatly under his chin if she wasn’t looking up at him. Bending down, Paulleix pressed a firm but gentle kiss against her lips.  
 
    To his shock and delight, Kerry responded immediately, her mouth opening under his, her body pressing against him as her arms wound their way around his neck, pulling him down to her. The soft warmth of her body felt incredibly against his, setting him alight, and he groaned as his cock surged and buzzed.  
 
    He felt, more than heard, her gasp as she pushed away in surprise, looking down at his crotch.  
 
    “What was that?” she asked, sounding a little shocked.  
 
    Oh, right, Lucy had warned all of them about this, she’d claimed it would be a benefit but Kerry looked more alarmed than anything else. “Ah, Dorian males have slightly different anatomy than human males. Our shafts have ridges along them that uh, vibrate. Is that… is that okay?”  
 
    Kerry’s mouth dropped open, her dark eyes widening. Then she looked up at him and nodded, her expression solemn and a little strange.  
 
    “That is definitely okay. That’s great.”  
 
    To his utter shock, she practically jumped up on him, wrapping her legs around his waist, her softness pressing right against his groin, and Paulleix’s hands immediately grasped her bottom to keep her from falling off of him. Lucy had told them that humans usually waited three dates or more before becoming physically involved, but it seemed Kerry had other ideas, and Paulleix was not at all averse to the direction she obviously wanted to go in.  
 
    The more he could show her that he would be a good mate, that she should take a chance on him the way Lucy had on Venix, the better as far as he was concerned.  
 
    Still, he had to make sure that he wasn’t misreading her signals. Humans weren’t Dorian after all, they might have some different mating rituals. Lucy had explained a lot, but she’d also said that every individual human operated under their own set of personal rules, and so the Dorians shouldn’t assume anything. She called the mating rituals she described as being guidelines, which cleared up a lot of the confusion the Dorians had after reading through the Earth literature, much of which was contradictory.  
 
    Pulling his lips up from Kerry’s, he felt her quiver against him.  
 
    “You would like to test our physical compatibility?”  
 
    Her teeth were a flash of white as she grinned up at him. “Yup.” 
 
    Then she kissed him again. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A vibrating, ridged alien cock? Yes, please, and thank you, brain! 
 
    Best. Dream. Ever. 
 
    Meeting the real Paul after this was probably going to be a disappointment, but that was okay—maybe then she wouldn’t be so nervous about her dinner with him. 
 
    Dream alien Paul wasn’t hugely muscular, but he had lots of nice, long, lean muscles and he didn’t complain about her weight or seem like he had any trouble lifting her curvy body. He kissed her deeply, thoroughly, as he carried her back over to the couch where she’d woken up. Almost as soon as he set her down on it, he reached over and pressed a small button on the arm; immediately the back began to slowly lower down turning it into a super comfortable bed. 
 
    Alien futon… nice. Way more comfortable than any actual futon she’d ever been on. Good job, brain. 
 
    Kerry moaned as Paul’s weight pressed down on her, his erection buzzing between her thighs. Oh yeah, she was definitely looking forward to that. Even through their clothing it felt incredible, making her pussy lips swell and her clit throb with excitement. It felt like a vibrator. 
 
    She started tugging at his clothing, eager to get it off. His skin was warm against hers, his kiss becoming more demanding, his body rocking slightly against hers. It was one of the hottest make-out sessions she’d ever imagined, much less actually had. He kissed her like he never wanted to stop, making her whimper as her own arousal surged higher in response to his desire. 
 
    Lifting up his arms, he let her tug off his shirt, breaking the kiss for just long enough that they could look at each other and she could see the burning heat in his eyes as he gazed down at her. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” he said, his voice full of sincerity, even awe. Hell, she felt beautiful when he looked at her like that. 
 
    “Wait,” she said, as he started to lean down to kiss her again. She tugged off her glasses. They weren’t in the way exactly… but she didn’t want to worry about them either. 
 
    “Here.” Paul plucked them from her fingers and set them off to the side, before leaning down to kiss her again. 
 
    And kiss her… and kiss her… and kiss her… 
 
    His hands moved over her curves like he was memorizing them, and they kept kissing as they stripped the clothes off of each other. The kisses moved away from their lips though, and Kerry discovered that every time she kissed Paul’s skin, the colors would ripple from where she pressed her lips… it did the same thing where her fingers pressed against him, and she became almost distracted from the sex just because it was so fascinating. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    He kissed his way over the soft mounds of her breasts, squeezing them with his hands and enjoying the way she moaned and arched. When he sucked on the dark brown tips of her nipples she writhed for him, her hands hesitantly sliding into his hair, uncertain of what to expect. 
 
    “It’s soft,” she whispered in surprise, sliding her fingers through the thick strands. Even though his hair moved against her fingers, it felt like normal hair. Just hair that moved.  
 
    It was the only part of him that felt soft right now. The rest of him felt like he was achingly hard. As her fingers moved over his scalp, he groaned and hooked one arm underneath her leg. Her legs spread wide as he moved up, lining his cock up with the entrance to her body.  
 
    Kerry glanced down, curious, and saw only a glimpse of his blue cock, rippling colors in rings down the shaft, before he thrust hard inside of her. Her fingers tightened in his hair and she cried out, the sound contrasting with his guttural groan as he filled her. The thick shaft stretched her more than she was used to, but she was so wet that he'd easily buried himself inside of her with the one thrust.  
 
    The ridges rubbed against her walls, vibrating and stimulating all her sensitive nerve endings, and Kerry's pussy tightened down in response, which only made the sensations even more intense. As he drew his hips back, his mouth came up to cover hers, swallowing her cry. Both of her hands gripped his hair as she wrapped her legs around the backs of his thighs, digging her heels in and trying to hold him in place.  
 
    She honestly didn't know if she could take much of his cock, it was like the most intense vibrator she'd ever experienced. The ridges massaged the walls of her pussy and she could feel the vibrations all the way through her body. His hairless chest rubbed against her nipples as he began to move.  
 
    "Oh fuuuuuck.... oh fuck, Paul..."  
 
    "Paulleix." His voice was a low growl as he corrected her, his hips thrusting powerfully and filling her again. It felt like even his groin was vibrating against her, humming against her swollen clit and pussy. 
 
    "Paulleix!" Kerry didn't bother to argue, practically sobbing his name as she clamped her muscles down around him. The pleasure careened through her, his cock far more powerful than any sex toy she'd ever used.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Kerry's passionate cries, the hot spasms of her body around his cock, her hands in his hair, and the way she was writhing underneath him was all testing Paulleix's self-control. She felt incredible and her obvious passion and desire fed his own; and he'd already had both to spare.  
 
    He groaned into her mouth, concentrating on kissing her to keep from climaxing too quickly. The urgent, desperate noises she was making in the back of her throat as she moved beneath him were wreaking havoc on his self-control. Her body was soft and pliable beneath his, her legs cradling his hips, her breasts rubbing against his chest, and he couldn't stop touching her.  
 
    Couldn't stop the rising tide of pleasure as he moved inside of her.  
 
    She was so slick, her inner muscles massaging him with every movement he made, that Paulleix couldn't think of a single experience to compare it to. Even more so because he was so enamored of her already. He wanted to make her feel the same way, to show her exactly how compatible—how fantastic—they could be together.  
 
    Because he already wanted to claim her and never let go. So he used his mouth, his hands, and his cock to wring every last bit of pleasure from her that he could.  
 
    "Oh yes..." She cried out the words as soon as his mouth lifted from hers, so he could move harder and faster inside of her. "Oh yes, Paulleix.... oh my God... oh fuck..."  
 
    Paulleix shuddered, his muscles tensing as he began pumping into her, his cock moving so fast he could practically hear the hum of its movements. Kerry writhed for him, shaking and crying out as tears began to spill from her eyes.  
 
    "Oh fuck!" She screamed the words, her entire body beginning to convulse, clamping down around him in the tightest grip yet and Paulleix nearly howled from the sheer pleasure of it. Her nails dug into his scalp adding a slight counterpoint of pain to his ecstasy as he let his control go.  
 
    Her rapturous cries filled his ears as he pounded between her sweet thighs, and he could feel her shuddering and sobbing with the intensity of her passion. Feeling his own climax rising, he thrust hard inside of her, his cock stiffening and pulsating, pressing against the walls of her quivering pussy as ecstasy crashed through him in waves.  
 
    She continued to spasm around him, hot bliss overcoming him as their mutual pleasure rocked them. As his cock began to slow inside of her, the ridges softening, Kerry let out a soft moan and her hands gentled in his hair, stroking the strands almost tenderly.  
 
    "Holy fuck... that was.... indescribable," she whispered, and Paulleix couldn't help a smug grin.  
 
    That was a good sign, right? Especially since he agreed.  
 
    "Amazing," he said, sighing happily as he dropped a kiss to her lips.  
 
    Opening her eyes, she looked up at him almost in confusion. "Um, Paulleix... this is real, isn't it... I'm not dreaming?" 
 
    She sounded unsure. He frowned down at her.  
 
    "I assure you, this is not a dream." Although he certainly felt as though he were fulfilling one... but not if she thought this wasn't real.  
 
    "You're really an alien, and I'm really on a spaceship, and you want... what from me, exactly?" Since she didn't seem upset, Paulleix decided not to be, either.  
 
    "I want to court you and win you as my mate," he stated boldly. Lucy had said honesty was the best policy, and all the literature the Dorians had on humans had agreed. "I will live on the ship and we will date, like tonight, and if we eventually want to mate, either we will live on my home planet or here on Earth." 
 
    "On Earth?" she asked, blinking in surprise. "But... how? You'd be noticed immediately." 
 
    "We have technology that will camouflage my features, and I will look like a normal human," he explained. Kerry wriggled underneath him a little, not like she was trying to get away, but as though she was attempting to get comfortable.  
 
    Concerned he was squishing her, Paulleix started to pull himself up off of her, but Kerry held onto him.  
 
    "No, stay... I... " she blushed, the color darkening her cheeks as she peered up at him shyly. "I don't want this to be over." 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
      
 
    Chuckling, Paulleix rolled, pulling her on top of him. Kerry squeaked a little but she didn't mind. That was kind of hot.  
 
    Her mind was still a little blown from realizing this definitely wasn't a dream—she'd never had a sex dream that actually ended in orgasm without her waking up—but she was catching up quickly. Everything felt a little surreal but touching Paulleix was helping convince her that she wasn't imagining any of it. She felt his cock fall from her body in this new position, which was a little disappointing, but on the other hand she wasn't sure her pussy could take any more stimulation, anyway.  
 
    That had been... intense. Both physically and emotionally. She liked Paulleix. Like... really liked him, and it sounded like he was looking for something permanent. He was too-good-to-be-true, so it was no wonder she was mentally struggling a bit.  
 
    "I don't want this to be over either, Kerry," he said, his dark eyes full of sincerity, all while his hands roamed down to grope her butt. Apparently, males were still males, and there was definitely something comforting in that. "I like you and I am so glad you agreed to meet. I would like to continue meeting, now that you know who I really am." 
 
    She'd almost asked why he hadn't used the technology he'd just talked about to meet her down at the restaurant, but she was getting the idea that the Dorians—or maybe just Paulliex?—were really big on honesty. Kerry could definitely get behind that. Talk about full disclosure though...  
 
    Smiling down at him, she felt hope rising inside of her.  
 
    "I'd like that, too."  
 
    Paulliex's eyes lit up and he pulled her down for another kiss... beginning the strangest and most wonderful adventure of Kerry's life; being mated to an alien. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    (Golden’s second story will be coming just a little bit later. Stay tuned!) 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
   E lise should have guessed from the moment she woke up that this was not going to be her day. First, she’d overslept because she’d forgotten to set an alarm the night before. Then she’d treated herself to breakfast in the college cafeteria, only to get a piece of food stuck in her throat. With nobody she trusted around to help, she’d had to perform the Heimlich maneuver on herself. That had not been her idea of fun. Mind stricken with fear that she was about to choke to death, she’d thrown herself over the back of a chair. It had taken three attempts before she finally managed to dislodge the offending bacon from her windpipe. That she hadn’t broken a rib was nothing short of miraculous. 
 
    Her day had not improved as she then, unwittingly, walked the whole way across campus to the convention center with a toilet paper tail trailing out from her skirt. Then, she’d tripped on the concrete steps leading into the building and skinned her knee. That would have been enough bad luck for anyone to deal with but, for her, it was only the beginning. The real disaster struck when she let her mouth run away with her during her lecture. Now, as she stood before her stunned audience, she could picture her career going up in flames. The smattering of sarcastically slow clapping that greeted the end of her rant told her what she already knew. She’d messed up big. 
 
    Gripping the edges of the lectern so tightly her knuckles whitened, Elise did a quick scan of the theater. None of her colleagues were there, from what she could see. That might just be her saving grace. It meant the only people who’d seen her meltdown were this rabble of undergrads and gaming enthusiasts. If any of them complained about her behavior, she was sure she could bluff her way out of it. She could probably brush the whole thing off as youthful exaggeration if anyone did speak up. Unless, of course, someone had filmed her on one of those bloody ubiquitous cellphones. If they had, she was done for. 
 
    Elise had no idea what had gotten into her. The lecture should have been a piece of cake. She was going to talk about medieval influences in popular culture. Not precisely her area of expertise, but she knew enough to get by. It had started off well and her lame, self-deprecating jokes had even raised a couple of laughs. Then, somewhere along the line, she’d gone totally off script. All the disdain she’d stored up for those crappy games and films that made a mockery of the medieval culture she dedicated her life to studying had begun to pour out. Once she’d started venting, she hadn’t been able to stop. 
 
    At first, she’d sounded like an intellectual snob, banging on about it being sacrilege to use her favorite tales of chivalry and romance to create improbable fantasies where players slaughtered each other on screen. Then, she’d lost her train of thought amidst a surge of frustration and had ended up raving like a lunatic. Her arguments had become less coherent and, oh dear God, she’d used the f-word. Actually, if her frazzled brain remembered correctly, she’d thrown it out there several times. That alone would land her in the shit if her boss found out. The head of faculty frowned on staff cursing, especially when they directed it at a paying audience. 
 
    “So, er, thank you for coming,” she croaked into the microphone since nobody was making moves to leave. “I hope you enjoyed my, er, my talk.” 
 
    There was no way she was opening the floor up to the customary Q&A session. Probably all anyone would want to ask her after that performance was whether she was on drugs. Gathering her papers together, she beat a hasty retreat from the lecture theater. Cursing her stupidity for volunteering to speak at a convention about idiotic comic books and video games she had zero interest in, she hurried across the road to the campus coffee shop. If it wasn’t still early, she might have headed for the nearest bar to drown herself in a vat of chardonnay but, for now, a double espresso would have to sustain her. 
 
    As she walked through the doorway, her heart all but stopped. He was here, the man who’d inspired her to sign up to speak at this stupid convention. Jake Metcalfe, one of the keynote speakers, was sitting alone at a table by the window. This was perfect. They’d met occasionally over the years and she’d hoped to get him on his own while he was in town for the convention. She’d always had a bit of a thing for Jake but ever since her friend Rhian had spotted him at a BDSM club, Elise had been dying for a chance to speak to him. She’d been looking for a man like him for years. He was smart, handsome, hung like a donkey - if the rumors were true - and he would be able to initiate her into a world she’d fantasized about joining from the moment she read her first erotic novel. 
 
    With her pulse racing so hard she thought she might pass out, she made her way to the counter. 
 
    “Hi,” she addressed the server. “Can I get a regular latte, please?” 
 
    Forget the double espresso. She didn’t need that much caffeine right now. Her pulse was already galloping. As the young man behind the counter prepared her coffee, Elise steeled herself to approach Jake. It was tricky. How did you go about asking a man you barely knew to tie you up and spank you? Trying to work out how to broach the subject, she accepted her coffee and moved to the register to pay. 
 
    “I’ll get that,” a deep, masculine voice came from behind her. 
 
    A thrill shot through Elise. Had he actually come to her? Heart pounding, she turned slowly to greet… not Jake. Damn! She’d really thought it was him. Trying not to let her disappointment show, she looked up at her colleague, Ian Kennedy, whose grim expression signaled a deep displeasure. She had a sinking feeling he’d heard about her disastrous performance in the lecture theater. Although he wasn’t her boss, he was in a more senior position on staff and he was the one who’d organized the convention. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Elise said, rummaging at the bottom of her purse for some money. “I can get it myself.” 
 
    “I said I would get it.” Ian spoke with a firmness she wouldn’t have expected from her reserved colleague. It was impossible to argue with, so Elise simply stood there as he handed a twenty-dollar bill to the server. He waved off the younger man’s attempts to give him change. Clearly, he wasn’t struggling by on just an associate professor’s salary. 
 
    “Thanks,” Elise acknowledged his generosity. 
 
    “My pleasure,” he returned as she looked straight past him to confirm that Jake was still there. “Now, we need to talk, young lady.” 
 
    Elise blinked. Did he really call her ‘young lady’ just now? As far as she was aware, he was only a year or two older than her. That was hardly a big enough age gap for him to be speaking to her like he was her father or something. It pissed her off hearing him talk to her that way. Or did it? Despite the indignation that floated to the surface and twisted into a pout on her pale pink lips, her skin was tingling just a little. There was something about his authoritative tone and the confident, wide-legged stance he’d adopted that made her heart flutter. Suddenly, she felt as though she was seeing him with fresh eyes. 
 
    “This way,” his voice broke into her thoughts. 
 
    Elise jumped as he put his hand at the small of her back and began to steer her towards a table. Too stunned by his sudden hands-on approach to say anything, she allowed him to pull out a chair and guide her into it. Taking a seat opposite her, he gave an appraising look that made her feel as though she were being laid bare. Heat rose to her cheeks, but it was not embarrassment she felt, it was arousal and that threw her off balance. 
 
    “Explain to me what just happened in the lecture theater.” 
 
    Elise was amazed he’d heard about it so soon. News traveled fast around here but, even so, that was quick. Still, she was glad he was getting straight to the point. If she could get rid of Ian, she might yet have the chance to speak to Jake 
 
    “I… uhm… nothing happened.” 
 
    Ian slowly shook his head to let her know that response was not going to fly. 
 
    “No, Elise, it wasn’t nothing.” He looked at her with concern. “You went totally off the rails.” 
 
    As she began to form a denial, Elise caught movement over Ian’s shoulder. Jake Metcalfe was getting up from his seat. Before she had time to react, he was out of the door and she’d missed her ideal opportunity to speak to him. She just hoped she’d get another chance later. They’d both be attending the closing party for the convention so perhaps she’d be able to talk to him there. 
 
    “Elise.” A stern voice that sent a prickle of excitement through her, dragged her away from thoughts of Jake. “Are you paying attention to me?” 
 
    “Uhm, yes sir.” She had no idea why that sir had slipped out but the smirk on Ian’s lips told her he hadn’t missed it. She cleared her throat awkwardly. “Look, it really wasn’t that bad.” 
 
    “Wasn’t it?” 
 
    “No.” Elise shook her head to reinforce the denial. “It was just a misunderstanding. Nothing really happened.” 
 
    Arching a brow in question, Ian delved into his jacket pocket and took out his cellphone. As he keyed in his security code to unlock it, her heart sunk. She knew exactly what she would see even before he held the phone up to show her the video. As she watched the footage that was so clear she couldn’t possibly deny it was her who featured, she sighed. Aware that Ian was staring at her, apparently awaiting a response, she fidgeted nervously with the handle of her coffee cup. 
 
    “Well?” he prompted when she said nothing. 
 
    “I…eh…I’m entitled to my opinion.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” Ian agreed. “I have no problem with you expressing an opinion. It’s the way you went about it that bothers me.” 
 
    As Elise glanced back at the video, she had to admit it was pretty bad. She had no idea she’d gone on for that long or that she’d been quite so worked up. She was practically frothing at the mouth as reason deserted her. 
 
    “All right, I went over the top,” she admitted. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, you will be if I catch you acting in that disrespectful manner again.” Ian’s tone held the promise of retribution. Perhaps that should have scared her but, for some reason, it sent a tantalizing shudder down her spine. “I don’t know what’s going on with you, Elise, but you need to pull yourself together. This convention is important to me and the college. I want to see you at the closing party tonight and I expect you to act appropriately. You need to show people you respect their interests.” 
 
    Okay, she could do that, even if she did think that playing video games and reading comics was pretty lame. She nodded as Ian rose to his feet. An unfathomable look formed on his face and, for a moment, she thought he was going to reach out and touch her. She wanted him to. Instead, he turned and walked away leaving her with a surprising feeling of emptiness. 
 
    Trying to figure out why her pulse was still racing, Elise took a long, slow sip of her coffee. She glanced at her watch. She had a costume to collect. Tonight, she was going to make amends to Ian for her behavior and then she was going to hook up with the man of her dreams. It was going to be an interesting party. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Sitting alone at a table at the back of the room, Elise wondered if she should have gone with an Alice in Wonderland theme for her costume. Right now, she felt as though she’d fallen down the rabbit hole into a strange new world. All around her, people were dressed in the most elaborate outfits that paid homage to characters she’d never even heard of. It made her glad she’d decided to dress up. Although she’d felt a bit self-conscious walking across campus with her faux leather arm and leg protectors, she knew she’d have stuck out like a sore thumb if she’d shown up in a shift dress. Even with the tightly fitting leather shoulder pads and quiver full of plastic arrows that completed the outfit, she worried that she’d underdone it slightly. Everywhere she looked, people wore incredible costumes and had really gone to town with their hair and make-up. She’d pulled her long, dark tresses back into a simple ponytail. She wished she’d made more of an effort. 
 
    After this morning’s disastrous lecture, she wanted to get things right. She’d been a bit wary about showing her face at the party but if anyone she’d encountered so far knew about her meltdown, they showed no sign of it. She’d actually received a lot of compliments for her costume and that boosted her self-esteem. That was good because she was going to need it if she was going to hook Jake Metcalfe who was currently deep in conversation with a pretty redhead. Although he was dressed in a surprisingly conservative ensemble consisting of beige pants and a tweed jacket, his height and muscular frame meant he didn’t look mediocre. Jake Metcalfe would stand out in any crowd. With his blond hair and piercing blue eyes, he was every woman’s dream. 
 
    “You showed up.” The observation came from Ian Kennedy who’d suddenly appeared in front of her. 
 
    “I did,” Elise agreed, looking up at the man who towered over her. 
 
    She let her eyes drift lazily over him. He looked seriously hot, far sexier than any man in a University of Mordor t-shirt had a right to. Elise felt her heart skip a beat as she met those molten-chocolate eyes of his. She held his gaze for a moment and then looked away. How was it that she’d never sensed the masculine power exuding from him before? What was it that had changed? He suddenly seemed taller, broader, more assertive than the man she’d worked with for three years. It both thrilled and disturbed her to find herself attracted to him. 
 
    “Just make sure you behave yourself.” His stern tone of voice was softened by a slight smile as he moved away. “There will be hell to pay if you don’t.” 
 
    Okay, so that was the second time he’d issued the threat of unspecified consequences for her actions. As before, a frisson of excitement swept through her. For the briefest of moments, she pictured him throwing her over his shoulder and carrying her out of there. Now, where the hell had that come from? She blinked the image from her mind. He was not the man she’d come here for. 
 
    Looking around the room, she was relieved to see that Rhian was finally coming back with their drinks. She watched in horror as her friend veered off course and went to butt into Jake’s conversation with the redhead. She leaned in close and seemed to whisper something to him. He looked over to Elise and, for a second, their eyes locked. Elise felt a blush rising to her cheeks as a lazy grin formed on Jake’s face. He gave her a nod acknowledging… what? Just what had Rhian said to him? If she was trying to play matchmaker, Elise would strangle her. 
 
    She wanted the floor to just open up and swallow her whole as Rhian, grinning manically, headed back to the table with Jake in tow. This was not how she’d pictured this evening going. She’d planned to have a couple of drinks and relax a bit before she spoke to him. She wasn’t ready yet. 
 
    “Elise, you know Jake Metcalfe,” Rhian said, her eyes shining mischievously as she put a large glass of chardonnay down in front of her. 
 
    “Yes, of course.” Elise gave an awkward smile that didn’t quite disguise the grimace that lay beneath it. Preferring to do things at her own pace, she hated being ambushed like this. “Nice to see you again.” 
 
    “We’ve met?” Jake sounded surprised. 
 
    That was insulting. Elise could think of at least five occasions when they’d exchanged pleasantries face to face. If he’d forgotten meeting her after a single encounter, she might have forgiven that, but this was just plain rude. 
 
    “Yes.” Elise smiled coolly. “We have.” 
 
    “Hmm, you’d think I’d remember a babe like you.” 
 
    Babe? Coming from him, that should have delighted her but, for some reason, it was a total turn-off.  It wasn’t the word she found demeaning, but the way he said it. After all, in the right setting, babe could sound quite romantic. As a term of endearment, she could accept it, but Jake’s tone had been downright sleazy. He was looking at her with a predatory stare that made her shudder with dread rather than quiver with nervous anticipation. There was no real interest in her reflected in his eyes. He was just on the hunt for a warm and willing body and he thought he’d found it in her. It was such a disappointment to discover the man she’d lusted after all these years was actually a bit of a creep. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you two to chat,” Rhian said with a cheeky grin as she backed away from the table and disappeared into the crowd. 
 
    Elise cursed silently. She’d get Rhian back for this later. She took a deep breath. Perhaps she was rushing to judgement about Jake and things would get better once they relaxed and got to know each other. After waiting this long, she might as well give him a chance. Plastering a smile that had no real joy behind it on her face, she turned to Jake and watched as he drew a seat up next to her. He edged toward her, coming just a little too close for comfort. 
 
    “Great costume,” he commented. 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” Elise still felt a little self-conscious dressed like this, so it was nice to hear another compliment. “Someone called Anya apparently.” 
 
    “Aya.” Jake corrected.  
 
    “Oh, right, Aya,” Elise agreed. That was something she should probably try to remember in case anyone else asked her about it. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat as she felt Jake’s eyes roaming all over her. Being scrutinized so closely by him was deeply unpleasant. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but there was something about him she just didn’t like. Clearing her throat, she gave a polite smile. “So, what have you come as?” 
 
    “I’m a young Charles Xavier.” 
 
    Now, that name was familiar. Some friends had dragged her to see a film a few years ago. Now, what was it called? She wracked her brains. 
 
    “X-men,” she announced triumphantly. As Jake nodded, she looked him up and down. It wasn’t the most imaginative of costumes. “Isn’t it a bit of a cop-out?” 
 
    “I could hardly turn up looking like one of these fucking pathetic assholes.” Disgust dripped from his words as he tipped his head back, gesturing towards the crowded room behind him. 
 
    “I thought you were into all this comic book stuff.” Elise was confused. His entire career revolved around superheroes and fantasy films. 
 
    “Nah!” He said dismissively. “This stuff is for nerds like dear old Ian.” 
 
    Elise bristled at the insulting tone in his voice. First off, Ian might be a bit of a nerd when it came to sci-fi and fantasy, but he was a brilliant academic. Secondly, he was hardly old. And, for a third thing, Jake was here at Ian’s invitation and he should be a little more gracious. His apparent disdain for Ian rankled her. She didn’t want to examine the reasons why it bothered her too closely. 
 
    “But you came here to talk about adaptations of comics.” Elise still hadn’t wrapped her head around his clear disinterest in the theme of the convention. She wasn’t exactly excited by it herself, but it wasn’t her area of expertise.  
 
    “Yeah, I got a grad student to write the talk for me.” A look of boredom passed across his face. “So, do you want to hook up later, or what?” 
 
    Well, that was romantic. She’d been waiting for this moment and it just kind of fell flat. Being propositioned by Jake was a million miles away from what she’d imagined. Silly as it was, she’d expected that once he knew she was interested in him, he would set out to woo her. Clearly, she’d read too many tales of knights trying to win the hand of the fair lady. 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know.” She replied.  
 
    Although she found Jake’s manner off-putting, she was still intrigued by the idea of experiencing sex with a dominant male. Her one and only boyfriend, Kevin, had been a real softie. He’d made love to her when all she’d really wanted was to be taken hard and fast, fucked into oblivion every night. 
 
    “Well, make your mind up,” Jake snapped. “I have this little postgrad champing at the bit, but I’ll put her on hold for you.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s flattering!” 
 
    “It is, actually,” Jake replied without any trace of irony. “I don’t waste my time on just any piece of ass.” 
 
    That was the final straw. Clearly, he was not the man she’d imagined him to be. 
 
    “Piece of ass?” Elise screeched as she got to her feet, pushing her chair violently out of the way. “You fucking creep!” 
 
    Before she knew what was happening, she’d picked up her glass of wine and tipped it over his smirking face. As he spluttered indignantly, she looked up and realized she’d attracted an audience. Worse than that, Ian was heading in her direction and he looked pissed. Heart pounding, she did the only thing she could do. She turned and ran away. 
 
    * 
 
    Watching her speaking to that pathetic man-whore, Jake Metcalfe, really irritated Ian. It killed him to think that Elise was interested in Metcalfe, but he suspected trying to warn her off would only drive her closer to the other man. He knew Metcalfe only by reputation and, as far as women were concerned, it wasn’t good. He liked to present himself as a dom, frequenting BDSM clubs around the country but, really, he was just an aggressive asshole who liked to push women around. If he’d thought for one minute that Elise would be drawn to a man like that, he wouldn’t have allowed the sniveling dog within a hundred miles of the campus. 
 
    Ever since she first came to work at the university, Ian had been drawn to Elise. There was something otherworldly about her delicate features and flowing black hair. She was a beautiful woman and her intelligence shone through, but she was also a bit of a brat. She tended to look down her nose at anyone whose interests were not the same as hers. As a scholar of medieval literature, a more traditional field of academic pursuit, she thought she was a cut above people like him who preferred science fiction and fantasy.  
 
    She needed to be taught a lesson in humility and he was just the man to do it. He’d held off until now out of respect for their working relationship but just lately she’d seemed frustrated, as though she were searching for something and he knew exactly what she needed. He just had to wait for an opening and then he would claim her. 
 
    As he saw Elise pushing to her feet, the tension in her body clear even from this distance, he knew that Metcalfe had messed up. 
 
    “That was quick!” he muttered under his breath. So much for the legendary charm that helped him hook unsuspecting women. 
 
    Ian knew exactly what Elise was about to do as she snatched up her glass of wine. Frankly, he could kiss her for it. As she tipped her drink all over Metcalfe, leaving him gasping and flapping his hands like an idiot, Ian almost applauded. Other people looked on in shock and Ian knew that he’d finally found the perfect excuse to take her in hand. He’d warned her to behave and yet she’d still created a scene. That was blatant disobedience that could not go unpunished. 
 
    He started to cross the room towards her, intent on taking her somewhere for a quiet chat about her behavior. As she spotted him coming, her whole body froze, and he knew that she’d remembered his promise of consequences if she misbehaved. A startled look flitted across her face and she turned to run from the room. He was good at reading people and knew that she wasn’t afraid of him. She was afraid of the feelings he might awaken in her. Smiling to himself because she’d played right into his hands, Ian followed her from the room. 
 
    Elise had barely made it twenty yards across the parking lot before Ian caught up with her. He took a firm grip of her arm and swung her around toward him. Her deliciously soft, pliable body collided with his hard, muscular frame. Only as she seemed to register how closely he held her did she tense up. Before she could react, to make whatever empty protest her rational mind had thought up, he lowered his mouth to hers. Signaling his intention to possess her, body and soul, he branded her with a scorching kiss. As he pressed his lips insistently against hers, she opened to him. She tasted like the sweetest, most succulent fruit and he knew he would never get enough of her. A groan escaped from somewhere deep inside him as her body melted against his. 
 
    This was everything he’d imagined it would be, but he had to put a stop to this before he lost all control and ended up fucking her in the middle of the parking lot. She deserved more respect than that. As he pulled back from her, he couldn’t resist a victorious grin as Elise whimpered at the loss of contact. 
 
    “Don’t worry, princess, I’m going to give you what you need,” he said as he cupped her cheek with his hand and ran his thumb over her soft, smooth skin. 
 
    “And what is that?” Her tone was challenging, and she seemed to doubt that he knew what she truly desired. 
 
    Ian leaned in close to whisper in her ear and could sense the shiver of delight that ran through her. 
 
    “I’m going to punish you,” he promised. “I’m going to spank your naughty little ass and then I’m going to fuck you so hard you will never forget you’re mine.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Many women would have turned tail and ran after hearing Ian’s declaration of intent, but Elise found herself totally aroused by it. She was a little scared that things were moving so fast but, ultimately, she knew this was a man she could trust. When she looked into Ian’s eyes, she saw real warmth and sincerity. He would never harm her. 
 
    This whole situation was so surreal, she was starting to believe she really had fallen down that rabbit hole. Elise had dreamt her entire life about being swept off her feet by a man who exuded masculine power. Never in her wildest imaginings would she had thought that Ian Kennedy would be the man to do it.  
 
    On the car ride over to his apartment, she stole several glances at him and saw a strength and determination on his face that hadn’t been there before. She felt like she was really seeing him for the first time. They’d been colleagues for a long time and had always been courteous to one another but that was as far as it went. Ian had never shown the slightest hint of being interested in her sexually. She wondered what had changed but chose not to question him about it in case she ruined the moment. Deep and meaningful conversations could come later. For now, she just wanted to experience pleasure, and a little pain, at this man’s hands. 
 
    As they pulled up outside the building where he lived, Elise blew out a breath. This was becoming more real to her now. She let him take her hand and lead her to the elevator. As they rode up to the twelfth floor, they didn’t speak. Elise wondered if Ian was as nervous as she was. She looked up at him and saw no sign that he was apprehensive. In fact, he seemed completely calm and collected. Jealousy pricked her as she wondered if this was something he’d done with a dozen other women before her. 
 
    When they walked into his apartment, she was surprised by how warm and homely it was. She’d thought it would be quite spartan, but it was actually very comfortable, and she could see herself living in a place like this. She shook away the thought. It was far too early to be having ideas of permanence. 
 
    “This way.” Ian led her along the corridor and opened a door at the end, holding his arm out to indicate she should go inside. 
 
    As Elise preceded him into the room, her mouth fell open in shock. It was a bedroom, for sure, because right at its center, was an enormous four poster, but this was not a place for sleeping in. There were different types of apparatus in the room which reminded her of medieval torture devices. In one corner, there was a spanking bench and there was a table with restraints hanging from it.  There was a chest with four drawers whose contents she could only guess at and a large trunk sat at the bottom of the bed. Although he’d said he would spank her, Elise hadn’t realized that Ian was into this kind of thing. He seemed to be ready for any scenario. It came as a bit of a shock that he’d taken her straight to this room. She would have expected a gentler introduction to this lifestyle. 
 
    “Problem?” Ian quirked a brow. 
 
    “Why have you brought me here?” She hoped her voice had not quivered. 
 
    “It’s just a room, Elise.” Clearly, he had recognized her fear. “Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “Just a room?” It was hardly that. 
 
    “Yes, a room which contains a few implements I like to use.” He must have realized how anxious she was, despite her efforts to hide it as he added, “I won’t ask anything too demanding of you and I won’t be introducing you to any of my toys tonight. I just need you to understand from the get-go that I have certain desires.” 
 
    That seemed reasonable, she supposed, and she trusted him when he said he wouldn’t ask too much of her straight away. She just wondered whether her idea of what that would be matched with his. 
 
    “Okay.” Elise said with a tremulous smile. 
 
    “Good.” Ian took a seat on the bed. “Now, take off that costume and come lay yourself across my lap.” 
 
    Elise hesitated. “Er, shouldn’t we set some guidelines first?” 
 
    “What? You mean like limits and a safe word?” 
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
    Ian gave an amused snort. “Been reading up, have you?” 
 
    The awkward shrug of her shoulders and the reddening of her cheeks was obviously answer enough. 
 
    “If we’re going to do this on a permanent basis, we can discuss rules,” he told her, “but for tonight, I want you to put your trust in me. If you submit to me, I am going to punish you. It will hurt, but there will be no risk of lasting damage. If you aren’t prepared to submit to me, then say so now and I’ll drive you home.” 
 
    “Okay,” Elise said. “I’ll do as you ask.” 
 
    “All right, then.” Was it her imagination or did relief flash across his face? “Now, quit stalling, get undressed and put yourself over my knee.” 
 
    His commanding tone sent a prickling of sexual awareness through her. Elise gulped. This was it. Time to enter a whole new world. 
 
    * 
 
    As she began to remove the layers of clothing that made up the costume she’d looked incredibly cute in, Ian could see the internal debate still raging behind those expressive eyes of hers. He wanted nothing more than to rip her clothes off, pull her down over his lap to deliver a dose of the discipline she so desperately needed and then plunge his cock into her. He resisted the urge. She had to come to him. Without her surrender, the relationship would fall apart before it even began. He needed her to make the choice to submit to him. If he took control and stripped away her options, she would hate him for it. Elise was an independent woman and he liked that, but he also required her total obedience. There was a fine line to walk. He wanted her to bend, not break. 
 
    She removed the fake leather shields from her ankles, legs and shoulders and unwound the scarf from around her neck. She took off the belt that was tied loosely at her waist and removed her vest and pants. The way she stripped was unhurried, but there was a lack of finesse in her movements. This was a woman taking her time so she could gather her thoughts rather than one who was trying to seduce him with a sexy little striptease. 
 
    As she finally stood before him in only her ridiculously virginal white cotton panties and bra, he felt his cock stir. She was every bit as beautiful as he’d always imagined. He feared his control would slip as she began to walk slowly toward him and had to take a deep breath to get a grip on himself. 
 
    “That’s a good girl,” he cooed as she reached him and lowered herself onto his lap. 
 
    Her movements were awkward, uncertain, and he had to put a hand around her waist to steady her as she got into position. It was clear that she’d never done anything like this before and that pleased him beyond measure. He would be the one to initiate her into a world of pain and pleasure. He would teach her and mold her just the way he wanted. First, he suspected he would have to erase from her mind the preconceived notions she’d acquired from reading erotic romances. He’d overheard her discussing with them with her friend Rhian, but those novels bore no resemblance to real life. This relationship would run according to his rules. 
 
    “Put your hands on the floor,” he instructed as Elise still struggled to find her balance. 
 
    “I can’t,” she complained. “I’m not tall enough.” 
 
    “Then raise yourself up on your tiptoes.” 
 
    She did as she was told, and the result was extremely satisfying. In this position, her bottom was presented to him perfectly. He ran his hand slowly down her back and she let out a little gasp as it came to rest on her rounded bottom. He ripped the panties from her body and tossed them aside, but not before he noticed they were soaking wet. Whatever reluctance she might display, she could not hide the fact she was incredibly turned on.  
 
    As he unhooked her bra and slipped the straps down over her arms, she shifted restlessly on his lap. He put a hand on her back to send the message that she should hold still. If she wiggled around like that, he would suffer through this spanking as much as she did. Waiting to plunge his cock inside her was already torturous. He didn’t need her movements adding to his agony. 
 
    “So, Elise, tell me why you’re being punished.” 
 
    Half-expecting her to claim there was no good reason for it, he was pleasantly surprised by her response. 
 
    “Because I misbehaved,” she said. 
 
    “That’s correct, but I want you to tell me exactly what you did.” 
 
    “I, uhm, I acted like a spoiled brat during my lecture and then made a scene during the party.” 
 
    “Mmmm” Ian waited to see if she would add anything to that. 
 
    “I disrespected you by throwing a tantrum at a convention you organized, and I ignored your warning that there would be consequences if I misbehaved.” 
 
    “Very good,” he praised her once more. He wanted her to be able to reflect on the reasons why she was being punished. Without her understanding of what she’d done wrong and her acceptance that she deserved to be disciplined for it, things couldn’t work between them. He never punished a woman who didn’t know what she’d done wrong. “So now tell me, Elise, how many spanks do you think you deserve?” 
 
    * 
 
    Elise’s eyes widened. He was actually asking her how many times he should hit her, and she really had no idea what the correct answer to that question would be. It all depended on how severe her transgressions had actually been. She had no idea whether there was some sort of scale and where her misbehavior sat on it. What was a suitable punishment for a minor offense and what happened if she did something much worse? She really didn’t know. 
 
    “You’re overthinking it, Elise.” Ian said, a touch of impatience in his voice. “Just give me a number.” 
 
    “Five,” she blurted out. 
 
    “Try again.” Ian’s clear amusement told her she’d drastically underestimated. 
 
    “Ten?” she suggested tentatively, still suspecting that was too low. 
 
    “Let’s go with twenty and see how you do.” 
 
    Elise nodded. Twenty was a lot, but it seemed do-able. It wasn’t as if he was using a cane or something. It was just his hand, so it wouldn’t be that bad. That naïve thought went whooshing out of her head as his palm connected harshly with her right buttock. 
 
    “Owwww!” she yelled in protest. “That hurt.” 
 
    “It was supposed to,” Ian responded drily. 
 
    Cheeks reddening, Elise braced herself for the next strike, the muscles in her bottom clenching tightly. 
 
    “Relax, Elise. You’ll end up with some nasty bruises if you tense up.” 
 
    Wiggling her backside to shake out the tension, Elise tried to take her mind somewhere else as a mechanism of coping with this ordeal that was only just beginning. She was at a lake, surrounded by trees. It was a sunny day. It was… it was… totally futile. As Ian’s palm connected with her flesh over and over again, she could not escape from the sensations it caused. A sharp pain went through her with each strike of his palm, and a deepening burn spread across her bottom. 
 
    “Your bottom’s beautifully pink,” Ian said with obvious admiration as he studied his handiwork. “You’re doing well, Elise.” 
 
    His praise warmed her but did nothing to ease her discomfort. Lying over his lap like this, she felt vulnerable, exposed and utterly humiliated. Raised up on her tiptoes like this, she knew he could see everything. She was laid completely bare and the growing wetness between her legs brought her a profound sense of shame. It seemed, however, that the indignity of being draped over Ian’s lap like this was only intensifying her arousal. The depth and complexity of what she was feeling was nothing like she’d expected. Her dreams had never taken her to this precarious place where she walked a thin line between heaven and hell. 
 
    As that large, steely palm cracked against her sensitized flesh once more, she shouted out some incoherent plea for him to stop. This was fast becoming overwhelming and she felt tears running down her face. Every nerve had come to life. Her nipples were pulled up into taut little peaks and a pulse throbbed between her legs. This was too much; it would never be enough. She had to escape the contradiction before she completely lost her mind. She kicked her feet out and tried to push herself up but a firm hand held her down until she ceased struggling. 
 
    “Let me go!” she wailed. “Please, just let me go.” 
 
    “No way, princess. You need this.” Ian’s tone was firm. “I’m adding another five for that.” 
 
    Elise imagined that further attempts to escape would only add to the count, so she allowed her body to go limp. Her head hung towards the ground in utter surrender. She had no idea what number they were at, but it felt like the spanking had gone on for hours. As Ian continued to punish her poor bottom, Elise moaned deeply. The throbbing in her clit intensified and she tried to rub herself against Ian’s denim-clad leg to gain some relief. He seemed to sense what she was trying to do and tutted loudly. Knowing that disobedience risked drawing this agony out even longer, she used all the strength she possessed to hold herself still. She had to get this over with. 
 
    “Last one,” Ian said eventually and, through the fog of raging thoughts and tears, she realized the end was finally in sight.  
 
    It seemed that Ian wanted to make the last one count. His hand cracked across both buttocks, the sound reverberating around the room as a chain reaction was set off in her body. Pain juddered through her, heading straight for her feminine core. She shrieked loudly as her womb clenched and, to her mortification, a gush of liquid flooded from her, soaking her thighs. 
 
    Giving her no time to recover, Ian tossed her onto the bed. He stood and stripped off his clothing to reveal a muscular torso and broad shoulders. Appreciating his physical perfection for the first time, Elise felt a tingle of excitement. She bit her bottom lip as he tore his jeans and boxers down his legs, to reveal his enormous cock to her for the first time. Eyes widening as she took in his massive girth, she began to scrabble backwards as he came towards her. Catching her by the ankles, Ian flipped her over and pulled her up onto her hands and knees. 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder at him and saw the naked desire in his eyes as he took her by the hips and plunged his cock into her drenched pussy with a single thrust. 
 
    “Aaaahhh!” Elise gasped as he held himself deep inside her. 
 
    This was incredible. She’d never experienced anything like it, this feeling of fullness as he stretched her wide. 
 
    “So tight,” Ian groaned as he slid out and then slammed back into her. “How long has it been, Elise?” 
 
    Thoughts overtaken by sensation, she missed the question but a sharp smack on her poor, abused bottom brought things back into focus. 
 
    “How long has it been?” Ian repeated, the strain of holding himself still until she answered evident in his voice. 
 
    “A year, maybe more,” Elise replied. 
 
    The grunt of approval from behind told her that Ian was pleased with that response. He began to fuck her with firm strokes that seemed to reach right into the heart of her. She panted breathlessly as his pace increased until he was pounding into her like a man possessed. There would be bruises on her thighs in the morning, but she really didn’t care. She felt the pressure building but she needed something more to take her over the edge. Seeming to sense this, Ian reached beneath her and slipped his hand between her legs. Expert fingers found her clitoris and teased the swollen bud with a light circling motion that was mirrored in the instinctive rotation of her hips. 
 
    Elise gasped for breath as sensation took her higher. As she felt Ian’s cock swell with in her tight channel, her pussy clenched in violent spasms. Her whole body shook as she screamed out her release. A moment later, she was filled with warm as Ian came with a triumphant roar. As he withdrew from her, she collapsed onto the bed, a boneless, quivering mess. Slowly returning to the world, she was struck by a shocking realization. After that incredible experience, her life was never going to be the same again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Elise had thought she owned a lot of books, but it was nothing compared to the volume and variety of reading materials in Ian’s vast library. This room was bigger than her entire minuscule apartment and she knew that, given half a chance, she could get lost in here for hours, days maybe. Wearing only a Battlestar Galactica t-shirt she’d borrowed from Ian’s closet, she browsed through the shelves while he fixed them some breakfast through in the kitchen. It had been a long night during which he’d brought her to orgasm more times than she could count, and sustenance was definitely called for. 
 
    As she studied the books, she noted that they were arranged, first by subject matter, and then in alphabetical order. She wondered how on Earth he decided which category books which crossed genres would fit in. Clearly, he had a system that worked for him. Everything in this room was very neat and well-ordered, the mark of an organized mind. Her own apartment looked like a whirlwind had ripped through it, with books and papers lying all over the place. She wondered what that said about her. Actually, she already knew. It meant she was someone who needed another person to take charge of her and set boundaries for her. She hoped her instincts were right and that she really had finally found the right man for the job. 
 
    As she looked at the shelves, she was tempted to move a few things around, just to see what Ian’s reaction would be. Her fingers itched to take a book from its shelf and return it to the wrong place. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it,” Ian warned as he appeared in the doorway. 
 
    It seemed he knew her better than she thought. 
 
    “Wouldn’t dream of messing up your beautifully arranged library,” Elise said, mischief twinkling in her eye. 
 
    “Okay,” Ian sounded doubtful. “Step away from the books and come get some breakfast.” 
 
    Elise followed him into an enormous, farmhouse-style kitchen that seemed to have every modern convenience. The copper pans that hung on a rack overhead would have cost more than a month’s salary, never mind the rest of the utensils. She was dying to know how he could afford a place like this on the pittance the college paid. He was on a higher paygrade than her, but this was a pretty swanky apartment. It had to have cost a fortune. 
 
    “Ask.” Ian seemed to read her mind. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” Elise didn’t want to appear overly-interested in his apparent wealth. 
 
    “Ask me how I can afford this place. I can practically hear the question bouncing around in your head.” 
 
    “Okay,” Elise said. “How can you afford this place?” 
 
    “I write,” Ian told her. “Comics, mainly, but also a couple of screenplays that have done pretty well.” 
 
    “Really?”  Elise was impressed, both because he’d clearly been successful and also because he’d never boasted about his achievements. “Anything I’d have heard of?” 
 
    The arch of his brow told her what she already knew, that the question was ridiculous. Elise had almost no knowledge of the genres Ian was interested in. She knew about Tolkien’s work, of course, because like her, he’d been a scholar of Old English literature. When it came to other fantasy and science fiction however, she was clueless. Suddenly embarrassed by that fact, she turned her attention to the impressive spread laid out on the breakfast bar. It looked as though he planned to feed a dozen people. 
 
    “Did you make those?” She pointed to the array of French pastries. 
 
    “I may have opened a packet and warmed them up,” Ian said with a grin. “I don’t really cook, do you?” 
 
    “Very well, as it happens,” Elise replied. “But don’t get ideas. I’m no nineteen-fifties housewife. I might be willing to submit in the bedroom, but that’s as far as it goes.” 
 
    Ian gave her an appraising look. For a moment they just stared at each other and Elise suspected he wanted to bend her over the breakfast bar and thrust his cock into her, just to prove he could make her submit in any room of the house. Her pulse raced just thinking about it. 
 
    “Noted,” he said, breaking the spell. “Now, dig in while the pastries are still warm.” 
 
    Elise clambered onto one of the high stools, aware that the t-shirt was creeping up over her thighs as she struggled to get up there. Another inch would reveal the fact that she wore no panties and she had no doubt Ian would take that as an invitation she wasn’t willing to issue until after she’d eaten. As her bottom hit the hard surface of the stool, she bobbed up, a grimace forming on her face. 
 
    “Still tender?” Ian commented with a wry grin. 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    Cheeks reddening as she thought about how he’d punished her last night. Elise eased herself back down onto the wooden seat. If she was careful not to put her full weight on her bottom, she’d be just fine. Reaching for a plate, she began to fill it with pastries and some of the fresh fruit that was calling out to her. 
 
    “Slice the mango yourself?” she asked cheekily. 
 
    “With my own fair hands.” 
 
    Ian held them up for her inspection and he blushed deeply as she thought about all the things those oh-so-talented fingers had done to her last night. He had taken her to a place she had never known existed; a wonderful world where sensation reigned supreme. 
 
    As they sat across from one another, enjoying their breakfast, they fell into a companionable silence. There was no awkwardness about it and Elise realized there was no need for words. She was completely comfortable in Ian’s company and his relaxed posture told her he felt the same way. The more she thought about how right this felt, the more a creeping doubt began to take over. This was all too easy. She’d fallen into this amazing new world by chance and she already felt as though she belonged here. Desire had clouded her judgement and she was rushing headlong into thinking in terms of a permanent relationship. She had to get out of here, and fast. 
 
    * 
 
    Ian stood by the bedroom door and watched as Elise hurriedly gathered her clothing. He had no idea what had happened in the kitchen just now. One moment they were eating croissants together and the next, she was running for the door. He could see in her frantic movements as she tore his t-shirt over her head and struggled to put on her bra that she was panicking. Perhaps he should have anticipated this and not come on so strong, but she had to realize from the beginning that he was a man who needed to be in control. 
 
    “What’s your hurry, Elise?”  
 
    “I have things to do,” she replied, a little too airily. 
 
    “Really? What things?” 
 
    “Girl stuff.” 
 
    Ian barked out a laugh. Was that response supposed to satisfy him? A lot of men would probably accept that stock answer as code for things they really didn’t want to know about and leave it at that. He, however, was not about to let her get away with throwing out some vague answer, clearly designed to shut down any further questioning. 
 
    “Such as?” he probed. 
 
    “Well, I desperately need to get a manicure.” 
 
    “A manicure?” Ian repeated, looking at her perfect, polished fingernails. She looked after her appearance, but he doubted she spent all her spare time in a beauty salon fixing flaws that didn’t exist.  “That’s the excuse you’re going to give for running out on me?” 
 
    Elise looked at him, her mouth flapping open and shut as though she was struggling to respond. She sighed deeply and then had the nerve to turn her back to him as she continued to dress, in the cream-colored vest and pants from her costume. Rudeness was not something he would tolerate. 
 
    “Elise, stop that right now.” 
 
    She turned to him, anger flashing in her eyes. Folding her arms across her chest, she glared at him in defiance. 
 
    “What are you running from?” Ian asked. 
 
    “I’m not running from anything.” Her lie was betrayed by the way she looked off to the side, unable to meet his gaze. “I’ve just realized that this isn’t for me.” 
 
    He wasn’t going to let her get away with such a vague explanation. His fingers itched to spank some sense into her, but he knew that wasn’t the way to deal with a woman like Elise. He had to give her the chance to reflect on what she truly desired. 
 
    “What isn’t for you?” he asked. “Is it the discipline, me, or both?” 
 
    “It isn’t you, it’s me.” 
 
    Ian rolled his eyes. Now she was trotting out one of the most overused clichés of all time. 
 
    “I’m just not into all that dominance and submission stuff. I thought I would be, but I guess I let my imagination run away with me.” 
 
    “So, you weren’t soaking wet when I punished you last night?” 
 
    The color in her cheeks deepened and she shifted from side to side as though embarrassed. He was starting to understand what was wrong with her. She’d wanted a man to take her in hand. As soon as one came along who was capable of exercising the control she craved, her rational mind was telling her there was something wrong with her desires. She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “I was turned on,” she admitted. “But to be honest, Ian, I was thinking about Jake Metcalfe the entire time.” 
 
    A lesser man might really take her words to heart, but Ian could see them for what they were. Afraid of how she felt, how comfortable she was being with him, she was trying to push him away before she got in any deeper. 
 
    “Okay, Elise, I’ll tell you what, I’m going to give you a chance to think about it,” he said, holding a hand up as a sign to not interrupt him. “I’ll leave you in here for thirty minutes to think things through. When I return, you can ask me to call you a cab, and things will be over between us.” It hurt him even to say the words. “Or, you can be kneeling by the bed waiting for me. I want you naked, with the spanking implement of your choice on the floor next to you. If you choose the latter option, I am going to punish you for putting us both through this uncertainty. If you choose to stay, you are mine and there will be no more running. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “No buts, Elise. You have thirty minutes.” 
 
    Giving her no time to protest, Ian turned and left the room. The thought crossed his mind that he could lock the door to ensure she did give the matter her full attention, but he knew it wasn’t necessary. She would use the thirty minutes to come to the right decision and then she would be his.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Elise took up her position by the bed and placed a small wooden paddle on the floor beside her. It had looked like the least threatening option from an assortment of items that included riding crops and bamboo canes. For almost thirty minutes, she’d debated about what to do but, eventually, she’d known there was no real choice. She had to seize what she desperately needed, no matter how much that scared her. Ian offered everything she was looking for in a man. He was dominant, for sure, but he was also sensitive and compassionate. His intelligence was an incredible turn-on and she knew she could come to terms with his love of all things sci-fi. The fact that he was easy on the eyes didn’t hurt, either. 
 
    She bowed her head respectfully as Ian entered the room and came to stand over her. 
 
    “Good girl.” She could hear the approval in his voice. He reached down and took her hand to help her to her feet. “We’re going to do things differently this time. I want you to go and position yourself over the bench.” 
 
    Clearly, there was not going to be a heart-to-heart about her decision to stay. Elise was glad. She didn’t want to talk right now, or think, for that matter. She just wanted to feel and know without any more doubt that she’d made the right choice. That Ian obviously intended this punishment to be more intense than her first didn’t worry her. In the last half hour, her mind had formed every possible objection to submitting to Ian and she’d dismissed all of them. 
 
    With every ounce of grace she possessed, she draped herself across the bench, spreading her legs wide and resting her cheek against the red leather that covered the padded surface. She offered no resistance as Ian took his time to arrange her to his liking, legs stretched obscenely wide. A gasp of anticipation escaped her as he secured her to the wooden structure with leather restraints that felt surprisingly comfortable wrapped around her ankles and wrists. She moved experimentally and discovered she was held fast. Knowing that she was utterly helpless, bound and naked on the bench, she felt the first stirrings of desire. 
 
    “Four strokes for trying to deny what you really need,” Ian said. “Four for your obstinance in refusing to talk to me and four for using another man’s name to try to drive me away. Do you accept this punishment?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” It felt appropriate to demonstrate her respect and she could almost hear the smile breaking across Ian’s face as he murmured his approval. 
 
    The first crack of the paddle startled her, and she shrieked as heat flared across her bottom. That hurt so much more than his palm had. The next blow fell on her right butt cheek and she cried out once more. Already, tears were running down her face, but she made no pleas for Ian to stop. She deserved this punishment, welcomed it almost. With the third stroke of the paddle, she wiggled from side to side, trying to find some way to alleviate the discomfort. As soon as she settled, the wooden implement fell upon her reddened flesh once more. The rapid strokes of the paddle that followed gave her little time to truly absorb each one and the pain was growing more intense. Elise moaned and cried as she writhed on the bench, a cocktail of pleasure and pain coursing through her veins. Behind her, Ian offered words of praise and comfort as the punishment continued. 
 
    “This is the twelfth,” Ian told her as the final blow landed across the fleshiest part of her buttocks.  
 
    Elise whimpered as he moved to quickly unfasten her bindings. As he pulled her up into his arms, she buried her face against his chest and cried, relieved that the punishment was over, and that she could be close to him once more. Ian carried her to the bed and held her as she straddled his lap. He cooed softly to her, and rubbed her back to take away the pain and the misery that came, not from the punishment, but from knowing that she’d earned it by hurting him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she murmured in his ear as she recovered herself. “How can I make it up to you?” 
 
    Without saying a word, Ian slid down the zipper of his pants and freed his hugely erect cock. There was no need for any foreplay. He lifted Elise and helped her to lower herself onto him, her glistening wet pussy pulling him in deep. As he seated himself fully inside her, Elise blew out a breath as she was stretched wide. She began to move, raising and lowering herself in a gentle rhythm as Ian caressed her breasts, squeezing her nipples to send a jolt of pain straight to her core. He thrust up inside her and she groaned ecstatically as he took control of the pace.  
 
    “Touch yourself,” he commanded, apparently sensing her need. 
 
    Elise slipped her hand between her legs and began to stroke the engorged bud of her clitoris as Ian drove relentlessly into her. Every part of her tensed as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable level. She let out a long, low moan as she was tipped over the edge. Her entire body convulsed, and she collapsed against Ian’s shoulder. A moment later, he yelled out his own climax and they fell onto the bed together, thoroughly sated. 
 
    As he pulled her tight against his body, Ian placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. Elise looked up at him and smiled. There was no doubt left in her mind. This was exactly where she belonged. 
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 Chapter One 
 
      
 
   L acey walked into the office, on shaky legs and barely holding it together, to find her boss frowning over a spreadsheet. She shook her head at his appearance; messy hair a touch too long because he'd missed the last appointment she'd made for him, brow furrowed in concentration, shirt buttoned up to his neck with the ever-present pocket protector stuffed with pens and pencils.  
 
    Jasper Trent was a nerd; super intelligent and a nice man when she got his attention away from the computer screen, schematic or spreadsheets long enough to have a conversation. When he worked, he was hyper-focused and very difficult to redirect to other things. She wondered if she should even bother trying to tell him she'd just been mugged.  
 
    Lacey had stopped to tell the security officer on duty because it happened on her way back into the building from picking up lunch for both her and Jasper. The man forgot to eat unless she put it under his nose. With a shake of her head Lacey went to her own desk realizing she couldn't handle it if Jasper didn't listen to her right now. She rubbed the swelling on the side of her jaw and recognized her whole body actually hurt from being knocked to the pavement after the mugger had hit her.  
 
    Her hands were shaking and she gave a rueful laugh as the tears started, par for the course. She'd held her shit together all the way back into the building but now that she was at her desk she was about to fall apart.  
 
    The phone rang making her jump and gasp, her hands pressed to her cheeks. She stared down at it as if it were a viper about to strike.  
 
    "Lacey, the phone is ringing," Jasper said absently.  
 
    She just continued to stare, unable to force herself to move or even respond to her boss’s summons.  
 
    "Lacy?" She heard the puzzlement in his voice before he picked up the extension on his own desk. "Trent Innovations… I see… Please send him up as soon as he arrives." 
 
    Lacey began to rock in her seat as she remembered the big man approaching her, the scent of stale whiskey permeating his pores. The foulness of his breath when he'd grabbed her with both hands demanding her purse…  
 
    Firm hands grabbed her upper arms as she was lost in the memory and she screamed, hitting out at the person holding her. "Lacey! It's me… Lacey look at me!" The sound of Jasper's deepened voice and the command implicit in it drew her attention from memories of her attacker.  
 
    Her eyes moved to his face, those usually vague blue eyes now pinning her in place with a laser intensity that caused a little flutter in the pit of her stomach. "Jasper…" She said his name dumbly, looking to where his hands firmly held her upper arms.  
 
    "Why didn't you tell me you were mugged?" he asked as he gently pulled her hands from her face then stiffened when he caught sight of the left side of her face. "He hit you?" 
 
    Lacey pulled her hands free to cover her face and resume rocking.  
 
    "He hit me and knocked me down," she told him softly.  
 
    Jasper immediately began running his hands up and down her legs. She tried to pull away from him but he held her fast.  
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "I'm making sure you aren't hurt anywhere else," he explained matter-of-factly as he did a thorough check of her legs, lifting her skirts all the way up despite her protest.  
 
    "Jasper, stop!" she cried, as he lifted her to stand so her could see her more of the dark bruise forming on the side of her right upper thigh, lifted her skirt to her waist, then turned her body so he could inspect her ass.  
 
    "Stop fighting me, young lady," he commanded in a very un-Jasper like tone. "I need to make sure you're all right.” Then, he was pulling her blouse out of the waistband of her skirt so he could lift it as well, every protest Lacey made was firmly dealt with as her enigmatic boss did just as he pleased.  
 
    His gentle touch and firm demeanor had Lacey staring at him stupefied as he continued his assessment of her injuries.  
 
    Finally, Jasper led her to the couch positioned against the far wall of his office. Sitting her down, he told her to stay put while he got some ice packs. 
 
    In no time at all, a large ice pack was situated under her right upper thigh and hip and a smaller one was pressed against her jaw, while Jasper used disinfectant on the scrapes across her elbows and forearms.  
 
    "Jasper, this really isn't necessary," she told him, suddenly uncomfortable to have all that energy and focus on her.  
 
    "You will just sit still and do as you're told," he said firmly. "A policeman should be here in a minute to take your statement." 
 
    Just them the door opened and the security guard brought a uniformed cop into the room. To her surprise, Jasper sat down next to her on the couch and pulled her into his side protectively.  
 
    "Mr. Trent… Ma'am, I just wanted to get your statement while the events are fresh on your mind. Then I'd like you to come down to the station so we can take pictures of your injuries and then sit you down with a sketch artist." 
 
    "Pictures?" Lacey exclaimed in horror. She would have jumped up from the couch but Jasper kept her firmly pinned to his side.  
 
    "We need to take pictures so we can use them in court if we catch the perp," the officer told her.  
 
    She vehemently started shaking her head. "I don't think so." 
 
    "Ms. Chalmers is still very shaken up. I need to get her to my personal physician to be examined and then she needs to rest. I will bring her to the police station tomorrow and she can give her statement. We can discuss the pictures and whatever else you need from us at that time." 
 
    Lacey was dumbfounded to hear Jasper speak both authoritatively and articulately to the officer.  
 
    The cop made one last attempt to push the issue. "It would best if we—" 
 
    "I will call the station in the morning and make an appointment with your commander. Thank you. Charles, please show the officer out." Jasper said as he rose to his feet and pulled her up next to him.  
 
    When had Jasper become such a hardass?  
 
    Most of the time she wasn't sure he knew what time it was or even the day of the week. He was always so lost in the facts and figures of his business or his designs for a new invention. This take-charge side was a little disconcerting and to be honest a lot sexy. Lacey wasn't sure she could handle this Jasper today.  
 
    "They are not taking pictures of my ass!" she said succinctly. 
 
    "You've had a rough day. We can talk about that tomorrow," he told her as he began to lead her out of the office.  
 
    "I don't need to talk about it today, or tomorrow either, because it's not happening." Lacey stopped in the middle of the hall to glare up at him. 
 
    "Like I said, we will discuss the matter tomorrow. Now, I'm taking you to see Dr. Linden," Jasper informed her.  
 
    "I don't need to see a doctor," she argued. 
 
    "I'll be the judge of that," he told her firmly. 
 
    "You are my employer Jasper, not my keeper!" Lacey growled up at him. 
 
    "A situation I believe needs to change immediately. Stop arguing with me. Let's go." Jasper tried to steer her towards the elevator.  
 
    "I am not going to the doctor, dammit!" She resisted his efforts to move her along.  
 
    Jasper heaved a sigh and whispered what sounded like a plea for patience then leaned down, putting his shoulder in her midsection. The next thing she knew, Lacey hung upside-down over her boss’s shoulder, glaring at his backside. 
 
    "Put me down you jackass!" she yelled, smacking his surprisingly taut ass. 
 
    She gasped when a much harder slap landed across her own upturned bottom in response.  
 
    "Oww!" 
 
    "Behave," was all he said as he carried her into the elevator. 
 
    She felt something sharp digging into the front of her thigh and realized it was his pocket protector. “Your pocket protector is—” 
 
    The complete thought wasn’t even out of her mouth before she felt his hand moving under her thigh and suddenly the pocket protector was sailing over her head to land behind them at the foot of a very shocked Charles. 
 
    “Jasper!” she hissed. 
 
    “Lacey!” Jasper returned. 
 
    Charles suddenly grinned and picked up the pocket protector before calling out, “I’ll just put this on your desk, Mr. Trent.” 
 
    “Thank you Charles!” Jasper yelled over his shoulder. Lacey squirmed again trying to get him to put her down. She got another swat on the ass for her effort and immediately stilled. 
 
    Lacey stared at the floor shocked into silence for the moment. Jasper had just slapped her ass again… hard. Her handsome, Clark-Kent-ish—but extremely absent-minded—boss had been replaced with—well—Superman, and she had no idea how to handle this change of character.  
 
    She expected Jasper to look at her with a vague-eyed concern when she told him she’d been mugged then return his focus to whatever he was working.   
 
    Suddenly finding herself the object of his intensity was completely beyond her; she certainly had no idea how to deal with the fact that this new persona made her panties wet.  
 
    Lacey was so lost in her reverie she didn’t notice when the elevator opened into the garage until Jasper was gently setting her down in the passenger seat.  
 
    She opened her mouth to further argue about the need to see a doctor, but Jasper shushed her by placing two fingers over her lips as he leaned down to stare into her eyes. 
 
    “Please don’t argue with me, Lacey. I need to make sure you’re all right.” 
 
    The earnest look in his piercing blue eyes stopped her from making any further argument. Jasper was truly worried about her… all of this out-of-character behavior was evidence of his concern.  
 
    She sighed and leaned back against the seat with a nod. Seeing a doctor was a simple price to pay. Once Jasper knew she was all right, everything would go back to normal.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Jasper drove silently to Dr. Linden’s upscale clinic. Lacey hadn’t said a word since he put her into the car. Fury tightened in his gut as he pictured some man hitting her and knocking her to the ground.  
 
    She wasn’t a big woman, only about five-feet-two-inches in her stocking feet; she wouldn’t have stood a chance against her assailant. Lacey didn’t have an aggressive bone in her body; in fact, everything about her was soft from her light green eyes to her full-figured body.  
 
    She wasn’t fat, but she had full breasts and a delightfully rounded ass that drove him to distraction most days. Somehow, Jasper had managed to keep his clueless assistant from realizing he wanted to explore every sweet curve she possessed.  
 
    Jasper wanted to own Lacey’s delectable body in every way possible, but he’d been careful as he plotted his pursuit to prevent his sweet little assistant from bolting.  
 
    He knew Lacey saw him as a nerd; an absent-minded computer geek that barely noticed his surroundings. An image that Jasper had fostered to make her comfortable sharing his office with him while he decided the best way to make her more than his assistant. 
 
    Jasper already saw her as much more. Lacey was his everything. She was his future; he thought of the song by Bryan Adams “Have You Ever Really Loved A Woman”. That was how he felt about Lacey. It sounds romantic if you try to tell a girl you can see your unborn children in her eyes, she’s likely to run from the room screaming.  
 
    Especially when she was just there for a job interview. Jasper had kept his feelings hidden and plotted to make his assistant his forever after, but today had changed everything. 
 
    When he’d realized she been attacked and hurt, every protective instinct he possessed had flooded forward. He had to make sure she was okay and then he needed to hold her and never let her go.  
 
    When he parked in the garage next to the elevator, he got out and walked around the car, pleased when Lacey patiently waited for him to open her door.  
 
    “This really isn’t necessary,” she whispered softly as he took her arm to help her from the car. He might have been swayed if it weren’t for the rapidly swelling bruise along the edge of her jaw.  
 
    “Humor me, please,” was all he said as he led her into Dr. Linden’s swanky waiting room.  
 
    “Mr. Trent.” The receptionist immediately opened the inner door and led them straight back into the office. “How can I help you today?” 
 
    “My assistant was mugged and I want the doctor to check her over and make sure she’s okay.” 
 
    “Of course,” the woman said before leading them into a room with a large exam table, two chairs and a stool.  
 
    Lacey immediately sat down in one of the chairs. A nurse came in, removing a hospital gown from one of the drawers beneath the table before turning to face them with a firm look.  
 
    “Miss, you change into the gown in the restroom though there and then climb up on the table so the doctor can examine you.” 
 
    “Is it really necessary for me to get undressed?” Lacey asked with a frown. 
 
    “Are there bruises or injuries beneath your clothing?” the nurse asked. 
 
    “There is some bruising on her hip and along her left side,” Jasper said helpfully. 
 
    The nurse nodded. “Then you’ll need to strip all the way down beneath the gown,” she said before bustling out the door.  
 
    “No way,” Lacey said frowning at the hospital gown.  
 
    “Lacey, please do as the nurse asked,” Jasper told her deliberately deepening his voice. She instinctively moved to obey then stopped herself with a frown.  
 
    “How do you do that?” Lacey asked as she turned to face him with her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Do what?” he asked, trying to keep the amusement out of his voice. 
 
    “You know exactly what, Jasper Trent! Are you trying to hypnotize me into cooperating with this ridiculousness?” There was a note of outrage in her voice.  
 
    He did laugh then. “No, baby. I’m just speaking in a tone of command that you respond to naturally. It’s instinctive because you want to please me.” 
 
    Lacey looked up at him with confusion clouding her green eyes. “I want to please you?” 
 
    Jasper rose from his chair and moved to stand in front of her as he cupped her face gently in his hands. “Yes… just like I want to please you… to take care of you.” He ran his thumb lightly over her lower lip as he spoke and was gratified to feel a slight shudder run through her body in response.  
 
    Continuing to hold her gaze with his, he leaned down and lightly kissed her soft mouth at the corner then he brought his mouth fully to hers. He took advantage of her soft gasp to sink his tongue into the wet heat of her mouth in a leisurely exploration.  
 
    He felt their kiss to the tips of his toes but forced himself to pull back because now was not the time to make her his. When he straightened back up she leaned towards him with a soft little whimper that made him smile.  
 
    Jasper gently ran the pad of his thumb back over her now kiss-swollen lips. “I need you to go and change into the gown now, baby.” 
 
    Lacey blinked twice then nodded as she grabbed the gown before walking into the bathroom and firmly closing the door between them.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Lacey leaned back against the closed door and released the breath she’d been holding. Her hand came up to hold the gown against her breast where her heart seemed about to beat out of her chest.  
 
    What was happening? Why was Jasper suddenly calling her baby? Why was everything in her leaping to life in response to the command in his tone? Why was her world suddenly centered on that kiss? 
 
    The kiss that had stolen her breath and sense in one fell swoop, Lacey didn’t know much at the moment but she knew she wanted Jasper’s mouth on hers again. The little pulse of heat between her thighs echoed the sentiment of the thought.  
 
    She wasn’t sure if life had been leading her to this place all along or if the universe had shifted on its axis today, but Lacey was afraid she wanted her nerdy, suddenly-dominant boss to the core of her being.  
 
    She just had to decide if it was worth risking everything to get him. What if he just wanted a roll in the hay? Or worse… what if he was just caught up in the moment of rescuing a damsel in distress and didn’t really want her—the real Lacey—at all? 
 
    At that depressing thought, Lacey hung the gown over the hook on the back of the door as she began to undress. She neatly folded her clothes and set them on the chair conveniently placed in the corner of the bathroom before donning the gown.   
 
    Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and walked back into the exam room. Lacey deliberately didn’t look at Jasper as she started to climb up onto the table.  
 
    “Just a minute, young lady.” Jasper stopped her with a hand on her arm.  
 
    She licked her lips as she tried to ignore the way the commanding tone in his voice made her girl parts leap to attention. 
 
    “What?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
    “You forgot to take off your panties. The nurse told you to strip all the way down,” he said firmly. 
 
    Lacey felt a flush of heat fill her face. “I don’t think—” 
 
    “Panties,” Jasper said sternly, holding out his hand. 
 
    She swallowed, reaching under the gown to pull her panties down her legs and stepping out of them. Lacey gripped them close to her chest but when Jasper held his hand out commandingly again, she reluctantly put them in his hand, nearly fainting when he tucked them into his pocket.  
 
    “Good girl,” he told her, lifting her easily to sit on the side of the table.  
 
    He stepped away from her when Dr. Linden came in the room.  
 
    “Hello Jasper; Miss…?” 
 
    “Chalmers… Lacey Chalmers,” Jasper told the doctor before she could even open her mouth. “Lacey was attacked outside my building earlier and I want to make sure her injuries are all superficial.” 
 
    “I see.” The doctor placed a gentle hand under her chin to lift her head as he examined her swollen face. “He got you pretty good, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes… I think I’ll be okay, though,” Lacey said softly. 
 
    “Sore?” Dr. Linden asked as he gently pressed his fingers to the injury. 
 
    Lacey hissed. “Yes.” 
 
    “Ice off and on for the next twenty four hours and Ibuprofren to help keep that swelling under control,” he told them. “Any other injuries?” 
 
    Jasper quickly told the doctor about the bruises on her hip, shoulder and leg.  
 
    She glared at Jasper. “I can speak, you know.” 
 
    Jasper just patted her leg lightly and went on discussing her bruises with the doctor like she wasn’t there. Lacey fumed quietly as they plotted the best way to take care of her for the next day or so. When Jasper informed the doctor she would be staying with him for the foreseeable future, she had to interrupt.  
 
    “I will be fine at my apartment. I am hardly bed-ridden. I can put ice on my bruises without any assistance. Thank you for your concern, Jasper, but I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Laser sharp blue eyes pinned her in place with an intensity that made her mouth go dry and she couldn’t help it; she dropped her eyes.  
 
    “We will discuss where you’ll be staying on the way home,” Jasper said firmly as he accepted a prescription from the doctor and helped Lacey climb down from the table. “Go ahead and put your clothes on while I finish with the doctor.” 
 
    “But—” Lacey felt she had to assert herself but he simply raised his hand to stop her words.  
 
    “Please, Lacey, let me handle this,” he told her softly. She felt herself responding to the need to help that she could clearly read in his eyes.  
 
    “All right, Jasper,” she acquiesced and turned to head back to the bathroom. 
 
    She was almost completely dressed when she realized Jasper still had her panties in the pocket of his pants. There was nothing she could do short of walking back in there and asking for her panties in front of the doctor—something she was certainly not going to be doing.  
 
    So, commando it is. Lacey blushed as she felt the air circulating against her naked mound beneath the skirt and had to suppress a little shiver in response to the innocent breeze. 
 
    Once they left the doctor's office, the fight just went out of Lacey. She was tired and her body ached with a combination of the day’s events and frustrated desire. The feel of her bareness beneath her skirt accentuated the throb of her clit with every step.  
 
    So, when Jasper drove straight to his high-rise apartment building, she couldn't muster the energy to protest. She was far too busy controlling her newfound urge to jump her boss's bones.  
 
    Lacey didn't say a word when he helped her from the car and led her to the elevators, as they rode up to his penthouse apartment neither seemed to have the words to bridge the silence that seemed to echo between them.  
 
    Though she was exhausted, excited tension thrummed through her body. What was Jasper thinking? Did he really want her? Were these new feelings blooming to life inside her only one-sided? 
 
    The doors slid open and he placed a proprietary hand in the small of her back to urge her into his apartment. Lacey took a deep breath and followed his silent command. 
 
    He steered her into a sunken living room with wide windows that overlooked the city's largest park. The sun was setting and below them she could see streetlights coming to life as twilight closed in, signaling the end of the day.  
 
    Jasper sighed, turning Lacey to face him. She found herself unable to look up and instead kept her gaze fixed on the top button of his shirt and the sprigs of hair that seemed to be fighting for freedom.  
 
    His hands came up to gently cup her face as he tilted it up so she was forced to meet his gaze. The intensity of his piercing blue eyes caused her tummy to flip and increased her heart rate. She was so confused by the new sensations and feelings bombarding her... The stress of the day and her fears seemed to have taken her ability to filter herself.  
 
    "What do you want from me?" Lacey asked in an almost breathless whisper. 
 
    Jasper looked down at her a smile playing at the edge of his lips.  
 
    "Everything." 
 
    She felt her eyes widen as her heart seemed to shudder in her chest.  
 
    "I—" 
 
    "Shhh," he told her as he leaned his head so his forehead rested against hers. "Lacey, I'm in love with you. I want everything from you; your heart, your loyalty... your submission, but not tonight. Tonight, I just want to hold you and thank God you're safe. Can we talk about my ultimate goals tomorrow? Can you let me just take care of you and hold you close for the time being?" 
 
    Lacey felt her body slump against his as he pulled her close and realized she didn't want to think about tomorrow; she needed the comfort he offered and she wasn't going to question it or him anymore tonight.  
 
    "Yes Jasper," she murmured.  
 
    "Thank you." He gathered her into his arms and sat down on the sofa with her situated on his lap, cradled against him. Her body sank into his, letting the warmth of his body soak into her as she laid her head in the crook of his neck and closed her eyes with a soft sigh of surrender.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next few days passed quickly. Lacey simply relaxed and let Jasper take charge of everything. He ensured her injuries were iced as the doctor instructed and helped her give a statement to the police, quietly lending his support when she refused to let them take pictures of her bruised hip. 
 
    They finally agreed that the pictures they had of her swollen jaw were enough.  
 
    He pampered her, keeping her safe and sound in his apartment, just the two of them, except for the few hours they spent at the police station. Lacey enjoyed the quiet time they spent just watching television or playing cards.  
 
    There was no pressure; Jasper made no further mention of loving her or anything else regarding their relationship. He just took care of her and kept her entertained while her body healed. 
 
    Lacey buried the words that wanted to echo through her. "I want everything; your heart, your loyalty, your submission."  
 
    She shoved them down and tried not to think about them and everything they implied, desperate to ignore the way the thought of them made her core go liquid and heat.  
 
    She knew sooner or later she would have to face Jasper and either accept or deny his words, but Lacey was nowhere near ready for that confrontation. Once they brought it into the light of day, everything between them would change and life as she knew it would be forever altered. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    After spending four days at Jasper’s home, they returned to work.  Everything seemed to return to normal, except for some reason, every night, Jasper continued to insist Lacey return to his home rather than her own.   
 
    To Lacey though, Jasper’s behavior appeared mostly the same at work, but it was a little different, too. He still got lost in computer codes and the project designs for whatever project he was working on, but now he was always aware of where she was and what she was doing.  
 
    In fact his regard was so intense that at times, Lacey swore she felt him thinking about her. She knew that was a ridiculous supposition; it wasn’t like he was always staring at her but at the same time it was obvious he knew where she was every moment of the day.  
 
    Lacey decided that tonight was the night she was returning to her own apartment. She’d been at Jasper’s for over a week and she couldn’t live in this weird limbo land that seemed to exist between them anymore.  
 
    She wasn’t sure if he still wanted her or even if he really ever wanted her, but she wanted him and the tension between them with no action was killing her. The need she felt for the maddening man was almost palpable; her sex was so hot, swollen and achy it was a wonder it didn’t shoot flames at Jasper every time her legs were open.  
 
    Now that would grab his attention for sure—a pussy flame-thrower.  
 
    Lacey wasn’t certain of much but she knew if Jasper didn’t extinguish these flames soon she would spontaneously combust. So, tonight, she was going home to her apartment and having some intense private time with B.O.B. 
 
    A girl had to do what she could to take the edge off.  
 
    Her phone rang, interrupting her thoughts of flame throwing pussies and B.O.B. “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey Lace!” the sultry tones of her best friend Whitney came across the line. “You shacking up at Jasper’s again tonight?” 
 
    Lacey groaned, “We are not shacking up, in fact, I’m going home tonight. B.O.B. and I need some quality time, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Do tell—Jasper hasn’t scratched that itch yet?” She could almost see the amused expression on Whitney’s face at her words.  
 
    “Would you stop?” Lacey demanded in exasperation. “I told you it wasn’t like that, but a girl still has needs.” 
 
    “Sure, whatever helps you sleep at night, Lace. Of course, B.O.B. might go a long way towards helping you get your forty winks,” her friend said with a snicker. Subtlety was not exactly Whitney’s forte. 
 
    After agreeing to meet for lunch at the end of the week, they ended the call and Lacey tried to get back to ignoring the raging inferno between her thighs—and concentrating on updating the employee files in the company computer system.  
 
    “Just who is Bob and why does he need quality time with you?” Jasper suddenly asked from directly behind her chair.  
 
    Lacey screamed and grabbed her chest as she turned to glare at her increasingly annoying boss. “What the hell, Jasper?” 
 
    “Language, Lacey,” he admonished automatically.  
 
    “Yes, Dad,” she said with a roll of her eyes before turning back to her computer screen.  
 
    “You didn’t answer my question,” Jasper stated with a bite in his voice.  
 
    Lacey looked at him blankly. “What question?” 
 
    “Who the fuck is Bob?” he practically snarled.  
 
    She blinked, momentarily nonplussed, but then she felt a big grin spread over her face. He did want her! 
 
    “Language, Jasper,” Lacey said sassily before turning away from him again.  
 
    In a flash, she found herself out of the chair as Jasper sat down in it and pulled her face down across his lap. She simply stared dumbly at the floor for minute as she processed the turn of events. His rather hard hand clapped off her upturned backside and she bucked over his lap.  
 
    “Jasper, let me go this instant!” she yelled, yelping again as his hand clapped off her ass another time.  
 
    “Who is Bob?” he asked again as he smacked his hand down twice more in quick succession.  
 
    “Owww! None of your business!” Lacey yelled stubbornly, only to gasp when Jasper abruptly jerked her flouncy skirt up and tossed it over her back. “No!” she cried when he hooked his fingers in her panties.  
 
    “Yes!” Jasper said succinctly as he pulled them to her knees despite her desperate attempts to hang on to them. 
 
    “Jasper, wait!” Lacey cried as she looked up over her shoulder and into his determined face. 
 
    He frowned at her and brought his hand down to rest on her bare bottom with a nod. “I’m waiting.” 
 
    She sighed and controlled her impulse to roll her eyes again given the current set of circumstances. “Bob is my vibrator.” 
 
    “You named it Bob?” This time Jasper seemed nonplussed. 
 
    Lacey felt her face flush with heat. “Battery operated boyfriend.” 
 
    “I see.” He studied her for a minute and then pulled the panties all the way down her legs and off her feet before lifting her from his lap.  
 
    She watched in horror as once again he tucked her panties into his pants pocket. “Jasper, give me those!” 
 
    “You won’t be needing them,” he told her succinctly before catching her by the arm and bending at the waist to put his shoulder in her midsection. “Panties are a privilege.” 
 
    He straightened back up and headed out his office door.  Lacey moaned in mortification as once more Charles was there to witness her being carted out of the office like a sack of potatoes, though her lady bits were thrilled by this show of caveman from her stern nerd.  
 
    She wasn’t as thrilled with the sharp thing sticking her hip—the stern nerd’s requisite pocket protector.   
 
    “Pocket protector,” Lacey whispered softly. 
 
    In mere nanoseconds, it was sailing behind them to land once more at the feet of the bemused security guard.  
 
    “Charles, Miss Chalmers and I will be out for the rest of the day. Lock up, please,” Jasper called over his shoulder as he carried her into the elevator.  
 
    “Yes sir! I’ll just leave this on your desk again,” Charles said with a broad grin and a wink at Lacey. She wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to speak to the man again without blushing.  
 
    The evening’s possibilities were definitely looking up. As the elevator doors closed Lacey asked, “Where exactly are you taking me?” 
 
    “Home,” he said succinctly. 
 
    “Could you elaborate more, Captain Vague?” she asked snarkily. 
 
    In a flash, she was off his shoulder and against the wall of the elevator with his body pressed tightly to hers as his mouth came down on hers, hard. It was a kiss of possession—Jasper wasn’t asking, he was conquering; his mouth devouring hers. 
 
    Lacey moaned loudly into his mouth as she lifted one leg and wrapped it around him so she could her rub needy core against him. One of his big hands cupped one ass cheek with his fingers ghosting into her crack while he helped her ride the seam of his jeans. 
 
    When he finally released her mouth, they were both panting. Jasper looked down at her intently. “You aren’t using Bob or anything else get off.” 
 
    Irritation made her arch a brow, “Oh, I’m not?” 
 
    “No,” Jasper said just before he nipped her lower lip sharply before soothing the small hurt with his tongue. “Do you know why?” 
 
    “Why?” she asked in an almost whiney voice as he straightened away from her.  
 
    “Because you aren’t going to come until I’m balls deep inside you taking what belongs to me,” he said boldly. 
 
    Lacey grinned up at him. “Well it’s about damn time.” 
 
    Jasper laughed. “Language, young lady.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Jasper ushered Lacey into his apartment closed and locked the door then turned to face her. “Strip.” 
 
    She gave him a coy little grin as her fingers toyed with the hem of her short-sleeved sweater. “What if I don’t want to?” 
 
    “We both know better than that, young lady. Don’t make me ask again,” he said firmly. 
 
    “What happens if you ask again?” Lacey asked him with a little hitch of arousal in her voice.   
 
    “In that case, I will take you over my knee and spank that naughty little bottom of yours some more,” Jasper told her, enjoying the shudder that went through her at his words. “Do I need to ask you again?” 
 
    “I think you’d better,” she whispered. 
 
    Jasper caught her around the waist and jerked her to him, easily pulling the small sweater over her head then deftly unhooking her bra. He loved the sight of those full, round breasts tipped with red nipples that were tightly furled as if begging for his mouth.  
 
    He’d get to that soon enough. First, he had some discipline to deliver to a naughty bottom. Scooping her up in his arms, Jasper carried her to the couch and sat down in the middle of it before standing her back on her feet in front of him. Staring up into Lacey’s bright green eyes, he caught the waistband of her skirt and pulled it down her legs until it puddled around her feet.  
 
    Since her panties were still in his pocket, she was completely naked under his gaze. He could see the swollen lips of her sex and the hint of moisture clinging to them. She had a sweet little dusting of hair just at the top of her slit but was otherwise completely bared to him.  
 
    Leaning forward Jasper pressed a kiss to her mound letting his tongue slip between her wet lips to the treasure that lay just beyond.  
 
    Lacey whimpered then threaded her fingers through his hair as he stroked just the tip of his tongue around her clit. Again and again, he circled it lightly before giving a few rapid flicks of his tongue against the little nub. He could feel her pulse beating against his tongue as the little bud continued to swell. 
 
    When Lacey ground her slit against his face Jasper pulled away and looked up at her. 
 
    “Please…” she begged. 
 
    “Naughty girls don’t get to come.” He told her firmly. “Do you know what naughty girls get Lacey?” 
 
    She shuddered again as she stared into his eyes. “They get spanked.” 
 
    “That’s right, baby.” Jasper pulled her to him so he could whisper against her ear, “They get spanked on their bare bottoms.” 
 
    Lacey gave a soft mewling little cry. “Please, Jasper…” 
 
    “Please what, baby?” He nibbled on her ear lobe. 
 
    “Please spank me,” she said softly.  
 
    “With pleasure.” Jasper helped her over his lap, admiring the full rounded globes of her ass. She wasn’t even pink from the swats he’d given her earlier, something he’d fix now. 
 
    He loved this buildup to the spanking; the feel of her soft cool skin under his palm… relishing the heat he would soon find there as a result of his spanking. He slowly ran his hand over every inch of her upturned bottom enjoying each caress. 
 
    He lifted his hand and brought it down with a snap on the under curve of her left ass cheek. Lacey gave a cry of surprise, but he didn’t give her time to fully absorb the swat before he delivered a matching on to the right cheek. He slapped back and forth between her bottom cheeks, picking up a fast rhythm that soon brought a yelp as she kicked one foot. 
 
    He stopped the spanking for a minute and began to rub the now-warm skin, gently massaging it, every stroke bringing him closer to her wet slit. Lacey groaned and moved her legs further apart in obvious invitation. 
 
    Jasper grinned and resumed the spanking—harder this time and a little faster. Soon, Lacey’s hips were jerking side to side in time with his swats. He stopped again when her bottom was an even red shade from mid-crack to the top of her thighs.  
 
    As he caressed her bottom, he allowed his fingers to delve between her thighs then drove two deep inside her hot sheath.  
 
    “Oooh!” she cried out as he pumped his fingers in and out of her, working her until he felt the telltale flutter of her inner muscles around his fingers and pulled out.  
 
    “No! Jasper, you can’t do that!” Lacey wailed. 
 
    In answer, he tipped her further over his knee with her legs spread on each side of his leg.  
 
    “You don’t control your pleasure, I do.” He began to swat low on her ass just over her core. 
 
    “Oh god, Jasper!” she cried as her hips bucked helplessly up to meet each swat.  
 
    Jasper continued the spanking until he knew she was right on the edge then he quickly put her on all fours on top of the coffee table.” 
 
    You stay right where you are,” he commanded as he stripped out of his clothes. 
 
    Naked, her came up behind her and pressed the head of his cock against her wet slit, letting her juices coat him.  
 
    “Who do you belong to?” he asked her hoarsely. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lacey loved the feel of his cock pressing against her entrance and tried to thrust her hips back to capture his length inside her needy core. 
 
    Jasper delivered another five slaps to her left ass cheek in response.  
 
    “Who controls your pleasure?” 
 
    “Oooh… you do!” she cried. 
 
    “That’s right,” he said before delivering five more swats to the right cheek. “Now, who do you belong to?” 
 
    “You Jasper, I belong to you,” Lacey said softly then ended on a wail of pleasure as he drove inside her to the hilt.  
 
    His thick cock stretched her tender inner muscles deliciously and he didn’t give her time to adjust, pulling out almost completely and slamming back inside again.  
 
    She was so primed that she came on the third thrust, her inner muscles clamping down on his pistoning length and squeezing tight.  
 
    Jasper didn’t stop, he kept pounding in and out of her relentlessly as one hand crept around her and slid down her belly so his fingers could surround her clit. Every movement drove her against his fingers, forcing her clit to ride them. 
 
    In and out… his fingers sliding up and down with each forceful thrust until, with a scream, she exploded again. He wrapped both hands around the front of her pelvis and pulled her back against him as he ground deep inside her not allowing her to even finish one orgasm before sending her into another. 
 
    Lacey’s whole body began to shiver with the strength of the pleasure coursing through her system. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, sending her higher and higher until she shattered completely, her arms giving way so she laid with her chest pressed to the table, his hands still supporting her hips. Then, she heard his shout of release and felt the hot spurt of his seed against her sensitive inner walls, sending another shiver of pleasure through her.  
 
    Her whole body felt like a limp noodle as Jasper lifted her high in his arms once more and carried her to his bedroom and into the bathroom. Lacey leaned against him when he set her on the edge of the tub to run a bath.  
 
    Words didn’t seem necessary; she felt different somehow in this moment. She was more than who she’d been before Jasper; she was better… she was his… she was complete.  
 
    Surrendering completely to him had freed her somehow—freed her to just be in the moment without a worry or a care. 
 
    Jasper gently lowered her into the warm water to bathe her. She relaxed completely, giving herself over to his ministrations. When he was done, he wrapped her in a big towel then dried her before wrapping it around her. He sat her on the side of the tub once more while he quickly bathed himself.  
 
    He held her eyes with his the whole time, the loving look in them warming her heart… how had she ever missed the way he looked at her… like she was precious beyond measure? 
 
    Once they were both in bed wrapped in each other’s arms she said simply, “You love me.” 
 
    Jasper smiled and kissed the tip of her nose. “Yes, I believe I already told you that.” 
 
    Lacey blushed. “Yes, but I didn’t believe you. I didn’t think you really saw me.” 
 
    “I could never see anything but you Lacey… you’re my world,” he told her simply. 
 
    She sighed and laid her head against Jasper’s chest. She was his world and he was hers. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Lacey looked up from the computer to watch her husband. Jasper was frowning down at a print out. His hair was completely mussed from him running his hands through it and there was a smudge of ink under his right eye. His ever-present pocket protector sat at the ready in his shirt pocket full of the requisite pens and pencils.  
 
    A frisson of heat went through her clit at the sight of that pocket protector. Last time she’d made fun of it, Jasper had locked the office door and used the pencils from that very pocket protector and some rubber bands to make improvised nipple clamps. That had ended up being a delightful interlude. 
 
    Her nerd was good with the office supplies.  
 
    Jasper looked up and saw her watching him and heat filled his suddenly intense gaze. “What are you doing, young lady?” 
 
    She grinned. “Thinking about what a nerd you are.” 
 
    He arched a brow. “Talk like that could get you in trouble.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m hoping for,” Lacey told him unrepentantly as he walked towards her with open arms. She walked into his embrace without reservation.  
 
    “I love you, wife,” Jasper told her softly. 
 
    “And I love you, my darling nerd,” she said with a grin. 
 
    “I really need to take you in hand, little girl,” he said sternly. 
 
    “It’s about damn time,” Lacey told him. 
 
    “Language,” Jasper said with a frown. 
 
    She batted her eyelashes innocently, knowing he wouldn’t buy it for a second. 
 
    She walked into his embrace without reservation. 
 
    Jasper reached around her to pick up the pink ruler from her desk. It was made from a thick pliable plastic that almost felt rubbery it was longer than a regular ruler about eighteen inches rather than the typical twelve and it was hot pink. He had told her since it was for her he got pink. Lacey personally thought his reasons for the purchase had nothing to do with work as evidenced by the gleam in his eye when he held it up for her inspection. 
 
    She shivered when he ran the tip of the long ruler down her side and over her hip. "I think a little work place discipline is past due." 
 
    "I've tried to be a good girl," Lacey said with a little mock pout she knew her husband would love. 
 
    "Trying to be good is very different from being good little girl. Skirt up, panties down and present that naughty little bottom of yours." Jasper said as he backed away from her and began rolling up his sleeves while still holding the ruler. 
 
    She loved being able to see the muscles of his forearms when he was preparing to punish her. Lacey tried her best to look contrite as she worked her skirt up to her waist and then turned away from him to slowly pull her panties down her legs. To ensure he got the best view she shifted her legs apart before stepping out of them then paused as if she needed to straighten a shoe strap so he got a good look at wet sex before she stood to bend over her desk.  
 
    Jasper cleared his throat, "That was quite a show my saucy minx." 
 
    Lacey smirked at him over her shoulder, "You're such a dork." 
 
    "An extra ten swats it is. You love me just the way I am," he reminded her. 
 
    She gave an exaggerated eye roll as she turned to face her desk with a wriggle of her hips. "Very true." 
 
    "Eye rolls will be another penalty." Jasper told her sternly just before the ruler landed leaving a strip of fire in its wake. 
 
    "Holy hell!" Lacey yelped. 
 
    "Language," her husband admonished just before another line of fire landed just below the first.  
 
    Her very exacting, perfectionist nerd laid neat lines in perfect symmetry from the middle of her crack to mid-thigh. Once he'd laid the last stripe he started back up laying new lines directly on top of the last.  
 
    Lacey hissed with each new stroke, even though the fire in her ass stoked the one in her pussy that damn pink ruler would go mysteriously missing at her first opportunity. 
 
    Then the ruler hit the desk as Jasper knelt behind her gently tracing the hot skin of her ass with agile fingers interspersing each caress with soft kisses and licks of his tongue against her tender flesh.  
 
    She moaned and moved her legs further apart encouraging him to move inward with those teasing flicks of his tongue.  
 
    He chuckled then nipped her bottom sharply with his teeth, "Naughty. Who is in charge here young lady?" 
 
    "You are of course sir," Lacey said primly.  
 
    Jasper laughed then he caught a sore bottom cheek in each hand to spread her wide, exposing every part of her to his marauding tongue. She shuddered as he ran his tongue from the puckered rosebud of her ass to her clit in a long sweeping motion.  
 
    Then he began to lick every part of her leaving no part untouched. He nibbled and sucked on the bare lips of her sex making her clit throb in anticipation but he deliberately ignored the throbbing nub of need.  
 
    His tongue slid right past her clit again to toy at her entrance catching the nectar that flowed so freely as if he was desperate for a drink of her. Over and over his tongue circled her entrance without dipping inside where she needed his penetration.  
 
    "Oooh Jasper please! I'm sorry for being such a tease...you control my pleasure only you!" She cried ending on a groan of satisfaction as his tongue drove deep while a finger slipped up to worry her clit.  
 
    Lacey came apart under his clever mouth and hands her orgasm ripping through her. Her inner muscles were still fluttering in pleasure when he stood up and flipped her to her back on the desk, lifting her legs and pressing them against her chest as he opened his pants and drove inside her to the hilt.  
 
    They both groaned at the intensity of their joining. Jasper riding her hard and fast as he reclaimed what belonged to him.  She surrendered completely, reveling in his possession.  
 
    Jasper never failed to make her feel completely owned, safe and loved. Her cries of ecstasy rang through the room as his thick cock pounded in and out of her without mercy driving her from one peak to another until he leaned in to kiss her hard.  
 
    "One more time baby," he commanded. "Come with me now." 
 
    That was all it took to send Lacey over the edge a final time as he came and filled her with his hot seed.  
 
    He pressed his damp forehead against hers, "I love you wife." Jasper told her softly. 
 
    "And I love you my darling nerd," she said with a grin. 
 
    "I obviously need to take a firmer hand on the reigns," he said firmly. 
 
    "It's about damn time," Lacey told him. 
 
    "Language little girl," Jasper said with a frown. 
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    *ding* 
 
      
 
   S peed dating was not Diana's first choice of things to be doing at SuperCon, but here she was. At least she looked freaking fantastic in her Steampunk Harley Quinn cosplay. 
 
    She'd wanted to be walking the convention floor, gawking at the celebrities (Stephen Amell was totally as hot in person as he was on TV), posing for pictures, buying more things she didn't need, and hanging out with her friends. Unfortunately, her best friend had wanted to go speed dating and needed the moral support. Three months after a bad breakup with a cheating douche-bag, Sarah Jane was finally ready to dip her toe in the dating pool.  
 
    Diana just wished she'd chosen literally any other way to do it.  
 
    The vast majority of the guys were pretty cool, admittedly. Diana liked meeting new people and since they were all at SuperCon they all had a lot of interests in common with was nice. So far Diana hadn't really connection with any of them. That wasn't what was bothering her, though. No, the ones bothering her were the small minority of idiots and neckbeards interspersed throughout the regular guys.  
 
    Like the one who laid it on too thick, telling her how pretty she was even though she was in full clown make-up and obviously wearing a wig. Yeah, false compliments weren't going to get anywhere with her. Especially since most of them were more interested in staring at her boobs, which were pushed up by her corset, than in talking to her.  
 
    No brownie points for you. 
 
    The guy cosplaying the Joker who tried to act in character and role play with her leveled up from annoying to straight-out obnoxious. 
 
    But the worst were the guys who were pissy about how popular Harley Quinn had become since Suicide Squad and thought they had the right to judge any woman dressed in a Harley cosplay. Whether it was Suicide Harley or not and whether or not they actually knew anything about Harley. Fucking neckbeard gatekeepers.  
 
    Considering she knew a hell of a lot more about Harley Quinn's origins than any of the assholes who had demanded a metaphorical Nerd Card from her, she was ready to start throwing some punches. Hell, it'd even be in character. Fortunately, there had only been two of them so far out of over twenty guys that she'd talked to, but they'd been enough to completely run through her patience.  
 
    Glancing to her right, she almost groaned as the caped crusader himself swung in to her table. He was one of two Batmans in the event. Batman #1 had been one of the neckbeards, and he'd been a total douche after she'd pwned him with not just her knowledge of Harley Quinn, but knowing more about Batman than he did. He'd spent the second half of their five minutes on his phone, googling furiously so he could prove her wrong, and utterly failing.  
 
    That had actually been the better part of their 'date.' 
 
    Statistically, Batman #2 had to be better, right?  
 
    Unmoving, Diana stayed leaned back in her seat. She couldn't slump because of the steel boning of her corset, but she knew she looked unwelcoming. No amount of clown make-up was going to hide that.  
 
    Batman's cape swooped and settled as he sat down across from her, meeting her gaze. Rather than smiling or offering a hand or giving her a judgmental up and down of her cosplay, he just stared at her.  
 
    She stared back.  
 
    Chatter sprung up all around them as everyone else started talking to their new 'date.' 
 
    Leaning forward slightly, Batman crossed his forearms in front of him on the table, careful not to mess up the spikes on his gloves. Diana wondered if they were made out of foam or rubber or something else. She hoped he didn't think she was going to break the silence. Sitting here saying nothing for five minutes sounded kind of restful with the mood she was in.  
 
    Then he spoke, low and excessively growly. 
 
    "I'm Batman." 
 
    Okay, Christian Bale.  
 
    Unless... maybe that wasn't what he was referencing at all... Diana narrowed her eyes at him.  
 
    Responded in her squeakiest voice.  
 
    "I am Groot." 
 
    The mask and cowl of the caped crusader hid a lot, but it couldn't hide the little twitch at the corner of his mouth. A little spark of hope flared in Diana. Maybe this wouldn't be a total shit show.  
 
    "I'm Batman." 
 
    She found herself straightening up, drawn in despite herself. 
 
    "I am Groot!" 
 
    "I'm Batman!" 
 
    She leaned forward, bracing her arms on the table as well. 
 
    "I am Groot!"   
 
    He leaned forward even more. 
 
    "I'm Batman!"   
 
    "I am Groot!" 
 
    "I'M BATMA-aah" He started coughing.  
 
    Diana didn't know if the couching was real or if he was just following the bit, but she couldn't help laughing. He grinned back at her. 
 
    "So, a How It Should Have Ended fan, huh?" he asked, dark eyes sparkling. His real voice was a pleasant, even baritone.  
 
    "One of my favorite YouTube addictions," she admitted, unable to keep from smiling back at him. It was a little sad that this was already her best date so far and they had done nothing but quote a bit at each other. "Right along with Honest Trailer and Princess Rap Battles." 
 
    "Have you seen Screen Rant's Movie Pitch?" he asked. "They're probably right up your alley, too."  
 
    "I'll have to check them out," she said, studying him more closely now. Which was kind of difficult because the Batsuit covered a lot. Of course, he couldn't really see what she looked like, either. Between the wig, the make-up, the corset, and her poufy short skirt (which he couldn't see at all right now since they were sitting), she looked nothing like herself.  
 
    Nice smile, good jawline, completely clean-shaven, and deep brown eyes. Those were the things she was sure about him. Oh, and his two front upper teeth were just very slightly crooked, but she thought it added a little something to his smile.  
 
    "So, Harley, what do you like to do?" 
 
    "You mean other than YouTube and sewing? The usual. Hang out with friends, read books, watch movies and a few TV shows, occasionally go on a murderous rampage." 
 
    He laughed. "You're funny." 
 
    "I try. What about you?" To her surprise, she found she was genuinely interested in the answer. Although he wasn't that different from the majority of the guys she'd talked to—outside of an opening line that definitely tickled her fancy—there was just something a little extra to their interaction. A spark of attraction; even though she couldn't see very much of him, she still felt it.  
 
    What could she say? She was a humorsexual.  
 
    "About the same, but no murderous rampages, just occasional vigilante beat downs, you know the usual."  
 
    *ding* 
 
    Dammit. The two minute meet and greet time—which seemed forever long with the neckbeards—was over far too quickly with Batman #2. He smiled as he got up.  
 
    "It was nice to meet you Harley, I hope I see you again." 
 
    "Me too," she said, watching as he walked away. Too bad the cape covered his butt.  
 
    When the event was finally over, a somewhat tedious half-hour later, Diana turned in her paper with just one number on it—Batman #2's. A lot of the other guys had been nice, but he'd been the only one to really spark her interest. She was also definitely ready to get out to the convention floor.  
 
    Fortunately, so was Sarah Jane. She'd had a good time, had written down at least ten different guys' numbers to hand in, and was perfectly happy returning to the main room. As they did so, Diana found herself looking for Batman #2 again, but with the number of people who had shown up for the event he was lost somewhere in the crowd.  
 
    Which was probably for the best. The nice thing about the speed dating thing was that if they both turned in each other's numbers then they'd be contacted by the organizers with each other's phone numbers so they could get in touch. So if he hadn't put down her number too, she wouldn't be facing any real rejection.  
 
    "All right, it's your turn," Sarah Jane said, grinning at her. "What do you want to do next?" 
 
    "Let's go get our picture taken in the TARDIS," Diana said, returning her grin. They'd seen the set up earlier and it had looked awesome. 
 
    "Woo-hoo! Allons-y!" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Three hours later, she was trying to decide whether or not she really needed another leather corset. Okay, obviously she didn't need it, but she really wanted it.  
 
    "So what cosplay would that be for?" 
 
    A smile spread as she looked up, immediately recognizing Batman #2's voice. Kind of surprising considering they'd literally only talked for two minutes during the speed dating.  
 
    "I was just trying to figure that out," she admitted. "My rule is, I'm not allowed to buy it unless I know exactly how I'm going to use it. I've spent way too much money on things that 'could be good' for 'something.'" 
 
    He laughed. "I'm pretty sure I have an entire closet full of those things too. So ah... I wasn't sure if I should approach you in here since we haven't heard back from the speed dating people yet - at least I haven't—but I saw you and was hoping you wouldn't mind." 
 
    "I don't," she said, grinning at him. "Let's be horribly naughty and actually introduce ourselves, too." She stuck out her hand. "I'm Diana." 
 
    "Matt," he said, taking her hand and shaking it with a grin. "Nice to officially meet you." 
 
    He didn't let go of her hand. Not that she could really feel him through the glove, but it made her heart beat a little faster, anyway. He had to have put down her number for the speed dating people, right? 
 
    Like the good friend that she was, Sarah Jane popped up at Diana's side, obviously having noticed the guy hitting on her friend and wanting to make sure Diana was okay with it.  
 
    "Hello," Sarah Jane said, looking at him quizzically as he let Diana's hand drop.  
 
    "This is my friend Sarah Jane," Diana said to him, before turning to Sarah Jane. "And this is Groot." 
 
    "Oh!" Sarah Jane brightened. They'd decided to call him that because Batman was a little too generic with all of them running around.  
 
    "I thought you were Groot," Matt teased, winking at her. Yeah, he was definitely flirting. 
 
    Diana winked back. "We are Groot." 
 
    He cracked up.  
 
    "Oh geez," Sarah Jane said, laughing and shaking her head. "This is going to get bad, isn't it?" 
 
    "Define bad..." Diana quipped.  
 
    Two hours later the convention was getting ready to shut down and Diana was having a blast. Matt and his friends Steve and Dwayne had been hanging out with them for the past two hours. Even though Sarah Jane had been contacted by the speed dating people with several phone numbers of the guys who had been mutually interested in her, she seemed more interested in Dwayne for the moment.  
 
    When Matt had gotten the text, he'd grinned and winked at her. "Looks like the only woman whose number I gave them also put my number in." 
 
    "Oh... hey, how strange," she said, in an overly-casual voice as her phone beeped with an incoming message. She grinned. "Me too." 
 
    "So, what are you doing for dinner tonight?" he asked. "Hopefully eating somewhere around here?" 
 
    Diana and Sarah Jane looked at each other.  
 
    "We were gonna go back to our hotel and change and then find somewhere... we hadn't made a decision yet." 
 
    "We should all get dinner together," Dwayne suggested, eyeing Sarah Jane, who turned slightly pink as she smiled and nodded her head.  
 
    "Sounds good," Diana said, nodding as well. 
 
    "Great," Matt replied. He held up his phone. "I'll text you in an hour?" 
 
    Perfect. That should give her enough time to shower and figure out what the heck she was going to wear. She hadn't exactly planned on going on a date. 
 
    Hopefully he liked girls in leggings and over-sized nerd shirts. On the other hand, if he didn't, it was probably better that she know that now. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Actually being able to see Matt's face was nice as they laughed and chatted over dinner. He was a good-looking guy. And he seemed to like her without the face full of Harley clown make-up. He'd also liked her Ravenclaw Quidditch shirt, even though he was in Gryffindor.  
 
    Steve had decided to go do his own thing for dinner apparently, leaving Matt and Dwayne to meet up with her and Sarah Jane. Somehow—it had just happened naturally—she and Matt had ended up sitting next to each other on one side of the booth while Sarah Jane and Dwayne were on the other. It hadn't taken long for their conversations to diverge as they got to know each other, and she and Matt were soon comparing their favorite online videos while Dwayne and Sara Jane were talking about... something else. Diana wasn't exactly paying attention to them other than being happy to see Sarah Jane happy. 
 
    Even though she could swear neither she nor Matt had moved, somehow over the course of the meal their thighs had become pressed together. More than once—whenever their conversation did intersect with Dwayne and Sarah Jane—he'd leaned back against the booth and casually stretched his arm out across the back of it. Diana hadn't leaned into it exactly... but she definitely hadn't been leaning away either.  
 
    She definitely hadn't gone into the weekend thinking about a con hook up but... she was definitely considering it now. Matt was hot, funny, and the sexual chemistry between them was definitely sparking. In fact, if she didn't have Sarah Jane to consider, she would have already suggested she and Matt keep hanging out after they finished dinner... 
 
    Especially because— 
 
    "You haven't seen Llamas with Hats? How have you not seen Llamas with Hats?! It's brilliant!" And also a travesty that he hadn't seen it. He laughed as she clutched at her heart.  
 
    "Maybe you should come back to my hotel room and show it to me," he said. His eyes were twinkling, but his voice was serious.  
 
    Yes! 
 
    But... 
 
    She looked over at Sarah Jane and Dwayne, who it appeared had just tuned into the conversation.  
 
    "Dwayne's convinced me I need to see Deadpool," Sarah Jane said. "We were just talking about watching it tonight..." 
 
    "Perfect," Matt said with a confidence she found utterly sexy.  
 
    Diana didn't know for sure that she had decided on hooking up with him tonight, but she was definitely leaning towards yes. Somehow their hands found each other underneath the table and his fingers slipped through hers. Yup, she liked that. And him. A lot.  "Diana can come back to our room and introduce me to Llamas with Hats and you can go back to their room and watch Deadpool." 
 
    Sarah Jane and Diana exchanged a look. They'd been friends for long enough to be able to read each other's wordless approval of this plan. Looked like things were going really well between Sarah Jane and Dwayne. Which Sarah Jane really needed a fun night with a hot guy who thought looked at her the way Dwayne did. After being cheated on, her confidence had taken a major dip, especially when it came to her level of attractiveness. If the speed dating event today and getting the numbers of most of the guys she'd been interested in had pumped her up, Dwayne's obvious interest was doing even more.  
 
    "Sounds like a plan," Diana said, grinning at Matt. "That way we can watch all the Llamas with Hats episodes and you can show me No More Samesies, too." 
 
    "Have you seen Candy Mountain?" he asked, immediately reverting back to their topic.  
 
    Diana shook her head, thinking. "I don't think so?" 
 
    "Oh, trust me, you would know if you had," he said, grinning. "This is gonna be fun." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Three hours later, they were back in Matt's hotel room—it turned out they were actually staying in the same hotel which made things a lot easier—and laughing their asses off. They'd started off just sitting next to each other on the bed, their backs against the headboard, and watching on Matt's laptop which he propped up on his thighs.  
 
    Now they were falling all over each as they laughed, his arm around her shoulders, sides pressed together and she was crying from laughing so hard. She was also distracted because the more time they were spending together, the more she was sure she really wanted to hook up with him... and so far he hadn't done more than put his arm around her.  
 
    He was interested though, right? 
 
    Diana wiped the tears away from her eyes, sitting up again rather than continuing to rest her head against his shoulder... and felt his arm against the back of her neck. His fingers brushed against her bicep. She turned her head to look at him.  
 
    "Okay, you're right, I didn't believe Dr. Tran could get any better but the chicken is definitely the best part." 
 
    Turning, his dark eyes clashed with hers. Their faces were only a few inches apart now, making the moment feel incredibly intimate, no matter that the topic of conversation was pretty silly.  
 
    "I knew you'd like it," he said, his voice a little deeper than it had been before, his words seeming to have a double meaning. The air somehow felt a little heavier, tension thickening between them as they both seemed to hold their breath, waiting to see if the other would pull away. 
 
    Diana leaned a little closer, hoping... 
 
    That tiny movement was all he'd apparently been waiting for because he immediately moved to meet her, his lips coming down on hers with a kiss that took her breath away. It felt like she'd been waiting for hours for the kiss. It didn't hurt at all that he was a damn good kisser. 
 
    His lips were warm and soft, the kiss confident but not overpowering. When his tongue moved forward, she opened for him, the tingles in her body going full throttle now. They turned more towards each other, facing each other, the laptop shoved off of Matt's lap and onto the bed beside them.  
 
    A little thrill went through her as he slid her to the side, putting her on her back underneath him. He was hot and hard between her legs, fitting perfectly against her.  
 
    When he pulled away from the kiss, he was a little breathless as well, his gaze intense as he looked down at her, and when he spoke his voice was a little deeper than usual.  
 
    "I don't want to assume—you definitely want to have sex?" 
 
    Diana smiled up at him, feeling very much like the cat who was about to get the cream. Did he have any idea how fucking sexy he was right now? If she had had any doubts, they would have just been erased with that one question.  
 
    "Definitely." 
 
    "If you want me to stop, at any point, just say 'Batman.'" 
 
    Her smile turned into a grin. Considering that more than half the cosplayers she knew were on Fetlife—or kinky with the partner they currently had—she wasn't entirely surprised to discover Matt was at least a little dominant. She was definitely pleased, though. 
 
    Hopefully, he liked brats. 
 
    "Is that my safeword, sir?" she asked sultrily and enjoyed watching the glint in his eyes flare. The way he was looking at her now was almost greedy.  
 
    "Yes, it is," he growled.  
 
    Then his mouth was back on hers, a little more forcefully now, as his hands found hers. His fingers circled her wrists, pushing them above her head and pinning them there. Heat and need ran through her, making her ache in response.  
 
    That was fucking hot.  
 
    Arching beneath him, she slid her leg up the back of his. She felt his chuckle against her chest and lips before he pulled away again.  
 
    "You're a naughty girl, aren't you?" he asked.  
 
    Diana gave him a coy look. "Maaaaybe." 
 
    Leaning down, he nipped at her earlobe, speaking low, his deep voice sending all sorts of interesting sensations lilting through her. "Good girls get rewarded, you know." 
 
    She shivered as his lips moved down her neck.  
 
    "And what do bad girls get?" 
 
    Another chuckle. 
 
    "They get rewarded... later." 
 
    She giggled as he nipped at the soft skin of her neck, turning her head a little to give him better access. The position with her arms over her head had her breasts pressing against his chest, her nipples two little sensitive points that were aching to be touched.  
 
    "So, are you going to be a good girl?" he asked, nibbling across her collarbone. Diana shuddered at the teasing touches—she wanted so much more.  
 
    "I'll try," she said, which was really the best she could do. Truthfully, she'd never been very good at being good.  
 
    Matt laughed. 
 
    A few minutes later, he had her stripped down to nothing and back in position with her arms above her head, but this time he was no longer holding her down. He'd also let her tug off his shirt and shorts, leaving him in boxer-briefs which hugged a bulging erection. She got her first little swat on the thigh for trying to touch it before he ordered her to lay back with her hands above her head.  
 
    Still kneeling between her legs, the way he looked down at her made her feel like a fucking goddess. Her breasts had flattened slightly by the position, but her nipples were perky and ready to party. The little patch of hair she had on her mound was nicely trimmed, which was just a stroke of luck since she definitely hadn't known this was going to be happening tonight.  
 
    "Good girl," he said, smiling down at her and sending a hot thrill straight through her pussy. "Now don't move." 
 
    Oh, that asshole... Diana bit her lip, doing her best not to wriggle as Matt placed his hands on the outsides of her thighs and began to draw them up her body. His touch was firm, but nowhere near close enough to the places she really wanted to be touched. His smile continued to play on his lips as he watched her reactions, felt her trembling beneath him at how hard it was not to move... especially when his hands finally reached either side of her breasts so that they weren't—quite—cupping the soft mounds.  
 
    Then he slid his hands downward slightly, his palms curving around the sensitive undersides of her breasts while his fingers plucked at her nipples. She arched a little, unable to stop herself, as she moaned. Matt's fingers tightened and the sharp pinch sent rioting sensations through her.  
 
    "No moving, naughty girl," he murmured, bending down to kiss the soft upper curve of her breast.  
 
    Diana fisted her hands in the sheet around her fingers, straining to keep from writhing as he sucked her nipple between his lips. The heat of his mouth on the sensitive bud was almost painful because she was so aroused. It felt like her pussy was pulsing in time with the rhythmic sucking as he tongued the aching nubbin, his left hand kneading her other breast so it wasn't left out.  
 
    When he moved his head to attend her other nipple it was all she could do to keep from whimpering pathetically. His fingers were firmly massaging the swollen mounds, making them feel heavy and achy, while his teeth nipped and rolled her nipple. It was horribly teasing.  
 
    "Please," she begged, hoping he was the kind of dominant who got off on that. "More, Matt, please, I need more..." 
 
    Chuckling again, he began to move his mouth down her stomach, but he kept his hands on her breasts for now.  
 
    "Greedy little thing, aren't you?" he asked, his eyes sparkling with amusement.  
 
    Spreading her legs even further as his kisses reached her hip bone, Diana licked her lips and attempted to give him a cocky smile. "You have no idea."  
 
    His teeth scraped over her hipbone, making her gasp at the sensation, and then he was kissing his way towards the center of her body, where she really wanted him.  
 
    "Oh, yes, please," she pleaded, returning to begging as his mouth moved closer and closer to her wet pussy. 
 
    Now his hands left her breasts, but only for a moment as he hooked his arms under her legs, spreading her thighs wide and draping them over his shoulders. Diana squealed as he yanked her down the bed towards his mouth, and then moaned as she felt the first lick of his tongue up the center of her pussy. Her clit throbbed at the slight stimulation as his tongue flicked around it and then away.  
 
    She tightened her fingers on the sheets, doing her best not to try and lift her hips to press her pussy more firmly against his mouth. Hands slid up to her breasts, returning to their massaging and occasional pinches of her nipples. The little bursts of erotic pain flavored the pleasure his tongue was creating as he licked and sucked on her most sensitive bits.  
 
    It was becoming harder and harder to keep still, and her moans were growing louder and louder as pleasure sparked through her. Her hips moved, and when he didn't stop or say anything, they moved again. The rising rapture had her back arching and there was nothing she could do to stop it... 
 
    Just when she was about to orgasm, Matt pulled away and Diana nearly screamed with frustration—which was when she finally noticed that she'd moved her hands all the way down to press on the top of his head.  
 
    Dammit.  
 
    "I told you, naughty girls get rewarded later," he said with a wicked grin. Using his hold on her, with her legs already up in the air, he easily flipped her over so that she landed on her knees with her upper body against the mattress and her ass up in the air.  
 
    That was fucking hot. 
 
    "I didn't mean to," she protested.  
 
    "I know, which is why I'm going to go easy on you." 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She let out a squeal—more of surprise than pain—as his hand slapped against her right butt cheek. The slight sting was more arousing than anything else, a playful swat rather than disciplinary.  
 
    There was just a slight pause and then... 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her left cheek smarted. Her pussy throbbed.  
 
    Diana moaned and lifted her ass up higher.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The burn was delicious, tingling all the way through her and making her pant with desire.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Each slap was just a little bit harder, covering a new portion of her ass, making her tingle and sting and throb. Diana loved being in this position—head down, ass up, taking her spanking like the naughty girl she loved to be. There was something inherently sensual and sexy about it to her, and thinking about the view he had as he spanked her just made her even hotter.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Diana’s hips were moving, bouncing with every swat, and the heat inside of her swirled and grew. She’d been close to orgasm before and this hadn’t exactly interrupted it, the new sensations just made her pleasure more rounded, giving her ecstasy an extra building block to grow from. It was one of the best erotic spankings she’d ever received as he worked his way down each check and even smacked her sit spot—not too hard, but not too softly, either.  
 
    When the spanking stopped, she nearly sighed with disappointment and then shuddered as she felt his fingers delve down to her pussy, which was swollen and slippery with her cream. They swirled, stroked, making her shiver with delight.  
 
    "You are a naughty girl, aren't you?" he asked, his voice husky with arousal as he rubbed his fingers up and down her slit. He found her clit and teased with his fingertips, sending little ripples of sensation through her whole body. 
 
    "As naughty as you want me to be," she answered breathlessly. "Does this mean I get my reward now?" 
 
    He laughed. "Just a moment." 
 
    The bed dipped as he moved. She was debating looking over her shoulder to see what he was doing when she heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper. A moment later the bed dipped again as he settled into his previous position; he started rubbing one hand over the warmed skin of her ass. She could only assume he was donning the condom with his other hand, while keeping her revved up. Her bottom felt more sensitive after the spanking and she wriggled against his hand. His touch wasn’t abrasive, but it definitely felt rougher than it normally would. 
 
    Matt chuckled again as he gave her a few more little swats, and then he shifted and she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her pussy. Diana immediately tried to push back against it, wanting him inside of her.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    "Naughty girl, hold still," he said, both of his hands gripping her hips to keep her in position.  
 
    Diana whimpered. He was really big into making her control her reactions while he pleasured her, which she found incredibly hot. With his hands holding her in place she didn't have a lot of wiggle room anyway; all she could do was take his cock as it slowly pushed into her body, stretching and filling her. She moaned, shuddering at the sensation as her toes literally curled with the pleasure.  
 
    Then he began to thrust.  
 
    The delicious friction made her cry out as her breasts swayed, hard nipples brushing over the sheets beneath her. His body smacked into her already sensitive ass, giving her pleasure a delightful little sting to go along with it. The swollen lips of her pussy throbbed around his cock, her muscles tightening as he moved inside of her, emptying and filing her.  
 
    Even though she couldn’t move back against him the way she might want to, she clenched down hard around him, making it more pleasurable for both of them.  
 
    "Fuck, that feels good," he said with a groan, echoing her sentiments exactly. His pace increased a bit, making her feel rather wild as she tried to push back against his hands, to impale herself on his cock. Feeling her movements, his fingers tightened their grip and the extra little bit of dominance made her feel even more submissive and a lot hotter. 
 
    Then the angle of his thrusts changed slightly and Diana's fingers scrabbled in the covers as she cried out, her entire body reacting to the almost too-intensely-pleasurable sensation of his cock rubbing directly against her g-spot. Immediately, he did it again... and again...  
 
    Her orgasm slammed into her like a freight train; she'd been so wound up and it was like she'd just been shoved off a metaphorical cliff, straight into erotic rapture. Matt's thrusts became harder, wilder, riding her straight through her climax and extending it so that the waves of pleasure washed through her over and over again. His fingers tightened on her hips and her pussy clamped down around him as the intensity of her orgasm became almost too much to bear. If he hadn't been holding her up, she probably would have flattened herself on the mattress.  
 
    "Fuck!" His guttural cry set off a last wave of ecstasy soaring through her, her pussy spasming around him as he pulsed inside of her.  
 
    Slowly his fingers relaxed their hold on her and Diana let out a sigh of repletion.  
 
    That had been... really, really good. Yay for kinky cosplayers.  
 
    Matt slid out from her and Diana slumped onto her side, smiling as he took care of the condom and then came back into bed. To her delight, he immediately pulled her into a cuddle.  
 
    "That was hot," she said, snuggling into the crook of his arm. Her leg slid between his as he wrapped his arm around her, his hand sliding down to palm her ass.  
 
    "You're hot," he responded, laughing. "And that was fantastic.” 
 
    “So… what do you want to do now?” she asked. This was always the awkward after moment that she hated.  
 
    “There’s a few more Dr. Tran videos if you’re interested…” 
 
    Later, she texted Sarah Jane not to expect her back that evening and Sarah replied—Tell Matt that Dwayne won’t be back either—so it looked like both of them were having very good nights. Grinning, Diana had squealed as Matt had pulled her back onto the bed and started everything all over again—this time wearing his Batman mask, cowl, and cape… and only his Batman mask, cowl, and cape.  
 
    What? It was hot.  
 
    “Yahtzee!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    One year later, they came to a compromise:  
 
    They’d spend one day at Supercon as Batman and Batgirl, one day as the Joker and Harley Quinn. And even though he grumbled the entire time she did his make-up, he had a damned good time being the Joker. Truthfully, she had a better time being Batgirl than she'd thought she would.  
 
    The outfit wasn't nearly as uncomfortable as she'd anticipated.  
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Angel is an international number one bestselling BDSM and interracial romance author and a self-described bibliophile with a "kinky" bent who loves to write stories for the characters in her head. If she didn't get them out, she's pretty sure she'd go just a little crazy. 
 
      
 
    She is happily married, old enough to know better but still too young to care, and a big fan of happily-ever-afters, strong heroes and heroines, and sizzling chemistry. 
 
      
 
    She believes the world is a better place when there's a little magic in it. 
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 More from Heat Lightning 
 
      
 
    Jack Crosby: 
 
      
 
    A Grave & Wicked Business 
 
    Black Magic Man 
 
      
 
    Rue Raven: 
 
      
 
    His Captive Desire 
 
      
 
    Jaye Elise: 
 
      
 
    Hostile Spankover 
 
      
 
    Morganna Williams: 
 
      
 
    Primal Heat 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
NAUGHTY@EHUTIC@HUMANCE@DUMS

’W

Multi-Author
Anthology

GOLDEN ANGEL

JACK CROSBY
RUE RAVEN





