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Chapter One

Constantly thinking about how much she’d like to fuck her professor was doing nothing to help Celeste’s calculus grade, but she could hardly help it. It only bothered her a little that with Ryker’s calm, confident demeanor, piercing blue eyes, and luscious, graying beard that would feel great between her legs, it would take every ounce of resolve Celeste had not to be on her back, on his desk, her panties off and legs spread if he merely said the word.

Not that Ryker would ever say that word, but if he did, Celeste was determined to resist it. She was a good girl, after all.

Mostly.

Even though he was the head of the entire math department and jokingly referred to the department as his “empire,” Ryker was surprisingly informal. In fact,  “Ryker” is what he insisted on his students calling him. Said he preferred the familiarity of first names and wanted them to see him as a mentor instead of an authority figure.

For her part, Celeste wouldn’t mind calling him “Mr. Mason.” Or “Sir.”

“Daddy” would be nice, too. That’s what she called him most often, in her fantasies she never told anyone else about.

The fact that he was her boyfriend’s father made her daily fantasies even more problematic.

And also hotter.

Ryker and Brock were nothing alike. In fact, they were so different, Celeste often wondered if Ryker was even Brock’s biological father. Brock lacked Ryker’s quiet, dominating presence and seemed to use inane chatter to make up for his low self-esteem. They didn’t even look alike; Brock’s eyes were brown, and he couldn’t grow a beard to save his life.

None of that really mattered to Celeste, despite her constant fantasies about his father, which were growing more and more complex with each passing day. She loved her boyfriend, who she’d been dating since they were juniors in high school.

She just wished he was more like his father, that’s all.

Brock had always deferred to her in every matter: where to eat, what movie to see, and even when and how to have sex. And it was different from the normal guy thing where they just act like they want you to think they care about what you want so they can get into your pants. With Brock, she always had to take the lead, and it was starting to get old. Celeste had recently begun wondering if this was all because Brock had lost his mother to cancer when he was ten years old and was missing a mother figure in his life.

If that’s what it was, it made Celeste even more uneasy with their situation. She wanted a boyfriend, not a child.

Or maybe Brock was just submissive. Looking back, Celeste realized Brock had always been that, even before she knew what terms like “submissive” and “dominant” meant. After befriending a group of girls who frequented a local BDSM dungeon, Celeste realized that she wanted to be the submissive one in a relationship, so there were certain things she wanted--needed--that she just wasn’t getting from Brock.

Those things didn’t always involve handcuffs and blindfolds, but many of them did.

Celeste had no way of knowing if Ryker was even into that stuff outside of her fantasies, and her heart ached because she’d never find out.

“So, that’s it for our final regular session,” Ryker was saying as Celeste finally came out of her daydream. “It’s been a pleasure working with you all. I’ll see you next week for the final.”

Ryker smiled at Celeste as she left the room. Her heart pounded, and her pussy twitched at the sight, but she felt a sharp, stabbing pain in her stomach as she thought about the end of the semester putting a stop to seeing him three days a week.

---

Celeste and Brock were supposed to go out for dinner that evening. She wasn’t sure where, as she hadn’t decided on a restaurant yet, and of course, Brock would be no help with that. She texted him to see if six o’clock would be okay for her to pick him up from his dad’s house (because even though Brock had a car, she typically did most of the driving), shoving aside any thoughts of what seeing Ryker outside of class might do to her already inappropriate imagination. She didn’t spend very much time at Brock’s (Ryker’s) house, which was intentional. She always felt self-conscious around Ryker outside of a classroom setting (hell, inside one, too) and was worried Brock might pick up on that.

It took Brock almost an hour to respond. This was unusual, especially since she could see that he’d read her text.

I’m feeling pretty sick, his response said. Think I should stay in this evening

Oh no, she texted back. What’s wrong?

Just a really bad cold I think

Anything I can do? she texted.

Nah… just gonna watch Netflix and chill

Better not do that without me there, she texted, adding a winky-face emoji.

He didn’t respond to that, which didn’t bother her at the time.

The nurturing instinct didn’t come naturally to Celeste, but she’d gotten used to taking care of Brock in more ways than one. She decided to surprise him with some chicken noodle soup and a copy of the latest Madden NFL game he’d been wanting. She’d bought the game for his birthday, which was two weeks away, but thought giving it to him early might, along with the soup, make him feel better.

She swung by the grocery store on her way home from class to buy the ingredients for the soup. While the soup was cooking, she touched up her makeup and changed clothes. She chose a floral print sundress that was short enough to show off her underwear if she happened to bend over and which happened to also be Brock’s favorite.

She scooped several servings of soup into a large plastic container and grabbed the Madden game. As she left her apartment, she wondered if Ryker would be home.


Chapter Two

The first thing she noticed when she got to Brock’s house was that his car wasn’t there. The second thing she noticed was that Ryker’s was.

Celeste thought about calling Brock to make sure he was home, but of course, he’d be home if he was sick. He’d either had to take his car to the shop or had let a friend borrow it. There really weren’t any other explanations.

As she got out of her car, soup in one hand and a bag with Brock’s video game in the other, Celeste smiled at Ryker’s license plate. It read: EM314RE, the numbers replacing “PI” a nerdy, joking reference to Ryker’s math department “empire.” The license plate made Ryker a geek, but he was the hottest geek Celeste had ever seen.

Celeste awkwardly knocked on the front door with the hand holding the video game. Not getting an answer after a few moments, she knocked again. She was contemplating setting down the soup and game to pull her phone out of her pocket to call Brock when the door opened.

Ryker was standing there, wearing nothing but a worried look in his eyes and a white, fluffy towel around his waist.

“Celeste?” he asked after her gaze had lingered on the white, fluffy towel for entirely too long. “What are you doing here?”

“I brought Brock some soup,” she replied, blushing as she looked him in the eye.

He sighed and said, “Brock isn’t home.”

“But, he’s sick,” Celeste said, as if that would change what Ryker said.

“I’m sorry,” he said, and she got the feeling there was more to the apology than Ryker being sorry Celeste was wrong about Brock’s whereabouts. “I’ll let him know you stopped by.”

Ryker started to close the door, but Celeste stuck one of her white Doc Martens out to stop him. “Wait!”

“You should go,” Ryker said.

His tone was entirely different from the quiet, easygoing demeanor he’d always used in class and during the brief moments she’d been around him when visiting Brock. His voice was deeper, more commanding… sexier. She felt an ache in her chest as she yearned to do just what he said, not wanting to disappoint him.

But.

“No,” she said tentatively, meekly. “I want to know where he is.”

Ryker stared at her through the crack in the door, his harsh expression softening by the second. Finally, he sighed again and pulled the door all the way open.

“Let me go get dressed,” he said, closing the door once she was in the living room. “Have a seat. Maybe I’ll try some of your soup when I come back down. I haven’t had dinner yet, and I’m starving.”

Ryker went upstairs, presumably to his bedroom. Celeste felt an almost overwhelming urge to follow him, wanting to see him without that damned towel, wanting to watch him dress himself and then undress again. She sat down on the white leather couch, setting the soup and the video game on the glass-top coffee table. She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen, bringing up her text conversation with Brock. Her last message, about him not Netflix-and-chilling without her there, stared back at her, unread. She contemplated firing off another few texts, asking where he was, asking if he was really sick, but thought better of it. He probably wouldn’t answer those either.

The question was, what was he doing that he didn’t want her to know? What was he doing that made him too busy to reply to her texts?

She tried to ignore the fact that she already knew the answer, partially because it was hard to believe for multiple reasons.

Changing her mind, she decided to go ahead and text Brock but was interrupted by Ryker’s footsteps coming back down the stairs. She turned to see him wearing more or less the same thing he always did: a tight, button-up white shirt, gray slacks, and black leather shoes that always seemed to be recently shined. Celeste sucked in a breath; she wasn’t sure if he was sexier with clothes or without.

You haven’t seen him all the way without, she thought. It was easy to suppress the smile that attempted to appear at that thought, given the fact that she knew she never would.

“Is that chicken noodle soup?” Ryker asked.

“Yes, Sir,” she replied, and she gasped a little. She’d never called him “Sir” before, and he hated it when students did that.

Or so he said. A slight tilt of his head, and an even slighter upturn of his lips, told Celeste maybe he liked it at times.

Without another word, he walked through the living room. She heard him rattling around in the kitchen for a moment before returning with two spoons, two wine glasses, and a bottle of Pinot Noir. He set everything down on the coffee table and then joined her on the couch.

Celeste watched silently as he opened the wine and poured some into each of the glasses.

“I’m not old enough to drink,” she told him.

“Really?” Ryker asked, seeming disappointed enough that Celeste wished she hadn’t said anything.

“Really,” she said. “And shouldn’t you know that? I’m 20--the same age as your son.”

“So you say,” Ryker said with one of his trademark sighs. “I don’t know if you seem older than him or if he just seems so much younger than he is. He doesn’t always make… mature decisions.”

Celeste opened the plastic container with the soup and offered it to Ryker.

“This smells delicious,” he said. “Did you make this?”

She nodded.

“Brock’s mother used to make the best chicken noodle soup,” he said before sampling Celeste’s. “But this could give hers a run for its money.”

Celeste made no move to drink the wine Ryker had poured for her, and she noticed he didn’t touch his, either.

“So, you mentioned Brock making immature decisions,” she said. “Does his not being here this evening involve such decisions?”

Ryker set the soup container down and nodded. “I’m afraid it does. I really shouldn’t be the one telling you this, but…”

“But, what?” Celeste asked. “I may not be old enough to drink, but I’m old enough to know the truth about my boyfriend.”

Another sigh, followed by a long pause. Whatever he had to say seemed to be truly troubling him. Finally, he looked her in the eyes and just said it.

“Brock is at Melissa’s house.”

Melissa. Celeste knew who he meant as soon as he said it, but part of her rebelled against the idea and wanted to ask, “Melissa who?” But there was no point. She knew exactly who.

Melissa. Her best friend since elementary school. The only person in her life who’d ever said Celeste was lucky to have Brock. The one person in the world she could never see betraying her.

Later, there would be time to think about all the clues she’d ignored along the way--the compliments Melissa always had for Brock, the whispered conversations between the two of them that they always told Celeste she was imagining, the distant look that Melissa always got when Celeste complained about her sex life with Brock--but for now, there was only pain and regret and humiliation.

Celeste started crying. Ryker put his arm around her, and she collapsed into him, burying her face in his chest. He held her close to him for what seemed like a long time, gently stroking her hair with his free hand.

When her tears finally subsided (the first round of what she was sure would be many, at least), she looked up at Ryker’s caring, blue eyes, and said, “Thank you.”

“I’m sorry you had to find out this way,” he said.

“What way would’ve been better?” Celeste asked, moving her face closer to Ryker’s. “At least I have you here to comfort me.”

Ryker shifted, as if he was suddenly uncomfortable, but made no effort to distance himself from Celeste’s face.

From her lips.

“My son is a fool,” he said just before she kissed him.

Ryker returned Celeste’s kiss, pulling her even closer to him. Her hand went to his graying hair, holding his head in place. She moaned, suddenly feeling way too hot in her sundress and wondering if she should just take it off.

Ryker broke the kiss and gently took her by the shoulders. His grip there did nothing to ease the heat that was radiating all through her body.

“We can’t do this,” he said. There it was again: that deep voice, full of authority.

Full of domination.

“Why not?” she asked, fully aware that it came out as a whine. Her face reddened at the thought of questioning him at all.

“I’m your professor,” he said. “And I’m old enough to be your father.”

“Technically, my grandfather, I think,” Celeste said playfully, nudging him in the ribs.

Ryker recoiled from her touch. “I’m sorry, Celeste. I’m sorry my son has hurt you, but this won’t make things better. You should probably go home. We can discuss this later in the week if you want.”

Celeste stared Ryker in the eyes for a brief moment but could see there was nothing she’d be able to say to change his mind. She left, broken and angry and embarrassed, and went home to cry several more rounds of tears.


Chapter Three

Ryker had said they could talk about things later in the week, but Celeste wasn’t sure she’d ever want to talk about it. She made no effort to contact either him or Brock, and neither of the Mason men reached out to her. She wondered if Ryker told Brock that she knew about his infidelity; she figured he must have since there was nothing but radio silence from both her boyfriend and her (former) best friend, Melissa.

This was all fine with her. She didn’t want to speak to anyone in the world at the moment, least of all those at the center of her suddenly very messed up life.

It was all she could do to drag herself into Ryker’s classroom the following week to take his calculus final. If her entire semester grade in his class didn’t depend on the final, she probably would’ve skipped it.

Desperate to avoid eye contact with Ryker while the rest of the class trickled in, Celeste pulled out her phone. She mindlessly scrolled through Facebook, which she very seldom checked and even more rarely posted to. Her feed was mostly the usual now that she’d blocked Brock and Melissa: old high school friends she was on the verge of losing contact with, an uncle (her mom’s brother) who couldn’t stop talking about guns, and her six brothers and sisters, all older and all with their lives seemingly in better shape than hers. At least for the moment.

A post from her aunt Alice (her dad’s sister-in-law) caught her eye, mainly because Celeste wasn’t sure she’d ever seen Aunt Alice post on Facebook before. It was a review for a local tarot card reader, someone named Tinsley, at a shop called the High Priestess.

Celeste snickered a little at that name and rolled her eyes. She didn’t know Aunt Alice very well, but she didn’t seem like the type to fall for that kind of nonsense. In the review, Alice went on and on about how Tinsley had changed her life by setting her on, quoting here, “the path I was meant to be on.”

High praise for the High Priestess. Celeste had the crazy idea that maybe she should go talk to this Tinsley woman, too. It certainly seemed more appealing than talking to Ryker, who she caught looking in her direction more than once whenever she’d take her eyes off her phone screen, after last week’s embarrassing fiasco.

Once the entire class was there, Ryker passed copies of the test around and told them how much time they had to complete it. Celeste worked quickly, finding the final easier than she’d anticipated. She hadn’t had much to do over the last week but study for it, though, so it made sense that she’d do okay.

When she was finished, she went to Ryker’s desk, dropped the final into the letter tray there, and walked out the door, confident she’d never see the handsome “emperor” or his son ever again.

She was proven wrong about that within seconds, as Ryker called after her before she made it very far down the hall.

She almost didn’t stop, but he was using that voice. It was almost like she didn’t have a choice but to turn around and ask him what he wanted.

So that’s what she did.

He closed the gap between them quickly and said, “I think we should grab lunch. Let’s talk about what happened.”

Celeste thought if he really wanted to have lunch with her, he should’ve used his other voice. Not doing so made it much easier to resist the idea, which she couldn’t help but find appealing, problematic though it was.

Instead of responding to what he said, she looked over his shoulder toward his classroom. “Shouldn’t you be in there, watching to make sure no one cheats?” she asked, smirking. “Isn’t that, like, a rule or something?”

He smirked back at her. “I wrote that rule. My empire, remember?”

What a nerd, she thought. Just a goddamn handsome fucking geek. She rolled her eyes.

“So… lunch?” he asked again.

She thought about it for a moment. She could tell what happened between them--what almost happened between them--was giving him no small amount of grief, so the right thing to do would be to give him some closure. Let him know he did nothing wrong, that what happened--what almost happened--had been entirely her doing.

But she didn’t think she could bear to spend any more time with him. Doing so would be too painful, too much of a reminder of what his son had done to her and what she’d wanted to do with him to soothe her broken heart. And when she thought about how she’d been fantasizing about doing those things even before she knew Brock was cheating on her, a wave of guilt threatened to overwhelm her.

“I’m sorry,” she said finally, and walked away, sure that this time she’d never see him again.


Chapter Four

Leaving campus and driving aimlessly through town, Celeste didn’t know for sure what she was doing until she wound up in front of the High Priestess, the shop where her aunt Alice had received the tarot reading that apparently changed her life. Celeste looked at it and smiled when she realized the double meaning of the shop’s name; in addition to fortune telling and selling mystic supplies and books, it also sold weed paraphernalia. She’d never done any drugs, pot included, but the way her life was going lately, she thought this might be the time to start.

Was she really going to get a tarot reading? Would it change her life the way it had Aunt Alice’s? Could she even ask for something like that with a straight face?

She almost drove away without getting out of the car. She considered herself a logical, practical gal, and she’d never believed in anything spiritual or mystic or supernatural. What could this Tinsley woman offer her that she couldn’t get from her usual therapist, with whom she was long overdue for a session?

Probably nothing.

But something made her get out of the car and go into the shop. She would come to be very grateful for whatever that something was.

There were no other customers when Celeste walked in, and Tinsley greeted her within seconds. A short, pretty woman wearing a black sugar skull T-shirt and red-and-black checked pants, her hair was mostly black with a bright red streak in the front. She gave Celeste a smile that was thoroughly welcoming.

“Welcome to the High Priestess,” Tinsley said. “What can I help you with today?”

“Um, I’m not sure,” Celeste said. “My Aunt Alice spoke very highly of you and--”

Tinsley nodded. “She’d told me she was happy for my help,” she said. “I’m not sure how much she shared with you, but it sounds like everything’s going to turn out okay for her.”

“I don’t know any details,” Celeste said. “But I think you may be right.”

“And do you think I might be able to assist you with something you need?” Tinsley asked.

“I doubt it,” Celeste said, sighing. “Unless you can prove my life hasn’t recently become the clusterfuck I know it has.”

“Well, I make no promises about that,” Tinsley said, turning and walking toward a small table in the center of the shop. “But let’s see what the cards tell us, shall we?”

Tinsley sat in a chair on one side of the table and motioned for Celeste to take the seat on the other. After asking Celeste her name, the fortune teller began shuffling a deck of cards, most of which had a phoenix painted on the back, but a few were blank, white.

“What concerns you the most about your current clusterfuck of a life?” Tinsley asked. “Is it a man? It often is…”

“You could say that,” Celeste said. “I recently found out my boyfriend of several years has been cheating on me with my best friend.”

Tinsley angrily raised one eyebrow. “Some friend.”

“You’re telling me. But, you know, Brock and I weren’t exactly compatible. We were together because we’d always been together, you know?”

Tinsley nodded. “Is there anyone else in your life that you think might be more…compatible?”

“Not really, no,” Celeste said. “Well, I mean, there’s someone else, but he’s problematic for all sorts of reasons.”

“I see,” Tinsley said, beginning to lay some cards on the table. “We’ll do a simple relationship spread. I’m sure your experience has been painful, but it seems like you may have dodged a bullet with this Brock, so let’s focus on finding you a more compatible partner.”

Celeste wasn’t sure she was ready to just jump back into a relationship, but she quietly watched Tinsley as she finished laying her cards down. There were four total, lying face down in a row. The last one was one of the ones with a blank white back.

Tinsley tapped the white-backed card and said, “That’s interesting.”

“Why?” Celeste asked. “Why is that one different from the others?”

“You’ll see,” Tinsley said, smiling. “Ready to begin?”

Celeste nodded.

“The first card represents where you are right now in your intimate relationships,” Tinsley said, flipping over the card.

Celeste laughed when she saw the design on the card. It was a large red heart with three swords stabbing through it. In the background were storm clouds.

“That’s a little on the nose, isn’t it?” she asked.

Tinsley smiled. “It’d be easy to see the Three of Swords as a negative card,” she said. “And it does represent the ending of a significant relationship, which you are currently experiencing. But it can also be a card of freedom, signifying that it’s time to cut loose from the things that have held you back. From a relationship that no longer provides what you need or has outlived its purpose.”

“Insightful,” Celeste said. “Of course, I kind of already knew all of that.”

“Did you?” Tinsley asked. “Brock may have given you little choice in the matter thanks to his infidelity, but are you wallowing in bitterness or choosing to look forward and be thankful that you didn’t waste any more time in an unfulfilling relationship?”

“Point taken,” Celeste said. “What’s the next card?”

“The next one represents your greatest challenge at the moment,” Tinsley said, flipping the next card over.

The card showed a hand holding what looked like a small, intricate tree branch. It was upside down compared to the Three of Swords.

“The Ace of Wands,” Tinsley said. “This card signals an important step that needs to be taken to eventually achieve your desired goal. Wands is the suit of risk-taking and great endeavors.”

“Does it matter that it’s upside down?” Celeste asked.

Tinsley nodded. “I’m glad you noticed, and yes. The card’s reversed meaning is that you are resistant to change. That you are frightened of it, even if you know it’s needed. Your greatest challenge is to overcome this fear, to take that initial step, no matter the risk.”

Celeste didn’t know why she suddenly thought of the kiss she’d shared with Ryker. She tried to shake off the memory but was unable to. Instead, the memory progressed to things that didn’t happen: Ryker taking Celeste to his bedroom, tearing off her sundress, and forcing her to her knees before him. She had no idea how long she was lost in her daydream, but when she finally snapped out of it, she saw Tinsley staring at her with intense curiosity.

“Next,” Celeste said, hoping Tinsley didn’t notice the sweat that was forming on her brow.

Tinsley flipped over the next card and said, “This one, the Seven of Cups, gives us the action you can take today that will have the greatest impact on your goal.”

On the card were seven golden goblets, each one containing something different. One had a dragon emerging from it, another was overflowing with gold and jewels, a third had a mighty warrior holding a sword, and on and on.

“The Seven of Cups tells us we can use our imagination to create the life we want to live,” Tinsley said. “Instead of thinking of our dreams as meaningless fantasies, we should embrace them and use them to make our world fit our desires. This holds true for daydreams as well, those flights of fancy that capture our attention and leave those around us wondering what we might be thinking.”

Tinsley gave Celeste a knowing smile, and Celeste felt chills run all through her body.

“Are you ready for the final card?” Tinsley asked. “I feel like it’s going to be… insightful.”

Celeste nodded. “What’s this one about?”

“The final card shows us the direction you should take in finding a lasting, fulfilling relationship,” Tinsley said.

Tinsley started to flip the card, but Celeste suddenly put her hand over Tinsley’s, stopping her. “Wait. Why is it different from the others?”

“A… unique set of Major Arcana recently came into my possession,” Tinsley told her. “I incorporated these cards into my usual deck because they seem to be… especially impactful.”

“Major Arcana?” Celeste asked.

Tinsley nodded. “The trump cards of a tarot deck. Most of them--not all, mind you--show individual characters as opposed to inanimate objects. All of them are infused with great meaning, bringing messages about your life and its long-term direction.”

“Did Aunt Alice get one of these Major Arcana in her reading?” Celeste asked.

“She did,” Tinsley said. “She got the Empress. I believe this pointed her to a new friend of mine, who is the one who helped her with her predicament.”

Celeste swallowed hard, the mention of “the Empress” immediately bringing to mind Ryker’s joke about being the “Emperor” of his math department kingdom.

“Can I turn over the card now, Celeste?” Tinsley asked.

Celeste wasn’t sure she wanted her to, but she nodded.

The card showed a bearded man dressed all in black sitting on a throne. At the bottom of the card was printed, “IV--The Emperor.”

The man looked just like Ryker--dark beard that was staring to gray, intense blue eyes, and friendly but commanding demeanor. The mathematical symbols floating around the top of the throne seemed like overkill.

“The Emperor card usually refers to someone taking a fatherly role in their life, regardless of whether you’re a man or a woman,” Tinsley said. “In this case, it may not refer to you, but to someone else.”

“No shit,” Celeste said.

“It can also have meaning in terms of a system dependent on rules and structure,” Tinsley went on. “It could mean finding solutions to problems by breaking them into smaller parts and resolving those smaller parts first.”

“Like math,” Celeste whispered.

Tinsley nodded. “In my experience, when one gets a card like this, it almost always refers to an actual person,” she said. “I assume you know someone who might be related to this card?”

“Related?” Celeste repeated, trying--and probably failing--to suppress her rising anger. “That’s putting it mildly. How the fuck did you just do that?”

“I didn’t do anything but shuffle the cards,” Tinsley said.

“There’s no way you could know about Ryker,” Celeste whispered. “So why did I get that card, and why does this man--” she tapped the card angrily-- “look just like him?”

“If I said ‘magic,’ would you believe it?” Tinsley asked.

“No,” Celeste said. “That’s ridiculous.”

“Maybe,” Tinsley said. “I’ve always believed the tarot can provide insights and direction in our lives. But I have seen these cards--” she lightly tapped the Emperor card-- “provide a level of guidance that was previously unimaginable to me. I normally advise my clients to only take tarot readings into account as part of a balanced plan that includes your life experiences, professional therapy, and other non-esoteric elements.”

“Normally?”

Tinsley nodded. “Yes, but when these special cards are involved with a reading, especially if they resonate as much as this one does with you… Let’s just say if you know someone represented by this card, I believe you should, without hesitation, see what he can offer you.”


Chapter Five

This was crazy.

She was crazy.

Or at least Celeste felt crazy, driving over to Ryker’s house that evening. He’d answered his phone on the first ring when she called, asking if they could talk. He told her Brock wasn’t home (she didn’t ask where he was, although she knew), and she said she’d be right over.

And she did go right over. After showering, doing her hair and makeup, and taking some time to decide on the perfect clothes. She did most of this on auto-pilot, not consciously thinking that anything other than talking would happen.

Ryker opened the door before Celeste even finished knocking. This time, instead of just a towel, he wore all black--a button-up silk shirt and dress pants with black shoes. Celeste realized, but was not surprised, that he was dressed the way the Emperor had been on Tinsley’s card.

“Hello, Celeste.”

Fuck. He used that voice.

“Hi… Sir,” she said, wondering if he would say anything about her overemphasis on the word.

He didn’t.

“Come,” he said, turning to lead her inside, and he was still using that voice, and she could imagine him telling her to “come” in an entirely different way.

Her fresh panties were already soaked.

She sat on the white couch again, but he remained standing. She couldn’t help being reminded that he was her professor.

“I’m sorry about last week,” he said. “I shouldn’t have taken advantage of--”

“You didn’t,” she interrupted him. “I wanted it just as much as you.”

He took a moment to gather his thoughts, seeming to carefully consider what he said next.

“And what about now?” he asked. “Do you still… want it?”

Celeste blinked. She’d thought he wanted to talk to her to put her in her place, to shut down any possibility of anything sexual happening. She certainly didn’t expect him to act like this.

“Oh, god, yes,” she breathed out.

“I see,” he said. “I’ve tried to deny what I felt between us that day… what I’ve been feeling for some time now.”

“But you can’t,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I can’t,” he admitted.

“You’re not my professor anymore,” she pointed out.

He smiled. “That’s true. I’ve even already entered your final grades into the system, and they can’t be changed now. No matter what.”

“And age is just a number,” Celeste said. “As long as I’m old enough to make my own conscious, informed decisions. Which I am.”

“I’d rather you not call me grandpa,” he said, a stern look overtaking his eyes.

Celeste smiled, sliding off of the couch so she was on her knees, at the feet of the Emperor. She put her hand on his belt, above his quite obvious erection, and smiled when he sighed.

“Okay,” she said, “but what about… ‘Daddy?’”

“I’ve always preferred ‘Sir,’” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” Celeste said, slowly moving her fingers downward.

“I’m concerned about one thing,” Ryker said, putting his hand over hers to stop her from moving it any lower.

“And what’s that… Sir?”

He groaned. “I’m different inside the bedroom than outside,” he said. “A lot different.”

“Most people are,” she said, struggling in vain against his hand.

“I need to know you can handle it,” Ryker said.

“Oh, I can handle anything,” she said. “Try me.”

He sighed. “Let’s just go upstairs so you can see what I mean,” he said. “And see if your opinion changes.”

He led her upstairs, and with every step upward, she could feel her arousal seeping down her inner thighs. They passed by Brock’s bedroom; her ex-boyfriend’s door was open, but she was afraid to look inside for fear of seeing anything that might bring the heartache he’d caused her to the forefront of her mind.

She didn’t want anything spoiling what she hoped was about to happen.

When they got to Ryker’s bedroom, he pulled a keyring out of his pocket and inserted a key into the door. Celeste thought it was odd that he’d lock his bedroom door, wondering what he didn’t want his son, the only other occupant of the house, to see.

Ryker swung the door open, and she saw.

Her eyes were drawn first to the massive bed in the center of the room, encased in a black-painted steel frame with various hooks along its beams and a cage underneath. Once she could pull her gaze away from that monstrosity and all the possibilities it entailed, she looked around the room to see a table filled with sex toys and restraint devices. On the wall above the table hung whips, riding crops, and more sex toys.

“My tastes are a bit… extreme,” he said, almost sheepishly. “Are you still sure you can handle anything?”

Celeste hesitated before answering, but it wasn’t out of fear or doubt that she could. On the contrary, she could hardly believe her wildest dreams--both in general and about her calculus professor--were about to come true.

She turned around and knelt once more at the Emperor’s feet. This time, he didn’t stop her from unzipping his pants.


Chapter Six

“Before we start, you need a safe word,” Ryker said.

“Red means stop,” Celeste said, pulling his cock out of his pants and gasping at the size. “Yellow means slow down, and green means go.” She thought she might need yellow if he got too enthusiastic when fucking her with his giant cock.

“Traffic lights,” he said. “Classic. And if I gag you?”

Celeste shrugged. “I’ll flip you off with my left hand if I need you to stop.”

Ryker laughed at that.

He let her use her mouth on his cock for a bit, running her tongue along its length. She’d never seen a cock the size of his outside of porn. It was so big she had trouble sucking it properly, and she wondered how gentle he’d be when it came time to take it inside her.

Given how rough he was when moving his hips back and forth, urging her to take more of him into her mouth, she figured not very. His wide, bulbous head forced her lips apart and was touching her throat, threatening to gag her. She tried to move her tongue along the underside of his shaft as he fucked her face, but it filled up her mouth too much to allow much movement. There wasn’t much she could do but let him use her the way he wanted.

After a couple of minutes of this, he reached down, picked her up by her armpits, and threw her on the bed.

After zipping up his pants, he tore open her blouse, buttons flying, and then her bra was off before she knew what was happening. He sucked and bit at her breasts as he unbuttoned her slacks, and she was barely able to raise her hips off of the bed to help him get them and her panties off.

It had only been seconds since his cock had been in her mouth, and she was already naked on his bed.

He pulled himself off of her and looked her over. He didn’t bother undressing himself, and she asked him if he was going to.

“Maybe later,” he said. “I have something else in mind right now.”

It’s probably not accurate to say Celeste was having second thoughts, since there was nowhere in the world she’d rather have been in that moment but lying naked in front of Ryker, but she was worried.

She was worried her first real BDSM experience would fail to live up to her dreams and expectations. She was worried she wouldn’t be able to handle it the way she’d said.

Most of all, she was worried she’d disappoint him.

Her professor.

Her Sir.

Her Emperor.

“I’m going to restrain you,” Ryker said, to which she merely nodded.

He worked quickly, securing her wrists and ankles to the steel bedposts with nylon straps. She squirmed playfully, tugging at the straps. It seemed to her that she could pretty easily free herself from them if she wanted.

“Have you ever experienced forced orgasms?” Ryker asked.

“Uh, no,” Celeste said. “What’s that?”

Ryker smiled. “It’s when your Dominant makes you come over and over again, to the point where you’re begging them to stop.”

Celeste laughed. “Yeah, no. No one’s ever done that. In fact, I’ve never come with anyone in the first place.”

Ryker sighed, knowing she was referring to his son, who was disappointing in so many ways. “Hopefully, you’ll be… receptive to multiple orgasms. If so, this will be a treat. I think I’ll blindfold you as well. It might heighten the experience.”

Once she was blindfolded, she could hear him moving around the room before returning to the bed. She felt the bed sink a bit in the area he must have chosen to sit.

She gasped when she felt his fingers touching her down there, gently teasing apart her wet and waiting pussy lips.

“Such a needy little thing,” Ryker said in a mocking tone. “Already so wet just from tasting my cock.”

Celeste moaned. “Oh, I was wet way before that.”

“Such a pretty little pussy,” he said, and she smiled at the compliment. His voice was quiet now, gentle, with no trace of the deep, commanding voice he’d had earlier. “It deserves so much more than it’s gotten. And so do you.”

“I’m glad you… think so…” she muttered, finding it hard and harder to talk.

“Would you like to come, Celeste?” he asked, massaging her clit now.

“God, yes,” she replied.

“Beg,” he said, his voice deepening. “Beg like the needy little slut you are.”

Celeste’s mouth dropped open at the insult, but it only drove her closer to the edge. If anyone else had spoken to her like that (and she laughed inside, thinking about Brock saying such a thing to her), she’d have been pissed. Now, though… with Ryker’s fingers on her clit and using his fucking “Emperor voice,” she knew she was exactly what he said she was.

His needly little slut.

“Please,” she said.

“Please, what, young lady?” he asked, pulling his fingers off of her clit.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “Please… make me come.”

“And why would I do that?” he asked, taunting her.

“I need it,” she whined. “I need to come.”

His fingers back on her clit now, he worked it until she came only seconds later, screaming out his name.

The shockwaves from her orgasm were still radiating from her core when she heard a loud buzzing sound just before cool, vibrating rubber touched her throbbing cunt. Her whole body shook as the unexpected sensations threatened to overwhelm her.

“Please,” she said, “I need a minute.”

“No, you don’t,” Ryker said, pressing the vibrator harder against her pussy.

Celeste had had multiple orgasms before while masturbating, but she’d always felt like she needed a few minutes in between. Now, she wasn’t being given a choice. She felt another orgasm rapidly approaching, one Ryker didn’t make her beg for, and she surrendered to it, squealing and giggling as pleasure overtook her.

Ryker held the vibrator in place even as her climax subsided. The sensation was too much, alternating between tickling her and shooting tiny pinpricks of pain through her down there.

“It’s too much,” she said.

“No, it isn’t,” he said, not letting up.

She pulled against the restraints, knowing she could probably slip at least one of them if she tried hard enough. And she had her safe words; she could easily make him stop or slow down if she needed to.

It was with this knowledge that she found herself barreling toward her third orgasm of the evening, the pain and discomfort she felt due to the overstimulation of the vibrator mixing with undeniable pleasure at the hands of a master.

After the third, there was a fourth, and then more. She ended up losing track, crying at one point, and thrashing so hard against his onslaught that one of her ankles came loose from its strap.

Her emotions were a conflicted mess throughout, as Ryker alternated between praising her (“such a good girl, so strong”) and degrading her (“only a fucking little whore would let someone do this to her”). She loved most of it and hated other parts, but she never once thought of actually using her safe words. Ryker didn’t stop until she felt like she was ready to pass out from pain and pleasure combined.

When it was finally over, Ryker took the blindfold off and smiled at her.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

She nodded, a wave of euphoria washing over her that was just as pleasurable as the first couple of orgasms had been.

“You look tired,” he said, kissing her forehead.

“I am so fucking tired,” she said, and that was the last thing she remembered before falling asleep.


Epilogue

Celeste woke up to find Ryker lying next to her, still fully clothed, smiling down at her. Morning light from the window shined on his beard, brilliantly illuminating the white parts.

She sat up quickly, her heart pounding. “Oh my God, did I fall asleep?”

He laughed. “You did.”

“But we didn’t…” she started to say, looking at him in horror.

“Nope,” he said. “I don’t think you had it in you after…”

“I am so, so sorry,” Celeste said. “We can--”

“Shhh,” he said, and somehow his shushing sound was in that voice, instantly silencing her. “Plenty of time for that later, if you decide you want to continue this.”

She lay back down. “That’d be nice.”

“Good,” he said. “How are you feeling?”

“Sore,” she said. “And thirsty. So fucking thirsty.”

“Water, tea, or soda?” Ryker asked, standing up. He went over to a small serving cart that had a couple of pitchers and a bowl of ice, along with a bowl of various fruits. “I thought you might also be hungry.”

“Water would be great,” she said, propping up her pillows to sit up.

He scooped some ice into a glass and poured water into it. He gave it to her and watched her drink.

“And… emotionally?” he asked. “I know that experience can be… intense.”

She nodded. “That’s putting it mildly. I’m… good, though. I think I’m good.”

“Good,” he said. “If you need to use the restroom, it’s down the hall. Brock isn’t here; he came home overnight, but I woke him up earlier and told him he needed to make himself scarce this morning.”

“Thanks,” she said. “I guess that’s something we’ll need to figure out if we continue this. Whatever this is.”

“We’ll figure it out,” he said, sliding next to her and putting his arm around her. “By the way, what changed your mind about wanting to talk to me? You seemed pretty adamantly against it when I approached you after class yesterday.”

Celeste laughed. “If I said ‘magic,’ would you believe it?”

---

Be on the lookout for more books in the Arcana series, coming soon!

Be sure to pick up the FREE prequel book to the Arcana series, A FOOL’S GAME, right here!
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