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Chapter 1

Drinking straight from the bottle, Clara tried to ignore the way Beau’s eyes seemed to capture the fire in front of him. His eyes were normally light, bordering on the edge of blue and green, but tonight they were a deep verdant and danced with firelight. The fire the three friends sat around wasn’t even large, but Beau’s eyes captured its beauty and reflected it effortlessly. Clara wondered if her dull, murky brown eyes had a glint of their own.

Beau and her brother, Cliff, talked about the newest ranch arrival. One of their cows gave birth tonight, and Clara was pissed she’d missed it. She’d been stuck in English Lit at Brownstone Community College. She was seriously beginning to regret choosing English as her major.

It had seemed like a good idea at the time, but Clara found her classes unbearably dull. She looked forward to coming home each night to Aspen Creek Ranch. The ranch had been in her family for generations, and Cliff would take it over when her father was ready to retire.

Beau and Cliff had been best friends since elementary school, and Clara would be lying if she said her brother’s best friend wasn’t part of the reason why she loved being on the ranch. Clara had gotten lucky in the sibling department. Cliff had never been cruel to her or bullied her, and he’d insisted his best friend treat Clara with kindness.

The gentleness and kindness Beau showed Clara was massively attractive. It didn’t hurt that he had the body of a rancher with a deep golden tan, calloused hands, and prominent muscles in all the right places.

If he weren’t her brother’s best friend and didn’t intimidate her with his easy confidence and ten extra years of life experience, then Clara would have considered dating him. But that was never going to happen, so Clara pulled her eyes away from the frenzied dance in Beau’s and tried to refocus on the conversation.

“I’m telling you! If we added some horses to the ranch, then we could pull in a lot of extra money.”

“I don’t know, Cliff. Horses are expensive. You’d be better off building stables and renting them out to other ranchers or people that want horses but don’t have the room for them.”

“That’s actually a pretty good idea. We should bring this up with my dad. It’s important he sees that I’m planning for the future and the expansion of the ranch.”

“Okay, that’s enough work talk for one day!” Clara gave her brother and his best friend an exasperated look. She took another swig from the bottle of vodka in her hand, ignoring how her brother’s eyes narrowed, and said, “Let’s talk about something else.”

“How were your classes today?”

“Boring,” Clara said, rolling her eyes and trying to pretend her heart didn’t skip a beat when Beau focused his attention on her.

“College is important, Clara. How are you going to be an English teacher without a degree.”

Clara waved away Cliff’s gentle admonishment and said, “It’s not like I’m going to drop out. I just wish we could read something a bit more interesting than Romeo and Juliet.”

“Yeah, I don’t think I ever read that in high school.”

“That’s because you paid me to do your book report for you.” Beau reached over and grabbed the bottle of vodka from Clara’s hands. She pouted at him and he chuckled. “I think you’ve had enough, little one. You shouldn’t even be drinking.”

Clara gave him an affronted look. “I’m twenty years old, Beau! You and Cliff drank when you were my age.”

“Yeah, but that’s because we were immature idiots.” Cliff shared a rueful grin with Beau, and Clara snorted. She remembered their immature days and the trouble they’d gotten into. She was only ten when they were twenty, but she clearly remembered her father catching them drinking with their girlfriends in this exact spot and the hell that had followed.

“Who says we’re not still immature idiots?” Beau asked, laughing. Cliff punched his friend’s arm, and Clara tried not to stare at Beau’s bulging bicep too noticeably. She really needed to stop drinking around this man before she did something to embarrass herself.

When Beau moved to pass the bottle to Cliff, Clara reached out, snatched it out of his hand, and took a long pull. She passed it to her brother, ignoring the warning in Beau’s eyes, and shuddered as the alcohol pooled in her stomach. She was a bit of a lightweight, and it seemed that drink helped push her past tipsy and into the early stages of drunkenness. Clara giggled and hiccuped.

A shrill ring had Cliff reaching into his pocket, and his face lit up when he checked the screen. Clara exchanged a glance with Beau, grinning as her brother’s best friend rolled his eyes. There was only one person who put that kind of light in Cliff’s eyes. Amelia and Cliff had been dating for six months now, and Clara was sure Amelia would be her sister-in-law one day.

As her brother answered his phone and stood, she watched him stroll down the creek with a spring in his step. Amelia made Cliff so happy, and they were almost disgustingly in love. A tightness in Clara’s chest told her she was a little jealous, but she told that voice to shut up. She’d find her one true love one day, and it definitely wasn’t the gorgeous man sitting across the fire from her.

“Well, I guess we know who he’s talking to.”

“Your brother deserves to be happy. Everyone does.”

“Yeah, I know. I just wish he’d hurry up and propose to her. We all know he will, and I’ve never been to a wedding before. Sounds like fun.”

“Do you not have enough fun in your life, Clara?”

Clara shivered at Beau’s words and scooted closer to the fire. That shiver was definitely a result of the cold and had absolutely nothing to do with the way Beau’s eyes darkened when he looked at her, or the sultry tone to his voice that made Clara’s heart speed up.

“I have plenty of fun. Thank you very much.”

Beau raised his eyebrows at her as the corners of his lips curled up into a smirk. “Plenty of fun, huh? Enjoying English Lit that much?”

Clara shrugged. Despite what she’d told Beau and her brother earlier, a big part of her did want to drop out of college. Not only were her classes boring, but they were incredibly unfulfilling. It wasn’t that she lacked ambition or motivation, but an English major didn’t seem like the right choice for her anymore.

“I don’t know.”

“Is everything alright, hun?”

“Have you heard of that new club in Millstone?” Clara blurted out as the alcohol loosened her tongue and clouded her judgment. Beau’s face scrunched and he shook his head. “It’s called Threshold. It only opened a month ago. Maria and I were thinking of checking it out.”

That was a lie. Clara had never mentioned going to the club to any of her friends. It was a BDSM club and Clara didn’t want anyone to know about her deepest fantasies. She wasn’t planning on playing when she went, but she wanted to observe. She wanted to know she wasn’t the only one who felt turned on by power exchanges, and she needed the reassurance that she wasn’t a freak.

Plus, maybe she’d meet a nice Dom there, fall in love, and have a happily ever after. As if.

“Threshold?” Beau’s face shifted as his brows drew together and his eyes narrowed. Clara sat back and frowned. Was he angry with her? “You want to go to a BDSM club?”

“So you have heard of it!”

“Of course I have, Clara. But I didn’t think that was the type of club you were talking about. "

“What type of club did you think I meant?”

“I was hoping a book club.”

Clara snorted and reached for the bottle of vodka, but Beau shook his head and placed it behind his back.

“Beau! Come on, pass me the bottle.”

“Absolutely not. You’ve had more than enough.”

Clara stood, holding out her arms to steady herself as a carefree giggle bubbled up in her throat. She walked around the fire toward him on unsteady legs. Beau looked up at her, his eyes burning with a firelight of their own creation now.

“I’m fine. I just want a drink to wash away the memory of me telling you I want to visit a BDSM club.”

“Why do you want to go to Threshold?”

“Curiosity?”

“You wouldn’t drive for an hour just to satisfy your curiosity at a fetish club.” Beau’s rolled his eyes at her, and Clara couldn’t help feeling hurt.

“Well, for your information, it’s something I’ve been curious about for a while. Now give me the damn bottle.” Clara plunked down on the ground next to Beau and reached behind his back for the vodka.

He snatched her wrist and pulled it against his chest, holding her in place effortlessly. Clara gasped and tried to tug her wrist back, but it was like her arm was suddenly encased in concrete. Struggling did nothing except cause Beau’s arm to flex, and Clara’s eyes watched the muscles under his skin contract hungrily.

“You have had enough to drink tonight, little one. I think it’s time you went inside.”

“You’re so bossy.”

“Do you like that?” Beau and Clara froze. She watched his eyes widen and knew he hadn’t meant to say that. Perhaps she wasn’t the only one who was feeling uninhibited tonight.

“I guess I’ll find out when I go to the club,” Clara said as she watched Beau’s expression carefully.

His startled expression turned to one of fury as he glared at her. Beau reached out and grabbed Clara’s other wrist, then pulled it against his chest. Both her hands sat on his chest now, absorbing the warmth and feeling the hardness of his muscles through his shirt. The air between them was too tight, too thin, and Clara struggled to breathe properly.

“You are not going to that club.”

“I will if I want to. And you won’t tell anyone about this.”

Beau raised his eyebrows at the challenge in Clara’s voice. “You could get hurt. It’s not safe for a young girl to go to one of those clubs alone. You don’t know your limits or anyone there. You’d be too vulnerable.” Clara shrugged and tried to appear unconcerned. She was worried about all the same things, but she’d be damned if she showed Beau that.

Beau let out a long sigh and said, “You’re seriously curious about BDSM?”

“Yeah. I want to see if it’s for me. I can’t do that reading books and talking to strangers online.”

“You’ve been talking to strangers online?”

“Just in BDSM forums and stuff. Trying to get an idea for what the lifestyle is like.”

“No. I don’t like it.”

“Well, how else am I going to learn?”

“I’ll teach you.”


Chapter 2

I’ll teach you.

If Clara didn’t know any better, she’d think her brother’s best friend just offered to teach her about BDSM. She laughed and waved a hand at him as a blush crawled up her throat and settled on her cheeks.

“Yeah, right. You know what, I think I am getting tired. I’ll just head inside now. Tell Cliff I said goodnight.” Clara stood and high-tailed it back to the house without looking back. There was no way Beau’s offer was serious. And, even if he was serious, there was no way Clara could take him up on it.

Beau was Cliff’s best friend. They were like brothers, and Clara owed them both a lot. Her teen years hadn’t been the best. She’d been awkward, bullied, and fallen into a bit of depression. Without Cliff and Beau, Clara didn’t know what she would have done.

Doing this with Beau would be like betraying her brother. Even if Cliff were comfortable with Clara dating a man ten years older than her, which she knew he wouldn’t be, he would lose his mind if he found out they got together just to experiment with kinky shit.

Yeah, there was no way she and Beau could ever be together. But the realization that he knew about BDSM, and apparently knew enough to offer to teach her about it, made her even more attracted to him. Clara knew there was no point in pretending she wasn’t attracted to him, so she resolved to avoid him like the plague and hoped the attraction would fade away eventually.

* * *

A week had passed since Clara’s conversation with Beau and she’d skillfully managed to avoid interacting with him since. She’d seen him on the ranch, but her plan to avoid him until her attraction to him fizzled out seemed to be working so far. Well, the avoidance part was working. The attraction was still as strong as ever, and now Clara’s mind burned with questions.

When did Beau learn about BDSM? And where? It’s not like there had been any clubs nearby before, had there? Maybe five or ten years ago, there’d been one in one of the nearby big towns, but Clara hadn’t heard of them.

Was Beau a Dominant? He certainly had the personality for it. Beau had a quiet, commanding presence. She’d recognized it even as a child, although back then, she’d merely thought he was acting like another overprotective older brother toward her.

But she’d seen the way he could take control of tense situations on the ranch. He worked miracles with their animals and with disgruntled ranch hands. Beau could even get Cliff to settle down when he was in the middle of a rage, which was no easy feat.

What would it be like to let Beau dominate her? Clara imagined Beau would be one of those firm but fair types. The thought of Beau tying her up, spanking her, and having his way with her set Clara’s body on fire. She had to stop thinking about this.

Clara left her bedroom and headed downstairs. She needed an ice-cold glass of water and maybe a cold shower, too. She’d never been this attracted to anyone in her entire life. All the boys in her high school were too immature to be appealing, and even the guys in her college classes still acted irresponsible and childish.

Perhaps that’s partially why Clara had always had an attraction to Beau. He’d always seemed so wise and mature to her, especially once she’d hit her teen years. Now, Beau was a grown man, and Clara wondered what he could teach her. She knew he was experienced. And now that she knew about his interest in BDSM…

Clara shook her head as she made her way into the kitchen. She needed to get Beau out of her head. Maybe a trip to Threshold was just what she needed. She could see what the things she’d been daydreaming and reading about actually looked like in real life. Maybe she’d even meet a nice Dominant who was willing to talk to her.

“Hey, baby. All done studying for tonight?”

Clara smiled at her father and took a seat across from him at the kitchen table. Her father was sipping on a cup of coffee and filling out the crossword from today’s newspaper. He always read the paper in the mornings and saved the crosswords in the evening. It was a routine he’d followed her whole life.

“Yep, all done. How was your day?”

“Oh, it was good. The new calf is doing so well. You’re gonna have to name her for us.”

“How about Poppy?”

“That’s perfect, baby.” Jenson Smith glanced up from his crossword and gave his daughter a concerned look. “You look tired. Not sleeping well?”

Jenson was a man of few words, and he often seemed to let the goings-on of others pass him by, but anyone who truly knew him knew Jenson didn’t miss a thing. Clara shrugged and took a sip of her water before answering.

“I’ve just been really busy. Midterms start next week, so I’ve had a lot of studying to do.”

“Are you going to be busy with schoolwork this weekend?”

“Actually, I was thinking of taking a trip to Millstone this weekend and doing some shopping.”

“That sounds like a great idea. Dragging Maria along?”

“Maybe.” Clara took another sip of her water to avoid her father’s sharp gaze. He’d always had the uncanny ability to tell when she was lying, and she didn’t want him questioning her further about why she was going to Millstone this weekend. It’s not like she could tell him about Threshold. Clara shuddered at the thought.

“Well, if you do head up to Millstone this weekend, can you grab a couple of things for Peppy?” Clara smiled at the soft look on her father’s face. Peppy, short for Penelope, was the daughter of Emily, a woman who owned the apple orchard a couple of roads over. Jenson and Emily had been getting closer over the last couple of years, although he never talked about their relationship with Clara.

Clara was happy with her father. He and Laura, Clara’s mother, had been married for twenty years before Laura passed away from breast cancer. Clara had only been twelve when her mother passed, but she remembered the way her father moved around like there was a piece missing from him for years. It was only once he met Emily that he started getting back to his old self.

“Who’s going to Millstone this weekend?” Cliff asked, walking into the kitchen. Clara glanced up and nearly groaned at the sight of Beau following behind his brother. Beau’s narrowed eyes shot to Clara’s, and she ducked her head, her heart pounding.

“Clara and Maria. They’re going to grab some stuff for Peppy.”

“Oh, that’s nice.” Cliff opened the refrigerator and dug around for a snack. “I’ll meet you back out there,” he said to Beau, then turned and left the room.

“Hold on a moment, son. I’ll walk with you. I need to check on Poppy.” Jenson pushed back from the table and stood.

“Poppy?”

“Clara named our new calf.”

“Ah.” Cliff waited for his father to catch up and they made their way out of the room. Clara sat frozen at the table, her fingers gripping the edge nervously.

“Clara, you can’t seriously still be thinking about going to that club.”

“Can we just pretend that conversation never happened?”

“Absolutely not. I told you if you want someone to teach you about that, I will do it.”

“What makes you think I want you to?”

Beau moved forward. His eyes captured hers with an intensity that made her lean back nervously. Clara’s chest tightened as Beau placed a hand on the table in front of her and leaned down until his face was inches away from hers.

“Because your pupils dilate when I get close to you.”

The whispered words transferred to a whisper of pleasure across Clara’s skin. She gazed at Beau, entranced by the air of authority he carried so effortlessly. He was definitely a Dom, Clara was definitely attracted to him, and there was definitely no way this would end well.

* * *

Clara couldn’t believe she was doing this. She couldn’t believe she’d agreed to this, but Beau had her so tongue-tied when they’d spoken, and he seemed to have an answer to reassure her for every concern she’d raised.

“What if Cliff finds out?”

“He won’t because we won’t act suspicious. We’ll explain you’re working for me to save up some extra money for summer break.”

“What work exactly are we going to say I’m doing?”

“Helping me redecorate. Painting, picturing out decor, all that stuff you’re good at. No one will question it if we don’t act like we have something to hide.”

“And if Cliff does find out?”

“There’s no reason he would. We’ll only get together once a week for a couple of hours. We won’t change how we interact with each other outside of those hours.”

At the time, Clara felt reassured by Beau’s easy answers. But now that she was standing outside of his house, she wasn’t so sure. They hadn’t even spoken about what they would do tonight. Was he just going to dive right in and tie her up? Paddle her? Use toys?

The thought of Beau restraining her and using toys to pleasure her sent a spike of heat through Clara’s body and her pussy clenched. She was way too conflicted. Her body was wildly excited, the way she imagined a cat in heat would feel, but her mind kept reminding her that this was her brother’s best friend, who’d known her since she was a baby. He was ten years older than her and world’s more experienced. What if she just embarrassed herself?

Beau’s front door opened just as Clara was preparing to turn around and jog back to her car. She didn’t want to humiliate herself in front of Beau. He was Cliff’s best friend and she’d have to see him around for the rest of her life.

“Clara, come inside.” Despite the command, Beau’s voice was gentle, and Clara found herself pivoting back toward his house and making her way over to him. He stood back, allowing her to walk inside without having to squeeze past him.

Clara stood in the entryway of his home, trembling with anxiety. The uncertainty of what was going to happen tonight made it hard to breathe. Clara’s eyes darted around the entryway, taking in the minuscule masculine decorations. Maybe she should help him redecorate.

“Don’t be nervous.” Beau reached out and rubbed his hand along Clara’s back. She shivered under his warm, rough hand. “The first rule of BDSM is consent. Nothing happens unless you want it to happen.” Clara nodded and took a deep breath. Of course, Beau wouldn’t do anything to hurt her. This was what she’d wanted. Wasn’t it? “Come into the living room and sit with me.”

They made their way into the living room and sat side by side on his sectional. Clara fidgeted and asked, “So, what are we doing tonight?”

“Tonight, we go over the basics. I already mentioned consent, but it’s worth repeating. Anyone who practices BDSM should do it in a safe, sane, and consensual way. Most aspects of BDSM are about power exchange. One person gifts their submission to the other.”

“Gifts?”

Beau’s eyes grew darker as he took in the flush rising on Clara’s face. “Yes, gifts. Submission is a powerful thing, Clara. Most people who aren’t in the lifestyle assume the Dom has all the power, but it’s exactly the opposite. The submissive agrees to obey his or her Dom, but they hold the ultimate power. They can stop everything with a single word.”

“Like a safeword?”

“Exactly. Many people use a traffic light system. Green means you’re feeling comfortable. Yellow means you’re getting close to your limit, and red means you need to stop immediately. If you ever say red while we’re playing together, then I’ll immediately stop the scene, and we’ll discuss what made you uncomfortable or upset.”

“What kinds of things will we be doing?”

“Like I said, Clara, you hold the power here. I’m just here to teach you basic protocol as a submissive and help you explore your interests.” Beau paused and gave her a brief smile. “I probably should have asked, but you are a submissive, right? You certainly don’t act like a Dom.”

Clara choked a little and coughed, then cleared her throat. She dropped her gaze to her lap and muttered, “Yes, I’m interested in the submissive side of things.”

“Good, because no one dominates me.”

Clara snorted and looked back up at Beau. His face was bright with amusement, and the creases around his eyes deepened. “Good to know, but that’s kind of what I figured.”

“As for what we’ll be doing tonight, that’s entirely up to you. I planned on just going over your list with you and maybe doing something small to start. But we can start as slowly as you want.”

“My list?”

Beau reached over to the coffee table and grabbed the papers and pen that had been sitting there. He handed them to Clara and she immediately blushed as a few phrases jumped out at her. Beau chuckled and passed her the pen. “There are three columns and each column lists the same activities. Only circle the things you’re positive you want to try in the first column. Circle the things you’d consider trying in the second, and only circle things you absolutely do not want to try in the third. This is very important, Clara. This list tells me your limits. If you’re not honest, then I might not give you what you need. Or, I could accidentally do something that would really upset you. Do you understand?”

His tone had deepened and turned firmer as he spoke. It was a subtle change but noticeable enough to Clara. “Yes.”

“Another rule is when we’re playing, you’ll address me as sir. Submissives always use an honorific with their Doms. Some Doms prefer other titles, like Master, but sir is my preference.”

Clara gaped at him. Could she do that? She’d known him her entire life! But the thought of calling him sir and giving him even the tiniest bit of her submission that way was already arousing her and she squeezed her legs together.

“Yes, sir.” The word felt strange on her lips, but right at the same time. A hungry look took over Beau’s eyes and he nodded his approval.

“Good girl. Now, fill out your list. I’ll go get us some drinks.”

Clara had to take several deep breaths to calm herself once Beau left the room. She couldn’t believe she was really doing this. Clara tried not to let herself feel overwhelmed as she circled items on the list. Some things horrified her and others, like watersports, she didn’t even know the meaning of.

When Beau returned, Clara had finished circling everything, with the exception of phrases she hadn’t understood. She felt disappointed when he placed two glasses of water on the table and her lower lip jutted out in a pout. She really could’ve used some liquid courage right about then.

Beau laughed at her expression and said, “Another rule of BDSM is no alcohol during scenes. Consent is important, and you can’t consent when you’re drunk.”

He held his hand out for her list and browsed it as she sat and squirmed. It was embarrassing to reveal her deepest fantasies to him like this, but this was what she’d asked for. It was what she wanted. She just had to be brave enough to go through with it.


Chapter 3

“I’m guessing you didn’t circle a few of these because you didn’t know what they meant,” Beau said after reading her list, and Clara nodded. He picked up the pen and circled them all in the hard limit column.

“Hey! What if I’d wanted to try some of those?”

Beau turned and gave Clara a dark look. She shrank back a little as he said, “First, remember how to address me. Second, you don’t want to try these.”

“But how will I know if I don’t even know what they mean? Sir.”

Beau sighed and quickly wrote a brief definition of each phrase, then passed the paper back to her. Clara’s eyes widened in horror, and she shoved the paper back at him.

“I’m sorry I asked.” Beau raised an eyebrow at her, and she quickly added, “Sir.”

“I can see you’re going to need some help to remember how to address me,” Beau said wryly.

“It’s just a little weird. I’ve known you forever.”

“Not this side of me. If it helps, think about it like that. When you come over, it’s to see your Dom, not Beau.”

Clara thought it over for a moment. It did actually make her feel a bit better and made it easier to separate the Dominant teaching her about BDSM from the man who’d watched her grow up.

“That does help. Thank you, sir.”

“Good, now let’s go over your list. I want you to tell me three things that interest you the most.”

Clara groaned, but read down the list again. She glanced up at Beau, then back down to her list as her cheeks flamed. “Can’t I just point to them?”

“If you can’t even talk about it, then you’re not ready to try it.” Ben’s voice took on a sharp note. Clara bit her lip as he continued, “And if you address me incorrectly one more time, I’m going to pull you over my knee and spank you.”

“What? But- but-”

Ben watched as she spluttered nervously. The corners of his mouth stretched into a smirk as he said, “You like the thought of being spanked. Don’t you?”

“I- I don’t know. Maybe.”

Ben’s eyes turned dark as he reached out and snatched the piece of paper from Clara’s hands. He placed it on the table, then turned back to her. “What did I just say about addressing me properly?”

Clara’s mouth popped open, and her eyes widened as her gaze slid down to his lap. Beau reached out and placed his hands around her hips, then guided her over his lap. Clara fell into position and immediately tried to push herself up. This was way too awkward. She couldn’t let Beau spank her!

“Stay still, Clara. If I’m going to train you, then you need to learn to trust me. You didn’t address me properly again, so you earned yourself a spanking. But, we need to discuss a safeword first.”

“And we can’t discuss this with me sitting up?”

A sharp smack fell on Clara’s vulnerable ass, and she squeaked. Ben chuckled above her as he rubbed the sting into her bottom.

“No, I want to make sure you remember this conversation. Now, do you remember how we talked about the traffic light system?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. You’ll say red if you need me to stop. I’ll always respect your safeword, Clara, but it’s not a get-out-of-jail-free card. If I decide you need to be punished and you use your safeword to stop a spanking, then I will find another way to punish you. Is that clear?”

Clara shivered at the promise in Beau’s voice and felt a flash of heat surge through her clit. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now we can get started.”

Clara tensed immediately, but it didn’t protect her from the sting of Beau’s hand. She knew he was taking it easy on her, but that didn’t make it hurt any less. Her ass quickly grew hot and the heat from her bottom traveled straight to her most sensitive places.

Beau spanked her almost too slowly at first. Clara found herself twisting over his lap, not to escape the pain but to encourage his hand to land in a spot that seemed neglected. It was a little humiliating, laying over Beau’s lap and getting her ass spanked, but Clara couldn’t deny how quickly it was turning her on.

She didn’t even protest when Beau’s fingers slid into the waistband of her pants and pulled them, along with her panties, down to her knees. She raised her hips to help him move the fabric out of the way as her face grew red and flushed.

The moment his hand landed on her naked ass, Clara felt a jolt of something unrecognizable. There was some pain, but it was also the most intensely erotic thing she’d ever experienced.

Clara had never felt anything like this before, even with her past boyfriends. The way Beau wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her in place and began spanking her more firmly drove Clara absolutely wild.

She moaned and whimpered as the spanking continued. Her breath came in short, harsh pants as the heat in her pussy became unbearable. She wanted so much more of him at this moment, but she also never wanted him to stop.

“How are you feeling, Clara?” Beau asked. His hand continued to fall in a steady, predictable pattern over her ass, and Clara couldn’t stop the little whimper of need from working its way out of her throat.

“I- I want more, sir.”

“You’re enjoying this spanking. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Just remember, I’m going easy on you because this is your first punishment from me. If I ever feel you need a more serious punishment, I will use my belt. And you won’t enjoy that at all.”

Beau’s words should have made her nervous, but they stoked the fire growing in Clara’s belly. She moaned, twisting her hips over his lap. Beau chuckled above her and landed several harsh swats to the tops of Clara’s thighs. She jumped, shrieking in surprise. The sting on her thighs was way worse than the sting on her ass, but it still made her clit throb with need.

The spanking was over way too soon for Clara’s liking. Beau fixed her panties and jeans before helping her sit up. Clara sat on the couch next to Beau in a daze. Her ass still tingled from the spanking, but the pain was intoxicating. She stared at his strong, rough hands and wondered if she should call him by his name instead of sir again just to get another spanking.

Beau’s eyes narrowed, as if sensing where her mind had gone. He reached out and curled his hand in Clara’s hair. The tug on her scalp sent Clara into a deliriously turned-on state and she stared at him with wide, glassy eyes as he pulled her head back.

“You like pain,” Beau muttered, almost to himself. Clara wanted to answer him, but her body was buzzing with sensations she’d never experienced before. She continued to stare at him in awed silence, causing Beau to smirk. “Keep looking at me like I hung the moon, and I’m going to give you way more than you bargained for.”

Clara had no idea what that meant, but she kind of liked the sound of it. She licked her lips and said, “Can we do that again, sir? Please?”

“The spanking?” Beau asked. Clara tried to nod, but a powerful sting on her scalp reminded her that her head was currently stuck in the position of Beau’s choice. Instead, she widened her eyes, giving him a pleading expression. Beau’s eyes darkened and his face sharpened, losing the humor that was present only moments ago. “This might be more dangerous than I thought.”

“What do you mean, sir?”

“You’re perfect for me.” Before Clara had a chance to respond, Beau let go of her hair and scrubbed a hand over his face. He stood, glanced around the room, then sat again with a sigh. Clara remained still, worried suddenly that she’d done something to upset him.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, Clara. Let’s go over your list.”


Chapter 4

It was absolutely impossible to stay focused in class. Clara couldn’t care any less about this stupid Algebra lesson. Why did she need to take an Algebra class anyway when she was going for an English degree? College was such a waste.

She’d much rather be at home, watching Beau work on the farm. They’d had five sessions so far, and each was increasingly intense. Beau said Clara was a bit of a brat, but she thought he could be too serious sometimes. Like last night.

“Clara, if you move out of position again, you’re going to be in trouble.” Beau’s hard, sharp voice cut through the monotony of the evening. Clara heaved a sigh, but tried to stay focused. She was kneeling on his bedroom floor, having only recently been taught the proper position, and she was getting bored.

Beau was sitting on his bed, catching up on some paperwork. He’d insisted she needed to learn how to remain still and wait for her Dom’s instructions, but Clara was starting to think this was an exercise in insanity. They were doing these sessions so she could explore her interests and limits, not to test her patience!

The thought made Clara shift on the carpet again. A moment later, Beau was in front of her. He reached down and pulled her to her feet by her hair, then threw her onto the bed. Clara giggled as a rush of excitement and fear ran straight through her core.

She felt the bed dip as Beau kneeled over her. Clara tried to struggle a little, but only because she wanted to feel Beau’s strength as he held her down and forced her skirt up. Beau shoved her panties down and started spanking Clara hard and fast. The blows took Clara’s breath away, but she loved it.

Apparently, Clara had a particular affinity for pain. Ever since their first session, Beau made sure to work in a spanking every evening, and Clara honestly loved him for it. Well, not loved loved, more like… really, really liked.

As the spanking continued and intensified, Beau ordered Clara to spread her legs. She did so eagerly, hoping he was going to bring the vibrator he’d used on her previously back into play. It was quickly becoming her favorite toy.

Instead, Beau landed a hard swat straight to her sensitive pussy. Clara nearly screamed at the confusing sensations and quickly tried to close her legs, but Beau forced them apart again with his knees and landed several more sharp swats as Clara’s pussy clenched.

“You were a very naughty girl, Clara. I think you owe your Dom an apology for your disobedience.”

“I’m sorry, sir!” Clara struggled to get the words out as Beau began spanking her inner thighs. The pain was unbelievable, but Clara’s clit throbbed with ecstasy as the sensations became more and more intense. “Please, sir! I- I want-” Clara cut herself off abruptly. She’d almost begged Beau to fuck her, and that would have ruined everything. He was just training her, and they’d agreed certain things should be off-limits to protect their relationship outside of their training sessions.

“What do you want, little one?”

“I-I don’t know. More. I want more.”

Beau had certainly given her more. Clara could still clearly feel the results of the previous night’s spanking. He’d finally brought out the paddle and used it until Clara was in tears and begging him to stop. She’d loved every minute of it.

But now she had to wait a whole week for their next session. She had no idea how she was going to fill her time until then.

Maria had been trying to get her to hang out this weekend. Maybe she should go to the club with her and let loose for a little bit. It might be exactly what she needs to get her mind off her brother’s best friend. Beau was so clearly off-limits, but the more time Clara spent with him, the more her heart broke. He was perfect for her, but he would never be hers.

* * *

This was exactly what Clara needed. Club Verdant was small, but packed with blue-collar workers who were ready to enjoy their night off. Maria had already paired off with a cute boy from their college and was dancing the night away while Clara swayed to the beat at the bar with a vodka martini in hand.

It wasn’t difficult to get booze when you were underage in this town. All you needed was a decent fake ID, which was super easy to get on campus. At least, Maria said it was easy. Clara always left that side of things to her friend, who was more than happy to get the supplies needed for them to enjoy a good night.

Clara had only been alone for a few minutes when an older guy approached her. He was handsome, with rugged features and a classic farmer’s tan. She smiled as he walked over to her and placed a hand on the bar.

“Hey. You look like you could use a dance. Wanna join me?”

It wasn’t the best of pickup lines, but Clara was already feeling pretty tipsy and therefore wasn’t too concerned. He looked a little nervous, and Clara was ready to let loose. She set her drink down on the bar, flashed him her best smile, and said, “Absolutely.”

The man took her out onto the dance floor and Clara lost herself in the pulsing music and lights. Everything was perfect at that moment. She danced without a care in the world, leaning into the man’s hands as they traced her hips.

Clara couldn’t remember the last time she’d had this much fun. She had to let Maria convince her to go out more often. The man took Clara’s hand, gave her a devilish grin, and spun her around. Clara laughed loudly, barely able to hear herself over the music, and giggled as he pulled her back into his chest.

They swayed together for a few minutes, staring into each other’s eyes like the highlight of some cheesy romance flick, and then everything changed.

“Clara Jenson!” Somehow, despite the deafening music and alcohol-fueled fuzziness, Clara heard his voice clearly from across the room. She jumped away from her dance partner as if burned and turned to see Beau striding across the room with a furious expression.

Shock dropped Clara’s mouth open as her mind raced. What the hell was Beau doing here? And why was he so pissed off? The memory of Beau’s hands holding her down so effortlessly, causing her pain, caused Clara’s stomach to twist. He’d never been angry with her during any of her sessions. And while they were out in public, they weren’t supposed to play into their Dom/sub roles around each other. But the look on his face and the tone of his voice was giving off pure Dom energy, and Clara was suddenly very nervous.

Beau reached Clara within seconds and grasped her upper arm, pulling her away from her dance partner and against his side. Clara stumbled and gave the man she’d been dancing with an apologetic look.

“Everything okay here?” The man asked as his eyes flickered between Beau’s thunderous expression and Clara’s flushed face.

“Everything’s fine. Except for the fact that Clara isn’t 21 yet and shouldn’t even be in this fucking club. How old are you?” The sharp, almost violent tone of Beau’s voice made Clara shudder. She’d never heard him like this before, and that awful twisting in her stomach intensified.

The man held his hands up and gave Clara an irritated look. “Hey, man. I had no idea she wasn’t 21 yet. My bad.”

“Get the fuck away from me.” Beau’s voice trembled with barely suppressed rage, and the man Clara had been dancing with seemed very happy to escape the awkward situation.

Clara’s eyes darted around the club and eventually landed on Maria’s wide-eyed expression. Clara shook her head to warn her friend away as Beau started dragging her out of the club.

“Beau-”

“Be quiet, Clara. I mean it. Do not speak.”

Beau’s grip tightened around Clara’s arm as they made it out to the parking lot, and she whimpered at the pain. This wasn’t turning her on at all. She was actually a little frightened of the man leading her over to his truck. Clara had never seen this side of Beau before, and she didn’t know what to think.

Clara hopped into the truck when Beau opened the passenger side door for her and waited quietly as he went around to the driver’s seat. As soon as Beau was seated, Clara started babbling.

“Beau, I know this doesn’t look good, but I wasn’t doing anything crazy! Maria and I just wanted to go out for the night, and I’ll be 21 in another five months anyways, so it really isn’t-”

Beau’s hand shot out and wrapped around Clara’s throat. She froze, her pulse thundering right against his fingers. Beau’s eyes were terrifying, dark, narrowed, and full of rage.

“I told you not to speak.”

Clara tried to swallow down her fear, but it was impossible with how dry her mouth had gone. “I-I’m sorry, sir,” Clara whispered as tears burned behind her eyes.

Beau let out a sharp breath and moved his hand off Clara’s throat. Her lip trembled as adrenaline surged through her body, and her muscles twitched with the instinct to flee.

“You should not have been at this club tonight. And you absolutely shouldn’t have been dancing with another man.”

“But we’re not exclusive.”

Beau gave Clara such a furious look that she shrank away from him, her hands clenching tightly in her lap. “It’s disrespectful,” Beau growled. “I am your Dom. The contract didn’t explicitly say we would be exclusive, but I thought you’d have enough sense to know you shouldn’t be messing around with other men while we’re involved.”

Hurt caused the tears Clara had been holding back to drip down the sides of her face. She turned her head away from Beau’s and took a deep, shuttering breath. Maybe she should have known better, but he’d never specifically said she couldn’t date. And she wasn’t even trying to date! She hadn’t even kissed him. It was just a dance.

“Look at me, Clara.” Beau reached out and grasped Clara’s hand, giving her the reassurance she needed to turn and face him. “I’m sorry. I know I’m coming off a little too strong, but this was a serious breach of trust. We’ll talk about it more when we get home.”

“We’re going back to your house?”

“Unless you want to use your safeword? I’ll take you straight home if you do, and we can talk about what we want to do going forward tomorrow.”

“No, sir. I’ll go home with you.”


Chapter 5

The drive back to Beau’s house was eerily quiet. Clara quickly texted Maria an apology and promised to explain what had happened another time. For the entire drive, Clara kept her eyes away from Beau. She couldn’t believe how angry he was, and she didn’t like the implication.

Clara hadn’t thought she was doing anything wrong when they went out tonight. Sure, she knew she technically wasn’t supposed to be in the club, but she was only a few months shy of her 21st birthday, so what did it really matter?

When they eventually pulled up to Beau’s house, Clara gripped the sides of her seat and tried to think rationally. Beau was a dominant guy and probably just lost it a little seeing her with another man. Everything would be fine. He’d calm down, they’d talk, and everything would be fine. Nothing had to change. Right?

Beau climbed out of his truck and came around to open Clara’s door for her. She took his hand and let him help her out of the truck, then followed him into the house. They went straight to the living room and sat on opposite ends of the couch in complete silence.

After a few minutes, Beau stood and began pacing. Clara fidgeted nervously and tried to keep herself from babbling again. But as the silence stretched on and the tension in the room grew unbearable, Clara knew she needed to be the one to break the ice.

“Look, I’m sorry about tonight. I really didn’t think you’d mind if I went out and danced with someone. Now that I know, I won’t do it again.” Silence met Clara’s words. Beau didn’t even look at her as he continued pacing up and down the living room. Nervously, Clara added, “And I know I’m not technically 21 yet, but seriously I’m close enough-”

“Stop,” The sharp tone of Beau’s voice cut through Clara like a knife, and she blinked up at him nervously. He stopped pacing and stood directly in front of her with his arms crossed over his tight chest. “You’re right. I never specifically told you we had to be exclusive. But I fucking hated seeing you dancing with that guy.”

Beau normally didn’t cuss this much, and Clara knew it was a sign of how close he was to losing control of his temper.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“I don’t know if I can keep doing this, Clara. I don’t know if I can keep training you, knowing the whole time that you’re just going to end up with someone else.”

Panic flared in Clara’s chest. She pushed herself off the couch and gave Beau a pleading expression. “Please, I don’t want anything to change. We’ve been having so much fun together-”

“Is that all this is for you? Fun?”

“No, sir! I- It’s been the only good thing in my life lately.”

Beau’s expression softened. Clara tried not to let her emotions get the better of her, but her eyes stung with tears and she dropped her gaze away from Beau’s in an attempt to hide it.

“What do you mean? I thought you loved college?”

“I hate it. I’m so bored. I don’t think an English degree is right for me anymore. Every time I’m in class, all I can think about is our next session. And it sucks because I finally found someone who’s absolutely perfect for me, and I can’t even have him or tell anyone, and I fucking hate it.”

Shocked silence followed Clara’s outburst. Goosebumps ran down Clara’s arms as she realized the seriousness of what she’d just admitted. There was no way Beau would want to continue what they’d been doing now. Not when she’d basically admitted to falling in love with him. They weren’t supposed to get in too deep, but Clara realized she’d fallen for him years ago. They’d never stood a chance doing these sessions and trying to keep their feelings out of it.

Tears leaked out of Clara’s eyes, and she turned away from Beau as she brought a hand up to her face to angrily wipe them away. There was definitely no coming back from this. He was going to call off their sessions entirely, and things would never be the same between them. She’d have to avoid him like the plague and hope Cliff never realized how awkward they were around each other.

They’d really made a mess of things. A sob forced its way out of Clara’s chest as the enormity of what was happening crashed down on her. Beau placed a hand on Clara’s shoulder and spun her around. She felt herself being pulled into his chest, even as her hands continued to cover her face.

Beau shushed her gently and rubbed her back. Clara breathed in his scent and knew no one else would ever compare to the man holding her. He’d ruined her for other men. No one else would ever give her as much pleasure, make her feel as safe, or smell as heavenly.

“Clara, do you want to be with me long-term?”

“Yes,” Clara moved her hands and pressed her face tightly against Beau’s warm chest. There was no point in beating around the bush now. “But it’s impossible, right? Cliff and my dad would be pissed.”

“Maybe they wouldn’t. We’ve known each other for a very long time, and they trust me. They’d know I would take good care of you.”

“But you’re ten years older than me, and you’re Cliff’s best friend. Wouldn’t it mess up your friendship?”

“It doesn’t have to. I think you should let me talk to them.”

“But what if-”

Beau pulled back from Clara and held her at arm’s length. His eyes burned into hers and she could tell by the set of his jaw that he was just as determined not to lose what they’d found as she was.

“Let me worry about the what-ifs. I’ll talk to them.”

“We should talk to them.”

Beau sighed. “Why don’t I talk to Cliff first? I’ll see how he takes it and then we can talk about bringing it up to your dad.”

“Okay. You’ll talk to him tomorrow?”

“I’ll suggest we grab a drink after work.” Beau looked down at Clara and seemed to hesitate. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

Clara almost laughed. Was Beau usually this dense? Instead, she lifted herself up on her tiptoes and pressed her lips against his. It was electrifying. They’d done so much together already, but they hadn’t shared a kiss like this yet. It was both everything Clara had hoped for and so much more than she could have possibly imagined.

No more words needed to be said. Beau lifted Clara up and squeezed her ass as she wrapped her legs around his waist. They stayed locked in each other’s arms for a while, tongues exploring, chests heaving, until they were both desperate for more.

Beau set Clara on her feet, grabbed her hand, and pulled her up the stairs. Once they were in Beau’s bedroom, he tugged his shirt over his head. Clara watched the muscles in his biceps ripple as he reached out and grabbed her again.

He brought her over to the bed and said, “Strip. Now.”

“Yes, sir.” Clara practically fell over in her haste to get undressed. Beau watched her ravenously and grabbed her the second he was naked. He kissed her fiercely as his hands cupped her naked breasts. He rolled her nipples between his fingers, drawing a long moan even as Clara tried to bite her lip and remain quiet.

“You can still use your safeword at any time, and I’ll stop, no questions asked. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir. Now, please hurry up and fuck me.”

Beau growled as Clara gave him a cheeky smile. He shook his head at her and shoved her onto the bed. Clara giggled, but the laughter faded as she watched Beau undress. She’d never seen him without pants on before, and his bottom half was just as gorgeous as she’d expected. His legs were toned, well-muscled, and he had a tattoo on his calf she’d never noticed before. Clara made a mental note to ask him about that later.

Clara watched with hungry eyes as Beau kicked his boxers off and climbed onto the bed beside her. Apparently, he was a big guy everywhere, and Clara couldn’t help but feel a bit nervous. Clara bit her lip and Beau smirked.

“I’ll be gentle with you, little one. Don’t worry.”

“I’m not little, you’re just big.”

“Excuse me?” Beau hovered over as Clara reclined back and laid against the pillows. Her breath came in shallow gasps as Beau lowered his mouth to hers and pressed a gentle kiss against her lips. “I’ll have you know that I work hard to stay in shape. I’m definitely not big.”

“I didn’t mean big like that!” Clara laughed as Beau planted a trail of kisses down the side of her neck.

“Just relax, Clara. I’m going to make you feel so good.”

The sensations on Clara’s skin were unbelievable. Beau’s mouth was so warm, and her skin felt almost feverish everywhere he’d kissed her. His lips set her nerves on fire, causing Clara to squirm underneath him.

“Beau-”

A strong, rough hand curled around Clara’s throat as Beau took his mouth away from her stomach and said, “Is that how you address me?”

His skin felt so coarse against her neck, and Clara desperately wanted to feel that hand trailing over every inch of her skin. But she was also impatient for more. Beau gave her throat a slight squeeze, and Clara moaned at the display of power. She’d never felt more excited in her entire life. Every minute she spent with Beau just made her realize there was always a new level of arousal to reach.

“No, sir.”

“Don’t forget your place, sub. I’d hate to stop and punish you right now.”

“Please, I want to feel you inside me. Please, sir.”

Beau’s eyes darkened as he stared down at Clara and smirked. “Well, since you asked so nicely…”

There was a second where Clara thought Beau was going to tease her and get off the bed entirely, but he was just reaching over to the bedside table. He dug around in the top drawer until he’d found a bottle of lube. Clara almost blushed. She wasn’t sure why. They’d done plenty of intimate things together, but this felt different, somehow.

Beau squirted some lube onto two fingers, then worked them inside Clara’s tight pussy. She moaned, spreading her legs eagerly for him. He moved his fingers gently inside of her, stretching and twisting until Clara was a mess of neediness.

He pushed a third finger inside, and Clara wanted to scream in frustration. She raised her hips up, trying to urge his fingers deeper. Beau placed a hand on Clara’s stomach to hold her in place as he began finger-fucking her almost casually.

“Is this what you wanted, Clara?”

“I want all of you, sir. Please.”

Beau removed his fingers, lined himself up, and entered Clara in one swift thrust. She cried out, her toes curling, as an intense burning spread through her pussy. He was definitely bigger than she’d ever taken before, but within moments the burn faded to a different kind of heat, and it felt amazing.

Beau moved gently and slowly at first. He pulled out and pushed back in with excruciating carefulness. Clara started moving her hips against him and writhing with impatience. She propped herself up on her elbows, intending to grab him and pull him closer, but Beau was ready for her.

He grabbed her shoulders and slammed her back down against the bed, making every inch of Clara’s body tingle. “Is this what you want, Clara?” He thrust into her so forcefully Clara’s entire body jolted. She gasped and stared up at him with wide eyes. “You want me to be rough with you?”

“Yes, sir. Please-”

Clara’s breath caught in her throat as Beau started driving himself in and out of her like nothing she’d ever experienced before. He was full of power, excitement, and force. It was exciting, incredibly hot, and even felt a little dangerous. Clara’s pussy clenched tight around his shaft, as if desperate to keep him inside, but he forced his way in and out as if her muscles were no match for his. Which they definitely were not.

“Oh, God.” There was nothing Clara wanted more than to experience this again. “Please- I’m going to come.”

“Not without my permission.”

“Oh.” Clara couldn’t say anything else, and Beau chuckled above her. He fucked her hard, fast, and the sensation became overwhelming. Clara whimpered as pressure built in her stomach and her clit throbbed with need. “Please? Please!”

Beau reached down and pressed his finger against her clit. “Come for me, Clara.” That was all it took to send Clara rocketing over the edge. She wasn’t even sure she could call her previous orgasms actual orgasms after this experience. It was so overpowering and all-encompassing that she actually forgot where she was as waves of unbearable pleasure crashed over her entire body.

When Clara came back to herself, Beau was panting and lying beside her. He was sweating and seemed just as awe-struck as she was. Clara grinned to herself. They really were made for each other.


Chapter 6

Clara couldn’t stop checking her phone. Beau and Cliff had gotten off work over an hour ago, and Clara was desperate to hear how their conversation was going. She stared down at the open textbook in front of her, but the page blurred and she snapped it shut with a sigh.

What was going on? She hadn’t thought they’d be talking for this long! Beau promised to call her as soon as he got back home, but so far, he hadn’t even sent her a text. Clara needed to get out of her head for a while.

She trudged downstairs, intending to grab some comfort food and hole up in her room with a good book until she heard from Beau. Instead, she saw Cliff, Beau, and her father sitting at the kitchen table in the midst of a serious-looking discussion.

Clara froze just outside of view. Should she turn around and leave? It probably wasn’t a good idea to eavesdrop. But this wasn’t the plan! They were supposed to talk to her father together after he’d spoken to Cliff alone.

It was impossible not to overhear their conversation as Clara stood around the corner, half-hidden in the shadow of the living room. And she couldn’t deny she really wanted to eavesdrop.

“You know we think of you like family, son. But Clara’s so young. She’s not even finished with college yet.”

“Yes, sir. But she’s a smart girl with a good head on her shoulders. This is something we both want to pursue. And I hope you know I would never get in the way of her studies.”

“I think we should just give them our blessings, dad. Beau would never do anything to hurt Clara. If anything, she’s going to be the heart-breaker.”

Clara frowned at that. Cliff could be such a jerk sometimes.

“I don’t want this to become a bad situation. You and Beau are supposed to take over the farm, and I want Clara always to have a place here, too. What if things don’t work out? Could you handle working alongside her? Seeing her every day? It’s bad business to mix relationships and work.”

“I understand your concerns, sir, because I have some myself. But I believe Clara and I have something special. And we’ll both regret it if we don’t see where things take us.”

Silence stretched in the kitchen. Clara’s heart was beating so loudly she was worried the guys in the kitchen could hear it. She backed up slowly and turned, slamming her shin into the corner bookshelf she’d thought was farther away.

“Motherfu-”

“Clara?”

“Shit,” Clara muttered, rubbing her shin as all three men ran into the room. Beau immediately gave her a furious look while Cliff and Jenson approached her with concern.

“What happened, honey?”

“Sorry, dad. I was just coming down to get a snack, and I banged my shin.” Clara gave her father her sweetest smile, and he immediately pulled her into the hug.

“Come on into the kitchen then, girl, and I’ll fix you up something.”

Clara stuck her tongue out at Cliff’s raised eyebrows as she passed him. Clearly, Beau and Cliff knew she’d been eavesdropping. Her father probably also suspected, but it was very bad manners to eavesdrop, and he wouldn’t want to think his daughter would listen in on a private conversation.

Clara sat at the table as Jenson went over to the freezer and pulled out a tub of ice cream. Cliff and Beau stood off to the side. They exchanged a look, and Beau nodded.

“I’m going to head on home now. I’ll see y’all tomorrow.”

“Sure thing, Beau. I’m glad we got the chance to talk tonight,” Jenson said as he brought a bowl of ice cream over to Clara.

Beau smiled directly at Clara, and her stomach jumped. Were they really just jumping into being open about this? “I am, too.” Beau approached Clara and pressed a kiss against her cheek, causing her entire face to flame. “I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetheart.”

Clara stared after him silently as Beau left. Cliff went to walk him out, and Clara turned back to her ice cream. Suddenly, she didn’t feel much like eating.

Jenson cleared his throat as he took the seat across from Clara. Her poor father looked so uncomfortable. He’d never been one to talk about emotions very openly, though he’d done his best over the years.

After a moment of silence passed, Jenson said, “Clara, I don’t know if you heard, but Beau was talking to us about how he felt about you. I’m giving y’all my blessing. But if that boy does anything to upset you-”

“He won’t, dad. Really. Thank you.”

“Well, alright then. Better eat up before that melts.”

Clara smiled and grabbed the spoon. She couldn’t wait to see Beau tomorrow.

* * *

Clara hurried over to Beau’s house the following day. She couldn’t wait to see him, and she had a feeling that tonight wouldn’t be a normal session. Would they even continue with the setup they’d been following? How was their relationship going to change? Clara hoped it meant she could come over more than once a week.

When Beau opened the door, Clara practically threw himself at him. He laughed and caught her around the waist, then leaned down to kiss her. The kiss sent fireworks through Clara’s body, and she wriggled against him.

“Easy there, sweetheart. Let’s talk first.” Beau led Clara inside, and they took their usual seats on the couch together.

Clara, as usual, couldn’t stop herself from breaking the silence almost immediately. “So, I’m glad things went well last night. I wasn’t super worried, but it’s still a relief that everything’s out in the open, and we don’t have to worry about sneaking around or anything.”

“You shouldn’t have been eavesdropping, Clara. You listened in on a private conversation. I thought we agreed you’d let me handle the situation.”

“We agreed that you would talk to Cliff first and then we’d talk to my dad together.”

“Cliff wanted to talk to your father right away and I couldn’t exactly say no, Clara. It was still bad manners to eavesdrop.”

Clara frowned. She hadn’t expected Beau to scold her when she came over. She’d expected him to be just as excited as she was. There had been daydreams about what their celebration would entail that Clara now realized probably weren’t going to happen.

“I didn’t eavesdrop on purpose. I really was just going to get something to eat.”

“Until you heard us talking and decided to stay put. Right?”

“Well…”

“Clara.” Beau narrowed his eyes and gave Clara the full extent of his Dom voice. Clara sighed and dropped her eyes to her lap.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“You earned yourself a spanking, darling.”

Clara’s eyes flew back up to meet Beau’s. “What? But-”

“As your Dom, it’s my responsibility to punish you when you make a mistake. You should have trusted me to handle the situation and tell you everything later. I understand why you listened in, but it was still bad manners. You’re getting a spanking, but I won’t use my belt. Not tonight.”

Clara’s stomach fluttered, and she almost felt disappointed. The more he mentioned using his belt for true punishments, the more curious she became about it. Beau smirked as Clara’s eyes slid to his waist.

“Unless you want to know what my belt feels like?”

“Just a little, sir.”

Beau shook his head a little but gave Clara a soft smile. “You are too curious for your own good. I’ll use my belt at the end, but remember- this is a punishment. You’re not going to like this.”

Heat crawled up Clara’s neck and settled in her cheeks. His words shouldn’t have the ability to cause her fear and turn her on at the same time, yet her heart fluttered with anxiety and her clit tingled at the thought of getting a real punishment from this man. Was something wrong with her for feeling this way?

“Clara, look at me.” Beau waited until Clara made eye contact with him before reaching out and cupping the back of her neck with his hand. She shivered at the warm contact. “There’s going to be a part of you that enjoys your punishment because that’s how most submissives are. But this will be very different than the spankings I give you for fun. That’s all I meant. I can see you overthinking. Don’t. Just relax and let me take control.”

“Yes, sir.” Beau’s words comforted Clara in a way she hadn’t even realized she needed. She felt tears welling in her eyes and cleared her throat nervously. He hadn’t even hit her yet, and she was already starting to cry.

Beau leaned over and kissed Clara’s forehead. “You’re still overthinking. No more talking.”

Within seconds, Clara was over Beau’s lap. She took a deep breath and tried to relax as Beau pulled her pants and panties down to her knees. It was embarrassing how wet she already was. Nothing had even happened yet! But Clara tried to remember Beau’s words. She was a submissive and her responses were completely natural. There was nothing to be embarrassed about.

“Ah!” The first swat landed more harshly than Clara had expected and she cried out from the force of it. Another swat quickly followed, and within seconds Clara was panting. Beau was right. This was very different than the fun spankings he’d given her.

Instead of spanking her with just enough force to make her butt sting, the force of his hand against her ass caused real pain. It genuinely hurt and Clara squirmed over his lap. Her hips twisted and her hands curled into fists against the couch cushions as the spanking became even more quick and painful.

There was no sound in the room other than the sharp smack of Beau’s hand against Clara’s vulnerable ass and her sharp inhales of pain. Clara tried so hard not to move or complain, but the pain was quickly becoming unbearable.

“This is too much, too fast. Please, sir.”

“You’re being punished, Clara. Listening in on a private conversation is a very rude thing to do. I’m going to spank you until I’m sure you’ve learned your lesson.”

“But I have,” Clara whined. She pressed a palm flat against the couch and tried to raise herself up, but Beau placed a hand between her shoulders and easily forced her back down. Tears of frustration and pain ran down Clara’s face as the pain built. It didn’t feel like the pleasant tingling pain she remembered from previous spankings. This was more like a burn and it was awful.

“I decide when your punishment ends, Clara. Not you.” Beau reinforced his words with several painful swats to the tops of Clara’s thighs and she cried out, thrusting a hand behind her without thinking.

Beau paused, grabbed both of Clara’s hands, and pressed them against the small of her back. He captured her wrists in one hand and began spanking her even more firmly. Clara cried out and writhed over his lap, desperate to escape the punishing blows.

Just when she thought she couldn’t possibly take any more, Beau stopped again. Clara could feel her body shaking as the adrenaline pumped through her veins. Her ass literally felt like it was radiating heat and her face felt tight where tears had dried on her cheeks.

“Clara, I’m going to let go of your hands now. Do not move them without my permission. If you do, your punishment will be even worse.”

Clara shivered at the threat. “Yes, sir.” She felt Beau release her hands, then heard him being undoing his belt. Tears raced down Clara’s face as her heart pounded with fear. She definitely didn’t want to know what that would feel like anymore. “Wait! Please, I’ve changed my mind. Please don’t use your belt, sir. Please.”

“You’re only getting five with my belt, Clara, and then your punishment will be over. You need to know what to expect when you’re being punished. Remember, I’m still going easy on you tonight.”

Clara sobbed as Beau pulled his belt free and doubled it over. His hand recaptured her wrists, and he warned her to prepare herself right before the belt fell across her ass. It was a sharp, fiery pain that spread across her entire ass as soon as it fell. Clara cried through the last of her punishment, squirming and kicking each time the belt struck. By the end, she was sobbing over his lap and vowed to never ask him to use his belt on her again.

Beau tossed his belt aside and released Clara’s hands. She pulled them in front of her as Beau began rubbing her back in slow, soothing circles. Once Clara’s cries had eased, Beau pulled her up and sat her on his lap. He wrapped her in a tight embrace and kissed her gently.

“You took your punishment very well, Clara. I’m very proud of you.” Clara snuggled against Beau’s chest and yawned. She felt completely exhausted and drained, but somehow significantly lighter. “My girl needs some rest.”

Clara whimpered as Beau and placed her on her feet. He pulled her panties up, helped her kick her pants off, and pulled her up into his arms. She curled into his chest as he carried her up the stairs.

When he placed her on the bed and tucked the blankets around her, Clara smiled up at him. She couldn’t remember a time where she’d felt as safe as she did at that moment. Beau kissed her deeply, laid beside her, and held her until she fell asleep.


Chapter 7

One Month Later

Clara giggled as she sprinted across the bottom floor of Beau’s house. She could hear his heavy footfalls right behind her and knew he was seconds away from catching her. But that didn’t mean she was going to make it easy on him.

The backdoor was only a few feet away when Beau called out, “Don’t you dare run outside, Clara!”

The tone of his voice made Clara’s stomach drop, and she quickly changed directions to head around the island in his kitchen. Beau stood on the other side and smirked as Clara weighed her options. She could try to keep outrunning him, but he was definitely going to catch her.

“What are you going to do now, sweetheart?”

Clara feinted to the left, then spun around and sprinted toward the right. Beau was too quick for her and grabbed her around the waist, lifting her up high as she kicked and squealed. Beau dragged her into the living room and threw her on the couch.

“Someone needs a reminder of who’s in charge around here.”

“But I’m a good girl!”

“You’re a brat, Clara. But I love that about you.” Beau leaned over her and kissed her deeply, leaving Clara dizzy and out of breath. “I love everything about you. Now get undressed.”

Clara quickly stripped and eyed Beau hungrily. She wanted to jump him, but the last time she’d tried that, he’d spanked her, tied her up, and teased her for an hour before fucking her. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea…

“Oh, God!” Clara squealed in surprise and delight as Beau grabbed her and threw her forcefully onto the couch. He grabbed the abandoned vibrator from earlier, forced her legs apart, and placed it directly on her clit. Clara shrieked as her sensitive body tried to fight against the sensations.

“I told you that you owed me one more orgasm today, Clara. I meant it.”

“No! Please, sir. I can’t come again!” Beau had already made her come three times today, and it wasn’t even noon yet. Clara tried to struggle away from him, but it was impossible with the grip he had on her hip.

“You can and you will. Once you come, I’m going to fuck you. Then we can get ready for the party.”

“I won’t be able to walk by then!” Clara groaned and writhed underneath Beau as he forced the vibrator flush against her sensitive clit. He chuckled and began moving the vibrator up and down, sliding it into her pussy. Clara screamed as an orgasm built within her.

Beau shifted above her and leaned his arm across her chest while using his other hand to work the vibrator. Clara left her body as she became encompassed in pure ecstasy. The vibrator disappeared, and within seconds she felt Beau inside her.

It was too much pleasure. It was becoming almost painful, but she loved every second as Beau fucked her almost violently against the couch. By the time he grunted and finished, Clara was completely spent.

They lay tangled together on the couch for several minutes, barely able to speak. Eventually, Beau got up and cleaned them both up, then brought Clara a bottle of water. She drank greedily before passing it back to him. Beau finished off the bottle, placed it on the table, and kissed Clara deeply.

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s take a shower and get ready for the party.”

“You’ll have to carry me.”

“I’m okay with that.”

The End.


Thanks for Reading!

Thanks for reading Trained! If you enjoyed this story, then you’ll definitely enjoy my Chloe’s Submission series!

Make sure to visit my Author Page to check out the other shorts I have available!
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