

Back in Time:

A Short Story Inspired by My Own Journey


Author's Note

Dear reader,

As Elara Stone, I welcome you to "Back in Time: A Short Story Inspired by My Own Journey." This piece is something deeply personal and intimate, and it's much shorter—a departure from the high-intensity, intentionally arousing world of my novel "Corporate Femdom."

While "Corporate Femdom" is an erotic novel crafted to arouse the reader and touch the right buttons in the mind of a submissive man, "Back in Time" has no such intention. Instead, it's like a behind-the-scenes glimpse into who I am, a look at the foundation that shaped my understanding of power and submission.

This story takes you back to a specific moment in time, a chapter from my own life when I was a curious 19-year-old student. It was a time of discovery, of realization, of coming to understand parts of myself that I hadn't previously recognized.

I offer this story as a way to set the stage for readers who wish to delve into my longer works. It's a softer, more reflective piece, and I hope it provides insight into the experiences that have shaped my writing and my perspective.

Whether this is your first encounter with my writing or you've journeyed with me through other tales, I invite you to step into my past and experience this awakening with me. I believe it will enrich your understanding of "Corporate Femdom" and the voice behind it.

With warm regards, Elara Stone
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The University of Minnesota was my world now, a bustling campus where I delved into literature and the human condition. It was a new chapter in my life, one that started every morning somewhere in ST. Anthony West, the modest house I shared with three roommates.

The alarm would ring, and the day would begin in a haze of breakfast chatter and the scramble to get ready. We were all students, each with our own routines, but mine had a peculiarity that set it apart. While my roommates buried themselves in textbooks or scribbled last-minute notes, I spent my bus ride simply looking.

Two buses every day. The first would take me southwest, across the Mississippi River, a scenic detour that many considered a waste of time. But not me. It was a chance to cross a boundary, to leave one world and enter another. I'd switch buses downtown, always making sure to take a seat on the left side. It wasn't about the view; it was about the people.

The second bus ran east along University Avenue, and it was punctual to the minute. That punctuality transformed my window into a frame, capturing the same scenes at the same time, every single day.

There was the newspaper delivery boy, cycling with youthful energy, his arm cocked back and then snapping forward, the paper flying through the air to land perfectly at the doorstep of the same house. I'd smile, admiring the precision that turned a mundane task into an art form.

A little further, an old man would be seated on a bench, his face creased with lines that told of a long life, his eyes fixed on some distant point. What memories were playing in his mind? What stories lay behind those eyes?

The 7-Eleven came next, its neon sign a beacon of convenience. The owner, a man of routine, would be there, keys in hand, unlocking the door. The jingle of the bell would reach my ears, a symbol of a day's beginning.

And then, the highlight, the one scene that drew my attention most of all: the bank manager and his wife. I knew him from my brief visit to the bank when I'd moved into the neighborhood. Distinguished, in his fifties, his demeanor spoke of authority and wisdom.

But standing there at the entrance to the bank, waiting for the opening hour, he was not the manager; he was a husband. His wife, elegant and warm, would stand beside him, their dog wagging its tail at their feet. They'd talk, sometimes hug, sometimes simply stand in silence. Their love was palpable, a serene bubble amidst the city's chaos.

The bus would move on, but the image would linger, a fleeting glimpse into a life that was not mine yet felt familiar and comforting. It was a ritual I'd observe, day after day, a dance of ordinary lives that turned my commute into a journey of discovery.

That first day set the pattern, etching these scenes into my mind, transforming a mundane commute into a mosaic of human existence. It was just the beginning, but even then, I sensed that there was something more, something waiting to be uncovered. In the routine of others, I found the extraordinary, the hidden stories that make up the fabric of life.

The bus would pull into the stop near the University of Minnesota's campus, and I'd step off, filled with a sense of connection and curiosity, ready to face a day of learning. But in many ways, my education had already begun right there on the left side of the bus.



THE END

Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed this journey as much as I loved crafting it. Each character, each scene, and every emotion has been meticulously woven to make you feel, connect, and immerse yourself in the narrative.

Your Feedback Matters

If this tale resonated with you, or even if it didn't, please consider leaving an honest review. Your insights will help others discover this story and enjoy it as much as you did.

Leave your review here.


Did You Spot a Mistake?

If you happen to find a typo, mistake, or have suggestions on how to enhance specific scenes, I'd be grateful to hear from you directly. Please email me at

elarastone@zohomail.com. Your constructive feedback is invaluable.

Join the Advanced Readers Club (ARC)

Become part of an exclusive group and get early access to my upcoming works. Join the ARC and be the first to embark on new adventures with me.

Sign up for the ARC here.


Other Works by Elara Stone

Corporate Femdom: From Project Manager to Her Lowly House Servant – A Tale of Deep Love Between a Mistress and Her Pet
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In the high-stakes world of Vortex Innovations, where hierarchy and power reign, a tale of unconventional love and intense desire unfolds. Isabella Turner, in her early 30s, is the enigmatic and beautiful head of R&D. Manipulative, authoritative, and possessing the unique ability to humble any man into total surrender, she sees something unique in Ethan Mitchell, a lowly project manager buried deep within the company's structure.

From his affluent suburban life as a family man, Ethan finds himself irresistibly drawn into Isabella's web of control and passion. As he becomes her lowly house servant, their bond and love intensify in ways neither could have anticipated.

This dark romance invites readers into a world of sensual pleasure and psychological complexity, where the roles of master and servant become a dance of mutual respect and devotion.

Buy on Amazon


Coming Soon!

Madame LaLaurie: A Tale of the Infamous Mistress Who Derived Her Pleasure from Sadistic Humiliation and Torture
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Dive into the opulent yet shadowed corners of 19th-century New Orleans with Madame LaLaurie. Elara Stone contrasts LaLaurie's public allure with her hidden, sinister obsessions. Embark on a journey that oscillates between the arousing and tear-inducing.


Elara Stone's delightful narrative transports readers back to her student days. A tale of casual observations turned captivating insights, it's a different kind of treat for her readers.

Discover this whimsical short read on Amazon.

About
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!
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One day, the routine changed. A study group at the University of Minnesota called for an earlier start, and I found myself on the earlier bus, a mere fifteen minutes ahead of schedule. As the bus swerved through the streets, it was like stepping into a parallel universe. The familiar sights were there, yet everything was slightly askew.

The newspaper boy was still there, his timing just a little off. The old man wasn't on the bench, and the 7-Eleven was still locked. It was all a rehearsal of the daily dance I had grown used to observing.

The real surprise came as the bus continued its way east toward the university, gliding down University Avenue. My eyes were drawn to the spot where I usually saw the bank manager and his wife, but they were not there yet, not at the bank. The bank's entrance was empty, waiting for its daily occupants.

As the bus continued, I spotted him, the bank manager, coming from the east, walking the dog, heading west toward his waiting wife. The timing was perfect; their meeting point exactly aligned with the bus's path.

They met outside their house just as the bus slid by. He was relaxed, unhurried, and she was standing there, elegant as ever, eyes fixed on him, waiting. They exchanged a smile, a few soft words, and she joined him, their steps merging into a single rhythm as they headed toward the bank.

I watched, my heart unexpectedly touched by the simplicity and tenderness of their meeting. A private ritual, a shared moment in the midst of a bustling city, laid bare before me because of a mere fifteen-minute shift in my day.

The bus carried me on, away from the scene, but the image lingered. It was a glimpse into a love that was steadfast, comfortable, and serene. A love that had its rituals, its rhythm, a dance that had been choreographed over the years and performed daily with joy.

That day, the ordinary became extraordinary. The mundane details of a daily commute were transformed into a lesson in love, commitment, and the grace of shared existence. In the midst of the chaos of life, there was a serenity that could be found, a beauty in the daily dance of two people in love.

And all it took was a fifteen-minute change in routine.

Another day brought a new curiosity. The chance observation of the bank manager and his wife meeting each morning captured my imagination. I found myself wondering where the bank manager's walk began, where he led his dog each morning.

The intrigue pulled at me, transforming a mundane detail into a puzzle to be solved. I decided to take the bus even earlier, 30 minutes ahead of my usual time, to see if I could trace the path of the man's morning journey.

The world was different at this hour; the sun was lower, the shadows longer, and the city quieter. The bus made its way east, and I settled into my familiar spot on the left, my eyes scanning the streets, looking for the familiar figure of the bank manager and his dog.

As the bus passed by the bank manager's house, where he used to meet his wife, I noticed they were not there. It was too early, of course, but the absence of their daily meeting left an odd emptiness that tugged at my attention.

Then, something else caught my eye, something unexpected that made my heart skip a beat.

The man wasn't on University Avenue. Instead, he was leaving an apartment building a little further east. His gait was the same, relaxed and unhurried, but his path was different, leading away from the building rather than along the street. I strained to see more, my eyes widening as I caught sight of a woman on the third floor, waving to him from the window.

The scene was brief, a fleeting moment that passed as quickly as it arrived, but it left me with a whirlwind of questions. Who was the woman? Why was the man at her apartment? Was it a friend, a relative, or something more?

The ordinary had once again become extraordinary, and I knew that my curiosity would not be satisfied until I unraveled the mystery that had presented itself so unexpectedly. The absence at their usual meeting spot had opened a door, and I couldn't help but step through, driven by the desire to know more, to see deeper, to understand the hidden dance of lives that unfolded each day around me.
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The next morning, driven by an insatiable curiosity, I woke up earlier than usual, determined to discover more about the mysterious woman in the third-floor apartment. The questions that had sprung up in my mind were like insistent whispers, urging me to delve deeper into the enigma I had stumbled upon.

Boarding the bus, I found a seat on the left side, the familiar landscape outside the window taking on a new significance. The city was still bathed in the soft light of early dawn, the streets quieter, the world holding its breath as a new day began.

My heart pounded in my chest as the bus approached the building where I had seen the bank manager the previous day. Fear mingled with a need to know, a strange mixture of apprehension and excitement that made my hands tremble.

I descended the bus right where the woman lived, feeling an odd sense of intrusion as I stood before the apartment building. It looked ordinary, just another building among many, but I knew that behind one of those windows lay a secret waiting to be uncovered.

Summoning my courage, I entered the building. The silence inside was almost eerie, a stillness that seemed to hold the echoes of lives lived within these walls. My footsteps sounded loud in my ears as I began to climb the stairs, my heart pounding even louder.

As I reached the second floor, a voice drifted down from above, the clear tones of a young woman. My steps faltered as I heard her words: "And remember, darling, if you try to tamper with your chastity device, the punishment will be severe."

A chill ran down my spine, the words striking me with a mixture of shock and fascination. I rushed to hide in a recess, peering out as the man descended the stairs, his face betraying no emotion, his gait as steady as ever.

I stayed hidden, my breath caught in my throat, as he exited the building, continuing on his way to meet his wife and head to the bank. The normalcy of his departure was jarring, a stark contrast to the glimpse I had just caught of a hidden world.

That evening, I found myself at my computer, searching the web to understand what a chastity device was. The pieces were falling into place, the fragments of a puzzle coming together to reveal a picture I had never expected.

My understanding of the bank manager, the woman on the third floor, and even myself was shifting, transforming into something more complex, more nuanced. The lines between the ordinary and extraordinary were blurred, and I knew that I had embarked on a journey that would change my perception of the world around me.

In the privacy of my room, the reality of what I had discovered began to sink in. The bank manager's secret life, the dynamics of power and submission, the very concept of chastity devices—all these were new and bewildering to me. The more I learned, the more intrigued I became, my mind open to possibilities and connections I had never before considered.

I sat back, my eyes wide, realizing that the story I had stumbled upon was far from over. The curtain had been pulled back just enough to reveal a glimpse of something profound and mysterious, a hidden dance that had only just begun.
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The next morning, a determination grew within me, a need to uncover more about the secret lives that had become entangled with my own daily routine. I rose even earlier, the city still wrapped in darkness, the world still lost in dreams.

As I approached the apartment building once again, a mixture of excitement and trepidation washed over me. I knew that I was about to cross a line, to venture into a hidden realm that defied the boundaries of my ordinary life. But the curiosity was too powerful to resist.

The building seemed to loom larger this time, its facade holding the promise of revelation. My heartbeat echoed in my ears as I climbed the stairs, the familiar silence now charged with anticipation. With each step, I felt drawn closer to the unknown, compelled by forces beyond my understanding.

As I reached the third floor, the silence was shattered by an unexpected sound—the cries of a man, broken and pleading, the desperation in his voice both horrifying and magnetic. The swish of a cane cut through the air, a physical manifestation of his agony.

"Please, no more, no more, my Mistress," he begged, his voice raw with pain, his words trailing into a sob. The vulnerability in his voice was shocking, a stark contrast to the confident bank manager I had known.

A confident voice, smooth and controlled, responded: "I told you, but you never listen! You thought you could defy me? Your suffering is of your own making." The authority in her voice was undeniable, her words both a condemnation and a lesson.

The dialogue continued, and the man's pleas met with the firm resolve of his Mistress. "I'll obey, I swear; just please stop," he cried, his voice quivering with misery.

"You will obey because you have no choice," she retorted, her tone filled with cold certainty. "You are mine, and you will learn to submit, even if it takes a hundred strokes."

The sound of the cane landing again sent a shiver down my spine, the reality of their dynamic sinking in. This respected bank manager, a figure of authority and control, was reduced to a sobbing boy by a young lady who held the reins of his hidden life.

I stood frozen, my mind grappling with the complexity of the scene unfolding behind the closed door. The impact on me was profound, a rush of realization, a door opening to a world I never knew existed.

As I descended the stairs, the sounds of discipline and submission fading behind me, I knew that I had glimpsed a part of humanity that lay beyond the superficial layers of society. The roles we play, the masks we wear—all these were laid bare in that apartment on the third floor.

In the quiet of my room later that day, the scene replayed in my mind, the words and cries echoing in my consciousness. A new understanding began to dawn, a recognition of power and desire, of dominance and surrender, that resonated deep within me.

The mystery had unfolded, revealing a hidden dance that transcended the mundane rhythms of daily life. The bank manager, his Mistress, and even myself—we were all part of a greater tapestry; our lives are woven together by the threads of curiosity and discovery.

Later that evening, in the solitude of my room, I found myself reflecting on the events of the day, the emotions and sensations still fresh and raw. The power exchange I had witnessed, the dominance and submission, had awakened something within me. An excitement, a desire I had never before recognized, began to stir.

I surrendered to the fantasy, allowing it to take control, guiding my hands in the exploration of my body. The image of the bank manager, the sound of the cane, the firm authority in the Mistress's voice—all these fueled my arousal, leading me to a shattering climax that left me breathless and spent.

I lay in the afterglow, a profound realization washing over me. I had discovered a part of myself, a hidden desire that resonated deep within my soul. Something had changed, something fundamental and irreversible.

Years have passed since that discovery, and one slave came into my life, and another was gone, but the memory remains etched in my mind. In the world of dominance and submission, that moment was my awakening.

Years have unfolded since that pivotal discovery, marked by the entrance and exit of slaves in my life, each one a chapter in a journey that never strays far from that fateful encounter. Though faces and names may blur, the memory remains as vivid and indelible as the day it was etched into my mind. In the world of dominance and submission, that moment wasn't just a fleeting curiosity; it was my awakening, a defining instance that shaped who I would become.
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