
        
            
                
            
        

    










A Total-E-Bound Publication

[image: Description: TEB_bods_with_words_CROPPED]

www.total-e-bound.com





With This Collar

ISBN # 978-1-78184-223-2

©Copyright Sierra Cartwright 2013

Cover Art by Posh Gosh ©Copyright January 2013

Edited by Rebecca Douglas

Total-E-Bound Publishing



This is a work of fiction. All characters, places and events are from the author’s imagination and should not be confused with fact. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, events or places is purely coincidental.



All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any material form, whether by printing, photocopying, scanning or otherwise without the written permission of the publisher, Total-E-Bound Publishing.



Applications should be addressed in the first instance, in writing, to Total-E-Bound Publishing. Unauthorised or restricted acts in relation to this publication may result in civil proceedings and/or criminal prosecution. 



The author and illustrator have asserted their respective rights under the Copyright Designs and Patents Acts 1988 (as amended) to be identified as the author of this book and illustrator of the artwork. 



Published in 2013 by Total-E-Bound Publishing, Think Tank, Ruston Way, Lincoln, LN6 7FL, United Kingdom.



Warning:



This book contains sexually explicit content which is only suitable for mature readers. This story has a heat rating of Total-e-melting and a sexometer of 3.



This story contains 167 pages, additionally there is also a free excerpt at the end of the book containing 10 pages. 

































Mastered



WITH THIS COLLAR





Sierra Cartwright















Julia Lyle will have nothing to do with domineering men, no matter how tall, dark and sexy. But Dom Marcus Cavendish will be satisfied with nothing less than collaring the fiercely independent Julia.

Nothing could have shocked her more…

Julia Lyle is invited to her best friend’s wedding and is stunned when Lana kneels to accept her husband’s collar. When Julia starts to object, firm, relentless hands land on her shoulders. The man behind her threatens to turn her over his knee if she interrupts. She’s outraged, but there’s no doubt he’s serious. 

After the ceremony, he offers her a glimpse into her friend’s lifestyle, if she’s brave enough to accept.

Master Marcus Cavendish is everything she doesn’t want in a man—dominant, self-assured and arrogant. So why can’t she resist him?

Telling herself that learning about the lifestyle will make her a better friend, Julia agrees to submit to Master Marcus, but only for the evening. 

Firm and unrelenting in his handling of her, he introduces her to his tawse and the pleasure/pain of a spanking delivered by a competent Dom.

The experience unnerves her, making her question everything she thought she knew about relationships, and his forced orgasms leave her shattered.

No doubt the scene seduced her, and that makes her doubly determined to avoid him. She has fought hard for her freedom and vowed only to date nice men, and Master Marcus is anything but safe. 

Marcus is undeterred. Julia is a natural sub. The way she responded to his touch, his voice, his punishment proved it. Now he has to convince her to yield to him, submitting to his tawse as she kneels to accept his collar.

















Dedication





For a great fan, Marie Hall!

And for the girls—Liz and Tiff

Always for BAB

And for my own very special hero…







                                                                                         










Chapter One







“And now, friends, Lana will offer her submission to her new husband,” Damien Lowell said.

Julia scowled. Submission? 

Lana and Julia had chatted on the phone earlier in the week to discuss the final wedding plans. Lana had warned that the union would be a bit untraditional. She’d been vague about the details, but she’d made Julia promise to say nothing during the ceremony. 

They’d been friends since they were ten, and there was no way Julia would miss the festivities, even if they were a bit odd.

Until now, everything had been what she’d expected.

Lana and Ben were being married at their friend Damien’s mountain home. Damien was also performing the ceremony.

About two dozen of the couple’s closest friends had gathered in the great room and, at dusk, Lana had descended the stairs of Damien’s picturesque home, carrying a single, beautiful, white rose to match her full-length gown. 

The only gift requested had been a candle. In a romantic gesture, the pair had said they wanted all their friends to light their way into their future. 

As Ben and Lana had joined hands and faced Damien, fat snowflakes had fallen from the cloudy sky. The vows had included the word obey, which was somewhat unusual among their circle of friends. But everything else had been normal. Lana had placed her rose on the mantel behind Damien before she and Ben had exchanged rings.

“Lana?” Damien prompted.

“Yes, Sir,” Lana said.

‘Sir’? Until tonight, Julia hadn’t met Damien. She knew he was a friend of the groom’s, and he was drop-dead, movie star handsome. The man had rakishly long, dark hair that curled at his nape, and he wore an indefinable air of command as easily as he filled out his charcoal grey suit. But still, for her friend to call him ‘Sir’…?

Lana cast her gaze at the floor and gracefully turned her back to her new husband.

Ben undid the row of tiny buttons that held her gown closed.

What the hell?

Ben drew the material from Lana’s shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor. 

Lana, wearing stacked heels, a merry widow and stockings, stepped out of the dress, and another man scooped it up and laid it across a chair. 

Like Damien, this man was also ridiculously tall. That was where the resemblance ended. This man had an olive complexion that hinted at a Mediterranean background. His head was shaved. He wore black jeans and a black T-shirt that revealed a number of tattoos. A thick, knotted silver bracelet adorned his left wrist, and a silver stud pierced his right earlobe. He could have been a pirate in a former life.

Suddenly unconventional took on a whole new meaning. Julia had never been more distressed. Part of her wanted to make an escape, and a bigger part of her wanted to shake some sense into her friend. But she was riveted in place by her promise to remain silent.

With a grace that spoke of practice, Lana knelt.

Jesus. All through college, they’d each vowed to keep their independence. They’d pushed against the glass ceiling, and they’d fought for their positions in corporate America. And now her friend was kneeling in front of her husband, almost naked, for their guests to see?

Julia wondered if she was the only one who was frozen in shock.

Lana spread her legs a bit farther apart, and she leant forward to kiss one of Ben’s shoes.

Julia gasped.

From the front of the room, Damien looked over his shoulder at her, his eyebrows raised.

Firm, relentless hands landed on her shoulders. Her heart rate increased with her panic. 

“Be quiet,” a man whispered harshly into her ear. 

“I—”

“I said be quiet.”

She gritted her teeth. The man’s tone was commanding. 

He pulled her back a bit, and she inhaled the unmistakable—and sexy—scent of leather.

In that same rich and rough, for-her-ears-only voice, he added, “Or else I’ll haul your sweet ass out of here and turn you over my knee.” 

For the first time in her life, she was rendered speechless.

“Lana’s doing this of her own choice,” he continued.

She struggled against his grip, but he dug his fingers deeper into her flesh.

“Surely she told you to expect some unconventional things.”

“But—”

“Trust her,” he urged. “Like she trusted you.”

When Julia had given her promise, she’d had no idea what that had meant or how difficult it would be to keep her word. Julia spent her entire life in control, and she hung out with women like herself. And now a powerful man had her imprisoned while her friend was on her knees in front of a roomful of people. The experience was surreal.

With unshakable force, the man pulled her back a few steps so they were several feet away from the rest of the guests. He held her firmly against his body. 

She still hadn’t caught a glimpse of her assailant.

“Do you really want to make a scene and embarrass yourself as well as your friend?” he asked softly. “Nothing you do or say will stop tonight’s proceedings. So I recommend you behave yourself.”

“Damn you.”

“Last warning,” he said.

His tone rang with an authority she didn’t dare question. He was speaking quietly, but that made his words all the more terrifying. He’d threatened to turn her over his knee, and in that instant she believed he’d do it. She stopped fighting. “Who the hell are you?” she demanded in a whisper.

“Marcus Cavendish. A Dominant, and friend of the groom’s. I met Lana about six months ago. She’s come a long way in the lifestyle. Ben’s a lucky man to have earned the submission of such a lovely woman.”

Julia felt as if Marcus were speaking a foreign language. 

“If you promise to behave yourself, I’ll explain what’s happening.”

She nodded.

At the front of the room, Lana stood and faced Ben.

“Would you like to offer your submission?” Ben asked.

Lana tipped back her head. “Yes, Sir, I would.”

Damien picked up something from the mantel and offered it to Ben. Julia stood on her toes, trying to get a better look.

“To the vanilla world it looks like a silver necklace with a lock on it,” Marcus said. “But those of us in the lifestyle recognise it for what it is. A collar.”

“Collar?” Julia repeated. The word startled her so much that she didn’t think to ask what he meant by lifestyle.

“Some people use dog collars from the pet store,” he said.

“You can’t be serious.”

“Deadly.”

She wrapped her arms around her middle. “In this case, it appears to be an ordinary piece of jewellery, but it likely has a hex screw so that she can’t remove it.”

Ben accepted the necklace from Damien and passed the chain through the flame of an enormous candle. 

“He’s purifying the metal,” Marcus explained. “And then he’ll ask her again if her submission is given of her own free will.”

Ben looked down at Lana and captured her chin before saying, “I offer you this collar as a symbol of my love, and as a promise to be a kind, consistent and honourable Master. In return, I will demand your servitude. I will enforce the rules we have agreed to, and I will never touch you in anger.”

Lana linked her hands at the small of her back, while she continued to meet her new husband’s gaze. Firmly she said, “I accept your gift. In return, I offer my humble devotion and a promise of my servitude.”

To Julia, the words sounded just as practised as their traditional vows had.

“We’re here in front of our friends and mentors, and I want everyone to hear your assurance that you are willingly agreeing to be my slave.”

The blood chilled in Julia’s veins. As if Marcus sensed it, he tightened his grip on her. Oddly, the touch reassured and grounded her rather than annoyed her.

“I am joyfully agreeing to be your slave, Sir.”

Even from the distance and in the dim lighting, Julia saw Lana’s smile.

“In fact, I’m begging for the honour. Sir, please collar me.”

“Lift your hair,” Ben told Lana.

Lana did. As Ben secured the lock in place, Lana looked up at her husband with an expression of surrendered bliss. Julia wondered what had happened to the woman she used to know. The two of them had sat on their dorm room couch eating popcorn, drinking wine, and making fun of old 1950s television shows where the wife cooked dinner in high heels and a dress. And now a man was placing a collar around Lana’s neck, and she’d asked him to do so.

Without being instructed, Lana knelt again. She cast her gaze at the floor. Then Ben gently placed his hand in her hair and eased her head back. Lana looked up. “Thank you, Master.”

“Master?” Julia whispered, more disturbed than she ever remembered being.

“Not all couples use that term, but they have elected to do so.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Damien said, “May I present Master Ben and his slave wife, Lana.”

“Slave?”

Marcus again tightened his grip on Julia’s shoulders, silently warning her to be quiet.

Ben pulled Lana to her feet and kissed her deeply. It wasn’t a friendly peck, it was a hot French kiss. He had one hand on Lana’s bare bottom, and the fingers of his other hand were spread wide across the middle of her back. 

Lana shamelessly rose onto her tiptoes and pressed herself against Ben. Julia had never seen anything so sexy at any other wedding. Her friend was showing pure, unadulterated happiness, and no one seemed to notice she was only half dressed.

Some people applauded, others hollered and gave catcalls, but Julia kept her hands wrapped tightly around her middle.

“A toast!” the man who’d picked up Lana’s discarded gown called out.

On his cue, several servers moved into the room, bearing trays filled with glasses of sparkling wine. Their attire shocked her. Men wore bow ties around their necks, but no shirts. One had on a tight-fitting pair of shorts, the others wore slacks at least one size too small. The women wore aprons with thongs, stockings and garters.

“What the hell is this?” She turned to face her nemesis. 

“A toast,” Marcus said drily. He snagged two flutes from a passing server and offered one to her. “And you’re going to continue to behave.”

A sense of self-preservation didn’t allow her to challenge him. Truthfully, looking at him had sucked the oxygen from her lungs. Rugged and broad, he looked at ease against the Rocky Mountain backdrop. His hair was dark, cropped short to emphasise his bright green eyes. He wore black boots and slacks, a crisp, white shirt and a soft, black leather blazer. His scent spoke of raw masculinity.

“They’re half undressed,” she said.

“Are they?”

Was she the only one who had noticed how bizarre the event was? No one else even blinked. She accepted the offered glass and wished it wouldn’t be unladylike to gulp its contents. 

“Face the happy couple,” Marcus instructed.

When she opened her mouth, he raised his eyebrows. Having had a look at the size of his hands and their assorted nicks and abrasions, she wouldn’t put it past him to follow through on his earlier threat to turn her over his knee.

His air of authority annoyed her as much as her instinctive response to him. She was a modern woman who ran an entire department at work. Julia didn’t have a problem with a man being in charge. She had definite problems, however, with domineering men—like the one she was looking at.

“Do it now,” he told her. “I will not tolerate your rudeness.”

Rude? Her manners were impeccable. Or, rather, they had been until this evening.

Bristling, ready to make her escape as soon as possible, Julia faced the front of the room, the impossible Marcus Cavendish standing next to her. She couldn’t help but inhale the sexy scent of his leather blazer and, this close, she noticed other subtle undertones. He smelt crisp, like the Rocky Mountain air. There was a layer of something spicy as well, maybe from his soap.

He was all man, with a capital M.

She tried not to let him overwhelm her. But something elemental in her responded to him. 

“To a long future filled with happiness,” Damien said. He was standing next to the duo, and all of them were facing their guests.

Damien raised his glass and everyone, including her, followed suit. 

The bride and groom clinked their glasses together then sipped.

After she’d taken one drink, Ben took Lana’s glass and placed it on the hearth.

Julia clenched her teeth. 

But no matter how much she might want to deny it, the truth was, she’d never seen Lana look more radiant. She didn’t appear concerned by her lack of clothing, and she’d barely taken her adoring gaze from Ben’s face.

For a moment, Julia stared before shaking her head. She’d never have suspected Lana would be such a doormat for any man. When the three of them had met for dinner two weeks ago, Julia would never have suspected Ben would be capable of this kind of behaviour. He’d been solicitous of Lana. Sure, Julia had found it a bit odd that he’d ordered Lana’s meal for her, but he’d consulted her first, and the two had touched constantly. Julia had found their relationship endearing. She’d never suspected what went on when others weren’t around.

She couldn’t make Lana’s choices for her, but Julia was sure of a few things—she’d never allow someone to determine when she’d had enough to drink. She would never kneel for any man. And she would certainly never let anyone put a collar on her. 

“Refreshments are available in the dining room,” Damien said. “The bride and groom will join you shortly. In the meantime, please, make full use of the house.” He flicked a glance, she was sure, in Marcus’ direction before adding, “The dungeon is available should anyone need it.”

The crowd began to move away, some people towards the dining room and others towards the stairs, obviously accepting Damien’s offer.

She intended to speak to her friend then make her excuses and leave. Marcus placed a hand on her shoulder, holding her in place. She was reeling from shock. “This house has a dungeon?”

“It does. In BDSM circles, his house is known as the Devil’s Den.”

“Seriously?”

“He didn’t choose it. But since his name is Damien…” He trailed off. 

She rolled her eyes.

“But it was easier to agree to meet out at the Den—outside of Denver—than to keep saying Damien’s place. Then somewhere along the line someone added Devil—the press, I believe during an exposé—and it stuck. Some of us long-term guests still call it the Den. The dungeon has a punishment horse, a St Andrew’s cross, stocks…”

“Thumb screws?”

“You could call it fully equipped.”

She was so stunned she was unable to speak.

“Would you like to see it?”

“Good God, no.”

“Pity. I’d love to see you on the cross.”

“That, Mr Cavendish, will not happen.”

“We’ll see.” He regarded her, and she did her best not to squirm. It was as if he saw through her words and into her darkest fantasies. “As Damien said, Ben and Lana will be back later.” He nodded towards the couple. “They’ll be performing a rose ceremony in private.” 

Lana and Ben picked up the roses they’d placed on the mantel. Even from across the room, Julia noticed both roses still had thorns. Ben’s was red, in full bloom. Lana’s was white, and barely beginning to open.

Damien led the two from the room. Lana followed her husband, a couple of feet behind him.

Julia finished the rest of her drink, then placed the empty glass on a server’s tray.

“Another, ma’am?”

“No, thanks.” She needed to get out of there. The entire evening had been too much. From Lana removing her gown and kneeling, to Ben locking a metal contraption around her neck, to servers who were dressed in little to nothing. And the house had a dungeon? 

“Be grateful you were invited,” Marcus told her. “Most times collaring ceremonies are closed to the outside world.”

“Are you telling me I’m the only one here who feels as if she’s fallen down a rabbit hole?”

“Probably, yes.”

Behind him, a woman in spiky heels and a short, short skirt put a hand on her companion’s shoulder. Julia stared, wide-eyed, as the tall, broad man knelt. The woman then pulled something from her pocket and affixed it to a collar around the man’s neck.

“Is that…” She trailed off, unable to complete her sentence.

“A leash,” Marcus supplied, looking at the pair. He took another drink and looked at her over the rim of his glass.

The woman walked from the room and the man trailed, on all fours, keeping some slack in his lead.

“I need to go,” Julia said, shocked that she could find her tongue to speak. She’d never imagined something like this was possible.

“Aren’t you in the least bit curious?”

“About what? People behaving this way? I’m more disturbed than anything. Appalled, even.”

“Those are some harsh words.”

“I would never allow myself to be treated like that!” 

“Like what? Someone who is deeply cared for?”

“If that’s how someone is treated when they’re being deeply cared for, count me out.”

“Just a moment before you go issuing uneducated proclamations,” Marcus said, his tone unrelenting. 

This was a man accustomed to issuing orders and having them followed. She bristled, but she was also feeling seduced by his authority. The insinuation that she was judgemental rankled.

“Did you see him protesting?” he asked. “Do you see anyone here being forced to do anything against their will?” 

“Did you see what just happened?” she countered. “That man was just put on a leash.”

“He’s a big man. Do you suppose the woman with him, at least a hundred pounds lighter and six inches shorter, could have done that to him if he didn’t want to be leashed?” 

Julia scowled.

“And, furthermore, you’d look beautiful leashed.”

“I’m not ever—”

“Don’t say things you may have to take back,” he interrupted smoothly.

“That’s a pretty arrogant statement.”

“Tell me your name,” he said, sidestepping her comment and defusing her indignation.

They were having this kind of conversation, and they’d never been introduced. Could this event be any more surreal? “Julia Lyle,” she said finally.

“Ms Lyle, the pleasure is mine.” He placed his drink on a nearby end table and extended his hand in greeting.

Mindful of what he’d said about rudeness, she accepted. Shaking hands seemed so…normal, a polite societal construct that she could embrace and understand. It momentarily grounded her.

He held her too long, though, and when she would have pulled away, he raised her hand and kissed it. He looked at her, imprisoning her gaze.

Electricity lit up her nerve endings. Despite her reservations, she was attracted to this man. She’d dated her fair share of men, and she’d been in a couple of long-term relationships. Unfortunately, the last man she’d been involved with—Jason—had been rather domineering. At first, he’d been charming and wonderful. Over time, after she’d allowed him to move in, he’d tried to control her, choose her friends, isolate her from her family. 

The experience had left her determined not to let any man make decisions for her ever again.

So why was she so attracted to Marcus Cavendish? Untamed energy beat in her when he touched her. Power exuded from him, and it was slightly intoxicating. He was dark and dangerous. In short, he was everything she shouldn’t want, everything she’d vowed to avoid. Yet she wanted to continue talking, despite the fact that her instinct urged her to run.

“I’ve been a friend of Ben’s since college,” he said.

“Has he always been this way?”

“A Dominant? I suppose, yes. He was a natural leader, even in school. So that he would behave that way in a relationship makes perfect sense.”

She extricated her hand. “I’m not sure what you mean by that.”

“Has Lana told you nothing about her lifestyle?” 

Julia shook her head. “I knew she and Ben were doing things she labelled as kinky, but I think she probably should have told me more, or else not invited me this evening.”

“Everyone has heard about BDSM.”

She nodded. “Of course. But it’s a bit different seeing it in person. I thought it was all about toy handcuffs, maybe a paddle.”

“Let’s go somewhere a bit quieter.”

She thought about it for a moment. If she were as smart as she liked to think she was, she’d go outside and get in her car, drive back to her normal life and normal job as a statistician in Denver, forget this event had ever happened, pretend she had never met the overwhelming Marcus Cavendish, and ignore the adrenaline urging her to follow wherever he led.

But she wasn’t sure what had happened to the logical and linear part of her brain that made her such a good statistician. She was behaving like a female to his larger, commanding male. Biology. Her attraction was nothing more than basic biology.

Without waiting for her response, Marcus took hold of her elbow and guided her into the sunroom. She knew she should have protested, but she didn’t—couldn’t. 

There were no other people in the room, and he continued to hold on to her until they stood in front of a floor-to-ceiling window. Since it was dark, she could only make out vague shadows. Being here, with him, felt intimate.

Because she needed to for her sanity, she pulled away from him. She turned to face him, arms folded.

He propped one foot on a window sill, obviously unconcerned by her hostile body language.

“Some people do use handcuffs in the bedroom, like you said. Maybe a scarf as a blindfold. All that is well and good, if it works for the couple. Some of us prefer something more complex, something that’s as emotional as it is physical. To many people here, BDSM is a much more serious construct, not just an occasional playtime in the bedroom. Some of us indulge twenty-four seven.”

“I’m not sure I understand.”

“Every relationship between a Dominant and submissive has an agreed-upon power exchange. You heard Ben ask Lana if she willingly offered her submission. He didn’t demand her servitude. He didn’t threaten or compel her response. She gave it.”

Julia waited.

“In return, you heard Ben promise to care for her. They negotiated their agreement over time, then they asked trusted friends to witness their public vows. Lana gave him power. He didn’t take it.”

“And I’m sure she can revoke it at any time,” she said, her tone tinged with sarcasm.

“Actually, she can. Most subs and Doms have a safe word, or even a series of them. A sub will use an agreed-upon word or term if she or he is feeling scared or if something is too much to handle, either physically or emotionally. The most important thing is communication. Most relationships could benefit from having that kind of arrangement, something that’s discussed ahead of time. No person can be a Dominant without the other agreeing to be the submissive.”

“It sounds like abuse to me.”

“Does it?” He raised his eyebrows, and she squirmed beneath his scrutiny. “You’ve been friends with Lana for a long time, I assume. Since she met Ben, has she looked like an abused woman to you?”

Actually, she’d been giddy. Julia, Lana and a few friends had been at a martini bar on Larimer Square celebrating Lana’s last days as a single woman when talk had turned to sex. Lana had been grinning and giggling as she had told stories about Ben spanking her and binding her wrists to their headboard. 

A couple of the other girls had admitted they’d done similar things, and that, scandalously, they’d enjoyed it. They’d encouraged Julia to loosen up and be a bit more adventurous. Honestly, she had been intrigued by the ideas. She just hadn’t been with a man she had wanted to try it with. That night, though, with her supercharged vibrator, she’d had a few wicked fantasies…

“Julia?” he prompted.

“I thought they just had an occasional wild evening. I didn’t know they did this…”

He waited. “This?”

“You know, doing everything he tells her.”

“Despite what you may be thinking, he doesn’t just tell her what to do and have her jump to his bidding. Everything between them, everything, including punishment, is consensual. Ben will not beat Lana without her agreeing to it.”

Julia shivered. “That’s horrible.”

“Is it? I’d be willing to bet your friend has more orgasms in one night than you’ve likely had in the last six months.”

“Excuse me?” Suddenly, she was pissed off. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Lucky guess,” he said. “But with your reactions tonight, you seem like a woman who has repressed sexual needs. You jump when I touch you. And when I use this tone…” He dropped his voice an octave or two. The sound sent little skitters of awareness up her spine. “You need the right man to set you free.”

“Could you be any more insulting?” She tilted her chin, hoping to project a confidence and disinterest she was nowhere close to feeling. “Are you always such an overconfident jerk? Let me guess, that’s why you’re here alone.”

He didn’t react, other than to smile. That infuriated her.

“Come on, Julia. Admit it. You might be protesting, but only because you think you should. Deep down, you’re intrigued.”

She curled her hands into fists at her side, more to keep him from seeing the way she was trembling than anything else. Damn him—he had snared her interest.

“You’re wondering what it might be like to surrender to a man. More specifically, you’re wondering what it might be like to submit to me.”

“Not in this lifetime.”

“When Lana was talking about the things she and Ben do, you listened, maybe even fantasised about being spanked, feeling an unyielding palm on your ass cheeks, perhaps being tied up helplessly while you wondered what would happen next. And tonight, you pictured yourself in Lana’s place, kneeling in front of a roomful of people.”

She coolly met his gaze and pretended her heart wasn’t racing. “You’re out of your mind. That will never happen.”

“You want to be taken in hand. You want to have someone enforce the limits so that you can release your fear and freely experience everything.”

She knew she should leave. Now. But she was fascinated, even as she was repelled.

“How would you react if I dug my hand into your hair, dislodging those carefully placed pins, then tugged hard, forcing your head back and holding you tight for my kiss?”

“You’ll never know, Mr Cavendish.” And if she persisted in her protests, neither would she. 

“No?”

He dropped his foot from the window ledge and took a purposeful step towards her. Apparently unconcerned by her forceful words, or totally disbelieving them, he took her by the shoulders and turned her to face him.

She stood her ground even though there were only inches separating them. The breadth of him filled her vision. His proximity overwhelmed her. If there had ever been a man to tempt her, it was this one.

Gently he traced the column of her throat. “Your mouth says one thing,” he commented, “but your pulse betrays you. The way you bit your lower lip betrays you. The way you’re trembling betrays you.”

“Maybe I don’t want you touching me.”

“Maybe,” he agreed. “So tell me to stop.”

It wasn’t just the scent of him that made her oh so aware of being a woman. It was also the seduction in his voice. He was speaking softly, so no one but her could hear him, and the rough gentleness made shivers dance down her spine. 

He moved his hand so he could stroke her cheekbone. Julia stood there, mesmerised. 

He captured her gaze, as if she were the only woman on the face of the planet. Despite her best intentions to prove him wrong, she dropped her hands to her sides.

“Shall I keep going, Julia?” He imprisoned her chin. “Or have I offended your feminist sensibilities with my boldness?”

None of the men she’d been with had evoked this kind of response from her. She’d had sex before—plenty of it—but she’d never been this aroused from something so simple. They’d been focused on their pleasure, rather than hers. Most of her boyfriends had performed the requisite foreplay, including eating her out, but none had taken this much time talking, looking, exploring.

“You’re beautiful, Julia. I’d love to see you naked, helpless, supplicant, on your knees with your mouth open to receive my cock.”

“I’ve told you that will never happen.” But… God. Her protests sounded hollow, even to herself. In truth, his words overwhelmed her, made her tremble. He wasn’t really saying these things to her, was he? She’d never enjoyed giving head, so she’d avoided it whenever possible. But heaven help her, she was so turned on.

“I’m not insulting you. I’m encouraging you to embrace all of who you are. There’s no shame in being a submissive. In fact, it’s very powerful. You’re always in the driver’s seat. You always have the control.”

Her heat beat madly. He couldn’t possibly be right.

“You want it, too. Admit it.” 

“No…” 

His touch, commanding and compelling, felt as if it were everywhere at once. He ran his fingers across her nape, then pressed his palms against her back to draw her closer. He followed through on his earlier promise and dug his hand into her hair. She heard a series of soft clinks as pins dropped to the hardwood floor. Since her hair was such a riotous mess, she generally kept it pinned back or in a ponytail. But now, unconfined, it fell over her shoulders.

Being unconstrained this way made her feel slightly wanton, and she leaned closer to him.

“This will be consensual. Tomorrow, there will be no doubt you were a full participant in whatever happens tonight. Do you understand?”

Excitement drugged her. She felt his forceful grip on her hair. Shockingly, the pain only added to the bombardment on her senses. She wanted more.

“Ask me, Julia. Ask me to kiss you, to squeeze your nipples, to bring you off right here in the sunroom where anyone can see you surrender to me.”

His words stunned her. She blinked, then stared at him. 

“Ask me,” he repeated. “Or tell me to release you.”








Chapter Two







Marcus hadn’t realised he’d been holding his breath until she said, “Please.”

Lord, this woman intoxicated him, appealing to him on a carnal level. She was tall for a woman. The top of her head reached his shoulder, meaning she had to be at least five-foot-seven. That also meant she was the perfect size to fit under his chin, in his arms. He could, and would, protect her. He could, and would, tie her down and fuck her, as long as she asked him to. He generally played with experienced women who were excited by the opportunity to scene with him. This evening was as unique for him as it was for Julia.

He liked how feisty she was, with energy pulsing from her bright blue eyes. Her blonde hair fell wildly over her shoulders. He wondered if it ever stayed confined for long. Or was it more like her, desperately trying to break free? He wanted to chip away at her carefully constructed façade. 

“Please, what?” he asked. “Be specific. I can only give you what you want if you ask for it.”

“I’ve never done this before.”

“Begin now. Tell me.”

“Please, I want you to kiss me.”

That was definitely a good start. 

He fisted her hair still tighter and pulled back her head. Her eyes widened. He wasn’t sure if the reaction was from shock or from his painful grip. But she responded, parting her lips for him. 

Ruthlessly, he claimed her mouth, seeking her tongue. After only a moment’s hesitation, she wrapped her arms around his neck. 

Marcus’ cock had been hard from the moment he’d put his hands on her shoulders in the living room. In all the years he’d been involved in the BDSM community, he’d never been with a novice. And the rush was heady. Seeing her trepidation yield to curiosity made him want to push further. He wanted to send her home tonight with a taste of what her friend experienced. Julia had been so uptight during the ceremony that he felt it was his obligation to help soften her up a bit. And what better way than through an orgasm?

He brought her against his body, her soft curves against his hardened planes. He owned a construction company, most often negotiating deals and working on the computer, but he often picked up a hammer or lent his muscle to a job, working alongside his men. He preferred the outdoors to being inside a gym, and he chose physical labour over a set of weights. 

He grabbed her ass with his free hand and dug his fingers into her flesh. 

No man behaved like this the first time he met a woman. That thought made him glad this wasn’t a date. The openness he found in BDSM relationships was the first thing that had attracted him to the lifestyle. Even though there were rules and protocol, there was more honesty than he’d experienced in half a dozen years of dating.

But it still had all the hazards of a vanilla relationship. He’d learnt the hard way, with the one woman he’d collared—Katarina. 

He’d loved her. But somewhere in the gulf of years, she’d given up who she was. She’d relied on him for all her emotional needs. As he’d been building his business, he’d been less and less available, and that had led to a corresponding increase in her meltdowns, constant telephone calls, even showing up at job sites dressed inappropriately. His rules had been meant for flaunting.

She’d interrupted a meeting with potential investors. As he’d punished her that night, he’d realised what was happening. She’d shown up precisely to get his attention and goad him into a reaction. It had become an unbalanced, untenable situation that had exhausted them both.

The love he’d had for her drove him to support her financially for three years while she tried to establish her life, but the last he’d heard she was involved with an abusive Dom.

Determinedly shoving aside the memories, he deepened the kiss he was giving Julia, fucking her mouth, giving her a taste of what she was in for if she continued down this path.

Eventually he pulled back slightly. He bit her bottom lip then soothed the hurt with his tongue. She hadn’t been kissed like that in the vanilla world, he was willing to bet on it. 

“Scared?” he asked.

“No,” she said, unlinking her arms. “Not of you. Or your caveman demonstration. I just don’t like domineering men.” She blinked at him, as if coming to her senses.

Brave little fool. “Or maybe you’re scared of your inner sub.”

She scoffed. “Bring it on, Sir.”

He fisted her hair and pulled her head back, keeping her imprisoned and exposing the vulnerable column of her throat. He moved his hand from her butt and touched his fingers against her frantically beating pulse. Then he leaned in and gently bit her collarbone. “If I were giving you a caveman demonstration, I’d begin by stripping you.” He unfastened her top button.

He watched the battle that raged on her face. Wordlessly, she reached for him, gripping his wrists tight. Rather than stopping him, she hung on, as if seeking reassurance. He sucked one of her earlobes into his mouth then bit the tender flesh.

She moaned a little and didn’t try to pull away. The reaction pleased him immensely. That she’d responded in such a way to that pain made him wonder if it might be possible to eventually send her into subspace. For him as a Dom there was no more heady experience than giving a sub such pleasure that she lost herself in the experience. 

He loosened his grip on her head, but he didn’t let her go completely. Truth was, he liked holding her. “And then I’d force you to your knees with your hands behind your back. And I’d demand your honesty. Do us both a favour, Julia. Don’t lie. Don’t hold back.” 

“Okay,” she said, bravely meeting his gaze. “In that case, I want…”

“Go on,” he said when she trailed off, bravado evidently failing her. “Ask for it. Tell me what you want.”

“More,” she admitted.

“More of what? The kissing? Me pulling your hair? Me undressing you?”

“I want to experience what you’re talking about, but just for tonight. I’m a statistician. I like to understand how things relate to one another, and I’d like to be a better friend to Lana. But tomorrow I’ll go back to my regular, scheduled life.”

“Is that what you want? One night with no strings attached?”

“Most men would jump at that chance.”

“I’m not most men,” he told her.

In his arms, she shuddered. “So are you refusing?”

“No. I’ll play by your rules, if you play by mine. Tell me your secrets, Julia, all of them. Hide nothing from me.”

Though scarlet stained her cheeks, she continued to meet his gaze. 

“Is your pussy damp now?”

“Jeez, Marcus. Could you be any more blunt?”

“Master Marcus,” he corrected. “I don’t mince words. Since we only have tonight, we don’t have the time or energy for prevarication.” He lowered his voice a bit, ensuring she heard seduction as well as command in his tone. “Answer my question or I’ll find out for myself.”

She tightened her hands around his wrists. “You can take my word for it. I’m more turned on than I usually get even when I’m having sex.”

The admission fed his ego and drove his determination to give her an experience she’d never forget. 

“I liked the small amount of pain. I never thought I would. And…” She paused. “I think I’d like it if you squeezed my nipples.”

Her boldness surprised him. He’d anticipated she might ask for a second kiss. This was considerably more than he’d hoped for. “And I’d like to. Unbutton your blouse the rest of the way, Julia.” 

Slowly she let go of his wrists and took a step back. He held on to her shoulders, keeping her balanced. 

She looked up at him, and he was tempted to compromise by undressing her. But he remained resolved. “I told you there will be no doubt this will be consensual. I’d love to play with your nipples, to make you squeal. I want to knead your breasts and hold them. And if you want that too, unbutton your blouse.”

She knitted her eyebrows together in apparent indecision. 

He folded his arms. In silence, he waited. More than a decade ago, Damien had mentored him in BDSM. Marcus had learnt when to be patient and when to push his submissives. Julia might not be a sub, or his, but he knew he needed to wait for her to act. What he really wanted was to rip the material from her, exposing her body to him.

She dropped her gaze to the floor. If only she was aware how submissive she was intuitively behaving…

Julia untucked her blouse from her skirt and unfastened the bottom button. Her fingers shook slightly. As she moved higher, the trembling became more pronounced. 

He ached to move her hands aside and finish the job himself. Instead he stood there, the sweetness of anticipation making his blood hum. He saw the creamy colour of her skin and the delicateness of her collarbone. With her blonde hair hanging in wild abandon and her shirt open to reveal the stark white of her lacy brassiere, she was femininity and seduction in one beautiful package. “Look up at me.”

Her mouth was parted slightly and her chest rose and fell rapidly, but she did as he had instructed. 

“You’re absolutely lovely, Julia.” 

She parted the silk then shrugged it from her shoulders. 

He extended a hand, and she obediently hung the blouse from his index finger. “I appreciate your trust,” he said. “And I give you my promise nothing will happen unless you either ask for it or agree to it in advance. Understand?”

She nodded.

“Are you doing okay?”

“I’m nervous,” she admitted. 

“I talked to you earlier about a safe word. Some subs like to use a code of red, yellow and green. Green meaning everything is okay, yellow meaning that you need to talk or go a bit slower. Red means stop immediately. It’s up to you. You can choose a safe word, or we can go with the colours.” 

“What colour would be for nervous?”

“Your choice,” he said. “If you need to talk, then it would be yellow. You could still feel nervous but want to proceed. In that case you’d say green, but there’s no shame in admitting your feelings. In fact, Julia, I’d prefer you tell me how you feel every step of the way. That’s the only way I can be sure you’re enjoying the experience. Bottom line, that’s what this is about.”

“I’m not sure I follow.”

“There’s no reason, ever, to participate in anything to do with BDSM unless you like the experience. It should add to an already happy life. It shouldn’t be a substitute for it.”

He’d rarely had this kind of discussion, and never when an alluring woman had been standing in front of him with her blouse off. Then again, he’d never been with a statistician before. Maybe he should make her get dressed, for his sake if not hers. 

“It encompasses many things. Some people are into bondage, including rope art, and take it no further. Some subs are into pain, and they’ll do almost anything to feel their Dom’s wrath. Conversely, some Doms are sadistic and just like to wield an implement of pain. Some subs prefer to live a life of service, much like a slave. Some couples are into spankings, others into more extreme eroticism or punishment. Still other people hook up for occasional scenes that may or may not include sex.”

“Where do you fall on that spectrum?”

“I’ve had a couple of committed relationships that involved Dominance and submission. My most recent one was a twenty-four seven lifestyle arrangement. And no, I’m not still in it.” He suspected she could find out a lot about him just from asking around the Den. Some people had made gossip into an art form. “Currently I have a few playmates, no strings.”

“And no relationship outside the BDSM world?”

“Not interested,” he said. 

“You like being in charge, in control.”

“You could say that.”

“And that complicates regular relationships.”

“By regular, I presume you mean vanilla?”

She nodded. 

“I’ve found it makes it impossible for me. I like the protocol in a D/s. There are rules, along with consequences if they’re broken. I like tying a sub up and subjecting her to erotic beatings. While I’m not a sadist, I find a sub often has a more powerful experience because of a bit of pain, as you’ve already experienced. That said, I’d require you to use a safe word if there’s anything you can’t deal with it. Have you selected one?”

“I’d like to use colours.” She worried her lower lip. 

Being with a woman for her first, hesitant introduction to the lifestyle was heady stuff, indeed. “In that case, remove your bra.”

“We’re in front of a window.”

“We are. I’d prefer not to close the blinds since the house is surrounded by a dozen acres of wooded land. Only wedding guests are on the property. And anyone outside in this weather would be concentrating on staying warm. On the other hand, they would get a lovely eyeful if they saw you.” He paused, then added, “If your modesty demands it, I will close the blinds.”

“Are you always so accommodating and reasonable?”

“Not at all.” He wondered, over the next half a minute, if she was going to snatch her blouse from his fingertip. She stared at him, looked out of the window, folded and unfolded her arms. Finally, determinedly tipping her head and meeting his eyes, she reached back and unhooked her bra. 

“Nice,” he said, taking the lacy scrap of material from her. “You have lovely breasts and nipples.” They were tight pink buds, and he couldn’t wait to see them harder and, later, pulled away from her body when he tugged on the clamps that he intended to affix to those tips. 

He placed her discarded garments over a chair back then faced her and said, “Please pinch your nipples.”

“I thought you were going to do that.”

“The voyeur in me likes to watch.” Sharpening his tone, he added, “The Dom in me likes to have my orders followed.”

A beautiful red flooded her cheeks again. Clearly this woman hadn’t had many sexual experiences of this nature. Idiot men. What was better than taking a woman to the heights of sensuality, letting her explore, and enjoying her discovery?

She sucked her lower lip between her teeth, glanced around the room then looked out of the window. In future, she’d find he didn’t normally possess this much patience. As it was, his reserves were waning. He wanted to play with her, and he wanted to see her responses.

Returning her gaze to him, she took hold of her nipples and squeezed gently. 

“Thank you,” he said. “Now squeeze them again.”

She closed her eyes and did so.

“Harder.”


Her eyes opened. She looked at him with her eyebrows raised. “Show me,” she said.

Her words startled him. She hadn’t phrased it as a question, but rather as a request. In an instant she’d gone from shy to demanding. His dick responded. Sexy little sub. “Like so…” He brushed aside her fingers. “Actually, place your hands at the small of your back.” After she complied, he added, “Keep them there, unless you’d like me to bind them?”

“Uh…no. Thanks. I’m good.”

“Later, the correct response will be, whatever pleases you, Sir.”

“You want me to call you Sir?”

She sounded shocked. But he didn’t relent. “During a scene, yes. It’s a reminder of the rules. I won’t insist you use it all the time, but I’d prefer if you did.” He liked the way she was solely focused on him, no longer looking out of the window or nervously towards the sunroom entrance. “Pull your shoulders back, Julia, and thrust your chest towards me.”

For a few seconds, she hesitated. He waited. Then slowly she straightened her posture, offering herself to him. 

“I’ll start slow,” he told her. “And I’m offering you one last chance to have me bind your hands.”

“You say that as if it would be a kindness.”

“It would be. Not doing what I say will earn you a punishment.”

“I’ll keep them in place.”

“You may rue that decision.”

“I’ll take my chances.”

He nodded then cupped her breasts, closing his hands around her firm flesh. “Keep breathing,” he instructed. “It’s tempting to hold your breath, but it’s easier to manage emotionally, mentally, physically if you remember to breathe.”

She nodded.

He squeezed for a moment, then brushed his thumbs across her nipples, making them harden even more. 

He released her, made sure she took a couple of breaths, then repeated what he’d done, this time holding a little longer, adding more pressure, then abrading her nipples.

Her knees sagged.

“Is that too much?”

She dragged in a breath. “Green,” she said.

“You delight me, Julia.” This time he gripped each nipple between his a thumb and forefinger, studying her reactions as he inexorably tightened the pressure. 

She closed her eyes and her lips parted. She swayed towards him. 

He pinched harder and she moaned in perfect response. Then he pulled on her nipples, distending them from her body. 

“Oh.”

He hadn’t thought she could take this much. He studied her features, watching carefully for the expression that would indicate real pain rather than exquisite pleasure. There was a line, he knew, and he wouldn’t cross it.

She cried out and grabbed his forearms.

She was obviously overcome with the sensation enough to forget his rules. It was going to lead to her first punishment. He continued with the pressure for a few more seconds before backing off in tiny increments. Releasing his grip at once would have caused another layer of pain that he wasn’t sure she was ready for. “How are you doing?”

“I… That was…” She blinked a couple of times, then focused on him. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“Very.” 

“And your pussy? Are you wetter than you were before?”

She glanced at the floor. He knew it wasn’t from respect, but rather to cover her shyness.

“Show me,” he said.

“Are you serious?” There was no outrage in her voice—rather she appeared stunned by his request.

“I mean everything I say, Julia. I want you to remove your shoes and undergarments, and I want you to lift your skirt and show me your cunt. Prove how wet you are.”

“I… Do you need to be so crass?”

“I don’t consider that crass,” he said. “I don’t use flowery language, and I won’t apologise if it offends you. I find that being direct cuts out a lot of nonsense. Furthermore, I’ll expect you to speak the same way. Now…” He nodded at her. “If you please.”

She hesitated for only a moment before she slid out of one of her high-heeled pumps. He offered his hand to help her balance. Without looking at him, she accepted his assistance.

Even without shoes, she was a tall woman. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as if she were hoping he’d changed his mind about her removing her lingerie. He looked at her pelvis. “Continue.”

After releasing her grip on his hand, she reached beneath her skirt and removed her stockings. He was looking forward to touching her bare skin, all of it.

He extended his hand, and she wordlessly offered her stockings. 

Beautiful, lovely, trusting sub. Her panties were plain cotton, white to match her bra. 

“I wasn’t expecting to be showing a man my underwear,” she admitted, sounding apologetic.

“I’m glad.” He held her lingerie while she reached for the hem of her skirt. 

As if performing a striptease, she took her time revealing her thighs, then her pussy. Her pubic hair was nicely trimmed, but if she played with him, he’d ask her to shave completely. Once she was bare, he’d decide whether or not to let her grow it back out. “Pull your skirt up higher.”

She was blushing furiously, but she complied.

“Spread your legs a bit farther apart and tilt your pelvis a bit more forward. Show me that needy cunt.”

He heard the laboured sounds of her breathing. She didn’t have to tell him she was outside her comfort zone. He liked it. Except for the scrunched material around her waist, she was nude. “You really are lovely, Julia. When we’re playing in future, I may keep you completely naked all the time.”

“I’m only experimenting for tonight.”

If he treated her well, if he was worthy as a Dom, he’d make her introduction so memorable she’d seek him out. He put down her stockings and panties and moved in closer. “Touch your pussy, then show me the moisture.” When she hesitated he continued, “I assume you are wet?”

She nodded.

“Then prove it.” Damn, he liked how she hesitated. She was such a study in contradictions. She was independent and hesitant.

She rubbed three of her fingers between her legs before she held up her hand, though she looked away as she did.

“Eyes on me,” he told her. 

After she complied, he ensnared her hand. Deliberately, he tasted the juices on her fingertips. Musky. Sexy.

“Oh, God,” she said. “I can’t believe you just did that.”

“We’re going to do so much more.” He dropped her hand. “I want you to play with your nipples again.” 

She drew her breasts together and winced. “They’re tender,” she said when she squeezed them. “From you.”

Her nipples had hardened the moment she’d touched them. Her body was as responsive as he’d hoped. “You have no idea how beautiful you look,” he said. Inordinately pleased with her, he added, “Now ask me to touch your pussy. Tell me what you want.” 

She frowned. She scowled. 

“You admitted you’re a modern woman. That means you’re allowed to ask for anything you desire.”

“Touch me,” she said.

“Where?”

“My pussy. Finger my clit.”

“So eager,” he said against her ear. “I’ll do anything to satisfy you.” He slid his index finger between her slick folds. “You are turned on.” 

She arched towards him, silently seeking more. 

“What part turned you on the most? Is it the fact you’re mostly naked in Damien’s sunroom?” He slowly began to tease her pussy. “Or was it from the tiny taste of pain when I pulled your hair or hurt your nipples? Or the fact that my hand is between your legs while you’re shamelessly humping me?”

“I’m not!”

“You are, and I appreciate it enough to reward you for it.”

“Please…”

“I love the way you beg, little sub.”

“I’m not a sub.”

“Tonight, you are.”

“Just tonight,” she warned. She moved her hips in time with his motions. She wrapped a hand around his neck.

“You were told earlier to keep your hands at the small of your back,” he reminded her. “In future you’ll be bound. For tonight, you’ll just be punished.”

“Marcus!”

“My commands aren’t a request,” he said, ceasing his movements.

He waited the thirty seconds until she got into the appropriate position before he resumed stroking her. Then he reached behind her, securing both her wrists in one of his hands, offering a taste of what she could expect when they partnered up again.

“Oh… I want to come,” she said, sounding somewhat surprised by the admission.

“Not yet,” he told her. “Think about what I’m doing to you and how much I like to touch you. Think about anything except the powerful orgasm I’m going to give you. I’m going to slide a finger into your hot cunt.”

She rose onto her tiptoes.

He entered her, then he licked the column of her throat, biting near her collarbone.

She groaned.

He slid his finger out, then back in, adding a second.

“So good,” she murmured.

He tormented her relentlessly, feeling the slickness of her pussy. She was more aroused than he’d imagined she might be, and she delighted him.

“I want to come,” she said again, grinding her toes into the hardwood floor. 

“I want to come, Sir,” he said. He moved his hand faster, trying to work her into a sensual frenzy. With his grip, he brought her a bit closer to him. 

“I want to come, Sir,” she repeated.

“Please,” he prompted.

“Sir, I want to come. Please.”

She was wriggling desperately, pleasing him with the scent and dampness of her arousal. 

“Please? Please, please, please!”

He found her G-spot. He finger-fucked her hard. “Now,” he said.

“Oh, God!” she cried out.

“That’s a girl,” he murmured against her ear as she rode the raw carnality of her orgasm. “You’re a sexy submissive. You’ve pleased me greatly.”

For several minutes, he soothed her with his touch, his kisses. He rubbed her damp skin. When she’d stopped shuddering, he held her close, her head tucked beneath his chin. Protective feelings driving him, he moved her towards the couch. He sat and eased her onto his lap, then wrapped her in a fluffy blanket.

She stayed cocooned there longer than he thought she might. 

He liked having her there, inhaling the scent of her shampoo—some sort of floral blend—and feeling her warmth next to him. 

When she started to pull away, looking at the floor for her clothes, he put a hand on her skull and tipped her head back. “I’m not quite finished with you.”

“Oh?”

Damn, she was so appealing, wide-eyed, expectant, slightly apprehensive, but with a hint of a rebellion in the single word. “There’s the matter of your punishment. And because it’s your first time, I’ll allow you to choose the implement.”

She blinked.

“You were instructed to keep your hands behind your back,” he reminded her.

“But—”

“I asked if you understood the rules. You said you did.”

She did that intoxicating thing with her lower lip again. “Yes, I did.”

“I even gave you a second chance to have me bind you.”

“Marcus… I… I couldn’t help myself.”

He tipped his head to one side and saw the frantic butterfly of her pulse in her neck. 

“I thought I was going to lose my balance when you pulled on my nipples so hard.”

He waited while she floundered.

“The pain was intense. I had never felt anything like it before. I… I had to hold on to you.”

“You could have said so. You could have said the word yellow and asked me to slow down. You could have asked me to tie you.”

“I could hardly think,” she protested.

“Ah. And do you think your excuses should get you out of a punishment?”

She sucked in a shallow breath. 

He knew they were at a crucial moment. The way they proceeded from here would define things. She could still use a safe word to end the evening. Or she could accept her punishment along with his dominance. 

He wouldn’t admit it aloud, but her answer mattered a great deal. “Well, sub?” He gathered her closer. “What will it be?”








Chapter Three







Julia’s thoughts collided.

She wanted this man, to experience everything he had to offer. And yet doing so would conflict with vows she’d made to herself. 

She enjoyed what they’d just done, and she loved the way he nurtured her, kept her warm and safe. Being in his arms felt natural.

After her last relationship with an overbearing, know-everything blowhard, she’d sworn she’d only get involved with nice, pleasant, uncomplicated men. Yet here she was, sitting in the lap of a tall, broad, rugged man who claimed to be a Dominant. Claimed? What was she thinking? There was no claimed about it. This man was a Dominant. It resonated in every word and action. He expected to be obeyed, and he’d already pushed her beyond where she’d been with any other man. And, worse, she was snuggled against him, seeking his heat and taking comfort in his arms.

From the moment Lana had removed her wedding dress and knelt in front of her groom, Julia had felt as if she’d stepped into an alternate reality. She was in a stranger’s sunroom, nearly naked, while Marcus Cavendish cradled her, still wearing all his clothes, leather blazer included, and insisting she’d earned a punishment. 

Damn it, he was right. He’d explicitly asked if she wanted to be bound. He’d said there would be consequences if she didn’t do as he instructed. 

Even now, she knew she could use a safe word. She could dress, collect her coat and purse, and drive back to Denver. But, hell, she was still tempted to see where the rest of the evening might lead, even if that included punishment. Then she admitted the truth to herself. She wanted to stay, especially if the rest of the night included punishment.

The small amount of pain when he’d pulled her hair and squeezed her nipples had made her damp. The orgasm he’d given her had left her shattered. She’d never come apart so completely before. And yet he was everything she shouldn’t want in a man. 

She pulled away a bit farther and angled her head so she could look at him.

He continued to regard her patiently, waiting for her permission to proceed. 

Before she voiced a decision, Lana and Ben entered the sunroom. Julia wanted the floor to swallow her. With her pile of discarded clothes, it was obvious what they’d been doing.

Marcus manoeuvred them about, leaving her on the couch while he stood and moved to greet Ben.

“Jules! I’m so glad you came. And doubly glad you stayed,” Lana said.

Her smile was broad, and Julia realised Marcus had been right. Lana had taken a risk in sending a wedding invitation. She’d trusted Julia in a way she’d trusted none of their other friends

“I see you’ve met Master Marcus,” Lana said, joining her on the couch.

“I—”

“I’ve been giving Julia an introduction into our lifestyle,” Marcus said, saving her the pain of the admission.

“I’m glad you are. Thank you for taking her under your wing,” Lana said. Then she looked at Julia and added, “You look as if you’re surviving it.”

“I wish you had given me a little bit more of a warning about what to expect.”

While Marcus congratulated Ben and shook his hand, Lana said, “I’m sorry about that. I did try, but, honestly, I didn’t know what to say. I figured you would try to save me or rescue me, or at least feel obligated to try to talk me out of it. At best, I figured you’d be worried. At worst, I was afraid you wouldn’t come at all.”

“Am I really that judgemental?”

“That’s not what I’m saying. It’s just hard for outsiders to comprehend the complexity of this lifestyle. If the situation had been reversed, I’m not sure I would have understood. Anyway, I’m glad you and Master Marcus have hit it off.”

“I am a bit overwhelmed, honestly.” 

“I’m sure you are. I was, too, when I first met Ben. I had no idea he was into BDSM, and it took me a long time to accept it, and then embrace it.”

“You obviously have.”

“Ben has been understanding and wonderful. This completes me.” Lana nodded. “I’m happier than I ever knew possible. Ben is my partner in all ways. I found things in this relationship that I didn’t know had been missing.”

“Like what?”

“The sense of security that comes from talking about the most intimate of things. Ben doesn’t let me off the hook for anything.”

“Does he punish you?” Julia asked, oddly fixated on that. 

“Yes. That doesn’t happen often, though. We talk about a lot of things, and we agree to the rules in our relationship beforehand. Everything is negotiated and discussed. If I choose to break the rules, that’s my choice. He doesn’t arbitrarily decide I’ve misbehaved and mete out a beating.” She shot a quick glance towards where the men were standing, as if making sure they were involved in their own conversation before whispering, “And sometimes I misbehave on purpose.”

“Seriously?”

“It’s called being a brat. Ben will sometimes indulge me, but occasionally I have to listen to a lecture about asking for what I want.” She rolled her eyes. “And those times, I get sent to bed without an orgasm.”

“He’s a beast,” Julia teased. 

“It really is a worse punishment than getting a spanking and getting it over with.” She sighed. “There are many aspects to a physical relationship with a Dom. Some don’t include punishments. Some Doms and subs aren’t into that at all, they’re more into servitude. Some people are into masochism and sadism. Still others get off on just being tied up, like rope bondage. There’s a whole art to it, I’m told. Frankly I don’t have the patience for that. I don’t know. Some people like to just have occasional scenes, and, other than that, they have a regular relationship, you know, like Annie and Sam.”

Annie was one of their friends who shared kinky stories at happy hour. Maybe at the next gathering, Julia would actually have stuff to share.

“I don’t really talk much about this with friends in the vanilla world, but Ben and I have a twenty-four seven relationship. It is the relationship, not ancillary to it. We have some sort of physical interaction every day. I love getting spankings—I get off on them. Since I met Ben, I have dozens of orgasms. It feels as if I could write articles for magazines now.” She glanced over at her new husband. Even though his back was to them, Lana smiled.

Julia had never had that experience with a man, even in the mad-rush early days of a relationship. If only for an evening, she’d like to be that happy. She’d spent her life working hard, setting goals and working feverishly towards them. Her entire life was a to-do list. She was restless and dissatisfied. Or had been, until this evening. Now she was still restless, but she wasn’t dissatisfied.

“We’ll talk more about it when I get back. Honestly, though, I’m not sure where Master Marcus stands on all this. But I do know he’s very open to discussions.”

“He believes in having his orders followed and giving punishments if they’re not.”

“Oh.” Lana studied her. “You’ve learnt that already?”

When Julia didn’t answer, Lana turned a bit so they could talk a little more privately and said, “I trust Master Marcus implicitly. He and Ben have been friends for years. But, more than that, I scened with him a few months ago.”

Julia didn’t know what to say. 

“He wields a mean tawse. It’s not something my master typically uses.”

Obviously noting the way she narrowed her eyes in confusion, Lana went on, “It’s not unusual for some Doms to have a particular implement they prefer to use. Master Marcus makes his own tawses. He told me you have to be very deliberate with how you use it. I’ll be honest, I wasn’t really listening at that point. I just wanted to feel it, not hear about it.” Lana made a show of rolling her eyes, after first checking that neither man could see her. “It’s something to do with how you hold it and how you swing it. All I know is he’s very strong, and he pays a lot of attention to where he stands and how long he takes. He’s… I don’t know the best word. Maybe controlled.”

“Ben let this happen?”

“He was there the whole time,” Lana said, fanning herself. “And the sex we had that night when we got home and he saw how red my ass was from a spanking another man had given me? Holy hell, was it hot.”

Lana reached for her hand. Julia wished she had more than her skirt on beneath the blanket, but Lana didn’t seem to think anything of it.

Lana glanced at the two men. “Master Marcus… He’s handsome, don’t you think?”

“If you like rugged and rough.”

“You might. More than you think. Especially after what’s-his-name? Oh, yeah, Jason the Jackass. He was a freak, Jules. He came across as this sweet guy, but he was really just a control freak. That’s totally different from”—Lana waved a hand around—“this. If you’re tempted, live a little. You’re at a party, you’re having fun. It’s totally safe. And I’ve never seen Master Marcus with the same woman twice. So he doesn’t look like he’s looking for a relationship, either. So what’s the harm? Don’t judge yourself.” She exhaled dramatically. “We both know you’re your own worst critic.”

There was a lot of truth in that statement.

“You might learn that you’re not cut out for this, but you’ll never know if you don’t try.”

That had been their college motto. That was how they’d talked each other into rock climbing, sky diving, riding dizzying rollercoasters, even renting snowmobiles and building a makeshift igloo to protect themselves from the elements while drinking Irish coffee. 

“Quit pouting about Jason the Jackass.”

She straightened her shoulders. “I’m over him, remember? I’m back out in the world. I started dating again.”

“Oh, yeah. What’s his name? Harvey the Hairball?”

“Quit being mean,” she said, but she couldn’t stop herself from smiling. 

“You’ve gone from one extreme to the other.”

“I’m just being cautious,” Julia insisted. “There’s nothing wrong with dating a nice guy for a change.”

“That’s like having rice pudding when you could have chocolate cake.”

“Chocolate cake can be too rich.”

Lana, with the knowledge gleaned over years of friendship, said, “Uh-huh. Can’t wait to hear what you have to say at our next happy hour!”

“Let’s say hello to the rest of our guests,” Ben said, interrupting them. “Then I want to get out of here and on with our honeymoon.”

“Yes, Sir!” Lana said.

She squeezed Julia’s hand tightly then dropped it.

“Congratulations on your wedding,” Julia told them. “I hope you’re very happy together.”

“And on Lana’s collaring,” Marcus added.

Lana traced her fingers across the small heart that dangled from the D-ring. “I still can’t believe it’s real.”

Ben helped his bride from the couch then placed his hand against the small of her back and guided her from the room.

“Did she convince you we’re not all monsters?” Marcus asked when they were alone.

“She said you two had played together.”

“We did, a few months ago. She was curious about other Doms, and Ben had never used a tawse, so he arranged for the scene. We did it here at the house. Damien and Ben both supervised.”

“I don’t think I’d want to play with anyone else.”

“As your Dom, that would be my choice, but I’d take your wishes seriously. Unless you used a safe word.”

She looked up at him and shivered, even though the house was warm. “She also said she’s never seen you with the same woman twice.”

“Did she tell you my grade point average in college? I’ll have to talk to Ben about his wife’s proclivity for gossip.”

She grabbed his forearm. She was taken aback by how strong and unyielding he felt. “It’s my fault. Please don’t blame Lana.”

“I’m not serious. She was trying to be a good friend. To set your mind at ease, I’m single. I don’t have a particular sub I play with all the time, and I intend to stay that way. Is that a problem for you?”

“I prefer it,” she replied. Even the idea of someone as overwhelming in her life was formidable. 

“Would you like to see the dungeon?”

Julia wanted to be as self-assured as Lana was. Instead, nerves wormed their way through her body.

“We can leave any time you want.”

“What about my clothes?” 

“They can stay here. I told you I want you naked.”

She dragged the blanket more tightly around her shoulders.

“That stays, too.”

“Do you show no mercy?”

“Do you really want me to?” he countered.

Did she? Or did she want the new experience? Finally, she made the painful admission, “I’m not very comfortable walking around in the nude, even in my bedroom.” 

“BDSM is about dropping the pretences. I want you completely exposed. And believe me, sub, you have nothing to hide.”

She’d told him the truth. In the locker room at the gym, she dressed beneath a towel. At home, she stepped from the shower into a robe. She had never thought her body was all that great. And to walk around a house naked with a total stranger? On the other hand, if she would never see any of these people again…

As she waged an internal debate, he remained silent. That was the thing that struck her the most about him. He apparently knew when to wait for her to work through her doubts and fears and when to push her.

“Julia, drop the blanket and take off the skirt,” he said finally.

She exhaled. “I don’t suppose I could wear a bra and panties?”

“Naked.” 

She let go of the blanket then stood and removed her skirt. 

He nodded. His approval—spoken or not—made her feel warm. He organised her belongings and the blanket before saying, “I request you not to hide your body in any way.”

“But…”

He regarded her. “That means I want your arms at your sides.”

As he’d folded the blanket, she had covered her breasts and her pubic mound with her hands.

She did as he’d said. Suddenly she felt vulnerable standing in front of him. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

He captured her chin and tipped her head back. “I admire your bravery.”

She so wanted to please him.

“As you said, it’s only for tonight. If you need to talk about anything, use your safe words. You have a womanly body you should be proud of.”

Since college, she’d engaged in a constant battle with the scales. The digital display always read ten pounds heavier than she wanted to be. “But I’m too—”

“You’re extraordinarily attractive. I appreciate your curves.” He brushed the pad of his thumb across her nipples. 

Instantly they hardened. Even though he’d hurt them earlier, she craved more.

“Shoulders back,” he told her. “Be proud.”

When he looked at her like that, green eyes smoky with desire, she could refuse him nothing.

She tossed her hair over her shoulders and did as he said. 

Shockingly—under his relentless scrutiny—she began to gain confidence. 

“Stay there.” 

It took all of her will to remain in place as he slowly walked around her. 

“Now put your hands behind your neck. And keep them there. I want your eyes open the whole time. That’s another way you have of hiding, and I’m on to you.”

Being with a man who saw her, and through her, totally unnerved her.

He moved around her again. She looked straight ahead as he touched her shoulder and a butt cheek as well as one of her hip bones. 

“Good,” he said.

He stopped in front of her and cupped her breasts in his palms. Confounding her, he didn’t touch her aching nipples. She was ravenous for his touch.

Finally he stepped back, leaving her wanting. 

“Good girl.”

A part of her believed she should find the words patronising, but she didn’t. Instead, they gave her a secret little thrill. She’d never tell her friends about it. No way would they understand. Truthfully, she wasn’t sure even she understood.

“As we walk, I will want you to stay about a foot behind me. If we stop to talk to anyone, you’re not to speak unless I give you a signal that it’s permissible. If I give you orders, I expect you to follow them.”

She set her teeth. As much as she wanted to simply go with the experience, part of her instinctively rebelled.

He raised an eyebrow, as if waiting for her response. 

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

He smiled, but said, “We’ll work on your tone later.”

Did he miss anything? More self-conscious and nervous than she had ever been, she followed him from the room. A few people greeted him as he walked towards the stairs, but no one paid her any attention. She noticed others—presumably subs—who were naked. Others were in various states of undress. Some Doms were fully clothed, like Marcus and Ben. Others wore alluring, sexy outfits.

Marcus glanced over his shoulder at her. “Are you doing okay?”

She nodded.

“I’d prefer to hear your response.”

“I’m fine. Sir.” That he’d checked on her reassured her. There were differences, she realised, between the men she’d dated and Marcus. He’d told her to discuss anything that bothered her. But he’d also made it clear he was in charge.

She kept the appropriate space between them as they descended the staircase. They emerged into a bright, well-lit space with people sipping cocktails and talking.

The dungeon was nothing like she’d imagined. She had expected a large, cold, barren room, with shackles attached to stone walls. Emaciated, tortured subs would be naked and pleading for mercy. 

Instead, this area could have been photographed for a luxury magazine. The floor was a polished tile, and a few thick rugs were scattered around. A bar in the far corner was tended by two servers, one male, one female, each wearing a bow tie and not much else.

There were a couple of couches, lots of pillows and a number of blankets. Lana, Ben and Damien chatted in a semicircle. 

And no one was chained to the wall. At least as far as she could see.

“Well?” he asked.

“It’s not what I expected,” she admitted. “I thought it would be scarier.”

“Hands at your sides,” he reminded her. “Unless you would like to be bound?”

She hadn’t realised she’d been rubbing her upper arms. “Sorry, Sir.”

“Much better.”

A server approached, carrying glasses of sparkling wine. Marcus waved them off. 

“I think I’d like a glass,” she said. 

“No more alcohol,” he countered. “I’d be happy to fetch you an orange juice or bottle of water. I don’t want your judgement clouded.”

“Another glass of wine is hardly going to hurt. And a Merlot would be even better.”

“I’m not negotiable,” he said. “Certain rules are for your safety. If you can’t follow those, we will not proceed.”

She sighed, recognising a battle she couldn’t win. “I’d love an orange juice.” Anything to occupy her hands and make this seem more normal. “Thank you.”

“Stay right here.” 

She obeyed, even though it tested all her resolve. Part of her wanted to dash for the door. 

Damien joined Marcus at the bar, and the two exchanged a few words. They both glanced over at her, and she forced herself not to cover up.

The bald man she’d seen upstairs was talking to a Dom. As she watched, the Dom moved aside and the other man moved behind the sub, who was also male. Nothing here was surprising her anymore. The bald man took the sub’s wrists in one hand and apparently applied pressure to the man’s shoulder. The sub slowly lowered to his knees.

A few minutes later, Marcus rejoined her, and she gratefully accepted the beverage. “Do you see what’s going on over there?” she demanded. 

“That’s Gregorio,” he said. “For lack of a better term, Gregorio is the property’s caretaker. He lives here full-time and keeps the dungeon ready for entertaining. Damien is generous. Others can lease his space and, in fact, a production company does film here from time to time. But Gregorio is always here to make sure the house rules are enforced. He’s also available to scene with people.”

“He just made that man get on his knees.”

“It doesn’t take a lot of pressure,” Marcus assured her. “Gregorio is an expert at controlling recalcitrant submissives.”

As they watched, Gregorio helped the sub to his feet. The Dom moved into the place where Gregorio had stood. The Dom touched his sub. Gregorio repositioned the man’s touch then nodded.

Moments later, the sub was on his knees again.

“Gregorio is a switch,” Marcus explained. “That means he is able to dominate or fill the role of a submissive, though he generally only subs if Damien is on site to ensure things are run correctly. We will be observed periodically while we’re here,” he continued. “Damien and Gregorio ensure the safety of the house’s submissives.”

“Do…uhm… I mean… They don’t participate, do they?”

“They don’t, unless invited. And, before you ask, the decision as to whether they will participate or not is mine, not yours.” 

She shivered. 

She watched Gregorio supervise the Dom one more time. Finally, Gregorio nodded his approval then moved away. 

“There are a few private rooms down here,” Marcus told her. “But mostly there are screens to divide the space.” 

So maybe people were chained to the walls elsewhere.

“Shall we watch a scene?”

Her heart suddenly thundered. She was saved from answering when Damien joined them. 

“I like to meet my guests,” he said, offering his hand. “Damien Lowell.”

She had no idea how to behave. What did you say to a man when you were standing in his basement…dungeon…naked, especially when he was fully dressed in a grey suit and a tie?

Even under normal circumstances, she would find him disarming. She looked at his hand as if she were in a foreign country and didn’t know the customs. If she were truly a sub, she would probably kneel or curtsey. But since she was just a guest and had twice sworn she would never kneel, she wasn’t sure what to do.

Without questioning her instincts, she looked to Marcus for guidance. 

“Shake Master Damien’s hand.”

“Master Marcus and Lana tell me this is your first exposure to our lifestyle.”

His grip was firm, but not overbearing. This man wore authority as easily as he did the tailored suit. “Uh… Yes.” She wished she understood how to properly address him. 

“Welcome. I hope you’ll find us hospitable.” He unclasped her hand, and she had that same odd feeling that she’d had when Marcus had touched her for the first time. These men were powerful, as untamed as the mountains surrounding them.

“Thank you.” Aware of Marcus’ gaze on her, she resisted the temptation to cover up.

“Master Marcus tells me you’re going to use one of the private rooms?” 

She looked at Marcus again. 

“You’re free to call him Sir, if that’s more comfortable,” Marcus told her. He gripped her shoulder, lightly, reassuringly. “And please do answer all of his questions.”

She exhaled a shaky breath. “I didn’t know we were going to use a private room.” She tipped her head back, striving for the confidence she exuded during a departmental meeting. “But Marcus…” She stopped herself, then continued, “But I did know that I…” Bravado failed.

“Our alluring sub is trying to say that her behaviour has earned her a punishment,” Marcus supplied.

She was very aware of both men looking at her, eyebrows raised. Was there a Dom school or something? 

“Indeed?” Master Damien asked. “For what?”

“I… I didn’t keep my…” She dropped her head, grateful that her hair fell forward to hide her embarrassment. 

“Julia,” Marcus said, the word sharp, commanding. 

Every part of her wanted—ridiculously—to please this man.

She tipped back her head and met Master Damien’s gaze as if they were business equals. “Master Marcus told me to keep my hands behind my back while he…” She faltered, but recovered. “Brought me to orgasm. I didn’t.”

Damien’s eyes seemed to twinkle. He was obviously enjoying this as much as Marcus was. 

“Did he offer to bind your arms?”

“Yes, Sir,” he did.

“Ah. Do you have a safe word?”

“Red and yellow, Sir. Green means everything is okay.”

“And you know you can use those safe words to get out of your punishment?”

Part of her couldn’t believe they were having this conversation. And yet, since both men were at ease, the discussion was natural. 

“Julia?” Marcus prompted.

“Yes, Sir.”

“And yet you’re choosing to go through with this?” Damien asked.

She looked at Marcus. Master Marcus. His hands were big, and they were capable of giving her much, much pleasure. He radiated vitality and it affected her on a deeply feminine level. She didn’t question her attraction or desire, or their rightness, or what they meant to her thoughts on equality between the sexes. She only knew she wanted to experience everything possible this evening. She might never be this brave—or foolish—again. “Yes,” she said.

“The house also has a safe word,” Damien told her. “Halt. Gregorio or I will immediately put a stop to any scene if you use that word. No questions asked. No repercussions from any Dom.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“Enjoy your experience.” He bowed rather formally before moving off.

“Shall we?” Marcus asked.

She nodded. When he silently regarded her, she said, “Yes.” 

“You’re doing well, Julia.”

He turned then started down the hallway, and she followed.

“Wait here,” he said, stopping to look behind a room divider. 

She heard moans and whimpers. Despite her sudden trepidation, she was oddly fascinated.

A few moments later, he shook his head. 

He continued on wordlessly and checked out another space. “We may watch. But I’m debating whether I should let you or not.”

“Why?”

“This couple has been together several years. There’s a lot of trust, but the sub is a bit of an extreme player. It may be a bit much for you.”

Her heart jammed its next two beats together. “I’m willing to try.” 

He hesitated a moment before giving a quick nod. “Please remain quiet and do not disturb the scene. If it’s too much, I want you to let me know by shrugging.” 

She followed him behind the partition. He indicated she should stand in front of him, and, when she did, he placed his hands on her shoulders. His touch was reassuring, and she was glad they’d arranged for a way to communicate silently.

She exhaled. This was more what she’d expected from a dungeon.

The back wall was exposed brick. The floor was wooden. A woman was strapped to a structure that looked like an X, her wrists parted above her head, her legs spread unnaturally wide. A spotlight shone down on the sub. Like Julia, the woman secured to the wooden beams was naked. 

For a moment, Julia pictured herself hanging from the structure, waiting for Marcus. The image was so shatteringly real that she instantly shoved it aside.

She was not into this kind of thing. 

Even though the submissive faced Julia and Marcus, it appeared she didn’t notice their presence.

A man stood with his back to them. He wore black leather pants, and, as far as she could tell, nothing else. 

“Damn you,” the woman said, “fucking whip me!”

“Pain slut,” the Dom responded.

“Yes.” The sub looked up at him. 

Even Julia saw the raw need in her eyes.

“Be a man and whip my breasts,” she demanded. 

The man flicked his wrist, and some sort of lash jumped in response. The sub seemed transfixed by the sight, but the Dom didn’t move closer.

“Bastard. Don’t tease. Give me the whip. Do it.”

Then the Dom moved towards the woman, quickly but with apparent deliberation. He grabbed her jaw. To Julia the grip looked unnecessarily harsh. Then again, the woman’s words had been provocative.

“Do you want this, Lindsey?” He flicked the whip again. 

“God damn it, yes!”

“Then fucking use your manners, slut.”

She could barely speak with her mouth so brutally clamped, but she managed a whimpered plea.

“Better,” he said, letting her go. “Now keep your mouth shut, unless you’re screaming. Otherwise, I will take you home and you can spend the night in solitary. You will earn this release. Understand?”

Julia squirmed at the Dom’s rigidity. 

“Do you need to leave?” Marcus asked, his voice a whisper in her ear.

She shook her head. The scene was horrifying, and yet she was morbidly curious. She couldn’t believe the woman was taunting her Dom, couldn’t believe he was threatening to withhold a beating in order to gain her compliance. 

The Dom grabbed Lindsey’s cunt and squeezed.

Julia saw a combination of pain and ecstasy on the sub’s features. Julia wondered if she had looked like that when Marcus had been torturing her nipples.

Lindsey continued to look at the man’s face as if to say, ‘Is that the best you’ve got?’

He continued the pressure, and eventually Lindsey screamed.

“You drenched my hand, bitch.”

Lindsey’s whole body sagged but she was smiling.

“I ought to take you home right now.”

“Whip me,” Lindsey said. “I want it.” She pulled her head back up and looked at the Dom. “Fuck me or whip me. But do it now. Please.”

“Didn’t I tell you to keep your mouth shut unless you were screaming? Don’t you ever learn?” 

Marcus had been right. This was an intense scene. But she’d seen Lindsey’s expression. The woman had wanted everything she’d got. As Marcus had said, things were consensual. 

“Let’s go,” Marcus said softly.

She nodded with some reluctance. 

He freed her shoulders and walked from the small area. Julia followed but, hearing a sob from behind her, she glanced over her shoulder. 

She wasn’t sure what had happened in the last few seconds, but Lindsey was smiling. 

Marcus indicated she should proceed into a private alcove. 

Julia could hardly breathe. She definitely couldn’t string two cohesive thoughts together.

“Was that too much? I probably should have found a different couple for us to watch.”

“Actually, it was fine,” she admitted, reluctant to tell herself, let alone him, the truth.

“Really?”

She tried to look at it from a scholarly angle. “I get what you mean about certain things working for different people. The way you made me…” She trailed off, then reminded herself she never had to see him again after tonight. “The way you made me come in the sunroom… What we did… It wasn’t like the scene we just watched. You did what I wanted.”

“You’re a quick study,” he said with a smile. It lit his eyes and melted her resolve. 

This man got to her on so many levels, physical and emotional.

“And you’re right. I watched every one of your reactions. As I was telling you earlier, Lindsey and Nate have been together for years. She’s a masochist, and Nate makes sure she gets what she needs without things getting out of hand. Sometimes she provokes him, trying to goad him into giving her more. She’s a woman who truly enjoys pain. She gets off on it.”

Julia tried to take it all in.

“When she loses control, he gives her a time out.”

“Like you do with a child?”

“Do you think a spanking would work with Lindsey?”

“I suppose not.” She shook her head. You don’t give more pain to someone who likes it. 

“You need to know what to expect from your punishment.”

She finished her juice in a single drink. 

“Since it’s your first time, we’ll start with a simple over-the-knee spanking. I think a hand is the most intimate way of punishing a sub. I can feel how you respond. The heat of your skin keeps us connected. I can get a sense of how much pressure you need.”

Julia said nothing. Her mouth felt as if it had been stuffed with cotton wool.

“But I also want to introduce you to my tawse. We’ll do that over a simple punishment horse.”

A server passed. Marcus took her empty glass from her nerveless fingers and placed it on the tray. 

“I have no idea what a tawse is.”

“It’s one of the most perfect things for beating a sub.” He brushed back his blazer. A long leather implement was attached to his belt loop. 

She went still. She’d grown up in the cultured east, and so being in the Wild West still shocked her at times. That a man went out in public with that thing hanging from his side, like a cowboy might have had a six-shooter strapped to his thigh a hundred years ago, made her shiver.

Marcus unclipped the leather strand and offered it to her.

In horrid fascination, she stared for a moment. The thing was about a foot long. The handle was also leather, and the outside was stitched with a lighter shade of thread. Just below the handle she saw a design, a brand of sorts. About a third of the way down, the leather forked into two wicked-looking strands. 

“It won’t bite.”

She looked at him, trying to decide whether or not he was serious. 

“Until later,” he added.

“You’re not reassuring me.”

“Get acquainted with it. 

She finally accepted it. The tawse weighed more than she’d expected and the brown leather felt supple.

“Smack it on your palm, on the outside of your leg. Get a feel for it.”

She flicked her wrist, and he shook his head. 

“With a tawse, you keep your wrist straight. It’s a whole different action than wielding a flogger or whip. Flicking your wrist allows the leather to wrap, perhaps catching flesh where it’s not intended, and I don’t want to catch you with the flat part of the blade.”

“Does that matter?”

“I believe pain should always be deliberately inflicted. I want my stroke to land with precision. Try it again.”

She kept her wrist locked and smacked her calf. It stung, but in a different way. “I see the difference.”

“We’re going to the end of the hall,” he told her, holding out his hand for the tawse. 

Knowing that the leather would eventually connect with her ass was sobering.

“It’s the last door on the right. Whenever you’re ready.”

He held out his hand, indicating that she should go first.

She thought of the man she’d seen earlier, the one being leashed. At this point, she almost thought that would be easier. Having someone guide you surely had to be easier than this. 

She was overly aware of him walking behind her. His footfalls sounded firm and menacing, and a bit thrilling.

Once inside the room, he shut the door. Courage deserted her and she froze in place. 

Like the place where Lindsey had been tied up, this room was plain. God help her, there were shackles on the brick wall. 

Paddles, some with holes drilled in them, and all sorts of implements she didn’t recognise hung from hooks on another wall. A couple of items resembled wooden spoons like she used in cooking. Surely that couldn’t be possible?

One corner had a small pedestal sink next to a shelf. A few small towels were artistically arranged on top

“This is the spanking room,” he told her. “It’s set up slightly different from some of the other spaces.”

A plain chair dominated the centre of the floor. As he’d mentioned, there was also a type of horse. It looked similar to ones she’d seen in gymnasiums. Only this one had all sorts of threatening-looking ties affixed to it. Ties he wanted to use to keep her in place while he reddened her ass cheeks.

Even though she’d welcomed privacy, having the door closed startled her.

“Please face me,” he told her. “And remember, I told you to breathe. We can leave the door open if you are more comfortable with that. Or we can play in public.”

The idea of someone witnessing her humiliation didn’t sound that appealing, either.

“There is a window in the door, and I guarantee you either Master Damien or Gregorio will look in on you. As Master Damien said, he takes the safety of the house’s subs seriously.” 

He took another step deeper into the room. “I take your safety seriously. You may have some red spots on your buttocks tomorrow, perhaps even my handprint. A small bruise or two is unlikely, though certainly possible.”

She shivered but, just in time, remembered not to cover her nudity.

“Nothing will happen between us that you don’t agree to.”

“That seems odd. You’re talking about punishing me, and you’re saying I have to agree to it.”

“I will walk you to your car any time you ask. You have your safe words, and the house safe word. On the other hand, this will hurt. It’s meant to. There are several different kinds of spankings. One is punitive. Another is erotic. Another can be for reinforcement.”

“Erotic?”

“It can be enjoyable, a way to warm up a sub for a night of hot sex.”

She realised he’d done it again. He’d kept her talking, engaged her brain to the point that she was thinking intellectually rather than descending into fear. He was making this matter-of-fact. “And reinforcement?”

“If I were administering a reinforcement spanking, we would discuss my rules and your understanding of them. We’d agree to a number of strokes you’d receive. It wouldn’t be as painful as a punishment, but it would sting enough that you would associate breaking of the rules in future with how bad it would hurt your butt.”

“Let me get this straight, you’re telling me this will hurt—”

“A great deal.”

She scowled.

“And understand this, Julia. You have to ask me to do it. Tell me your safe words.”

“Do we have to do this again? You heard me go through it with Master Damien. And I remember the house has a safe word, too.”

Implacably he crossed his arms. 

After sighing, she said, “Green is for everything being okay. Yellow means slow down.” It also meant they had to talk, something she was getting a bit weary of. “Red is for stop. Halt is the house’s safe word.”

“Will you saying the word stop prevent me from continuing?”

She thought about that. “No.”

“Will you saying no prevent me from continuing?”

This time she blinked at him, understanding dawning. 

“A lot of times, subs will shout no when they don’t mean it. If you need no to mean stop immediately, you need to tell me now. We have to both understand the way you’re communicating.”

“I get it.”

“If I discontinue the scene and ask if you want to proceed, the only answers I will accept are yes, Sir and green, Sir. Yeah or uh-huh will not work. Neither will nodding. Anything less than yes is equivocation, and I will not proceed. Do you understand and accept these conditions?”

“Are you always so formal?”

“We’ll go through this every time we play.”

“And since we’ll never play again…”

“Then you only need to hear them once. Tell me what colour you are on.”

“Green, Sir.”

“In that case, kneel and place your hands at the small of your back.”

Her pulse raced. Here was the moment of truth. She’d insisted, to herself as well as to him, that she would never do that.

“I can force you,” he said. “That little trick you saw Gregorio perform? He taught me. Your choice.”

She regarded him in silence.

“I prefer you to do this of your own free will. You have five seconds.”

Deciding there would be something slightly more humiliating in being physically overpowered, she swallowed her pride and lowered herself to the floor.

If there had been any doubt in her mind that she was submitting to him, it disappeared in that moment. Being on her knees while her Dom claimed the space above her changed her state of mind. 

She stared up at him, mesmerised as he shrugged from the leather blazer. He moved methodically, hanging the garment on a hook near the wall that held the spanking instruments. 

He unbuttoned the top two buttons on his shirt then unfastened the ones at the cuff. He rolled the material to his elbows, exposing the sinews of his strong forearms with an appealing scattering of dark hair. 

Her mouth dried. His hands were huge. And he intended to use them on her bare rear. And he’d been matter-of-fact that it would hurt.

Fear nearly stopped her heart.

He moved in closer until he stood directly in front of her. She had to tip her head back uncomfortably in order to see his eyes.

“I’m going to sit in the chair,” he told her. “And then I’m going to ask you to stand, walk over to me and drape yourself across my lap. How many spanks do you deserve?”

She didn’t know how to answer that question. “Uhm, how many is customary, Sir?”

“Excellent question.” 

He was so masculine, so powerful standing above her. She had never been more aware of her femininity than she was in this very moment. “A better one is how many do you think I deserve, Sir?”

“You are a natural,” he said. “You know you’ll crave this from lovers in the future, and you won’t get it unless you seek it out.”

He hadn’t phrased it as a question, rather as a statement. It would rankle if she didn’t intuitively know he was right, even though she didn’t want him to be.

“A sub who misbehaves generally rates twelve over-the-knee spanks, and another dozen on the horse. And in a punishment spanking, I generally deny him or her an orgasm. But tonight…”

“Tonight, Sir…”

“I think eight and eight. And if you take them appropriately and ask nicely for each, I might give you an orgasm at the end.”

Damn him, damn it, he had done it again, scrambled her brains so that she wasn’t objecting to what would happen. She was thinking about the fairness of whether she would orgasm or not instead of the pain she’d have to endure. She was recalling the climax in the sunroom and desperately wanting another.

Her nipples ached. Her pussy felt wet where minutes ago she’d been dry. 

“The first eight will be with my bare hand. The second will be with my tawse.”

She watched as he crossed to the horse and placed the strap on top of it.

He sat in the chair, and terror returned. He looked so imposing, so threatening. She knew she could end this at any time, and, with a flash of insight, knew she didn’t want to.

“You are welcome to hold onto the chair leg and me for balance. Since you’re new, I will trap your legs with one of mine to stop your thrashing. In the future, I’ll make you control your own motions.”

“There will be no next time, Sir.” Wildly, she wondered if she were trying to convince him or herself.

“I will wait until you ask me to begin the spanking. Please count each and then ask for the next. A little gratitude will go a long way to ensuring my good nature at the end of the beating. Any questions?”

She had at least a dozen concerns, but she couldn’t find her voice. Trepidation swam in her. Goosebumps raised on her arms. Now or never.












Chapter Four







Marcus regarded her. They both knew she’d soon be across his lap. He wondered how quickly she would she do it, how much fuss would she put up, how much would she endure to get to that elusive orgasm.

If she truly had submissive tendencies as he suspected, she’d be across his lap within the next thirty seconds. If she was doing this only out of curiosity, she’d need to ask another dozen questions first, and she’d bolt as soon as the first stinging slap seared her skin.

He remained silent and watched the silent struggle wage on her features. Waiting was easy when you knew you were going to win.

Finally, without another word, she stood. Their gazes met. She looked away first.

He offered his hand, and she stared at it for several seconds before accepting his help. “Perfect,” he said.

He expected her to say something, anything, but she didn’t. 

She held onto the chair with one hand and gripped his trousers with the other. As he’d promised, he secured her lower body with his legs, and he placed his left hand, fingers spread wide, in the centre of her back. 

 She looked so appealing, wriggling on his lap, trying to get comfortable. Her blonde hair tumbled down towards the floor. Her breaths sounded more like tiny gasps. He would happily watch her for hours, but he wasn’t sure his cock could take the torture.

Ever since he’d reached his hand beneath her skirt to play with her pussy, he’d wanted to sink himself in her hot, wet depth. Generally, restraint wasn’t an issue for him. But he knew how responsive she was. 

Finally she stilled. 

“Oh,” she said after another few seconds. “I’m ready, Sir.”

Instead of immediately spanking her, he ran his fingers up her thighs, feeling the softness of her skin. Women in general appealed to him with their soft curves. But Julia, a heady combination of beauty, innocence and sass, made it difficult for him to focus. “Keep still,” he told her. “Remember to breathe. I’m going to warm up your skin a bit so that you don’t bruise as easily.”

“Okay,” she mumbled.

He rubbed her ass cheeks, slowly at first, then more vigorously to stimulate blood flow to the area. After a few moments, she no longer held herself rigidly, and he felt the tension ease from her body. 

“How are you feeling?”

“Okay, Sir.”

Honestly, he could do this all day. “You are very pleasing,” he told her. 

“I wish you’d get it over with.”

Who was he to deny a needy woman?

Without any warning, he delivered the first smack, just below her ass cheeks, on that tender spot where her thighs and buttocks met. 

She gasped and tried to pull up, but he held her still. “Good fucking hell!”

“I’ll take that to mean it hurt.”

She thrashed for long seconds, swore again, but she didn’t use a safe word, nor did she try to really get away.

Oh, yeah, this woman was terrific. 

She reached back to soothe the ache, and he let her…for a few seconds. “Stalling might earn you extra reprimands.”

“Then do it,” she said. 

“Do what?”

“Hit me.”

“Spank you,” he corrected.

“Fine. Spank me.”

He waited for a moment, giving her time to collect herself. “How many was that?”

She fisted her hands. “One,” she answered. “Sir.” She settled her nerves then placed her hands where they were supposed to be. “May I please have the next one?”

“This will be easier if we find a rhythm,” he told her. “Surrender rather than fight. Accept the pain and release the struggle.”

“Have you ever been spanked?” she asked, hostility in her tone.

“As a matter of fact, yes.”

“What?”

“I’ll explain more to you later if you’re interested. I wouldn’t put a sub through something I wasn’t intimately familiar with. Breathe.” He caught her right cheek with a blazing spank. “Don’t hold your breath,” he told her.

She screamed.

The door opened and Damien entered the room. 

“We have company,” Marcus told her, meeting the other man’s gaze. 

“Oh, God!”

“You can stay in place,” Marcus assured her. “Or you can get up. Your choice. I’m sure Master Damien is here to check on your safety after that racket. He’ll want your assurance that you’re not being mistreated.”

“I was afraid you were using a cattle prod on her,” Damien said. “Maybe a paddle wrapped in barbed wire.”

They looked at each other. Marcus saw Damien battle a smile.

“I’ll try to be quieter,” she whispered.

“How many spanks have you had, Julia?” Damien asked.

“Two, Sir.”

“What colour are you on?”

“Mortification,” she mumbled.

Marcus pinched her thigh. “Master Damien asked you a question. Show a little respect, girl.”

“Green. I’m green, Sir.”

“Are you under duress?”

“It just hurts more than I thought it would.”

“Master Damien needs a yes or a no,” Marcus said.

“No. I’m not under duress, Sir.”

“Might I suggest a gag?” Damien asked before leaving.

“Relax,” Marcus told her when they were alone again. “I’m going to rub you again.” She sighed and all but melted under his touch. Her responsiveness made him want to hold her and cherish her. 

“I don’t suppose we can do this all evening, Sir?”

“We can.”

She made a sound almost like a purr.

“As soon as you’ve taken your punishment.

“Then please, Sir. May I have the third?”

He blazed another onto her left cheek. 

She gave a shortened screech, catching herself almost immediately. She resumed the correct position within seconds. 

“Cease your struggles,” he said softly. “Breathe. Accept. Enjoy.”

“I suppose it’s rude to question Sir’s sanity.”

He laughed. 

She moved about a bit, but then settled. 

“Please, I’m ready.”

He delivered the fourth strike, and she cried out, but much softer this time. She gripped his leg tighter, but she didn’t let go. 

“I’m ready for another,” she said, much, much faster than he imagined she would.

He obliged, catching her, again, beneath her butt cheeks.

Her body went rigid, but she didn’t protest.

“Breathe,” he coached. “Exhale when I hit you. I promise, it will make it easier.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Inhale.”

He waited until she did, then he rained a harsh smack, again on her left ass cheek. 

“Oh, Sir!” she said. “That was…” 

She squeezed his leg. 

“I…”

She didn’t have to tell him that she had stopped the struggle. He felt it. 

Blood rushed to his groin. There was nothing more exquisite than the surrender of a supplicant. 

He gave her a break to absorb what had happened. Honestly, he needed it, too. He’d been a Dom long enough to recognise this moment for the gift it was. And if she wanted it, he could take her deeper, giving her experiences she’d never dreamt possible.

“I’m ready for another.” She breathed in and relaxed. 

“I’m ready for another, Sir.”

She repeated what he had said, then breathed in again, letting her body go slack. 

“I’m going to give you two,” he said. “Finish it off.”

“Thank you, Sir.” 

He waited until she was ready, then he spanked her twice in quick succession.

She whispered her thanks, but so softly he barely heard her. 

He turned her over, and she blinked to focus on him. “You’re built for a firm hand,” he told her. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to drive into her until she screamed his name in submission. What the hell had he been thinking in promising her just one night? He wanted to possess her.

She smiled. Her scowl was gone, replaced by peace. “That was hot,” she said. “I think I’m starting to understand the whole whips and chains thing.”

“That was only a little taste,” he said. “And it wasn’t meant to arouse.”

“And if it did?” she asked.

Like a feline seeking heat, she snuggled into him. 

He smoothed her hair over her shoulders and caught her chin. “I’m glad it did. But that may mean you need more spankings to atone for your behaviour upstairs.”

“If you insist, Sir.”

“Part your legs so I can see if you’re turned on.”

Her hesitation lasted for only a fraction of a minute. She wrapped her arm around his neck for balance and spread her thighs. 

He skimmed his fingertips across her clit. “Your pussy is wet, girl.”

“Yes, Sir.” 

“It wouldn’t take much for you to come, would it?”

“God… No.” She closed her eyes and thrust her cunt forward.

“I’m strict about my subs not coming unless I say they can.”

She looked at him. “Are you serious?”

“Very.” 

“You want me to ask permission to orgasm?” she asked incredulously.

“Yes.”

“If you knew how hard some men had worked on just that.”

“I want you focused on it,” he replied. “That’s the difference.” He held her gaze captive and continued to play with her pussy. “I want you obsessed with coming until it’s the only thing you can think of.” He gently abraded her clit. “I want you sobbing and begging.” He pulled on her labia. “I want you to need a climax more than your next breath. You may not ever come unless I say so. Is that clear?”

“That sounds like a fantasy, Sir.”

“It is,” he agreed. “Mine. And your reality.” He gave her an open-handed slap to the cunt.

She screamed. 

“Do not come.”

She panted and gasped and dug her fingernails into his shoulder. 

“Please,” she said. 

“I said no, girl.” He moved quickly, putting her on the floor. “Kneel, please.”

“But—”

“I am not open to compromise.” He spread his legs shoulder-width apart, folded his arms across his chest and waited.

The battle of wills dragged for nearly thirty seconds. The whole time, she stared at him, as if weighing how much to push, to argue. 

He was tempted to capitulate, but knew the power of restraint and delayed gratification. When she came, if he let her, the emotional release would swamp her. Having her ache for his touch would serve him well. “Spread your knees as wide as is comfortable, and put your hands behind your head. Thrust out your breasts.”

When she did, he said, “When I ask you to kneel in future, this is the position I want you in. I find it makes you aware of being open and it makes your body available for my pleasure. And with your legs being so far apart, it’s less likely that you can bring yourself off.”

She opened her mouth, but he spoke first, “Unless given instructions otherwise, assume I want you looking at the floor.”

“Yes, Sir.” She cast down her gaze. 

“Is your cunt throbbing?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Think about that for a bit, how the spanking aroused you, how obscene you looked, showing your pussy to Master Damien. You liked that, didn’t you?”

“I…”

“Look up at me.” He watched a furious blush chase up her face. He lowered his voice. “It’s okay to admit the truth one way or the other.”

“I did like it, yes.” 

“How’s your arousal?”

“Sir?”

“Is your pussy still wet? Are you still horny?” Without waiting for an answer, he crouched in front of her. He snared her gaze and kept it imprisoned. He touched her between the legs, and almost instantly she was as slick as she had been earlier. “Keep your body still.”

“I’m trying to do what you want.”

He gave her half a dozen gentle slaps. She flinched, but she didn’t try to escape. He saw her clench her jaw as she fought back her needs. When he was finished, his hand came away damp. “Lick your juices from my fingers,” he said. 

She opened her mouth and dutifully sucked them dry. He tried not to think of her doing that to his cock. Denying himself as well as her was a powerful aphrodisiac. “It’s time for the other half of your punishment.” 

He stood and rolled down his sleeves. When she started to stand, he placed a hand on her head.

“I find that patronising.”

“Do you? Simply wait for instructions and save yourself the frustration.”

She exhaled a shaky breath, but she didn’t argue.

“It’s only one night,” he reminded her.

He waited.

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Unless you object, I’m going to remove my shirt.”

“Do you have a body like an ogre, Sir? Maybe you’re all hairy like Bigfoot?”

“Keep it up, girl.” Despite his veiled warning, he liked the fact that she felt comfortable enough to tease him. He unbuttoned his shirt, and she stared, as if physically unable to look away. He shrugged the material from his shoulders. 

“Oh!”

“Oh?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that you… I mean… You are even sexier than I imagined, Sir.”

“I’m not an ogre?”

“Not that I’ve seen.” She paused. “Yet.”

“Do you like to live dangerously?” He hung the shirt with the leather blazer. He preferred to be dressed when delivering an over-the-knee spanking. He liked the barrier of material between him and the recipient. The fact that the sub was nude reinforced his or her position of humility. And it helped him to not become distracted. But there was something ceremonial about removing his shirt before beginning a beating. 

He took a position of power near the horse. “Crawl over to the horse. This time I want you across it lengthwise, so that I can spread you wide.”

“I’m not sure I understand.”

From her tone, he knew she wasn’t stalling. “Have you ever seen a gymnast perform a vault?”

She nodded.

“Approach the horse from that direction.”

She lowered herself to all fours. He moved the tawse to the left side of the horse, leaving it close to where her body would be. At this point, it was more than a physical tool. It was a psychological one to keep her focused.

She took her time coming towards him, and he enjoyed every moment of watching her body sway, seeing her breasts move, and the way her hair cascaded everywhere. 

“Raise yourself on your tiptoes. And spread yourself as wide as you can.” When she did, he added, “There are straps on the far side for your hands. You may choose to hold onto them or I can secure you.”

She turned her head to face him. “If I let go, I’ll get more spanks.”

She’d made a statement, rather than asking a question. “Yes.”

“Please tie me, Sir.” 

“It will cost you one extra stripe.”

She exhaled. “There’s always a catch.”

“Would you like to accept my terms?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Smart. You’re recognising my generosity.” 

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Is your pussy still wet, Julia?”

She blinked as if shocked by his change of subject. “No, Sir. I think I’m a bit scared.”

“With good reason.” He went around to the other side of the horse. He squatted and said, “Give me your hand.” This close, he was able to inhale the intoxicating scent of her, citrus and strength. 

She tilted her head back a bit so she could watch him. 

“I need you to be a bit higher. Stay where you are.” He moved behind her and lifted her off the ground. 

She gasped. “My feet can hardly touch the floor.”

“Precisely.”

“I might fall.”

“You won’t.” He could lower the horse, but the combination of the angle and her helplessness would drive him mad. “Reach for the strap.”

He resumed his position in front of her and secured her right wrist in place. He repeated the process with her left. Then he feathered back her hair and captured her head between his palms, compelling her to look at him. “You can move a bit to get more comfortable.”

She scooted back as much as she could without hurting her arms.

“You have no idea how beautiful you look.”

Her breaths were shallow and weak, but she continued to look at him, as if drawing strength from him. 

Slowly he moved behind her. “Your ass cheeks are still red.” Marcus wasn’t sure he’d ever seen anything more appealing than the proof of his hand on her curvy derrière. “And they’ll be redder still when I’m finished.” He pulled her right ankle towards the outer edge of the apparatus and tightened a buckle around it. “How does that feel?”

“Like I’m being pulled apart, Sir.”

“I want to ensure you don’t move. It’s safer for you that way. And it makes you even more aware of your submission to me.”

“It’s a spanking, Sir, not submission.”

“Thanks for the clarification.” He fastened her left leg in place. He looked at her for a moment. Her blonde tresses almost brushed the floor. He’d ensured the bindings were tight enough and that her limbs were spread far enough that her motions were constricted. Unless she safe worded, this woman was going to endure a real punishment at his hand. “Again, this isn’t going to be delivered in a way to arouse you. But if you do get turned on, I’ll be pleased.” 

He picked up the tawse and brushed it across her back, then down her right side. She flinched. “Ticklish?” 

“A little.”

Using a firmer touch, he brought it up her left side. This time, she moaned. 

Damn, she was appealing. He moved the leather up the inside of her thighs. 

“Oh, Sir!” Her legs quivered.

Determinedly, he pressed the edge against her clit.

As much as she was able to, she thrust her hips towards him. “Greedy sub.” He moved. 

She swore. 

He was sure she would have stamped her foot if she’d been able. She absolutely delighted him. “Tell me why you earned your punishment.”

It took her a few seconds to answer. “I didn’t keep my arms behind my back, Sir.”

“And how many strokes will you be taking from my tawse?”

Her body shook. “Nine, Sir. But I can assure you I’ve learnt my lesson. I asked to be tied for this one so that I can follow your orders perfectly.”

“Good. That will spare you another spanking before the night’s out.”

“Does anything dissuade you?”

“Never. I may delay a scene, but I never forget it.” He turned sideways and calculated the correct distance to stand. If he was spanking a sub with a tawse, he never reached. He delivered each blow forcefully but bluntly. “Let me know when you’re ready.”

“I’m ready, Sir.”

He struck her hard. She gasped and she strained against the bindings, but she didn’t raise her head, and she didn’t scream.

A gorgeous shade of red blazed across her skin in the wake of his spank. This tawse was one of his favourites. The leather was well-conditioned, and it was perfect for someone new to his type of play. He crafted some with three or four strands, and he’d use them if he was asked to scene with a more experienced player, or with a recalcitrant male sub. 

He repositioned himself so he could catch her just above the right knee.

She whimpered. “That fucking hurt, Sir.”

“Aren’t you glad you’re restrained?”

She nodded, but evidently remembered his rule, said, “Yes.”

He placed the third in the middle of the first two stripes, midway up her thigh. She barely pulled this time. “Good. Remember to breathe. Surrender, don’t fight.” The fourth spank landed just as precisely as the others had, this time above her left knee. Her leg flexed, but she inhaled. “Any guesses on the next one?”

“In the middle of my right thigh, Sir.” 

He landed it perfectly. 

She choked out a small protest.

He stepped back and traced the outline of each red mark with his fingertips. 

Tension drained from her body, leaving her loose. “I’m going to finish you off without pause, all on your buttocks.”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured.

“You’re doing okay?”

“It’s…”

He heard the sleepiness in her tone. As he’d wanted, she’d stopped the fight. He could continue for a long time without another fierce protest. Lord, she was sweet. If they had the opportunity to play ever again, there was no doubt he could take her to subspace. That was a rare treat with most subs, unheard of with most neophytes. “Please answer me, Julia.”

“Yes,” she said. “I’m ready for more.”

He moved to stand near her left hip. With efficiency born of experience, he gave her the remaining lashes in a rhythmic rush, each on top of the other.

She took his earlier advice and ceased the fight. Instead of pulling, she pressed her body more fully against the horse, allowing it to take her body weight and absorb his relentless blows.

When he was finished, she was breathing heavy and a fine sheen of perspiration dotted her back. Her skin bore his marks. He was totally aroused.

He placed the tawse on the horse before turning to her. He knelt in front of her and smoothed back her hair. Impulsively he kissed the top of her head.

“Sir?” 

“Hmm?”

“I need to come. Please, will you bring me off?” 

He hadn’t been prepared for that question. 

“I’m so on the edge. And my whole body feels…on fire.”

“Beautiful, lovely little sub.” 

When she didn’t argue with his words, he knew she was in an altered consciousness. He reached between her legs. “So wet,” he said. “So slick.”

She shuddered, and he saw all her muscles straining. “I want to come.”

He slipped two fingers deep inside her cunt and simultaneously pressed his thumb pad against her clit.

“Oh, God! Oh, oh…”

He slid his fingers in and out rapidly, penetrating deeper and deeper, stretching her wide. 

She curled her toes into the floor, lifting her body up as much as she possibly could, granting him access, wordlessly seeking more.

“Beg,” he told her. 

“Please,” she said. “Please, Sir, let me come! I want to come.”

He found her G-spot and she cried out as the climax engulfed her. She continued to shudder. Rather than withdrawing, he continued to manipulate her heated pussy. 

“I… I can’t come again,” she insisted even though she kept her eyes closed and thrust her hips towards him.

“I understand,” he told her. “Just relax.”

“I’m not… I mean…”

“Tell me,” he urged.

“I can’t have multiple orgasms.”

“Of course you can’t,” he agreed, but he kept up. She was getting more and more wet. This woman possessed untapped depths, and he wanted to be the one to unleash her secrets. 

He added a third finger, and she screamed.

“So sexy,” he murmured.

She met each thrust of his hand.

“So needy.” He abraded her clit with more force. 

She pushed her lower body towards him.

“So natural.”

“I…”

“Come for me, girl.” He applied pressure to her G-spot. “Now.”

She convulsed as she yelled his name. 

He whispered nonsensical words to her as she rode the climax, then continued to encourage her as the tremors receded. He brushed back her hair and traced the outline of her jawbone. 

“That’s not possible,” she told him.

“Obviously,” he agreed. 

“Most times I don’t orgasm at all.”

“Then I’m a lucky man.” He meant it. He adored women, and he was never blasé about their submission or their pleasure. It was an honour, and he knew it. “Thank you.”

She opened her eyes. “Thank you, Sir.”

“I was hoping you’d mind your manners.” 

“Or I’d earn another spanking?”

“No doubt,” he agreed.

“In that case, I should have kept my mouth closed.”

He raised his eyebrows. “You liked that, did you?”

“Tomorrow I’ll deny it.”

“Fair enough. Tonight?”

“Yes,” she said, “I liked it.”

He reached to unfasten her wrists.

“Sir’s cock is hard.”

She was observant. It would take him less than half a dozen strokes to spill his load. He’d be fantasising about her while he did so.

“Fuck me?” she asked.

He dropped his hand and looked at her. 

“I want you inside me.”

“We didn’t really talk about having sex.”

“I don’t want to talk about it. Surely someone here has a condom?”

He cradled her chin between his thumb and forefinger, and he met her gaze. “I refuse to take advantage of you,” he said.

“It’s not taking advantage,” she countered. “I want you to fuck me. Now. Hard. Deep.”

“We need to discuss what happened. You probably have questions, maybe something you need to say to me—”

“You can’t have it both ways, Sir. Either I’m a woman capable of asking for what I want, like you said, or I’m not. I want sex. I want you to fuck me. I want you to do it hard.”

He set his jaw. He wasn’t adverse to sex with a sub after a scene, but with Julia, he was in unexplored territory. He wanted to get on with her aftercare, but doing what she needed was part of being a conscientious Dom.

“If you don’t want to, I could ask someone else—”

“Don’t. You’re mine, Julia, for tonight. If you want to be fucked, I’ll be the one to do it.”

“Please,” she said.

“You need to think about this.”

“Fuck me or let me go so I can find someone who will.” 

He didn’t blister women’s behinds in anger. He prided himself on control. Tonight was the first time he’d ever been tempted. She was goading him, and he knew it. But that didn’t make her threat easier to take.

He let go of her and stood. He took two steps back.

“Do you want me to beg?” she asked, her voice husky with need. “I will, but I wish you wouldn’t make me.”

“I want to be sure you know what you’re doing.”

Her head was tipped back so she could look at him. He knew the position had to be uncomfortable. Her eyes were bright with unshed tears.

“Take me. I want you to use me. As I said, if you don’t want me—”

“Shut the hell up,” he snapped. 

“Fuck me,” she said softly.

“Use your safe word any time.” Part of him was surprised she hadn’t already.

She nodded.

“Would you like me to untie you?”

“No. Like this,” she said. “I want to be bound and helpless.”

Jesus. He ran a hand through his hair, perplexed. He’d never been with a sub like her. 

“I want the experience. Give it to me. Do me,” she urged. “Quit talking me to death and fuck me.”

When he didn’t immediately respond, she strained against the leather straps.

“Tell me your safe words.”

“Yellow and red. And I am so green right now it’s like being in a forest.”

Enough said. He took his wallet from his back pocket and fished out a condom. He placed it alongside her, on top of the horse.

He toed off his boots then hastily removed the rest of his clothes. 

His cock jutted out, and he throbbed with need. 

Wanting to establish the right and natural order between them, remind her who was in charge, he moved back towards her and captured her hair with his left hand. He used his right hand to guide his cockhead across her lips. “Suck it.”

Dutifully she opened her mouth.

He slid his cock inside the heat of her mouth. She licked him tentatively. “Get on with it,” he told her.

He knew the angle was awkward, and obviously she hadn’t had a lot of experience giving head, but her innocence enthralled him. He imprisoned her head and bent his knees slightly. “That’s a girl.” He thrust his hips shallowly. 

She gagged slightly but didn’t try to pull away. Instead, she doubled her efforts to suck him. 

He wouldn’t normally play with a woman like this until the third or fourth meeting. But her sounds of enthusiasm drove him. He wanted her.

He held both sides of her head. Finally, knowing he was on the verge of ejaculating, he stilled her. “Stop.”

It took her a couple of seconds to obey. In future—if there was a future—he wouldn’t tolerate that kind of behaviour. “It’s customary to thank a Dom for allowing you the privilege of sucking his cock.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said dutifully.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to release you before I take you from behind?”

“Just get on with it. Sir.”

Her muscles had to be tired and achy. Her request to remain tied up puzzled him. But he had no doubt, if he let her go without giving her sex, she’d find someone else. He wasn’t sure why the thought bothered him.

Marcus didn’t need to stroke his cock before rolling the condom down his length. Even if she hadn’t taken him in her mouth, the sight of her punished skin would have made him instantly hard. “Your ass is still red,” he told her as he moved behind her. “And so are the backs of your legs. It might be difficult to sit tomorrow.” If they were at his place, he would make her soak in the hot tub before he rubbed her with arnica and put her to bed.

Using both of his hands, he parted her buttocks and he teased her pussy with his cock, sliding back and forth, making sure she was ready before entering her. 

“Oh, Sir, fill me!”

He had to angle his body to take her standing up. Ideally, she’d be farther over the horse, but he had no doubt this would suit her needs. 

With a single, solid thrust, he surged into her. “Take me,” he told her.

“Give it to me.”

“Your cunt is so hot, girl. Is this what you need?”

“Yes!”

She squeezed him tight. He dug his fingers deeper into her shoulders to control his responses. “Tell me what you want.”

“More. Harder.”

He changed the angle, gripping one of her hip bones, and reached between their bodies to stroke her. 

She shook and shuddered. “Please, please, please!”

“Come,” he told her. He gave a sharp slap to her right thigh.

She screamed and convulsed, straining against the straps and trying to grind her pussy against the horse. He’d known she was hot, but this even surprised him. She was honest in her reactions, and she screamed his name.

Finally, she stilled, sagging against the horse.

“I’m not finished with you yet,” he told her. 








Chapter Five







Julia felt blissful, as if she were detached in time and space. She had no idea anything like this existed. It was one thing to hear stories over cocktails or to witness a scene, but to be a participant, to have pain sear across your skin and then an orgasm that left you shattered…

Her breaths came in short bursts. The awkward position meant she couldn’t completely fill her lungs. Being stretched wide and having her head hang down left her slightly disoriented.

The backs of her legs ached from his tawse. Every place Master Marcus had touched had become an erogenous zone.

And the way he’d played with her, from squeezing her nipples to smacking her pussy, made longing blaze.

She was glad she’d promised herself only one night. It would take forever to sort through the implications of everything they’d done.

This evening, desire had driven her. She was hyperaware of herself as a sensual being. For the first time in her life, she’d craved domination. She’d needed that joining and completion. She wasn’t the type who generally slept with a man she barely knew. But the feelings he’d caused had overwhelmed her. 

She’d needed sex in a way she never had before. She didn’t want to drive home after that spanking filled with that kind of arousal to simply curl up in bed with a vibrator.

Maybe regret over her behaviour would come tomorrow, but tonight, she was sated. 

“I’m going to unfasten your bindings,” he said quietly. 

That was another thing she’d noticed about him, the way he used his voice, controlling his tone and changing the volume at which he spoke. He could sound as rough as a mountain peak, or as gentle as a July breeze. She responded differently to each, as she was sure he intended.

“Please stay in place and follow my directions.”

“Yes, Sir.” There was no harm in letting him think he was in charge. But the truth was, right now she didn’t think she could move.

He loosened her wrists then moved behind her to release her ankles. He took a few minutes to rub her skin. Their time together wouldn’t last much longer, so she decided to enjoy every moment. 

“I’m going to help you stand up.”

She started to protest but shut her mouth before one word emerged. He didn’t like to be argued with, and she felt a bit unsteady.

He wrapped his arms around her from behind. He was gentle and firm at the same time. She expected him to help her stand, but he swept her into his arms and held her against his chest.

In a few strides, he’d crossed to the chair then he sat in it, still cradling her. No man had ever cared for her the way he did, and she liked it. Earlier, upstairs, he’d wrapped her in a blanket. This time, he used his arms to keep her warm. 

She became aware of his hard dick beneath her bottom. “You didn’t come,” she said.

“Contrary to what most men would have you think, I will survive the experience.”

“I want you to come.” She looked up at him. “And no, I don’t need to talk about it.”

For several seconds that dragged, she waited for his answer. She’d never had to ask a man for sex, well, unless it was several months into a relationship and monotony had set in. When the choice was sleep or screw, the choice was often easy. But with Master Marcus… His complexity confounded her. 

He discarded the condom, then donned another before saying, “Straddle me.”

She did so, rising onto her tiptoes as he guided his cock towards her pussy. There was something so very liberating about being with a man as comfortable with sex as he was. It made the entire experience richer. He’d cut her off when she’d made comments about the few extra pounds she couldn’t shed. And she sensed he wasn’t saying it merely to be kind. He didn’t see her as flawed or needing a diet. He honestly seemed to appreciate her softness.

She wished she’d seen more of his body.

When he’d taken off his shirt, she’d noticed a smattering of dark hair arrowing downwards to his waist. 

“Wrap your arms around my neck.”

She slowly lowered herself onto his shaft. Even though he’d already been inside her, this angle felt different, and he was able to penetrate deeper. He filled her, possessed her.

“Take me,” he told her.

“Easy for you to say,” she replied. 

He reached behind her and spread her buttocks. She gasped, and he thrust upwards. 

“Much better,” he said when she was fully seated on his cock. “Lean back a bit.” 

Once she had, he cupped her breasts and squeezed hard. She moaned, the pain searing and pleasing her. He trapped her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He pulled, then tightened his grip again. 

It was as if there was a direct line from her tortured nipples to her clit. She began to rock back and forth, digging her toes into the flooring as an orgasm began to build deep inside.

She’d told him the truth earlier. In an evening, she’d never been able to come more than once. With this man, she had already climaxed a number of times. It typically took her a long time to get aroused, which was why she often preferred a vibrator over a man. In her experience, men didn’t have the patience required to satisfy her. “I…”

“Yeah,” he said. “I want you to come.”

He backed off the pressure on her nipples. Then, as blood flooded back to the tips, he squeezed again.

“Sir, Sir, Sir!” She screamed out her orgasm.

He moved to stroke the column on her spine. The room felt as if it were spinning, and she collapsed against him.

“Damn you’re hot, girl,” he told her.

Long moments later, she became aware of the way he held her. He allowed her the uninterrupted space to ride out the storm. 

She stayed where she was, supporting herself on the strength of his shoulders. He was lean, without any excess fat. He either spent time at the gym or did some type of physical labour. Either way, she had never felt more protected than she did with him. “You’re very pleasing, Julia.”

“So are you, Sir.”

“Thank you,” he said with a chuckle. “I’m not an ogre?” he asked again. 

“Mostly not.”

When her breathing had returned to normal, he held her around the hips and guided her motions, up and down on his thick, swollen cock.

She had little energy remaining, but this rocking felt good. Having him in her pussy completed her.

“That’s it,” he said. 

His voice sounded huskier than she’d heard it before. His fingertips dug into her buttocks. His neck was corded. He wasn’t as controlled as he had been earlier, and that made her feel powerful.

She put her hands in his hair and pulled firmly, like he had done to her. 

He moaned then grabbed her shoulders and forced her body downwards as he drove up into her. She responded to his surges by squeezing her internal muscles. 

“Damn!”

She felt his cock throb as he ejaculated. He thrust a few more times, emptying his balls. 

Against his shoulder, she smiled. She’d been less inhibited with him than with any man she’d been with. And the experience had been better than any other. 

He continued to stroke her back, and she held him. Eventually she became aware of the perspiration drying on her skin. 

He took hold of her hair and eased her head back so that their gazes met. 

“Thank you,” he said. “I’ve enjoyed scening with you. You’re a very sexy sub.” 

Before she could protest, he placed a finger against her mouth. 

“Yes, you are. Sexy and a submissive girl. Deny it all you want, never play again, but that won’t change facts.”

She shuddered, not because he was bossy, but because he was right. 

He stood with her still wrapped around him, holding on. He placed her back in the chair and said, “Stay there.” 

He crossed to the side of the room and she heard the sound of running water. Lethargic, she looked over at him. She had rarely had the experience of relaxing after sex and watching her lover. But this time, she did, and unashamedly. 

She hadn’t really had the opportunity to look at his naked body. He was as honed from the back as what she’d seen from the front. His shoulders were impossibly wide, and his legs were big and muscular, his ass gorgeously sculpted. No doubt he’d fill out a pair of jeans.

She had a small pang of regret that their first time would also be their last.

He disposed of the condom. When he faced her, the first full-frontal view of him took her breath away.

His cock was still semi-hard. She remembered the salty, masculine taste of it as he’d filled her mouth while she was hanging over the horse. She shook her head to dislodge the vivid image. Each thrust had been a reminder of her helplessness. She’d been desperate to please him. She’d gratefully taken his shaft, although she usually avoided sucking a man’s penis. Yes, he’d been relentless in his demands, but the rawness of them had made something unknown flare to life inside her. 

He brought her a washcloth. 

A bit embarrassed, she reached for it. He shook his head. 

“Stand up and spread your legs.”

She already knew better than to argue. The water was warm, and he gently cleaned her. A part of her wanted the floor to swallow her. But a bigger, more pervasive part of her liked being cared for. The entire experience with him had been a dichotomy, from scalding pain to delicious tenderness. 

“You did well,” he told her, removing the cloth. He wadded it and tossed it back towards the sink.

“I…uhm… I’m at a bit of a loss as to what to do now. Do I say thank you and shake your hand?” 

“I’ll walk you to your car.”

“I think I can find my own way, but thanks.”

“Don’t try my patience,” he warned. 

She swallowed. His eyes were narrowed and his jaw was set. He might be totally naked, but he commanded the space effortlessly. 

He dressed. As he fastened his belt, she wildly wondered what it might feel like on her skin. Shaking her head, she mentally urged him to hurry. 

“Problem?”

“No. No, Sir.”

She was anxious to get away…before she was tempted to stay.

“Would you hand me the tawse?”

She could refuse. With him being dressed, she was aware of a subtle power shift. Being nude while he towered above fully clothed unnerved her.

God help her, but the feeling thrilled her as much as it terrified her. 

She crossed to the horse and picked up the sturdy strip of leather. 

“Keep your gaze focused on the floor as you bring it to me,” he said quietly.

Julia knew she could use a safe word and put a stop to his commands, but she followed the order regardless. 

When she reached him, she extended her hand.

“Kneel and offer it to me.”

She wouldn’t really do that, would she? His roughened tone hypnotised her, and she couldn’t refuse. Kneeling, she did as he had said.

“On your palms.”

She extended her hands, palms up, the tawse lying lengthwise across them.

He didn’t move or speak.

She was aware of the sturdiness of the leather. As she continued to wait, she recalled its heat as it had caressed her skin. It had burnt, but that sensation had paled next to the ache it had caused inside.

“Thank you.”

He took the implement, and she bit her lower lip to prevent herself from asking him to use it on her again. 

“You may stand.”

Only after he’d clipped the tawse to his belt loop did she rise.

“Come here, Julia.”

Compelled, she did. He cradled her and rubbed her skin. It seemed odd that he would be the one to comfort her after that experience, but she didn’t question it. She just stayed there for a while, inhaling his fresh woods scent, relying on his formidable masculine strength.

She was strangely reluctant to step away, but eventually she did. 

“Let’s get your clothes,” he said. He paused long enough to don his leather blazer. 

The sight of him, dashing in the western-looking gear, was enough to make her mouth dry. She could hardly believe she’d spent the evening with him, feeling his hand on her ass, experiencing shattering orgasms, being thoroughly dominated.

When he’d closed the door behind them earlier, her heart had missed a beat. Being in the spanking room had been surreal. But now, rejoining the party felt odd. 

As she followed him down the hall, she heard the sounds of whips, of subs crying out, of sternly delivered commands, and soothing words.

It still startled her a bit, but now she understood better.

In the main area, servers continued to offer drinks. Doms chatted. Some subs knelt. One was leashed. A Dom patted a sub’s head while he conversed with the bartender.

Nothing had changed.

Except her.

“Stay here,” Marcus told her. He pointed to a spot on the floor.

Shocking herself, she didn’t argue. She didn’t move, but she kept her gaze on him. She jumped a little when someone touched her elbow.

“I didn’t mean to scare you.”

She turned and met the deeply dark brown eyes of Gregorio. Up close, he was more handsome than she’d imagined. His skin was sun-darkened. He had on a black T-shirt with the arms shorn off. His trousers looked as if they’d been tailored. No doubt he could appear in the videos filmed at the house.

“It’s your first time here,” he said. “And, according to Master Damien, your first experience.”

Marcus had told her Gregorio was a switch but, to her, he had the same air of authority as the other Doms she’d met. “Yes,” she said. “Sir.”

“I watched for a few minutes.”

“Seriously?” She hadn’t been aware of anything or anyone other than Marcus. 

“While you were tied to the horse. You appeared serene.”

She would have never used that word, but in a strange way it fitted.

“How was your experience?”

“Mind-blowing,” she admitted. She pushed the loose hair back from her face. “At first it was too much, and it stung like hell. I’m not quite sure what to think.”

“That’s understandable and not at all unexpected. Do you have anyone you can speak with?”

“Lana. After she’s back from Mexico.”

“I’ll have Master Marcus give you my contact information. If you need someone to talk to, feel free to get in touch.”

“Thank you.” She didn’t tell him that she had no intention of giving Master Marcus her contact information. She would sort through this on her own.

Marcus returned with a bottle of water from the bar. 

The two men greeted each other. Master Marcus placed a hand on her shoulder. She wasn’t sure if the touch was meant to be reassuring or possessive. 

“Drink this,” he told her, loosening the cap.

He didn’t check to see if she would obey. He simply assumed she would.

The two men talked, and neither of them addressed her. She sipped the water, more because it gave her something to do than anything else.

Under normal circumstances, being ignored might offend her. Right now, it didn’t. In fact, the sooner she could find her clothes and go home, the better.

“Please give Julia my contact information in case she needs someone to talk to,” Gregorio said to Marcus.

Marcus nodded. 

After wishing them both a good evening, Gregorio excused himself. 

“Ready?” Marcus asked. 

“Yes.”

He headed upstairs, and she followed at a respectful distance, the water bottle clutched in her hand. A few couples were chatting, but the sunroom was empty. 

“I can see myself out,” she said, feeling nervous now that they were alone again. Her clothes were where he’d left them. 

“I’m sure you can.” He made no move to leave.

Resigned, she picked up her plain cotton underwear. She vowed to take a trip to the lingerie store soon. She pulled up her stockings, telling herself she shouldn’t feel self-conscious. He’d seen every part of her. 

He watched wordlessly as she fastened the hooks on her bra then wiggled into her skirt. Her fingers shook as she tried to slide the buttons of her blouse through the damnably small holes. It pissed her off that he noticed and moved in to brush her fingers aside. 

“Let me.”

Rather than starting at the top, he fastened the bottom one first. She felt his fingers on her skin, and tiny tremors shook her. “Thank you.” Honestly she’d never been this cared for before. Despite her feminist proclivities, she knew she could get accustomed to his treatment.

He adjusted her collar before stepping back.

After straightening her shoulders, she slipped into her shoes. She told herself that she was once again in control, but that was a lie. Having this man close to her undid her completely.

She located her belongings in the foyer. 

“Keys?” he asked, extending his hand.

“I—”

“Don’t argue,” he told her. 

She fished out her keys from the cavernous depths of her purse. 

“Which car is yours?” he asked, opening the big oak doors.

“It’s that one.” She pointed to the street. “It’s that small, black SUV.”

“I’ll bring it around.”

“Marcus—”

“Master Marcus,” he corrected. Green fire sizzled in his eyes. “Question my authority one more time and I’ll have you back over that spanking horse so fast you won’t remember your name. Clear?”

“Yes, Sir.” The idea of getting into a warm car that had the windshield cleared would be pure luxury. “Thank you.”

“I wondered when you’d remember to use some manners.”

Without another word, he went outside, braving the cold. He levelled a look at her. She remained silent.

She didn’t relish the drive back over Berthoud Pass. The smattering of snow during the ceremony had been beautiful, but it could make the roads treacherous. 

While she waited, she put on her coat and leather driving gloves.

A few minutes later, he re-entered the house. Snowflakes clung to his hair, and his hands were red. Her heart melted. He’d gone outside for her.

“Your chariot awaits, madam.”

“Thank you. You didn’t need to, but—”

“You’re welcome.” 

She closed her mouth.

He took hold of her elbow, ensuring she didn’t slip as he guided her to the car. Like a gentleman, he held open the driver’s door and handed her inside. 

“Contact me any time,” he said, offering her a business card. “My cellphone number is on there, and so is Gregorio’s.”

She dropped it on the console beside her. 

The air hung silent and still. He was apparently waiting for her to reciprocate. “I appreciate your bringing the car around.” Heat whispered from the vents, and ice was already melted from the back window. But she knew the cold had to be biting his ears and fingers. “You’d better get back inside,” she said. Her smile felt as brittle as the icicles hanging from the nearby ponderosa pine trees.

He closed the door and gave her a mock salute. As she drove away, she resisted the impulse to look at him in the rear-view mirror.



* * * *



A nice guy. She was determined, at all costs, to not only meet, but actually date a nice guy. After the experience with Jason, she had promised herself she wouldn’t never again spend time with any man who was demanding, dictatorial, or domineering.

So why couldn’t she get thoughts of Marcus—Master Marcus—from her mind?

She sighed.

The roads had been surprisingly easy to navigate. Ploughs had cleared them, and there was no ice despite the fact that snow continued to lazily drift down. Still, she’d gripped the steering wheel tightly for the entire two-hour drive back to her Denver apartment. 

At home, she dropped her purse and keys on a small table just inside the door. She fingered Marcus’ business card for a moment. His name was there, along with the name of a company, Silver Eagle Constructors. Did he own the business? Or was it simply a place he worked? The fact that he did physical labour explained a lot about the bronze colour of his skin and the muscles that had rippled his forearms and biceps. 

She stared at the card for a full minute before dropping it in the wicker trash can she kept handy to dispose of unwanted mail.

She was d-o-n-e with overwhelming men who thought they knew best.

After hanging up her coat and tucking her gloves in the pockets, she went into the bedroom. She opted for a pair of sleep pants and a long-sleeved T-shirt rather than a sleeveless nightie.

Sleep eluded her. She tossed and turned for several hours. In frustration, she pulled up the covers, shoved them down, punched the pillow in several different shapes, but, no matter what she did, she couldn’t banish the vivid snapshots of Marcus that were flashing through her mind. She saw him in his leather blazer, then wearing his shirt with the sleeves rolled up. And then, heavens, completely naked.

For a moment, she wondered if his cock really was as big as she remembered. 

Finally, exhausted from the battle, she climbed back out of bed. The scent of him lingered on her skin, a vivid reminder of the way he’d held her in his arms as she’d snuggled against his chest. She needed a shower. Or, better yet, a hot bath. Her legs hadn’t been spread that far apart since high school gym class. Her calves felt as if she’d run a marathon, and even her arm muscles ached.

She drizzled a relaxing blend of salts into the water then sank up to her chin. 

Lying back on the inflatable cushion didn’t help. 

Twenty minutes later, she pulled the plug. 

As she wrapped a towel around her body, she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror. She dropped the towel and moved closer. 

The lines were faint, but she could see the marks on the backs of her thighs. A light handprint was obvious on her right butt cheek.

She waited to feel the rush of mortification, but it didn’t come. Instead, she felt aroused.

Since she couldn’t vanquish the thoughts of him, she surrendered to the inevitable. She grabbed her vibrator and climbed on top of her bed.

She selected the slowest speed and placed the pulsing head against her pussy. Thoughts flashed through her mind. She recalled the way his hand had been beneath her skirt and the determined set of his features as he had brought her off in front of the window in Master Damien’s sunroom. She’d never done anything as scandalous as that.

She lifted her hips slightly as she remembered the sound of his voice, like rusty nails on velvet, as he had ordered her to lie across his lap. Her whole body jerked as she recollected the shock of raw energy exploding across her skin when his palm had connected with her buttocks.

An orgasm built deep inside as she thought of the way he’d efficiently and effectively tied her to the horse. 

The climax drew closer, and images moved with warp speed. The harsh explosion of leather on her helpless body, the way he had required her to kneel, and, God help her, the way he had held her head while he’d forced her to suck his thick cock.

With her free hand, she pinched her sore nipples, pulling on them, dragging them away from her body.

She shamelessly moved against the vibrator, then, needing more, pulled back the hood of her clit. The tiny bit of flesh already felt abused. The reminder of the way Master Marcus had used her, smacking her pussy hard, drove her. 

Panting, she turned the switch to high. She moved the violently quivering vibrator across her swollen clitoris. 

Her body jerked and convulsed as if wired by electricity. 

Within a few seconds, the sensations were too much. 

Without thinking, she screamed out Master Marcus’ name and came hard.

She dropped the still-running bullet next to her. She gulped for air. She had never had an orgasm like this before at her own hand. 

Julia wasn’t sure how long she lay there, shaking and shivering as she tried to remember how to breathe normally. 

The orgasm alleviated some of the restlessness clawing at her. But no sooner had she got her heart rate under control than frustration replaced it. 

She’d endured so much at Master Marcus’ hands. How could she go back to normal, missionary sex?

Marcus Cavendish—who wore a leather spanking implement attached to his clothing—was many things, but he definitely wasn’t a nice guy.

She turned off the vibrator and dragged the blankets back over her. 

Worn out, she curled into a tiny ball and fell asleep. 



* * * *



Far too early the next morning, the alarm jolted her awake. Figured. It seemed like the minute she’d actually fallen asleep, it was time to get up.

She hit the snooze button twice before realising she was supposed to meet Harvey for breakfast.

Harvey.

He fitted her definition of nice guy to a tee. 

They’d met online, and the first date had been pleasant. He’d insisted on paying for the coffee and scones, and they’d strolled Boulder’s Pearl Street Mall. He’d been solicitous, and he was passably good-looking, if a little thin for her tastes.

He was exactly the type of man she was looking for. He’d said he hoped he wasn’t being too forward in noticing she was cute. She’d tried to keep the wince off her face. That was a description that best fit bunnies and kittens. 

She’d hoped the man she would end up with would find her wildly attractive. She yearned to hear she was sexy and responsive and that her ass was made for a tawse. But a solid, predictable partner wouldn’t say that. And, really, there was nothing wrong with being cute. That Harvey had already hinted that he’d like to take her home to meet his family was a bonus. 

With a deep sigh, she turned on the coffee-maker and glared impatiently as the machine spat miserly drips into the glass carafe. She didn’t wait for it to finish before pouring a cup and adding a more than generous splash of cream. Deciding that, if a little was good, more was better, she topped off the cup.

Leaning against the counter, she downed the contents of the mug in several long gulps. Feeling somewhat human, she refilled the cup then headed into the bathroom. 

Looking in the mirror, she tried to tame her hair. After failing, she opted for a ponytail before opening the makeup drawer. A layer of foundation made no noticeable difference. The first coat of mascara did little to help her look more awake.

She all but trowelled on the eye shadow then applied a second coat of mascara. It, too, was a remarkable failure. Her eyes looked extra small and they were slightly puffy. Despite being on her second cup of coffee, she could barely keep her eyes open. 

And it was all Master Marcus’ fault.

Until last night, until she’d screamed as she’d come, she’d been looking forward to meeting Harvey in downtown Denver for breakfast. 

For all the good it would do her, she selected a matching bra and panty set from her dresser drawer. Since he hadn’t tried to kiss her after their first date, she doubted he’d be seeing her lingerie. 

She stepped into a pair of jeans and avoided looking at her backside in the mirror. It didn’t matter whether or not her skin was bruised or if the outline of Master Marcus’ hand could still be seen. 

She pulled on a too-tight sweater and wondered if Harvey would even notice the low-plunging neckline. Regardless, Master Marcus wouldn’t pay attention, either. He’d have the cotton off her body and folded in a pile so fast, it would make no difference what she wore. 

Pictures of Master Marcus and Harvey collided in her mind. Since there really was no comparison, she pulled back her shoulders and decided to forget she’d ever met the delicious Dom.



* * * *



She arrived at the restaurant a few minutes late. Harvey was waiting inside the door, and he made a show of checking his watch. 

“Did I have the time wrong?” he asked.

“No. Sorry.” She unbuttoned her coat and flicked off the snowflakes. 

He didn’t help her remove it or place it on the empty chair. He just stood there, looking at her.

“The roads were a bit slick,” she continued. “So it took a few minutes longer to get here than I thought it would.” 

“Are you always late for events? Or are you just not a morning person?”

She was saved from a reply by the arrival of the hostess. 

The restaurant was already crowded, and loud. Once they had been seated, a harried-looking server slowed down long enough to ask, “Coffee?”

Harvey nodded. Julia ordered chai. The woman nodded and kept moving. 

“I’m just curious.” Harvey moved the condiments to the exact centre of the table. He picked up his menu and looked at her over the top. “Are you often tardy?” 

She laid her coat next to her. “Do you often continue to grind on things after someone has already apologised?” she countered.

He sat back carefully, still holding the menu. “You’re being a little defensive, Julia. I was simply making conversation.”

“You’re right.” Last night had made her edgy. “Sorry,” she said again.

“Because I’m always early for events and meetings.”

“I have dozens of faults,” she told him, something snapping inside. She realised there was a difference between a Dominant and an asshole. “Maybe hundreds.”

“I’m trying to be serious here.”

“So am I,” she replied. 

The waitress arrived with their drinks. “Ready to order?”

“Yes,” Harvey said.

Julia shook her head. “I haven’t looked at the menu.”

Harvey sighed. “I looked at it before you arrived.”

“On second thought, I have decided.” She unzipped her purse and fished a five-dollar bill from her wallet. She dropped the money on the table and smiled, suddenly feeling lighter. “I want a man who is sunny-side up, with a large sausage, and two hot buns.”

The waitress winked at her. 

Harvey gasped. “Now just a minute,” Harvey said. He looked around, the menu still clutched in his hand. “Be reasonable, Julia. I insist you behave yourself. You’re making a scene.”

She grabbed her coat, slung her purse over her shoulder and strode towards the door.

Outside, the gust of wind that smacked her in the face didn’t slow her down. Instead, it invigorated her. As she’d learnt last night, there was something exhilarating about being honest with herself and with others. 

The cold, the wind, the icy streets didn’t bother her.

She entered her apartment and took Master Marcus’ business card from the trash. She stared at the eagle emblazoned on the paper, and she recognised it as the same symbol that had been stamped into his tawse.

Her hand trembled. She knew why she hadn’t slept last night. It was because she hadn’t been willing to face the truth—she’d liked the time she’d spent with Master Marcus. She’d enjoyed the way he’d spanked her, made her question her beliefs, and the way he’d cared for her afterwards. 

Julia had never been a snuggler. Frankly, she didn’t really understand why anyone would want to. Sleeping was easier alone, without someone else’s weight on you. But he had made her feel safe and protected, even though he was overbearing and obnoxious—the things she most despised in a man.

She reluctantly admitted the truth to herself. She wanted to see him again.

So what the hell was she going to do about it?








Chapter Six







Well, well.

Marcus looked at the identification window on his cellphone. 

Julia Lyle. 

The night of the wedding, he’d given her his contact information. Although she hadn’t reciprocated, he’d arrogantly believed he’d hear from her. He’d done everything possible to give her a memorable experience. It sure as hell had been hot for him, more intense than most scenes he’d recently participated in. 

After a month of silence, he’d determinedly shoved thoughts of her from his mind.

Despite his resolve, he’d had random flashbacks to the sight of her buttocks, upturned over his lap, exposed for his punishment. They’d had a taste of playing together, and every one of her reactions had been honest. She’d been upfront in telling him she wanted nothing more than a one-night stand. Obviously she didn’t need him to complete her life.

And now, when he’d given up hope, his phone was ringing. He waited a full five seconds before answering. “Cavendish.”

“Hello…” She paused for a moment. 

The word Sir hung between them, unspoken.

“It’s Julia. I met you at Ben and Lana’s wedding.”

“I would have never forgotten you,” he said. He waited for her to speak, letting her set the pace. 

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she said.

Again, she left the honorary title off the end of her sentence.

“I was wondering…” She trailed off. “That is… You said it was okay to contact you.”

He heard the layer of nerves in her voice. It had clearly taken some courage for her to telephone him. “I’m glad you did.” He reached for the cocktail that was on his desk then leant back in his chair. 

“I was wondering…” She blew out her breath. “Damn it. For the past few days, okay, weeks, I’ve been rehearsing what I might say. I was kind of hoping I’d reach your voicemail, honestly.”

“You’ve got me, live and in the flesh.”

“I’m not doing very well, am I?”

“You’re doing fine,” he assured her. “If you had left a message, what would you have said?”

“Do you mind if I’m blunt?”

“I prefer that to games.”

“I’d like to see you again.”

“When?”

“Whenever it’s convenient for you.”

“Whenever it’s convenient for you, Sir,” he corrected. “I do hold to many BDSM proprieties. I expect you to honour them, as well. Unless you’re looking for a vanilla friendship. In which case, I’m wondering why you called.”

He could almost imagine her worrying her lower lip before she repeated, “Whenever it’s convenient for you, Sir. And no, I’m not looking for someone to take me to the opera. I’d like to scene with you again, Sir.”

Her tone sounded different than it had at the beginning of the call. Her use of the word ‘Sir’ had changed something between them, letting her be clear about what she wanted.

She repeatedly surprised and delighted him. 

“How many times have you masturbated since we were together?” 

“Excuse me?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he looked out of the window of his Highlands loft. He loved the view from this vantage, skyscrapers, the amusement park, the events centre. Denver seemed to pulse energy, fed by the Platte River. 

He was proud of his place. It had taken six months to remodel the space to his specifications. He’d taken out walls to create a massive great room, opened up the staircase, even enclosed part of the outdoor space so that he had a deck and sunroom. Glass and metal defined the three thousand square foot piece of urban heaven. He’d hosted a couple of parties for clients since he’d moved in, but he’d never entertained a sub there. Until now, he hadn’t wanted to.

“I don’t know. Almost every day. Twenty or thirty times in total, I suppose, Sir,” she finally said.

A sex drive to equal his. “Do you fantasise when you play with yourself?”

“Oh, God,” she said. “This so isn’t the conversation I’d been thinking we’d have.”

“We’ve established that you didn’t call me because you needed an escort to the opera. So answer the question. Do you fantasise when you play with your pussy?”

“Yes. Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me about the most recent fantasy.”

She was quiet for so long that he checked the phone to be sure they were still connected. 

“The sub we saw that day at Master Damien’s house…”

“Yes.” 

“I imagined what it might be like to be her. I’ve been curious about the St Andrew’s cross. And I thought I might want to try a flogger.”

At the Den, she hadn’t known what a St Andrew’s cross was. “You’ve obviously been doing some research.”

“Voraciously. I’ve watched a couple of videos, and I’ve done some reading. I talked to Lana more after she got back from her honeymoon.” She spoke slowly as if confessing a sin. “She offered to let Ben scene with me, and I was tempted to agree. But I thought I’d ask if you were interested first. I liked what we did. I trust you. And, well, you’ve seen me naked.”

The idea of any man but him introducing her to the sexual delights of a flogging pissed him off. Reminding himself he had no right to be angry, he asked, “What appeals to you about that fantasy?”

“When we watched that scene… The woman’s expression was so intense. And when he hit her, she looked peaceful. I have been imagining what it might feel like to be hit with all those strands. And I want to see your expression as you’re doing it.”

A lot of Doms preferred to have their partner face the cross so their back and buttocks were exposed, and he was among them. But he liked the idea of flogging her breasts and watching her expressions.

“I understand if you don’t want to. I mean—”

“I’d be happy to beat you.”

She was quiet for a minute.

“How does Saturday work for you?” he asked.

“That’s… Really? Thank you. Saturday is fine.”

Since it was only Monday, that would give him time to prepare. His playroom currently had very little equipment in it, but he would certainly change that before her arrival. He had a carpenter who was currently between projects, and Marcus’ ideas would keep the man busy for the remainder of the week. “I’ll send you a text message with my address and the code for the parking garage,” he told her. “Follow the signs for guest parking. I’ll meet you there. I’ll expect you at six, promptly. Is being on time a problem for you?”

Except for the incident with Harvey, it hadn’t been. She hadn’t been late to work in at least a year. “No, Sir. It’s not.”

“Be wearing the highest heels you can manage comfortably. I want you to wear only lingerie beneath your coat. Any questions?”

“What kind of lingerie?”

“I’ll leave that to you.”

“No guidance or suggestions?”

“Surprise me. Any other questions?”

He heard her exhale. 

“No.”

He swirled the drink around the inside of the crystal glass. “Where are you now?”

“At home.”

“What are you wearing?”

“Workout clothes,” she said quietly. “I just got back from the gym.”

“Put down the phone and undress.”

“Are you serious?”

“Be a good sub and do as you’re told.” He wondered how she’d respond. Part of him expected her to refuse. She’d insisted that she wanted nothing to do with domineering men, and he was a Dom to his marrow. 

He knew it was one thing for her to follow orders when they were scening, another to give over control when they weren’t together. It would take trust and a certain mindset so it didn’t seem ridiculous.

“All of my clothes?” 

“That’s typically what I mean by getting undressed, yes,” he said drily.

“Yes, Sir.”

He sipped the drink as he imagined her peeling off her clothes. Yeah, he had seen her naked. He knew what she looked like, with her generous rear and pouty breasts. 

“I’m back, Sir.”

He liked the sound of her voice. When she was being compliant, there was a slight husk in her tone. Each word, every pause revealed her emotional state. He knew if she was aroused, apprehensive, nervous, all without seeing her. She could protest that she wasn’t submissive, but he knew different. “Do you have a vibrator?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Is it handy?”

“No, Sir. It’s in the bedroom. I’m in the living room.”

“Put down the phone. Go fetch it and return. And I want you to crawl.”

“Crawl, Sir?”

“When we’re together, Julia, you may repeat an order if you don’t understand it. But if you are stalling, you’ll earn a punishment.” He leant back even farther in his chair and crossed his feet on top of the desk. Images of her continued to assault his senses. He was looking forward to seeing her sexy body sway as he had her move towards him on all fours. “Turn the speaker on,” he instructed when she picked up the phone. “Is the vibrator electric or battery?”

“Battery.”

He said nothing. He let the silence drag. 

“I mean, it’s battery operated, Sir.”

“Turn it on and let it run for a few seconds so I can hear it.” The hum was satisfactory. He would pick up a more powerful vibrator before the weekend. After she’d switched it off, he said, “Kneel, please.”

“I’m kneeling, Sir.”

“Describe the position to me.”

“My knees are wide apart. I have the vibrator in one hand, and both of my hands are behind my head.”

“And your breasts?”

“I just thrust them out, Sir.”

“Where is your gaze?”

She hesitated. “I’m looking at the floor.”

“Where were you looking before I asked?” he asked with lethal calm.

After sighing, she confessed, “At a picture on the wall.”

“I want honest answers at all times. If you want to play games, find another Dom. You knew what I was asking.” 

“I apologise, Sir,” she whispered. “You’re right.”

“Good. Now. Masturbate with the vibrator until I tell you to stop.” He heard the slight hum. Then he heard little sounds of pleasure. He waited until he heard the first groan, and then he said, “Stop.”

The background fell silent.

“That’s a good girl, little submissive. Was that on the highest setting?”

“Lowest, Sir.”

“I have a rule about when a sub may orgasm. Do you remember?”

“I may only come with your permission.”

“Good. We understand one another. Now turn the vibrator to the highest setting. This time, I want you humping it like you did with my hand.”

“Anything you say, Sir.”

He hadn’t heard any sarcasm in her tone, just a desire to please. Damn, his cock was hard. “Do it now.”

This time, her moans were louder. 

“Remember, you may not come without permission.”

Finally, she called out a desperate, “Sir!” 

He snapped, “Off. Turn it off. Now.”

She made a sound like a growl. He loved how spirited she was. “The first time we played, you said me wanting you to climax when I commanded sounded like a fantasy.”

Her breaths were short and ragged. “I didn’t know how powerful your hold over me was.” 

He considered stroking his cock while they talked. Since they’d been together, he’d only drained his balls a few times, all quick sessions in the shower. Now, need was clawing at him. He shoved away the feeling. He wanted all his focus on her. Her experience was more important than his. “Silently count to thirty and then turn it back on.”

“Sir…” She sighed. “Yes, Sir.”

Oh, yes. She was delightful. She was fighting against herself, wanting to please him more. Exactly half a minute later, she turned the vibrator back on. He imagined her squeezing her buttocks. He pictured her body straining and squirming. He thought of her gritting her teeth in determination not to orgasm no matter how hard she wanted to do exactly that. “Stop.”

He heard the vibrator stop and her ragged exhalation. 

“My pussy is tingling, Sir.”

“Not nearly enough, girl. Now do it again, and do it right. Really work your cunt. Quit making this easy on yourself.”

Easy?

“I want to hear you. Do it now.”

He half expected her to protest, but she didn’t. There were a couple of seconds of silence before he heard the telltale hum again.

It was only moments later that he heard her whimper. Within a minute, she swore softly. Then, delighting him immensely, she became much more verbal. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! I want to come. Please, Sir. Oh, oh!”

“Stop immediately.”

She cried out. Her aggravation all but shimmered across the distance. He’d bet his company that she’d never been more aroused. “Did you come?”

“No. No. No, Sir.”

“How close are you?”

“My whole body is shaking. I… Oh, God. Please?”

“No. Breathe. Focus on how you’re pleasing me. I like you to suffer for me, Julia. I’ll ask you to do it often.”

“Damn it.”

He knew she wasn’t complaining about the suffering. To her, obviously, suffering was part of what she enjoyed. Instead, she was on the edge sexually. “I want you thinking so much about what will happen Saturday night that you’re obsessed.”

“I already am,” she said. “What if I ask please, very nicely?”

“I take it you’ve never been with a man who subjected you to this kind of denial.”

“Like I told you before, they were glad or at least relieved if they could get me to come.” 

“After all this, would you still like to play this weekend?”

“Yes. Even more so. Actually, I have to admit that I’m not sure I can wait that long,” she said with a shaky laugh.

“If you want to play with me, you’ll follow my rules. That includes waiting. You will not orgasm between now and then.”

“At all? Are you serious? I’m so horny I’m going to explode.”

“Do you have any dates between now and then?”

“No. I’m not seeing anyone.”

Marcus was shocked by how much her answer pleased him. He wanted her. 

“You’re actually serious about this, aren’t you?” she probed. “I can’t masturbate until I’m with you again?”

“I never said that,” he replied. “In fact, I’d prefer if you did stroke your clit and fuck yourself with a dildo.”

“Then…?”

“I said you couldn’t come. Feel free to play with that pussy any time.”

“That’s worse, Sir,” she protested.

“Be grateful I’m not making it a requirement.”

“Ah…” 

He heard her snap her mouth shut. “And I’ll expect you to kneel twenty minutes a day after you get home from work. You’ll stay in one place without moving. No getting up, no fidgeting. Consider it a submissive’s meditation.” He waited for her to protest. When she didn’t, he continued. “Think about pleasing your Dom, about your body. Notice your breathing. Try to relax. And while you’re doing this, where will your gaze be?”

She didn’t answer for so long that he wasn’t sure she was going to. 

“I’ll be looking at the floor, Sir.”

“Good. Set an alarm so that you’re not tempted to look at the time. Any questions on either of my instructions?”

“No,” she said quietly.

“Then repeat them to me.”

“I’m not to orgasm between now and when I see you. And I’m to kneel twenty minutes a day while looking at the floor.”

“And you’ll be naked. I want you totally aware of your body and getting more comfortable with your nudity.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“These rules are not open to negotiation.”

“I understand.”

“You’re still in position, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your legs are spread?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your cunt is still damp?”

She took a breath. “Definitely, Sir.”

“You’re still wanting to come?”

“Oh, yes. Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Stay there. Set the alarm on your phone, but don’t get up until”—he checked the clock—“eleven after the hour. Put your hands behind your neck again. Do not touch your cunt. And Julia?”

“Sir?”

“I’m looking forward to beating you.”



* * * *



The damned man knew exactly what he was doing. Confound him!

Before they’d met, Julia had rarely thought about sex. Well, except for wondering how to avoid sleeping with certain guys, then, with others, how to get the act over with quickly.

For the last two days, she’d been consumed with thoughts of Master Marcus, of sex, of what they’d do, and how she’d behave. She hadn’t been kidding when she’d said she had never been hornier. 

She was afraid she was becoming obsessed, not only with thoughts of beatings and sex, but also with him, what kind of a person he was, why he wasn’t involved in a relationship, and if it was really possible for her to be involved with him without losing herself. 

Finally, frustrated and driving herself crazy with her thoughts, she’d called Lana. Lana had suggested Julia relax a little and follow his orders, even the dreaded kneeling. Her friend had advised Julia to give up the fight. By getting exposure to the idea of submission, she could decide whether or not she liked it. She could find she enjoyed it, or maybe she might prefer an occasional hook-up with someone in the scene. Maybe she’d just find a guy to tie her up or spank her from time to time. But she would never know unless she tried. 

No one really died from frustration, Lana had promised, even if it felt like they would. Julia wasn’t convinced. Lana had softly added that concentrating on her Dom’s desires might make things easier. Julia had protested that she didn’t want a full-time Dom. This was taking up too much time as it was.

Lana had given a disbelieving snort then had changed the subject, saying she didn’t find his instruction to kneel every night all that unusual. “Just go with it,” she’d urged. “See how Saturday night goes, then decide what you want.” Lana had added, “Think of it as a research project.”

That Julia could do. 

After having been to the gym on Thursday, she arrived home and stepped into a warm shower. Demand was pulsing in her clit and she ignored it, resisting the impulse to direct the spray from the showerhead across her pussy. 

She might protest that she didn’t want a Dom, but following his orders every day gave her an illicit thrill.

After sighing deeply, determined not to give in and pleasure herself with a dildo, she went into the living room and knelt by the fire.

 She was barely five minutes into her assignment when the phone rang, shattering the silence. Unable to help herself, she glanced at the screen. Seeing his name there for the first time ever jolted her, and she debated what to do. Then she asked herself what he would expect from her. 

She continued to concentrate on her task then called him back after her twenty minutes were over. “I apologise for not answering. I had just started kneeling when you called, so I decided to finish my assigned task first.”

“You made the right decision.”

Her heart skipped a beat from pleasure. She glowed when she received his approval. 

“Are you naked as you’re supposed to be?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I’d like you to shave your pussy for me.”

She knew that wasn’t an uncommon request, and it shouldn’t have surprised her as much as it did. 

“I want you completely bare, hiding nothing. Will you do that for me, Julia?”

“Yes,” she whispered. Though she wasn’t a sub and performing an act such as that should have probably made her feel like one, strangely it didn’t. Rather, his request liberated her. There was a lot about this relationship that perplexed her with its complexities. 

He wished her a good night and ended the call.

It took her forever to fall asleep, and she was convinced Lana was wrong about it not being possible to die from sexual frustration.

She had difficulty concentrating at work the next day. She was thinking about the lingerie she needed to buy, and the fact that she’d need to change her razor blade before shaving her pubic hair.

On most Friday nights, Julia went out with the girls from the office. They drove to the same place and ordered the same drinks and appetisers. They’d done it for so long that the waitress just came by the table, plonked down coasters and asked, “The usual?”

But tonight she was on edge and didn’t feel like socialising. She wanted to be alone. She’d sent an email to the group, excusing herself from the outing. The Friday After-Work Gang had given her a fair amount of hassle, teasing her about a man being more important than friendship. They all knew that wasn’t true, but she’d put up a protest anyway, reassuring everyone she’d be at the next outing.

Rather than going home, she drove to the mall and walked straight into a lingerie store for the first time in her life. Typically she just picked up a bra or two every year at the department store. And she replaced her underpants—cotton briefs—a six-pack at a time. She owned a couple of cute negligees, but those were old, and they’d been bought on sale and on impulse when she’d picked up a new pair of pyjamas.

The lingerie store, with its endless displays of naughty and nice outfits overwhelmed her. Before tonight, she’d never been fitted for a bra, but the determined saleswoman wouldn’t accept no for an answer. She whipped out a tape measure, looked at Julia, then opened several drawers and filled Julia’s arms with a dozen different types of bra, from demi-cups to ones that added two full cup sizes. There were lace ones and sheer ones. There were several in black, a couple in white, taupe, purple, red, and one that was the colour of sherbet. 

By the time she was done, she’d spent almost half a pay cheque on garter belts, stockings, shoes, bras, panties, even a couple of thongs that the very helpful—probably on commission—cashier had suggested. 

Julia had even caved in and selected a bustier. When she was carrying the bags out to her car, she realised just how plain and boring her life had become. Meeting Marcus had shaken things up. Without realising it, sometime over the past year, she’d become locked in a routine, getting up to her alarm at six, having cereal and juice, showering, dressing in plain undergarments, black slacks, one of five blouses or sweaters, depending on the weather, and sensible, arch-supporting clogs. 

It wasn’t just the Friday After-Work Gang that defined her routineness, it was everything.

Twice a week she went to the gym. On Tuesdays, she watched her favourite television show. She’d accrued two weeks of vacation time, and she hadn’t scheduled any time off from work. How funny that she’d thought of Harvey as boring. She was just as bad, if not worse.

Her cellphone signalled an incoming text message. It was from Master Marcus. It contained his address and a reminder that he expected her at six. But he said nothing else.

It was as if he knew that leaving her alone would make her longing more intense.

She drove home, navigating treacherous roads. This winter felt endless, and she was ready for spring.

Nervous energy churned in her.

She baked some chicken and asparagus for dinner, but she spent more time moving the food around her plate than actually eating.

Finally, she scraped the leftovers into the garbage disposal and poured a glass of red wine. 

She loaded the dishwasher then drew a warm bath. Soaking for half an hour, even while flipping through a magazine, didn’t relieve the inner turmoil.

After drying off and finishing the wine, she wrapped up in a terry-cloth robe and went into the living room. She turned on the fireplace to take the chill out of the room. 

She wasn’t dreading her kneeling assignment as she had the last couple of days. All along, she’d known she really didn’t have to do what he’d said. He’d never have known the difference. But even if he didn’t ask about it, she’d carry around a guilty feeling. 

More than that, though, the experience had taught her something important. Following his orders, especially when he wasn’t around to enforce them, had changed something inside her. 

That was the main reason she hadn’t masturbated to completion, even though she’d been tempted. Coming even once would have taken the edge off, something she desperately needed. Again, he’d never have been wiser. She could have kept it secret if she’d wanted. But the discussion with Lana had convinced Julia to at least try to follow his orders. It was only for less than a week. It wasn’t like she had to do it for the rest of her life.

A secret part of her enjoyed her new evening ritual.

It broke the tedium that had become her life.

She set the timer on her phone, then dropped the robe and lowered herself to her knees. 

After drawing a deep breath and putting her hands behind her neck, she focused her gaze on an odd-shaped knot in the wood. 

For the first time all day, she didn’t spend time fighting the inevitable thoughts about Master Marcus. It was as if, by allowing herself the freedom to think about them, they didn’t have as much power to cause her angst.

She replayed the evening at Master Damien’s—the Devil’s Den—and anticipated what may happen tomorrow night. By doing that, she was able to shove away her discomfort. Focusing her gaze on the floor made it easier to block out distractions. And because she was now spending so much time in the nude, it didn’t feel quite as uncomfortable as it had even a week ago.

She finally understood what he meant about it being meditative.

The alarm rang on her phone. 

The noise jarred her. She’d been surprisingly at peace. She turned off the alarm then stood. That, too, was easier than it had been. This time, her muscles weren’t quite as cramped.

Feeling somewhat proud of her new-found knowledge, she wrapped herself in the robe again, turned off the fireplace, checked the locks then turned off the lights. All in all, a thrilling Friday night.

She climbed into bed with her e-reader. The half of her pay cheque that she hadn’t spent on underwear had gone on books. She hadn’t been choosy. She’d downloaded spanking fiction, a domestic discipline anthology, a couple of BDSM novels, how-to guides for subs, and even one for Doms. She’d read bits and pieces of all of them, and was really fascinated by the guides for subs. 

As Master Marcus had told her, there were as many different types of relationship as there were couples. There were many terms of respect, expectations, punishments, even various types of servitude. She didn’t fancy having her back used as a coffee table for Master’s drink, but she had softened on some of her earlier, uneducated judgements. Wearing a collar might not be right for her, but she understood Lana better.

After scrolling through all her book choices, Julia selected one of her BDSM novels and began to read. Before long, she was turned on. Absently she reached between her legs and stroked her clit. When she realised how close she was to an orgasm, she immediately moved her hand and closed her legs. Damn it, that made it worse.

In frustration she parted her legs, hoping that would relieve the pressure.

She wondered if she would survive the night.

Even her dreams were erotic, and the next morning she woke up feeling as if she might snap.

She headed for the gym then ruined the positive effects with an extra-large latte and a cranberry orange scone. She pampered herself with a manicure and a haircut, anything to make the time go faster. 

When she made it back home there was a text message waiting from Marcus. ‘Yes. You have to kneel today.’


She checked the clock. Crap. Crap, crap, crap. It was stupid not to have planned on kneeling, and now, if she did it, she might be running late. She drummed her fingers on her thigh, trying to decide what to do.

That she even had to think about it probably meant she really wasn’t a true sub.

She agonised over the decision. He’d never know whether she’d followed his orders or not. But she was a terrible liar. Since he’d sent the text, it meant it was on his mind, and that it wasn’t just an order he’d issued earlier in the week and had forgotten. In all probability, he would ask. And there was a hundred per cent certainty she’d tell the truth. He’d likely punish her transgression. That idea bothered her a little, but not as much as the knowledge that he might be disappointed in her.

Hurriedly she stripped and dropped to her knees. Because she had so much to do, it took her much longer than normal to relax and harness her irritation. This felt more burdensome than it ever had. 

She gritted her teeth and drew in a few shallow breaths.

Realising she was feeling angry rather than compliant, she readjusted, exhaled through pursed lips, then gazed at the floor. She thought about Master Marcus’ instructions, and she wondered if he was looking forward to seeing her, too. Clearly she’d been on his mind or he wouldn’t have texted. That knowledge calmed her and made it possible to endure the last fifteen minutes.

When the alarm signalled that twenty minutes had passed, she all but leapt up. 

In the books about BDSM, there was a lot written about moving gracefully. She still had a lot to learn.

She hurried through a shower, and it took her considerably longer to shave her pussy than she had imagined it would. Time was ticking away dangerously when she began the ponderous process of selecting lingerie. The pile of discards grew in the middle of her bed before she settled on a black demi-cup bra, a silky, skimpy, black thong, stockings and garter belt. 

The garter belt was one of the most frustrating things she’d ever dealt with. Trying to slide the plastic piece through the metal clasp was annoying enough, but having to reach behind her to fasten them, all but sight unseen, was next to impossible.

The clock continued its relentless assault on the minutes.

Finally she slipped into the pumps she’d just purchased. They were ridiculously high, and the slant pitched her forward. The heels were pencil slim, the arch support non-existent. They were unlike anything she’d ever owned.

She looked in the mirror and was stunned by the reflection. It was as if she’d been transformed. The trim at the salon had revitalised her hair, and it fell in soft curls around her shoulders. Wearing such luxurious lingerie made her feel sexy, and that helped her look sexy. She really didn’t notice the few extra pounds. The shoes made her legs look impossibly long, and, for the first time in her life, she noticed a little definition in her calf muscles. She felt different than she ever had. A wildly wicked part of her wondered what else was possible.

Going out with only a coat covering her underwear felt scandalous. She buttoned it completely and cinched the belt in a double knot so it couldn’t possibly come undone.

Julia had spent her entire work career in a conservative office. Even in college, she’d been one of the good girls. She’d never rebelled, and so what he was asking her to do was so far out of her comfort zone it was shocking. There was no doubt, though, that she was ultra-aware of her femininity.

And she liked it.

Five minutes later, she was driving towards his place. She’d been to that area of town a few times for dinner, and she loved the energy. Fortunately it wasn’t far from her apartment. 

She followed his meticulous instructions and didn’t make a single wrong turn. It was four minutes after the hour when she punched in the code for the underground parking garage. The red and white arm opened and she drove in. She turned down the radio. Even the light classical music was making it impossible to think. Actually, she knew, it was anticipation that was making it difficult to concentrate.

When she reached the guest parking area, she saw him standing there, in the middle of a spot, his arms folded across his chest. 

Her heart missed a beat.

Over the past month, she’d managed to convince herself that, when it came to Master Marcus, her imagination had been working overtime. There was no way he was as tall, as broad, as ruggedly handsome as she remembered. 

But he was. All that and more.

Tonight he was all in black. Boots, jeans, belt, short-sleeved T-shirt. His short hair emphasised the angular planes of his face and the firm set of his mouth.

He pointed to an empty slot next to where he stood. She manoeuvred the sports utility vehicle into place and gripped the steering wheel tightly for a few moments to regain her equilibrium. At home, in the comfort of her imagination, the idea of playing with him had tantalised her. But the reality of having him standing there, waiting, sucked the courage from her limbs.

She turned the key to shut off the engine. Then, with false bravado, she stiffened her shoulders. She gathered her small purse and reached for the door handle. 

“Good evening,” he said, offering his hand. “I’m delighted you’re here.”

She slid her palm against his, grateful for the assistance. His touch lit a flare inside her. Everything that had been dormant fired brightly. Nerve endings sizzled. No man had ever affected her like this, filling her with desire.

“Keys?”

His old-world manners made her feel as if she’d stepped back in time. She gave him the remote. He closed the door then pushed the pad to lock the vehicle. With firm tenderness, he cupped her elbow. 

“I thought I was supposed to walk behind you,” she said.

“Your safety matters more than anything. And those shoes… Thank you for wearing them.”

His appreciation thrilled her. She wanted to please him more.

“Don’t overthink, Julia,” he advised as he navigated towards the elevator. “I’ll always make sure you know my expectations. They may shift around a bit depending on my whim, and I don’t expect you to be a mind reader. There are certain things it’s safe to assume, like how I want you to kneel and the fact that I expect you to call me Sir. Barring that, just do as you’re told.” He pushed the call button. “Clear?”

“Yes, Sir.” She hadn’t remembered that husk in his voice affecting her quite so completely. It was as if there were a direct line between the sound and her arousal. 

He held her until she had entered the car, then he pushed the button for the fourth floor. The doors quietly slid shut. She leaned against the back wall for support. 

When they arrived, he indicated that she should precede him. 

The hallway they entered was well-lit, beautifully tiled, and had random abstract paintings on the walls. 

He’d left his door ajar, and he pushed it open, waiting for her to enter before closing and locking the door behind them.

“Welcome,” he told her. 

She had been expecting an unimaginative leather-bound domain, maybe with some wood panelling, perhaps with a picture of a Labrador on the wall. This, though, was breath-taking.

The condo was wide open, but not in an unfinished, loft-looking way. A sweeping metal and glass staircase dominated her vision. “This is stunning,” she said, slightly agog. A waterfall cascaded down one wall, falling into a shallow pool that contained water plants and koi.

“Thank you. I wish I could take credit for all this, but I have a very creative team of designers working with me. I just wrote the cheque and tried not to interfere. Let me take your purse.”

She uncurled her death grip from the handle, and he put the small bag on a nearby table. He deposited her keys in a copper bowl on the same table.

“Let me show you around. I want you to feel comfortable.”

He hadn’t asked for her coat. She wondered if he stayed up at night, thinking of ways to keep her guessing. 

She followed him into the great room.

“The master bedroom and the playroom are both upstairs,” he said. 

Playroom? He had a designated place for that? 

“My office and a powder room are on this level.”

A comfortable, white, sectional leather sofa faced a fireplace that had thoughtfully been left burning. A huge flat-screen television was mounted to the wall. Several large rugs strategically covered the polished wooden floors, adding warmth.

“This is the highlight of the condo,” he said, walking towards the bank of windows. 

As they neared, she noticed that two of the panels were actually doors that led to a patio. No curtains or blinds obstructed the view of downtown. 

“Privacy windows,” he explained. “At night I make them translucent so no one can see in. This controls it.” He flipped a switch that looked like it controlled an overhead light. 

“I didn’t know something like that existed.”

“They were ridiculously expensive, but I like being able to see out without feeling as if I were in a fishbowl.”

“You’re right. Definitely the highlight.”

He’d arranged another sofa and two chairs to take advantage of the skyscape. 

The kitchen was off to the left, and as she followed him into the space, she began to relax slightly.

The counters were crafted from black granite, and the walls had a complementary backsplash. A pot rack hung from above, with copper-bottomed pans gleaming in the light. But the appliances were another shock. Rather than the requisite stainless steel, they were white with stainless accents. 

One end of the counter had several stools tucked underneath, great for conversing during a party, or maybe sitting for a quick, informal meal. 

A small alcove between the dining area and kitchen contained a large pot that she thought she recognised as being crafted by an artist from a New Mexico pueblo. 

The designers had incorporated all the elements creatively and functionally. His home felt modern and sleek, but homey at the same time. “Do you entertain often?”

“No.”

His answer was flat, not inviting further questions. But that didn’t dissuade her. “That’s a shame. This is a fabulous spot. You’ve told me you have a few playmates, but nothing serious.” She continued, “I’m curious what you want out of this…from me. Just another playmate? Or do you ever want something more serious?”

He looked at her with a ferocious scowl. A meeker woman might have changed the subject, but she persisted. “You want me to tell you all my secrets, but you’re not willing to give up much in return. That’s not fair, whether you’re the Dom or not.”

“I collared a woman once. Katarina. It turned out she was dependent on me for everything, her emotional as well as financial and sexual needs. It became too much of an obligation.”

“So random women are easier to deal with than a full-time relationship. Isn’t that a little lonely?”

“It can be, but I’m in no hurry to get back into another commitment.”

“Are you scared of it?” she challenged.

“Are you?” he countered.

Was she? She liked to think of herself as courageous, but was she, really? “I’m not afraid of a relationship. I just refuse to enter into one with a man who is domineering, who wants things his way. I want a nice man.”

“And your definition of a nice man is one who is a milquetoast? You’d be out of your mind with boredom in six months.”

She refused to admit that he could be right about that. “I’m okay with being playmates,” she said. “Let’s not complicate things.”

“Just beat you and fuck you and send you home? Is that what you want, Julia?”

“I think it’s what we both want, Sir.”

“What you really want, Julia, is a man to tame you, a man who’s your equal.”

“I want a man who treats me with respect, who values my opinion, who wants to be a partner.”

“Which is why you need someone with a spine. Would you like a glass of wine? And before you ask, you are allowed one drink.”

“Wine would be nice. Thank you.”

He looked at her pointedly. “Open your coat.”

Her mouth dried. She’d known that was coming, but here, in the kitchen, it took her off guard. 

Knowing better than to question his order, she reached for the belt. Her fingers shook a little as she worked to loosen the knots. She thought he might move in to help, but he simply turned his back to her and removed two glasses from a cupboard. 

He’d already decanted a bottle of red. 

“It’s a Cabernet,” he said. “Very drinkable. Does that suit you?”

“You remembered I asked for red wine that night.”

“I remember everything about you, Julia. There’s a closet near the front door. Hang up your coat. Then wait for me in the great room.”

He didn’t turn back to face her.

Once again, he’d unnerved her, doing the unexpected. It annoyed the hell out of her. It kept her guessing. And a secret part of her really did like it.

As he poured the wine, she left the room and went through the motions of hanging up her coat somewhat mechanically. Standing in the foyer barely dressed reminded her of the nature of their relationship. She was here as a submissive, not as a guest.

She wanted this, but uncertainty still wormed its way through her.

Having the lights blazing with no window coverings left her feeling vaguely exposed, although she knew it was completely secure.

In the great room, she debated what to do. Earlier he’d told her there were certain things that were safe to assume. Kneeling instead of sitting on the couch or standing near the window was probably in that category. But where? On a rug? Near the fire? In the middle of the room? By the window?

In her head, she heard Master Marcus telling her not to overthink.

Trusting her instincts, she opted for the fire. 

She took a couple of steadying breaths to centre herself and calm her thoughts. She knelt, thrust out her chest, spread her legs a little farther apart, then placed her hands behind her head and found a spot in front of the hearth to focus on. She was aware of the flames flickering in her peripheral vision. 

“Very nice.”

She was startled, but she didn’t look up. He’d obviously been there, watching her internal struggle, doing nothing to intercede. 

“You’ve been practising.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Every day, including today?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He moved in closer until his boots filled her vision.

More than ever, she tried to concentrate on her breathing. 

“Look at me.”

She looked up. His arms were crossed over his chest. His legs were spread shoulder-width apart. He appeared so very powerful.

“Tell me about the experience.”

She’d forgotten how much he liked to talk and how much that irritated her. She’d been horny since they’d spoken on the phone. She wanted to get on with it and get her bottom warmed. “The first couple of days were difficult. I was making grocery lists in my head. Not literally. I mean I was thinking about dozens of things I needed to do. I considered it to be a waste of time, honestly. I also knew that you would never really know whether I had done it or not. But then…”

“But then?” he prompted, still looking down at her. 

He hadn’t moved, and he was definitely in her personal space. She didn’t mind with him, though. This close, she was breathing in his scent, of man, of the outdoors, of leather and spice. “I figured you would ask. And I’m not a liar. I would have ended up telling you the truth. But it was more than that. I wanted the experience. I knew that kneeling would put me in a different mindset.”

“And did it?”

“Yes, Sir.” She was getting a slight cramp in her neck. “It became easier to stay in place. I think—hope—I’m more graceful from the practice.”

“Tell me what you mean about mindset.”

She resisted the temptation to look away. “We both know I’m not a true submissive.” 

“And what is a true sub?”

“Someone who has always wanted to be dominated,” she said. “I think people must be born that way.”

“I want to hear more. Please, have a seat on the couch.”

That request seemed so normal after what they’d just shared. He stepped back, and she stood, bringing their bodies within inches of each other. She wanted to be touched, to be held and caressed, anything that allowed her to find some relief. But she also knew there’d be no playing until he said so. Letting him lead was much easier in her fantasies than it was in reality.

He moved aside and she curled up on one end of the sofa. He offered her one of the glasses of red wine. 

“To your adventure,” he said, sitting closer than was comfortable for her. “To learning about yourself. To facing your fears. To new experiences, especially if they give you a new perspective.”

“That’s a tall order, Sir.”

“You can have it all. And more. It depends on how far you’re willing to colour outside your self-imposed lines.”

They were almost breathing the same air. She could feel his heat and barely restrained power.

She clinked her glass against his then took way too big of a sip. 

“Tell me,” he said. “You’ve been reading. I’d be surprised if you hadn’t talked to Lana. What questions do you have? What do you want?”

She cupped her hands around the large goblet and turned a bit to face him. Thankfully he moved a few inches away, giving her a little room. “You told me about power exchanges that first night at the wedding, and I have to be honest that I’m not really sure what the difference is between a sub and a slave.” She paused. “I downloaded a sample contract. Other than a few things that scared me, I wouldn’t know what to put on a non-negotiable list.” She shook some hair back over her shoulders. “Truthfully? I had to search what some of the terms meant. And I don’t know exactly what I want.”

He drank some wine then placed the glass back on a table. “You’ve heard my definition of a power exchange. You’ve read several others. Now tell me what your understanding is of how it works.”

She’d never considered what it meant to her or what she wanted. “Basically, I think, you agree to only do to me what I agree to have you do to me.”

He nodded. “So what’s your definition of a slave?”

“I guess that’s a power exchange, too.”

“But how is it different from being a sub?” he pressed.

She frowned as she thought about it. Maths was so much easier than these kinds of question. “I guess the being collared. Agreeing to be a servant.” She paused and tried to clarify her thoughts. “It seems to me that it defines the relationship rather than being part of it.”

“Go on.”

“I have friends who play with handcuffs and blindfolds. So it’s something that adds occasional spice. It’s not something they do every night. But if you are collared, you wear that all the time. You have agreed to different rules.”

“So are your friends who bring handcuffs and blindfolds into the bedroom submissive?”

She ran her finger across the top of the glass. “I feel as if we’re bogged down in semantics.”

“Stay with me,” he encouraged. “Are they submissive?”

“No. I guess not.”

“Why not?”

“They probably don’t discuss rules and safety words in advance.”

“Anything else?” 

Not only did he like to talk, he liked to explore the complexity of seemingly simple ideas. His questions forced her to laser in on what she knew and on what she believed. In previous relationships, she hadn’t discussed sex or her opinions about it. She and the man she was with just did it and hoped for the best. Most times she got something humdrum. 

Challenging her brain was something that fed her passion. Having her beliefs questioned fired her up, made her really dig for what she believed in. She hadn’t expected to find an intellectual connection with a man she wanted to scene with. It made the experience even headier. “I think I get it.” She took another sip. “It’s the reason you made me kneel. When you submit, you transcend something within yourself. Adding kink to something that’s vanilla is fun.”

“But…?”

“Submission is different. You consent to do something because it pleases someone else.” Understanding dawned. “That’s the reason I knelt even when I really didn’t have to. Like I said, other than the fact I’m a really bad liar, you wouldn’t have known one way or another.” The next part was a bit harder to admit. “But you’d given a command because it pleased you to do so, or maybe because you thought or hoped I’d learn something from the experience.” She glanced at the floor before looking back up at him. “And I didn’t want to disappoint you, Sir.”

He moved in a little closer. “Thank you.” With his knuckles, he brushed hair back from her face then traced her jaw bone. “That means a lot to me.”

She closed her eyes and savoured the tenderness. The cramped muscles, her bad attitude, sore knees and relentless sexual thoughts were suddenly all worth it. She was glad she’d done it.

“You’re a quick study,” he said. “Thoughtful.” He brushed the pad of his thumb across her bottom lip. “You understood it wasn’t a punishment, but rather an opportunity for you to learn something?”

“I didn’t at the time. But I do now. Yes, Sir.”

“And do you understand that you can be a submissive without giving up who you are? Through a power exchange? And that by holding onto your strength, you’re more appealing?”

“Theoretically,” she said.

“Have you given up who you are this week? Or have you simply grown in your understanding?”

“A week is one thing, Sir. It was all I could endure. It was fun, but I couldn’t take a steady diet of it.”

“You might find you want it more than you’re willing to admit.”

“Not likely, Sir. My knees, for one, couldn’t take much more of that. And I was so sore after our first meeting that I don’t think I want to be spanked more than once a month or so.”

“There are other parts of your body to torment,” he said.

She shivered. “I read about some of them.” Including the soles of the feet, labia and anus.

“So there are some things that would be on a limits list?”

“Not a lot on a hard limits list. I want to try some stuff rather than just saying I am against it. But I can say I read some things about knife play that freaked me out. I’m not sure I want needles inserted into my nipples.”

“I was with a woman who could come just from the idea of that happening.”

“That is definitely not me.”

“Okay,” he said easily. “No needles. No knives.”

“Blood.”

“Reasonable. Anything else?”

“I’m not sure about humiliation.” Even as she said it, she felt heat flood her body. “That’s a real murky area for me, and I was kind of hoping we could discuss it…” When he patiently waited, she continued, feeling as if she were flailing. “What one person might find humiliating, another wouldn’t. I read a blog about a woman whose Dom displayed her in a window. But since she was an exhibitionist, she enjoyed the experience. I would find it degrading. I’d be terrified of the police being called. There is no way I could enjoy something like that.”

“Did he use it as punishment?”

She shook her head. She stared into the rich depths of the wine before looking back at him. “Not at all.”

“But if I required it of you, it would be punishment.”

“I would use a safe word. I wouldn’t allow that to happen.”

“What if there were extenuating circumstances? For example, what if it were at the Den? The place is secluded, and only other people in the lifestyle are allowed to be there. What if it were totally safe? What if I wanted you in that window because I find you so hot and desirable that I want others to see you?”

Her skin still felt warm, but no longer from embarrassment. His tone, when he spoke of finding her sexy, sounded rough and honest. Despite what she saw as flaws, he thought she was sexy.

“Would that be acceptable? What if I wanted your breasts flattened on the cold glass for the pure sensuality of your experience and for what you could learn from facing your fears and letting go of inhibitions?”

“I honestly hadn’t looked at it that way.” She took a drink and was grateful for its fortifying powers. She was starting to understand why he wanted to talk so much. It wasn’t just to allay her fears—it was to open her mind to what was possible.

“As you said, probably with more insight than even you realised, humiliation play depends a lot on your attitude, and perhaps on other external circumstances. Being displayed naked on the first floor of a department store in downtown Denver would be a different experience at the Den and another entirely on the top floor of a high-rise hotel in Las Vegas. Part of the adrenaline rush could be related to fear.” 

“So I don’t get to take humiliation play off the table?”

“As you already told me, that’s entirely your call. But were you humiliated when we were in front of the window at the Den?”

“A little,” she admitted.

“And was it horrible?”

“No. It was more scandalous than humiliating.”

“You came hard when I finger-fucked you.”

She took another gulp of her wine. “Yes.” With him she felt more freedom than she ever had, sexually, morally. He had made her venture into the BDSM experience feel like walking a high wire—risky, dangerous, disturbing, but also safe because of the safety net he’d put in place. “I’m glad I called you, Sir.” And she was doubly glad he’d invited her over.

“When we talked on Monday night, I instructed you not to orgasm.”

“I followed your orders, Sir. I desperately wanted to come,” she confessed. “But I didn’t. I’ve had a restless feeling in me all week. It’s been horrible. I’ve never experienced anything like it.”

“Orgasm denial is one of my favourite methods to train a sub how to focus the mind and control reactions.”

“And one I hate, Sir.”

“Which is why it’s so effective.”

All of a sudden, she understood power exchange in a different way. He couldn’t use denial as a tool unless she agreed. This relationship was more honest than anything else she’d been involved in. 

“I want to look at you. Stand, please.”

He took her glass from her and put it on the table next to his. Other than that, he didn’t offer his help. Feeling self-conscious again, she stood.

“Move back about two feet so I can look at you better. Shoulders back, looking straight ahead, your feet just a bit farther apart.”

As they’d sat on the couch, she’d been desperate for him to get on with it. But now that he’d taken control, the butterflies assaulted her, full on. 

“Put your hands at the small of your back so that your breasts are more prominent. I can’t wait to clamp and whip them. Your tits will be even more beautiful when they bear my marks.”

He’d taken her breath away again. She hated not being able to look at him and read his expression, especially since she knew he was studying her. 

“Turn a full circle, but do it slowly.” 

Fighting off the sudden attack of self-consciousness, she did as he’d said. 

“You’re exquisite, Julia.”

Her heart hammered. She’d never been with a man who was so effusive in his praise. Compared with him, others had been stingy.

When she faced him again, she remembered to look straight ahead, as difficult as that was.

“I’d like you to remove your thong.”

She pulled down the material, exposing her shaved pubic region.

“What a beautiful bald pussy,” he said.

The comment should have embarrassed her. Instead it thrilled her.

“Come a little closer.”

He took her left pussy lip between his forefinger and thumb and ran a finger up the inside, exploring the length. 

This time, she felt colour scald her face.

“I like how smooth this is, Julia. Very thorough job.” He checked that the other side was clean-shaven as well. “Are you getting wet just from this?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered. She needed his touch, hungered for it. She knew she was slick for him.

He pulled and said, “Now turn away from me and spread your legs as wide as you possibly can, and bend over to show me all of your hot little pussy.”

He was truly gifted at this. He had barely touched her since her arrival. And when he had, it had been perfunctory. 

Each question he’d asked had uncovered parts of her that she hadn’t even known were there. He’d spoken deliberately, choosing each word with care. When she’d first arrived, his welcoming tone had put her at ease. Their discussion on the couch had made her feel closer to him. But when he was in Dom mode, every word was infused with command. 

“Now, girl.” 

She jolted. The sharpness in his voice instantly galvanised her. 

Suddenly grateful that she didn’t have to look at him, she did as he’d said. The angle made her tremble, and the exposure of her private region felt lewd.

He remained silent for so long she began to squirm.

“Run one finger over your clit until I tell you to stop.”

Keeping her balance was tricky, but she managed what he’d asked. It took only a couple of light strokes before arousal built in her. She concentrated on breathing. Coming without his expressed permission would earn her a punishment, she knew, and, damn, she was already so close. 

The blasted man said nothing even though he had to know how much he was torturing her. 

“Do you want to come, girl?”

“Oh, Sir…”

“Keep moving that hand!”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And answer the question,” he snapped.

“Yes, please.” Though she’d once vowed never to beg for anything, she’d learnt that need trumped pride. “I want to come, please, please. Oh… God… Sir!” She knew she needed to move her hand slower if she wanted to stave off the orgasm. But nearly a week’s worth of denial made that impossible. Without conscious thought she even began to move her hips.

“Do you think you deserve an orgasm?”

Did she? What were the criteria? She’d knelt each day. She hadn’t stolen an orgasm. She’d been honest with him. She’d shown up dressed the way he’d instructed. “Yes, Sir.” 

“Stop.”

He whispered the word so softly she barely heard him.

“I will give you an orgasm when I decide you’re ready.”

She whimpered with frustration.

“Think about it. What is the correct answer to my question, Julia?”

How could she have been so stupid? “If you think I deserve one, Sir.”

“Much better. Keep playing with your pussy.”

Oh God. Oh God. “Oh, Sir, I’m so close, I don’t think I can hold off much—”

“You haven’t earned one. Take hold of your ankles.”

He left her there, frustrated, her breathing ragged, wondering what would happen next.

“What time were you supposed to arrive?”

“Sir?”

“You were given specific instructions.”

“Six o’clock, Sir. Prompt.” 

“And what time did you arrive?”

Damn her inability to lie. She forced the words past a sudden knot in her throat, “It was about four minutes after, Sir.”

“Is the definition of prompt open to interpretation?”

The room temperature felt as if it had dropped several degrees. “No, Sir.”

“Choose a punishment.”

His words were so close to what she’d been fantasising about. She just barely stopped her first answer from spilling out. “Whatever you deem reasonable, Sir.”

“Perfect. Kneel, facing me. Look at me.”

Damn. She’d told him on the phone that she wanted to be tied and subjected to a flogger. And there were a dozen other things she wanted to try. She bit her lower lip to keep her mouth shut.

“Now, answer the question.”

She didn’t know how many more times she’d have the opportunity to scene with him. “Your belt, Sir.”

“Be specific.”

“Because I was late, I think you should beat my ass with your belt.”

“This one?” he asked, unbuckling it.

Bravado faltered when he dragged it through the loops. “Yes, Sir,” she said, hoping she sounded more confident than she felt.

“Tell me your safe word.”

She barely managed to bite back a sigh of frustration. He’d told her they’d go through this often, but it felt like a waste of time. “Red. Yellow to pause the scene, Sir.”

“And what colour are you now?”

“Green, Sir.” She felt a little nervous, but she was beginning to believe that would be a continuous situation when she was with him. It had taken a tremendous amount of guts to even call him.

“I want you on the dining room table.”

Nothing should shock her anymore. “Yes, Sir.” Her pussy still throbbed, and the idea of his belt on her buttocks only intensified the feeling. She stood.

“In the absence of any other instructions, when we are scening, especially if you are being punished, assume you are to crawl rather than walk.”

Even though he’d made her crawl before, she found something slightly humiliating about it. She was aware of the sway of her breasts and the way they hung down. All of it reinforced the fact that he was dominating her.

“Just a moment,” he told her. 

She looked over at him. 

“Carry the belt.”

She reached for it.

He crouched in front of her. “Open your mouth.”

The man was masterful at compounding his orders. She took the leather and felt her mouth dry.

“No teeth marks. It’s one of my favourite belts.”

The wooden floors were horribly uncomfortable on her knees, and the dining room seemed to be a mile away. 

He followed closely behind her, making her aware of every motion. The one good thing—she was no longer as sexually ravenous.

In the dining room, he turned on all the lights and removed the candlesticks and a blown-glass bowl from the tabletop. He moved several chairs out of the way, placing them against the far wall.

“Remove your shoes.”

Since he hadn’t given permission to rise, she struggled to remove the pumps without her hands. She managed, though. 

“Up you go,” he said. “Face away from me.”

The table’s surface gleamed, and she knew it would soon be marred by fingerprints. He offered no assistance as she climbed into place.

“Now place the belt on your back.”

Somehow she managed that, too.

He allowed time to drag. Her body began to tremble, both from the discomfort and apprehension.

Finally he took the belt from her. 

“How many minutes late were you?”

“Four, Sir.”

“And how many spanks do you deserve?”

“As many as you see fit, Sir.”

“Twelve.”

Her body went rigid. That sounded excessive. Most people wouldn’t have even noticed four minutes. 

“I’m going to rub your ass a bit.”

His touch was so vigorous she could hardly stay in place, and she had to fight for her balance. All of a sudden, she realised she had nothing to hang onto. He expected her to remain on the table with no way to support herself.

“After every hit, arch your back and then lift your hips for the next one. Unnecessary delays will cost you. Any questions?”

She shook her head. Then, remembering his rules, said, “No, Sir. Please, Sir, will you punish me for being tardy?”

He landed the first across both buttocks, scalding her. 

She screamed. The pain had lanced her, so unexpected in its intensity. She wanted to get up and run away. 

Other than her sobs, the room was silent. He hadn’t touched her again. Obviously he was waiting for her to continue.

She slowly got back into position. 

She offered a quick prayer that they could find a rhythm that would enable her to get past this quickly. She couldn’t—honestly could not—take a dozen like that.

He caught the backs of both legs and she folded up on herself, anything to escape. 

Again, he said nothing, allowing her to sort through the experience on her own. 

Several minutes passed before she got herself back into position. 

The next was placed beneath the first, and she bit out, “Fuck!” She hated not being able to see him. She hated that it felt so coldly impersonal. The first time he’d spanked her, he’d engaged her, had talked to her and had even reassured her. This time truly felt like a punishment. She hated it—hated it. 

If he wanted to ensure her good behaviour in future, his method was effective. They were only twenty-five per cent finished, and she knew she’d leave an hour early the next time they were supposed to get together. If they saw each other again. 

She forced herself to get ready for the next impact. Feeling wanton, she stuck her ass high in the air.

Instantly he obliged, again catching the backs of her legs. He was being methodical, one on top, one on the bottom, then filling in the space between.

She blinked back blinding tears and took a couple of deep breaths. She told herself she knew what to expect now. She had figured out his pattern. That made it easier to endure. 

The fifth blazed across the bottom of her buttocks. 

Despite her determination, she dropped her head to the tabletop.

Her body shook from the relentless pain.

“Tell me your colour, Julia.”

The sound of his voice blasted through her internal dialogue. Somehow the fact that he’d spoken to her helped ground her. She could do this. “Green, Sir.” 

He never hurried her. Instead he waited patiently for her, letting her take her punishment in her own time. 

Within a fraction of a second of her getting into place, he striped her again. 

Her entire rear, the curve of her bottom to her knees, was singed. But they were halfway there. 

“Are you horny, Julia?”

“Good God no, Sir.” She was struggling back onto all fours, determined to endure. Pain had obliterated any thoughts of sex. 

“I’d like to see for myself. Spread your legs. Put your forehead on the tabletop, your ass really high in the air.”

His voice, the heat where his belt had impacted, all melded. He stroked her pussy.

“You’re right. You hate this entirely.”

“Nooooo!” Stunning her, her pussy was wet. 

“You hate to be punished, don’t you?”

He inserted a finger deep inside her and fucked her with it. He found her G-spot and pushed against it. Within moments, she was ready to come. Like a shameless hussy, she forced her body back, silently seeking more.

Her body vibrated with knotted tension.

Before she could steal an orgasm, something she was willing to do at this point, he stepped back. 

She remained where she was for long moments, silently pleading with him to finish what he’d started. When he didn’t, she drew a ragged breath, lifted her head, arched her back and waited. She decided to mentally start the count over. Twelve was a lot of strikes. Six was doable. 

He started over, too, catching the top of her buttocks.

She’d found that stalling between each hit didn’t really help. She wanted it over with. Curling her hands into fists, she waited for the next.

She was sliding a little, so she decided to place her palms flat on the table for the next blow. She was accustomed to the belt now and, like her first punishments over a month ago, she tried to relax into them, no longer fighting—absorbing it, breathing with it.

“That’s a girl,” he said, matching the pace that she set. 

He delivered the last with a fury that left her screaming again, despite her intentions.

He manhandled her, grabbing hold of her body, pulling her towards him, then flipping her over and placing her on her back.

Before she could think anything through, he dragged her closer so her buttocks were perched on the edge of the table. 

She was barely aware of him kneeling. Then he lifted her legs and held them apart. 

He licked her cunt.

She screamed.

“Put your knees over my shoulders.” 

He held apart her labia and ate her out. She thrashed and screamed, trying to hold back her orgasm. She had never been more desperate to come in her entire life. “Please. Please! Oh, Sir.” She shuddered. “I need to come!” 

He inserted two fingers in her and thrust hard and fast, over and over. 

Her thighs shook from the effort of restraining herself. She wrapped her legs around him for support. She couldn’t…

He continued to lick, to suck, to fuck. She was falling apart from the inside out. “Master Marcus! Master, Master, Master… Oh…” She grabbed hold of the edge of the table and dug in her fingers. She bit her lip to distract herself. 

“Come now.”


He shoved a third finger in her, stretching her mercilessly. 

She reached for him as she orgasmed in a wet gush that left her panting, replete, unable to think or move.

Nothing in her life had prepared her for the experience of hanging on the precipice for so long, only to have him shove her off it.

“That will do for a warm-up,” he said, taking hold of her wrists. 








Chapter Seven







Marcus had been determined to keep her on the edge, denying her time and again, but her use of the word Master undid him. Although he was formally known as Master Marcus at the Devil’s Den, he generally required his subs to address him as Sir. Master felt pretentious and implied a level of commitment in a relationship that he wasn’t willing to give. Perhaps it was similar to the way Julia drew a distinction between submissive and slave.

He knew she hadn’t called him Master during a scene for any reason other than that she’d been overcome. She wasn’t asking for anything from him. She had no expectations. She was simply a sub having an overwhelming experience. Her naïvety and courage appealed to him. She had no pretences, therefore he was able to let down his guard. He was different with her than he’d been with any other woman, in or out of the lifestyle.

He lowered her legs from his shoulders and helped her to sit. Since he was reluctant to let her go, he eased her out-of-control hair back over her shoulders. 

“I…” 

She leant forward, letting him take her weight. He kissed the top of her head and held her. He’d turned up the heat before she’d arrived, but she had perspired during their session. He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight. 

“Thank you, Sir.”

“For?”

She curled her arms around his neck, for support he imagined. He gathered that she wasn’t a woman who had been nurtured a lot, and he liked being the man who did it for her. 

“The orgasm,” she said. “It was…”

Was he so arrogant that he wanted to hear her say it? 

“Spectacular.”

He’d settle for that.

“Probably the most intense I’ve ever had.”

That was what he’d wanted to hear. He didn’t normally lick and finger-fuck a woman’s cunt until she’d climaxed. But then, no other woman had screamed out Master for the first time and begged for release like Julia had. His cock had been throbbing with need, but he’d forced himself to think about her satisfaction.

Generally, as a Dom, he felt it was his obligation to keep a little distance, emotionally as well as physically. If his sub needed something, he had to be resourceful enough to provide it. He endeavoured to always keep his objectivity, stay in control, and to gauge his sub’s reactions so he could draw out every possible nuance of their experience. He wanted his subs to work hard for the orgasm and be shattered as a result. 

The way she’d grabbed his hair unthinkingly and had tightened her legs around his neck had sealed the deal. He’d concentrated on her and only her.

She’d ground her pussy demandingly into his face while she’d begged. 

Quite probably he could have made her wait just a little longer, but suddenly nothing had been more important than guiding her as she had gone over the edge and had come for him, all over his face. Truthfully, this woman could get a lot from him that he’d never given anyone else.

He picked her up and carried her back to the great room. “Stay here,” he instructed, placing her on the couch. “I’ll be right back.”

“But—”

He placed a finger against her lips. “No arguing.”

“Sorry, Sir.”

He grabbed a blanket and covered her. She looked perfect snuggled there, her hair an untamed mess, her lips slightly parted, her eyes bright blue as she looked at him with something that might have been comprehension, or maybe completion. 

Less than a minute later, he returned with a bottle of water, a hand towel and a warm washcloth. He made her drink half the bottle, then he moved part of the blanket aside to wipe between her legs. 

“I can do that, Sir.”

He loved the way she blushed. After everything they’d done together, she still felt embarrassment? “One day, girl, you’ll stop arguing. Your keeping quiet when things are not open for negotiation will save us both a lot of aggravation. Or there’s always a gag so I don’t have to listen.” 

She wisely shut up. 

He dried the sweat from her body before saying, “Let me see your buttocks.”

Soundlessly, she threw the blanket off her and turned over. 

“How did it feel?” he asked, tracing his marks and the garter belt straps. There were several marks and a couple of places that might have a slight bruise.

“Unbearable. I’m sorry for being late. I’ve learnt my lesson.”

“It won’t be mentioned again. The next time you’re late, you will realise I went easy on you.” 

“This was easy?”

“There are other ways to punish you, Julia. And that may involve me withholding my attentions, or giving you a prolonged period of time to consider my wishes.”

Her words were muffled by the cushion as she said, “Thank you for my punishment.”

“I would rather give you a sensual experience. Through your behaviour, the choice is always yours.” He draped the blanket back over her. “Stay there.” 

He found some arnica in the bathroom linen closet then returned to rub some of the cream into her ass cheeks, paying special attention to the areas he’d chastised. 

“That feels good, Sir.”

“You’re welcome, girl. When you’re ready, the playroom is prepared for you. Unless you’ve had enough?”

“No, Sir!”

He turned her back over. 

She scooted into the corner. 

“Before we go upstairs, I want you to clean up the mess you made in the dining room.”

“The mess I made?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Crawl to the kitchen. There are furniture wipes under the sink. I want the dining room to look as presentable as it did when you arrived.” He stood and folded his arms.

She hesitated for a few moments, but then she threw back the blanket and lowered herself to the floor. 

“Stop.”

“Sir?” She turned her head to the side.

“You’d look nice on a leash.” He saw her suck in a breath. “Nothing fancy for my subs. Very plain. Very serviceable. I’m not into bling.”

She hesitated for so long he wondered if she was going to use a safe word. 

“If it pleases you, Sir.” The words were clipped, and her tone implied that it certainly didn’t please her. 

“It does. Kneel, please, and pull your hair up.” He fetched the leather pieces from the closet near the front door. 

He was pleased to see that she was kneeling as he preferred, with her knees wide, her gaze on the floor. She was using both hands to keep her hair off her neck. 

Even when he moved in, she continued to look down. “Your skill as a sub is impressive,” he told her.

“Thank you, Sir,” she whispered.

He fastened the collar into place and tightened it. He placed his index finger beneath it to be sure it wasn’t too tight. Seeing her there, wearing a collar that he’d bought for her, socked him in the gut. It fitted perfectly, as he’d known it would. And, more than that, he liked what it represented. This fiercely independent woman was accepting his domination and his punishment, if only temporarily. “How’s that?”

“Fine, Sir. For a pet collar.”

He dug his hand in her hair and forced back her head so she was looking at him. “Do you need to use a safe word? Or do you need a spanking to adjust your sour attitude?”

“Neither, Sir.” She expelled a breath. “I apologise.”

“Ask me to attach the leash.”

He could hear her internal dialogue. 

But aloud she said, “Please leash me, Sir.”

“My pleasure, pet.”

The sound she made could have been considered a growl. He let it pass without a comment. He clipped the pieces together. “You may release your hair and drop your hands to your sides.” After she did, he wound the leather around his hand once to make it shorter. “This time I want you to crawl behind me. Stay close to my heel.” She’d been appalled by the male sub being leashed that night at the Den. He wanted to show her that, with the right attitude, it could be a pleasure. He traced one of her eyebrows with his thumb pad. “Earlier this evening, what did you tell me about your experience of kneeling?”

“If you think about pleasing another, you can transcend your own feelings. That there are certain things you do because you want to please your Dom.”

“Having you leashed pleases me. Are you willing to try this rather than fighting me?”

“You are doing this intentionally,” she said. She pursed her luscious lips, and he watched understanding dawn on her face. “You want to do this because of what I said at Master Damien’s house. About Lana. About that submissive. And because of our earlier conversation about humiliation. You’re trying to prove a point.”

“That’s part of it,” he conceded. “But also, I do think you look beautiful this way, as I knew you would. This is only a humiliating experience if you allow it to be one. But you alone have the power, Julia. You can stop this any time.” 

He waited her out. Eventually she got on her hands and knees. “Follow me,” he said. He moved quickly, forcing her to crawl faster than she had earlier. It would give her less time to think, and that was definitely in the plus column. 

At first, she barely kept up, and the leather was pulled taut. But when he didn’t relent, she moved a bit faster, creating some slack.

In the kitchen, he paused near the sink. He waited until she found the furniture wipes, then said, “I’ll carry them.” He didn’t want her struggling with the container. “This time, I want you in front of me. Keep up a good pace, or you’ll feel my wrath.” He liked watching her movements. Lord help him, but he might keep her this close to him at all times.

The dining room table was a mess from her tears, hands, knees and her orgasm. He wasn’t sure he’d ever enjoyed a sight more.

He unclipped the leash and stood near a wall, resting his shoulders and watching her.

Her motions were efficient, but methodical. 

Unless he was entertaining, he generally did his own housework. He found it restorative, and it was a project he could start and finish, unlike some of his construction jobs that took weeks or months. He liked the instant gratification of making his space look better. But after watching her move around in her lingerie, leaning over the table, he might rethink hiring a housekeeper, but not just anyone—Julia.

Within a few minutes, she had the table back to its original state. He nodded towards a spot on the floor, and she knelt without protest. He appreciated that she’d understood his silent command and that she’d done as he wanted so quickly. She was more perfect than he’d dared hope.

He pocketed her discarded thong then slid the chairs back under the table, but he left the candles and glass vase on the sideboard just in case he wanted to use her as a centrepiece. “Please put my belt back on me.”

She picked up the leather strip and crawled to him. He noticed her fingers were a little unsteady as she fed it through the loops. She struggled with the buckle, and, helpless male that he was, he let her. Damn, he wanted to sheathe his cock in her. “Now, put your shoes back on.” 

Without standing, she managed to do so. “You’ve done well,” he told her. “I’m going to put you back on the leash, and you’re going to put away the furniture wipes.” 

She didn’t protest as she figured out how to crawl while holding the plastic container. Once he’d put it away and had closed the kitchen cupboard he said, “Since we’re now going upstairs, I’ll give you the choice. You may stand or you may crawl. There’s no right or wrong decision,” he assured her. “You won’t be punished. And I have no preference. Either way, you’ll be in front of me, and I’ll be able to see your ass.”

“In that case, Sir, I’d like to walk.”

He offered his hand. She stood, and he drew her against him. She leaned into him, her head on his chest, and he wrapped his arms around her. 

It had been a long time since he’d held a woman. He liked having her snuggled against him. Over the last few years, he’d spent a lot of time avoiding getting involved in another consuming relationship. He now realised he’d missed some simple things about sharing space… Things like this, her warmth, the light floral scent of her shampoo, and her total trust.

She eventually moved away, and she pulled her hair into a mock ponytail before letting it go.

“After you,” he said. She led the way upstairs, one hand curved around the banister, and he enjoyed the view of her creamy, punished buttocks. 

At the top of the stairs she paused, and he said, “First room on your left.” Because he could, he took hold of her leash about halfway down, restricting her movements.

He’d left the door open so that she’d immediately see the St Andrew’s cross he’d had constructed for her.

His spanking implements were on a wall, behind frosted glass that had been etched with his company’s eagle logo. He’d had glass shelving installed on another wall, and he’d laid out his floggers on top of them. A couple of whips were arranged on hooks, their leather lengths fully coiled. Several crops and canes were attached to the wall, all horizontally so he could easily see their length and composition. Restraints and clamps were arranged in velvet-lined drawers.

“Oh, Jesus,” she whispered, coming to an immediate stop.

“A few days ago this room was empty. I designed it for you.”

She looked over her shoulder at him.

“Seriously,” he said. “You’ll notice the cross, built for your frame since you’re taller than most women.” He’d had the structure stained with a light pine gloss that would easily wipe clean. “There are also hooks attached to the walls and ceilings. Basically, I can tie you or suspend you virtually anywhere.”

She glanced at each but said nothing.

He had also selected a sturdy chair, as well as a spanking bench that could be adjusted into a number of different positions, including one that was perfect for blistering a submissive’s bottom.

He nudged her across the threshold. He removed the collar from her neck, taking the leash with it. “Stand over there.” She seemed to do better when he issued instructions, and that worked well for both of them as he definitely liked giving direction.

She remembered to pull back her shoulders and look straight ahead. For several seconds, he said nothing, letting her find her composure. When her breathing evened, he said, “Remove your clothes. You can put them on that shelf over there, and then stand in front of the cross. Face towards me.”

While she undressed, he turned on a small space heater to ensure she didn’t get cold and selected a flogger. He flicked it several times to test its weight and responsiveness. 

He left the flogger handy while he affixed her to the cross. He was looking forward to this experience. Her backside was already red. Now her front would match. “You look every bit as wonderful as I imagined you might.”

Her chest rose and fell, showing her state of nerves.

“I want you to be very clear that this isn’t a punishment. This flogging is intended to arouse you. I want to give you an experience tonight. So if it becomes too much, stop it immediately.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Have you ever worn nipple clamps?”

“No,” she whispered.

“We’ll start with a tweezer style. They’re not my favourite because they come off too easily. But they’ll be a good introduction for you.” He opened a drawer then took out a pair. He draped the chain over his index finger. 

She stared at them. “I thought you said this was meant to turn me on.”

“Go with it.” He cupped her left breast then sucked her nipple into his mouth, laving the bud, making it hard. 

He smelt her arousal. 

She strained against her bonds. 

“Very sensitive little breasts,” he said. “I love them.” He pinched the nipple again, and she cried out. He placed the clamp then tightened it a bit so it stayed in place, but with only light pressure. “How’s that?”

“I expected something much worse,” she said with a sigh. “I’m kind of wondering what the fuss is all about.” 

He smiled. She’d find out. 

He repeated the process with her right tit. 

When she was clamped, he stepped back and gently tugged on the chain. She winced slightly. 

“How does that feel?”

“It hurts, just a little, Sir.”

“Let’s see if this helps.” He stroked between her legs. 

“Oh. Yes! That helps. That’s… The pain in my nipples makes your hand feel more intense.”

“Now tell me how this is.” He tightened the clamps.

She cried out and strained against her bonds. “I understand what the fuss is about,” she said around a whimper. “That hurts, really bad!”

“And this will hurt even more.” He ratcheted up the tension, squeezing into her nipple hard.

“I can’t take that, Sir!”

“Of course you can. And more.” He increased the pressure a tiny bit more. 

She was panting and moving her body in a little dance as she sought to deal with the pain. He liked the way her mouth pursed, and the furrow dug between her eyebrows. 

“It’s too, too much.”

“These are some of the lightest clamps I own. Unless you want me to get another set or move these to your labia, I suggest you stop fighting.”

She dragged in breath after breath. 

The tips of her nipples were distended beautifully. He moved two fingers rapidly through her slick folds. He liked how aroused she became, and how quickly it happened. “Don’t come,” he told her. 

“There’s no chance.”

“Oh?” He captured her gaze. “None?”

“My nipples hurt too bad.”

“Uh-huh,” he said, ignoring her complaints. “Such a pretty pussy,” he said, continuing to fondle her.

Her thighs quivered. 

“I can see it’s absolutely too much pain for you, girl.” 

“Sir!”

“So why are you fighting off your orgasm and hoping I’ll relent and tell you to come?”

He saw her dig her bare toes into the floor. 

When he sensed she was on the verge, he moved his hand away.

She cursed. 

“I like having you there,” he said. “Helpless. Bound. At my mercy. No matter what I do, you have to take it. There’s no escape for you, Julia.”

Her mouth was open, and he could tell she was breathing through it. She must have adjusted to the rubber-tipped clamps on her nipples, but he had diabolical ways of reminding her of their presence.

He crossed the room to grab his flogger and shook out the dozen thick strands near her face. “This one is fairly soft and supple. It will cause a dull pain rather than a sharp, searing one. It’s an excellent introduction, and it is well-suited for frontal beatings.” He waited a moment. “What colour are you on?”

“Yellow, Sir.” 

“Do you need to stop?”

She shook her head, but her gaze was on the flogger. 

“This is much less impactful than the tawse and my belt. You’ve already taken much more pain than this will deliver.”

“Could we start with a couple of hits?”

“Julia, from what I know of you, you’re going to love this thing.”

“I’m not convinced.”

“Three,” he said.

She nodded. 

He landed three different strokes. He caught her upper chest, then her belly, then a little lower so that a couple of tips licked her inner thighs. She’d experienced thirty-six stinging bites from the leather, and she’d barely whimpered. He dropped his arm to his side and waited.

“More,” she said.

“Harder? Or the same?”

“Harder,” she said. “Harder, Sir.”

He nodded. He began to flog her gently, all over her body, her breasts, thighs, ribs. 

She closed her eyes and murmured, “Yes.”

He took a small step back to give him more leverage and freedom of movement. He increased the intensity, catching her on the breasts.

Her head fell forward a little.

Watching her carefully, he found a rhythm that stung her but didn’t sear her skin. Even without his coaching, she breathed deeply, the breaths evenly spaced and fairly far apart. His Julia was getting into this. 

She made sounds that were somewhere between a purr and moan. She intoxicated him. 

He hit her a little harder, everywhere, including between her legs. Her body jerked in response, but she never cried out. “Can you hear me, Julia?”

She didn’t respond.

He continued the flogging with consistent snaps of his wrist. “Julia?”

“Shh.”

Was it possible she’d achieved subspace with her first light flogging? “Talk to me,” he said. “What colour are you on?”

Again she was silent. 

He stopped for a moment and took hold of her chin, gently tipping her head back. “Open your eyes.”

She barely did, but it was enough for him to recognise the glaze of arousal and the glare of her annoyance. 

“You are lovely in your submission,” he said. 

“Thank you, Sir.”

That she didn’t protest his words showed him how far she’d come. “I think you’ve had enough.”

“I’d like to continue,” she said. “Just a few more. And a little harder, Sir.”

He debated for a moment. It was her first experience with the flogger, but he was using a light one. Parts of her skin were pink, but there was nothing that would bruise. He stepped back into position to release a volley of smacks, specifically aimed towards her pussy and breasts. 

“More on my pussy, please.”

He turned his body to make sure the leather thongs caressed between her legs. He knew it had to sting, but she didn’t complain. In fact, her body language drove him on.

Finally, knowing she’d had enough, even if she didn’t acknowledge it herself, he dropped the flogger. 

“Please, Sir, I really want to come. I’ve never felt like this before.”

He fingered her hungry cunt, and she began to jerk against him. “Already?” he asked against her ear. Her body was hot, her breaths were laboured, and she was pulling restlessly against her bonds. “You’re not on the edge yet, are you, girl?”

“Yes! Let me come, damn you. Please. Please, Sir!”

“You’re begging like a shameless hussy.”

“Yes.” She thrust out her hips as much as her confines allowed.

“You’re being wanton.”

“My whole body is on fire, Sir. Do you understand?”

“I understand what you need, girl. And you can fucking wait until I say.” He reached up and mercilessly squeezed one of her clamped nipples. 

She moaned and screamed his name.

“Do you want me thinking you’re a slut?”

He waited for a reaction to his vulgar language, but she said, “I don’t care. I’m your slut, Sir.” 

A feeling of possession pulsed in him. She’d been right in what she’d said earlier. There was a trade-off when you didn’t have a permanent relationship. That was loneliness. Until tonight, he hadn’t known just how empty his nights were. He squeezed her cunt hard. He thought about using a vibrator, but he wanted the intimacy of skin to skin. “Come, girl.”

Her scream tore through the room, echoing off the ceiling. 

He continued to stimulate her as sobs racked her body.

“Thank you,” she said finally, still choking on her words. “God. Oh God. Thank you.” Tears fell from her eyes, something he never thought he would see from her. “Damn it. Damn! Thank you.”

He kissed her and muttered soothing words against her ear. “You did well,” he said. Using his thumbs, he wiped the errant tracks of the tears. Her raw emotion undid him. Though he’d been the one to cause her pain, he wanted to be the one to ease it. 

Marcus knelt to rub circulation back into her ankles, and he released them first. “I’m going to take off the clamps. It may hurt a bit at first, but it will quickly dissipate. Ready?”

She nodded.

He loosened each so that blood flowed slowly rather than in a big rush. 

“No worse than a root canal,” she said.

He laughed. “That’s my girl.” He dropped the clamps then massaged her arms and wrists before taking her from the cross. He moved in closer so he could support her weight with his body. 

He carried her into his bedroom, and he was pleased when she buried her head in his chest.

None of the subs he’d played with recently had made him feel this way. He’d been able to stay objective, probably in part because most of them were involved in relationships elsewhere or weren’t looking for something permanent. He wasn’t sure Julia was, either, but the idea of another Dom fucking her made him tighten his jaw. 

He placed her on the bed before he undressed. She pulled a pillow closer to her. He went into the bathroom, turned on the shower, then returned to the bedroom. He grabbed a bottle of orange juice from the bar-sized refrigerator he kept stocked near the wall-mounted television. “Drink,” he instructed, unscrewing the lid. 

She sat up and accepted the beverage.

“Smart girl.” 

When she’d taken a few sips and her cheeks were once again bright, he nodded. “Let’s get you warmed up.”

“I’m fine, Sir. Really. The juice helped.”

The fact that she now had enough energy to argue pleased him. He scooped her from the bed and carried her into the steamy bathroom. There were two shower heads, one on either side of the oversized unit, and he adjusted one to cascade over her shoulders.

“Have you thought of everything in this house?”

“Upgrades have become my addiction. As soon as I finish one thing, I move on to another.”

“It’s fabulous.”

Again he was reminded that he had no one to share it with. Until today, until her, that hadn’t mattered. 

“May I?” she asked, kneeling.

“Julia…”

Warm water cascaded over her head as she looked up at him. She curled a hand around his cock and lowered her head. 

His abdominal muscles contracted.

Without waiting for a response, she opened her mouth and sucked on him. This was so much different from when he’d forced his cock in her mouth when she was over the horse. There was enthusiasm in her actions, as if she desired to please him. 

He buried his hands in her hair and gave himself over to her. He generally controlled how deep a sub took him. He gave continuous and detailed instructions, and he couldn’t recall the last time a sub had asked permission, of her own volition, to pleasure him. 

Shocking him, in only a few minutes he was ready to spill. Watching her, so genuine in her desire to please, heightened his ardour. “Stop.”

She looked up but continued to suck. It wasn’t just defiance he saw. She was into what she was doing.

He took hold of her head and pulled her back. “Would you like to earn a punishment?”

Instantly, she stopped. 

“Obviously you prefer pleasure beatings, girl,” he observed.

“I do, Sir,” she said, looking up at him, meeting his gaze. “But what I really want is you to fuck me.”

Christ. “Yeah.” He turned off both faucets before sliding open the shower door. He grabbed a warm towel from the rack and wrapped it around her. He shucked the water from his body as he watched her move about his bathroom. 

She used his brush, and she scrubbed at the faint tracks left behind from her tears. 

It surprised him how natural it seemed to have her in his bathroom. Ruthlessly he shut out the thought. It was one thing to have a guest, another to have someone who depended on him. When he looked in the mirror, he saw she was looking at him.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Fine.” She wasn’t like any other woman he’d ever met. His cock hardened again. “Get your ass in the bed.”

She smiled.

He reached out and ripped the towel from around her. She squealed. He smacked her rear as she dodged past him, and he stalked her, something primeval flaring in him.

He swooped her from the floor and tossed her on the bed. She scrambled towards the headboard and wrapped her arms protectively around her knees. “Think that will save you?” He grabbed her ankles and yanked her down the mattress. 

“Do me,” she said, reaching for him. “Fuck me.” She spread her legs wide. 

He left her long enough to get a condom from the nightstand. Since he lacked the patience to have her put it on him, he rolled it down his cock and returned to her. “Is your pussy hot and ready?”

“Your slut, Sir. Find out for yourself.”

He teased the entrance to her vagina with his cockhead. She dug her heels into the mattress and lifted her hips to meet his first thrust. 

He drove inside in one rapid thrust. 

She cried out as he seated himself, balls deep. He gritted his teeth, then reached for her arms and pinned her wrists above her head. He fucked her hard, determined to wring a climax from her sexy, submissive body.

“Sir! May I come?”

“So quick?”

“Now!”

He pulled out, then thrust several times quickly. “Now,” he agreed.

She arched her back, offering her pelvis, taking more of him. She turned her head to the side, eyes closed, as she called out his name. 

It took all his determination not to come as her internal muscles contracted around him.

When she let out a shaky breath and opened her eyes, he turned her face towards him and kissed her, slowly, softly, sensually.

She smiled. Sap that he was, he felt a surge of raw masculine pride. He’d made his woman happy.

“Thank you,” she said. 

He took hold of her and reversed their positions so that she was on top of him. “I want to look at your tits,” he told her. “Arch your back.”

She didn’t hesitate. “That position makes you so much deeper in me, Sir.”

He grabbed her hips and moved her up and down in time with his movements. “Keep your hands behind you,” he told her. She grabbed his legs for balance while he filled her hot pussy with his hard cock.

He made sure he gave her another orgasm before he took his own release. 

She collapsed forward on him, and he held her tight while their breathing regulated. 

“You’re pretty good at that,” she told him.

“I’m not sure if that was a compliment or an attempt to get your bottom blistered by my tawse.”

“Sir, it was a compliment,” she assured him cheekily.

He stroked her spine, enjoying the sensation of having her close in his arms. Now that he had her, he wanted to keep her. So how the hell did he convince a woman who didn’t want a Dom that she really needed one? “It’s time you were introduced to the pleasures of a forced orgasm.”



Julia wasn’t sure how many more new experiences he could give her.

“I use orgasm denial as a training tool, as you know.” 

She opened her mouth to speak, but he held up a hand, forestalling her.

“One you dislike. A forced orgasm can be just as brutal, or it can be simply something that overwhelms you. I want you to come again and again for me, Julia. Into the playroom. Lie flat on the top of the spanking bench.”

Her spanking bench. She loved that he’d created this space for her. That no other woman had ever been here thrilled her. 

He approached, totally naked. Seeing him always gave her an erotic thrill.

“Scoot down a bit.” 

After she did, he tied her legs to the bottom of the bench, spreading her wide and exposing her bare pussy. Her ass was off the edge slightly, meaning she couldn’t really move away from him. He secured her arms loosely. It didn’t hurt, but she knew she couldn’t pull away.

He showed her a massive vibrator, one that plugged into the wall. She’d seen something like it on one of the videos she’d downloaded. The woman in the clip had screamed unbelievably when the Dom had forced it against her clit. “That looks a little scary, Sir.” Until now, she’d only used small, battery-operated bullets.

“I’ve denied you orgasms plenty of times. Now I’m going to make you come. But first…”

She stared, mesmerised, as he put the vibrator down, building the fear and expectation. 

He returned with a different set of nipple clamps. These looked a bit vicious. 

“They’re clover clamps,” he explained. “They won’t pull off. They’re some of my favourites.”

This time, he didn’t ask for her safe words before sucking her left nipple into his mouth. 

Her pussy moistened. She’d had no idea how much she liked nipple play. 

When he secured the first clamp onto her nipple, she cried out. “That, Sir, is a son of a bitch.”

The bastard smiled. He tugged on the chain, and the pressure increased.

If she could have found purchase with her feet, she would have lifted her hips off the ground. As it was, she cried out, “Yellow!”

He dropped the chain and met her gaze. He smoothed back her hair. “Talk to me.”

“It damn well burns.”

“I will remove it if you insist, but hear me out first.”

She fought through the haze of pain to listen to him.

“Remember the other ones, how they hurt?”

“They were nothing like this.”

He smacked his hands together, the noise reverberating from the walls and startling her. “Focus and answer my question.”

She forced back her instinctive anger. “Yes.”

“And remember how they increased the intensity of your orgasm?”

“I…”

“Answer the question.”

“Yes, Sir. I do remember.”

“Endure for a few more minutes. Breathe into the pain, through it. You can.”

Sometimes she felt as if he crawled into her mind and read it before she had even finished forming the thoughts. “Conditional green, Sir.”

He sucked her right nipple into his mouth then quickly clamped it. She thrashed about, and she knew if her hands hadn’t been fastened that she would have ripped the vicious little things off her body.

“Open your mouth. Do it now, sub.”

Warring with her own instincts, spitting fire with her eyes, she followed his order.

He ran a finger across each of her eyebrows, calming her in a way words couldn’t. 

He placed the chain that ran between the clamps in her mouth. “Close your mouth,” he said.

Any motion, any sound would increase her pain. He was diabolical. 

“Hang in there another two minutes.” He squeezed her breasts.

She screamed. She pulled back her head, yanking on her already seared nipples. Before she could call out her safe word, he picked up the vibrator then turned it on and placed it against her cunt.

Surprising her, she was already wet.

The pulsing, relentless head slid effortlessly in her moisture. He moved the gigantic thing across her clit, her pussy, down towards her anus.

All of a sudden, she didn’t feel the pressure on her nipples as extreme pain. She felt it as extreme pleasure.

She moaned, and the slight movement pulled on her clamps. Her arousal increased.

“That’s my beautiful sub. Come. Come hard for your Master.”

The sensations were too much. She thrashed her head from side to side, and that compressed her nipples more, shooting arrows of pleasure and pain towards her pussy.

She came on a long wail of protest.

“Let’s go for another,” he told her. 

He increased the vibrator’s speed and moved it over her wetness. Simultaneously it was too much and not enough.

She moved back her head, increasing the pain to her nipples.

“You’re understanding. That’s my little pain girl. Make it hurt.”

He pulled away the contraption and slapped her pussy viciously. She came again, thrashing. Each motion rebuilt the pressure and energy. For a woman who used to have trouble coming, this was astounding. 

“More,” he insisted.

She couldn’t. It wasn’t possible. But he mouthed her pussy, then shoved a couple of fingers in her before putting the vibe back on her swollen clit.

Time after time, he made her climax. 

Finally, she saw him don a condom. “Yes,” she said, the word muffled by the metal.

Effortlessly he slid his hard dick into her cunt. She was so hot, ready, wanting. He thrust in her, hitting her G-spot. Impossibly she was only a few seconds away from climaxing again.

“Oh, girl, you’re going to come for me, aren’t you?” He was holding the vibrator in his hand, and he decreased its speed on the vibe. He leant back slightly and put the head on her pussy.

With his free hand, he fisted the chain between her breasts.

She shattered, sizzling pain obliterated by consuming pleasure. Her body heaved, and she was covered with perspiration.

She had no idea how much time had passed, but when she could string two thoughts together, she was in his arms, held and protected. “I don’t think my legs will work.”

“They don’t need to,” he told her. “I’ve got you.”

Julia was hooked. 

If Master Marcus was a drug, she needed a fix.








Chapter Eight







She pulled out a matching bra and panty set, along with fishnet stockings and a garter belt from one of her dresser drawers. Over the last six weeks, accumulating new lingerie had become a passion. And he’d surprised her several times with deliveries to her office and home. 

He was always effusive in his praise when she arrived at his condo, and she’d learnt to flaunt her assets, rather than being shy.

As always, this morning, she fumbled with the cursed fasteners on the garter belts, but it took her far less time than it used to.

Finally, she wiggled into a short skirt then pulled on a pair of fur-lined boots, an outfit she would have never even considered a few months ago. Being with Master Marcus had emboldened her, and she had to admit she liked the changes. 

As she was driving over to his place he telephoned.

She pushed a button he’d installed. The stereo turned off, and the digital display showed his name rather than the title of the song that had been playing. Automatically she checked the time, making sure she wasn’t in trouble for running late before saying, “Hello, Sir.”

“My meeting is taking longer than planned,” he said. “I’ll be home a few minutes after you get there. Let yourself in and get ready for me.”

She shivered in anticipation. 

“I assume you know what to do, girl?” 

She loved it when he called her that. No one else ever had. Outside of a BDSM connection, it would never happen. It established and reinforced their relationship. “I do, Sir.”

He hung up.

She kept a firm grip on the steering wheel, needing to concentrate rather than think about him. Flakes were falling again. At times she forgot that March and April were Colorado’s snowiest months. She let herself be convinced that seeing the first crocus meant spring had arrived and that summer wasn’t far behind.

She was almost as comfortable in his place as she was in her own. They’d found a routine. She arrived either Friday night or Saturday morning and stayed until Sunday afternoon.

He often cooked for her, and he sometimes involved her in his business, showing her architectural plans and soliciting her feedback. At night, in bed, snuggled into his arms, she asked him questions. He told her she was nosy, but that didn’t stop her from pushing to understand him.

He was an only child and his father had taught him about leatherworking while his mother had taught him to bake. They lived in Sedona, Arizona, in a house he’d built for them. He’d invited her to go with him on his next visit, but so far she’d refused.

The first time they’d been together, he’d told her he didn’t subject his subs to things he hadn’t experienced. When she’d asked him if he’d really ever endured a beating, he’d told her about training beneath both Master Damien and Gregorio. There’d been no sexual component, just several different training sessions.

It had endeared him to her even more.

She parked in her usual spot and greeted a couple of neighbours in the hallway after she got off the elevator. He’d had a key cut for her, and she used it to unlock the door.

The routine had become familiar. She still wore nothing other than a coat and underwear, and, once she was inside, she laid down her purse, placed her keys in the small copper bowl, then hung up her coat and changed out of her boots into the high-heeled pumps she kept in the foyer closet. 

Knowing what he expected, she knelt on a rug in the foyer, facing the front door. Since he still required her to kneel each night when they were apart, she’d had plenty of practice at schooling her mind and battling impatience. 

When she heard his key in the lock, she adjusted her posture slightly so that it was perfect.

He came in, closed and locked the door, and she heard his keys land on top of hers then… Nothing.

She resisted the temptation to look up, but every part of her vibrated with the awareness of his nearness. She inhaled his crisp, mountain-swept scent. And his power pervaded the area.

He made sounds, then, and she knew he was shrugging out of his leather blazer and hanging it alongside hers. 

The closet door closed with a quiet snick. He took a step closer, and she focused on the sight of his boots, trying to keep her reactions contained.

“You’ve learnt well,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Lift your hair.”

Even though she knew this was coming, it took some self-control to remain silent and accepting. 

He fastened the thin, leather collar around her neck, and he needlessly checked the fit.

She waited for him to attach the leash, but he didn’t.

“Now welcome me home, girl.”

This was what she wanted, to touch him, and have him touch her. “My pleasure, Sir.” She stood, and the motion was much more graceful than it had been a couple of months ago, and she knew he was watching and appreciating the transformation. 

Julia couldn’t hold back her smile as she rose onto her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around her Dom’s neck. “I’m glad to see you,” she whispered against his ear. “I’ve missed you.” Sometimes the week between their visits stretched interminably long. She placed her hands around his head and drew him towards her. She instigated the kiss, capturing his chin in her hand and teasing his lips with her tongue.

He groaned. As she knew he would, he took control, flattening one palm on her butt, fisting his other into her hair to imprison her. He kissed her hard, using his tongue, silently dominating her as he communicated his desire. 

More than once over the last month, he’d suggested she move in. Every time, she’d demurred. She needed her space, she insisted. If she didn’t keep her distance, the force of his determination would consume her.

“I’ve got to have you,” he said.

“Yes, Sir!” 

He swept her off her feet and into his arms. The sudden motion shocked her. She reached around his neck, holding on desperately as he strode up the stairs towards the playroom.

“Undress then lean your body over the spanking bench,” he told her, gently lowering her to the floor. “Would you like to be secured?”

“Whatever you prefer, Sir.”

He nodded. “Then you’re bound by my will.”

Her mouth dried. This was the first time he’d asked that of her. Without questioning his directives, she stripped off her bra and panties. 

“You may wear the stockings and garter belt. I like the look of the red marks against the black straps.”

“Is it permissible to hold onto the restraints, Sir?”

“It is.”

She turned her head so she could watch him. He slid open the glass door that protected his spanking implements and selected his favourite tawse, the same one he’d used on her the first night at the Den.

“This is an erotic spanking,” he told her, joining her and slapping the leather against his open palm. “You’re allowed to come. And I want you to enjoy.”

“Thank you, Sir.” He generally used spanking for discipline and he aroused her in other ways. So this was a unique experience.

“That is, unless you can’t keep yourself in position,” he amended. “In that case, this will become a punishment, and your orgasms will be denied.”

“I understand.”

He moved behind her and gently massaged her buttocks. She closed her eyes. Even though she knew pain was inevitable, she loved being touched by him. 

He rubbed more and more vigorously, until her entire body was moving from the force. He dipped his hand between her legs and teased her clit. 

“Oh, Sir, you’ve already turned me on!”

“A small reward for your excellent behaviour when I arrived.”

She smiled.

The first strike from his tawse stole her breath. It took all her concentration not to release her grip and reach back to rub her reddened rear. “This is supposed to be pleasurable?” she demanded.

“Relax into it.”

He rubbed her pussy again.

The sensation magnified. 

“Good girl.”

He used the tawse again several times, but then he fingered her cunt. She let go of the mental fight and allowed the bench to take her whole weight. 

“Perfect,” he said.

Somewhere along the way, she got lost in the moment. He blurred the line between pleasure and pain, and she could no longer tell where one ended and the other began. He fingered her vagina and inserted one finger in her anus. She shoved her hips back, meeting his hand, his tawse, and orgasm after orgasm crashed through her. 

“I want to fuck you,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Release the bonds.” 

She let go, and he effortlessly moved her, placing her on top of the bench and leaving her only long enough to grab protection. 

He returned to her, instructed her to place her knees over his shoulders, and drove in hard.

She cried out at the depth of his penetration. When he squeezed her nipples, she thrashed. 

“Wait on it,” he told her.

She didn’t breathe, she panted, but she held off until he said, “Squeeze my cock with your pussy. Come, girl.”

She felt him pulse and throb in her, and her orgasm was more prolonged than ever before. The longer they were together, the better sex was becoming.



* * * *



He held her while she dozed, then they shared the shower. He had work to do, and she’d brought over a movie to watch during the evening. 

Later, while he prepared dinner, she filled wine glasses.

“You need to fulfil a fantasy,” he told her.

“Sir?” She glanced over at him. 

He turned the grill on high and turned to face her. “I want you as the centrepiece on the dining room table.” 

She’d thought nothing could shock her. He’d told her he wouldn’t take humiliation play off the table, and this was one of the most incredible things he’d requested from her. “I’m listening,” she said slowly.

“When I bring the plates in, I want to see you on the table, your knees upraised, your legs parted. You don’t have to stay there, but it’s an image I can’t get out of my head.”

Not knowing what to say, she settled for, “You, Sir, are kinky.”

“More than you know,” he agreed.

“Do I need to, uhm, ah, display anything in particular?”

“Just your charms. This time.”

She knew he wouldn’t force her, and her attitude would make the difference. This could be humiliating. Or if she took Lana’s initial advice and concentrated on his desires, Julia would be able to endure it, knowing it gratified him. “I’ll be in the dining room, Sir.”

“Come here.” 

She walked over, her hips swaying in the high heels.

“You’re an absolutely wonderful sub,” he said. 

She was going to protest his words, but he tipped back her chin and gave her the gentlest of kisses, wordlessly expressing his appreciation. When he behaved this way, she was susceptible to all charisma.

As she left the kitchen, she was aware of his heated gaze on her still-sore rear.

If anyone had told her she would actually do something like this, she wouldn’t have believed them. But she found it shockingly exciting. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t seen her looking obscene before. In fact, the more she revealed herself, the more he seemed to like it.

In the dining room, she moved the candles to the sideboard, then lit them for the ambience. She dimmed the overhead light. After a moment’s consideration, she stripped and climbed onto the table. She lay on her back so that her pussy would be displayed when he sat at the head of the table.

He whistled low and long when he entered the room. “You look even more beautiful than I imagined. Your nipples are hard, your pussy deliciously pink.”

Despite a flush of embarrassment, she kept her legs spread as he set down the plates and returned with the wine glasses. 

“Thank you,” he said.

She shivered as he skimmed his forefinger between her pussy folds. Unbelievably, she was turned on for him.

He then traced her collar. “I’m not going to be able to eat now that all I can think about is fucking you. Dominating you. Proving you’re mine. Mine.”

A habitual protest arose, but before she could voice it, he grasped her nipples and twisted them viciously. She came instantly, grinding her bare heels into the polished wood.

“Oh, yeah,” he approved. “Perfect.”

He left her there for a couple of minutes, and she simply relaxed into the aftershocks of her orgasm.

Finally, he helped her from the table, and, as if nothing untoward had happened, pulled back her chair and invited her to sit on his left. 

Since it wasn’t all that unusual to dine while he was fully clothed and she was naked, she cut into her steak.

After dinner, he advised her to take a warm bath to soothe her tired muscles while he cleaned the kitchen.

“I’m going to use you again,” he told her. He grabbed her hair. “My little slut.”

“Spoilt little slut,” she corrected. “Since I’ll be in the bath while you’re slaving in the kitchen. And that’s how it should be.”

She dashed for the stairs, grateful she was on bare feet.

The edge of the dish towel he flicked caught one of her thighs. “I’ll teach you to sass me, girl.”

“Please do,” she called back, hurrying up the stairs. 

He bound her to the bed and used a feather to torment her before fucking her into a deep sleep. When she awoke, she was snuggled in his arms. Rather than feeling constricting, it felt nurturing. Part of her wanted to remain there forever.

It had apparently snowed all night, and many roads were impassable. So they dressed and walked down to a local coffee shop for a latte. She eyed a chocolate croissant, and he bought it for her, promising he’d help her burn off the calories after they went home.

She enjoyed every bite, as well as his promise. 

Feeling a bit like a brat—something Lana had warned her could happen—Julia reached for a handful of snow and tossed a wet, sloppy snowball at him, hitting him square in the back.

“That’s it,” he said menacingly.

He stalked towards her, picked her up, then slung her over his shoulder, knocking the breath from her. She giggled and kicked as he carried her into the building.

“Hold the elevator,” he said to one of his neighbours. “Someone’s earned a spanking for throwing snowballs.”

“Oh my God, put me down,” she pleaded, afraid it was possible to die of embarrassment.”

“Think before you act,” he warned her, swatting her upturned ass.

The neighbour laughed.

After he soundly spanked her, he fucked her long and deep, as if they had all the time in the world. It would be too easy to succumb, she realised. She loved laughing with him, teasing him, earning a sound thrashing. Determined to keep her independence, she climbed from the bed and started to dress.

He encircled her wrist and said, “Stay.”

Julia froze. If he’d phrased it as an invitation, she might have agreed. 

“Only a fool would leave,” he said.

She bristled at the implication. “I have a ton of stuff I need to do to get ready for the work week,” she said. “Laundry, bills.”

“It’s time, Julia, that you moved in.”

“Marcus, stop. We’ve had this discussion before.” It was tempting, oh so tempting, to give in. He was right about the conditions of the roads. Her car would be cold and so would her apartment. And her bed would be empty. But she was tired of his constant demands. As she’d feared with Jason, this man was subtly taking over her life. She spent every weekend with him, knelt even when they were apart. He consumed a lot of her available emotional energy. Trying to keep up the walls was a draining job. “I need to go,” she said. ”Please let me go.”

“I could tie you to the bed again.”

“Thanks for the nice weekend.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Nice?”

She heard the lace of threat in the single word. He was strong, handsome, seductive. The way he continued to stroke her skin banked her desire. “Very nice,” she amended. 

She pulled away and gathered her lingerie. She grabbed a pair of yoga pants from the closet, and when she reached for one of his T-shirts, she looked up to see him lazing against the doorjamb, wearing just a pair of jeans that were unfastened at the waist. He filled the entrance. King of his domain. He made her weak, aware of her femininity. She had to leave before she never could.

Determinedly she squared her shoulders, reached up and unfastened the collar, then put it on a shelf.

They both had to recognise the importance of her symbolic gesture.

“I’m waiting for you to admit the truth to yourself,” he said, his voice calm in contrast to the fire in his green eyes. 

“You’re presuming a lot.”

“You like to wear my collar.”

“It chafes,” she said. Lied. “I need to go home.”

“Julia—”

“Look, Marcus. Let’s not confuse this,” she told him, intentionally addressing him informally so she could keep some emotional distance and not let temper get the best of her. “I like playing with you. You’re a good Dom. I’ve found a little pain gets me off. But I’m not looking for anything more. And if you’ll admit the truth to yourself, it’s really all you want, too.”

Marcus dragged his hand through his hair. For the first time since she’d met him, he appeared to be at a loss.

“I can see myself out.”

“Damn it, Julia. You can run from me, but not from yourself.”

“It’s late,” she said. Her smile felt fake and poised to shatter. 

“I’ll walk you to your car,” he said, stepping aside.

“That’s not necessary.”

He just stood there, regarding her. “Was there any part of that statement that seemed like a question to you?”

“No,” she said, giving in. 

She left her shoes where they lay.

Wordlessly he followed her downstairs. 

She took her coat and boots from the closet and pulled them on, aware of him watching. After shoving her underwear into her purse, she fastened every button and cinched the belt as tight as it would go. He pulled on a fleece jacket and a pair of moccasins. The attire made him look impossibly more badass. A man who could be dressed so casually and still wear an air of command was a force to be reckoned with. She was grateful she was escaping while she still could.

He palmed her keys and she swallowed her protest. 

Even the parking garage was cold. Standing on ceremony was going to get her a case of frostbite. That’d show him how independent she was.

He unlocked the SUV door and helped her inside. 

As she started the car, he said, “You dropped this on the floor.” He pulled out her thong and offered it to her.

She snatched it from his hand, grateful that no one was around to see them.

“You know my number,” he said, leaning in closer, overwhelming her with his scent and the small pulse ticking in his temple. “When you need a beating and you’re willing to crawl to me and beg for it, call me. I won’t be as easy on you as I was this time. I will demand and expect you to own who you are. I want you on your knees while you’re admitting the truth to yourself as well as me. That you’re a sub—my sub. Don’t come back until you’ll wear my collar.”

She started to shake. “I’m just looking for a playmate.”

“Your lies won’t work for me. And you’re wrong about me, girl. I am willing to admit the truth. I want a sub who doesn’t rely on me for all her needs, but that doesn’t mean I want to flog her and fuck her and send her away. The right woman, one with real guts, is worth taking a risk for. Life doesn’t come with guarantees. But being a goddamn coward doesn’t help.”

The cold seeped around her, through her, even though she’d turned on the heater.

Without waiting for a reply, he closed the door and walked off.

Trembling, she backed out of the spot. When she hazarded a glance over her shoulder, he was gone.

The drive home felt interminable. What had she done? His words burned through her, a contrast to the night’s chill.

She went through her bedtime ritual on automatic since she was unable to think clearly. Even though she’d added an extra blanket to her bed, put on long, thick, fuzzy pyjamas, she slept fitfully. 

When she woke Monday morning, she her body ached. Her shoulders were sore. Her nipples tingled. Her ass hurt. Even her pussy throbbed. Everything was a reminder of the day before.

Anxiously, hoping against hope that Marcus had tried to contact her, she grabbed her phone from the nightstand. There were no missed calls, zero text messages, and only half a dozen unwanted emails. She tossed her phone in frustration and dropped her head back on the pillow.

What had she expected?

She’d repeatedly told Marcus she only wanted to be his playmate. At every turn, she’d asserted her independence. Of course he wouldn’t contact her, and she should be grateful he was respecting her wishes.

So why did she feel more alone than she ever had?

After work, she went to the gym. 

When she was back at home, she felt as if she were at a loss. She didn’t know what to do now that she could orgasm all she wanted and didn’t have to plan time to kneel on the floor. She’d never have to feel that dratted collar again. She was rid of it and all its implications.

All of a sudden she couldn’t breathe.

At times, she felt freer when she wore it. It did change her mindset. The rules were clear, the understanding was concrete. 

Absently she reached up and traced the path where the leather had lain.

It was good to be rid of it. At least, that’s what she told herself. Damn it. Damn, damn, and double damn. 

Why the hell had he had to complicate things? She’d been enjoying their time together until he’d ruined it.

She paced, bored and restless, slightly confused, angry with him and his high-handed dictates. She was better off without him. Now she could find a nice guy and get on with her happily ever after.

The week dragged, and the weekend loomed like a horrible, empty spectre. Thankfully one of the girls from work called, begging her to attend a dinner party next Sunday. There were an odd number of guests, and if she didn’t come, Sarah’s brother would be the odd one out. 

Since Julia had nothing else to do and she knew she’d go mad if she continued to stare at the blank phone screen, she accepted. She arrived early enough to help Sarah with some last-minute preparations.

Barry, Sarah’s brother, definitely fitted Julia’s definition of a nice guy. He was polite, helped clear the dinner dishes, refilled her wine glass, and kept up inane conversation about his job. She promised him she wasn’t bored by his descriptions of recharging an air- conditioning system. 

At the end of the evening, he walked her to her car.

“May I kiss you?” he asked.

“Thank you for asking.” She tilted her head back expectantly.

He leant forwards and gave her a chaste kiss on the lips. 

And she felt…nothing. No stir. No response. But she smiled. A lot of first kisses weren’t spectacular. That didn’t mean anything.

“Would you like to go out sometime?”

“Yes,” she said. “I would.” She gave him her phone number, and she felt warm when he texted her twenty minutes later to tell her he’d enjoyed meeting her.

She arrived home and felt restless. The message from Brian—Barry—had been nice, but she was still hoping she’d hear from Marcus.

Since she didn’t have to kneel, she went straight for the shower. She detached the showerhead from its holder and turned the spray to pulse. She parted her still-smooth labia, closed her eyes, and directed the warm spray towards her pussy.

Even though she held the spray there for a few minutes, she couldn’t quite get off. 

She leaned her forehead against the tile and imagined Marcus lashing her breasts. She’d been glad that he’d let her face him. As he’d beaten her, his eyes had darkened. As she’d cried out, his eyebrows had narrowed and he’d carefully watched her reactions. She’d seen his cock grow harder, but even more startling to her had been his absolute focus on her. He’d hurt her, but every flick of his wrist had been intentional, every stroke deliberately placed.

No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t orgasm. Damn him.

Giving up, she dressed in her nightclothes, went into the living room, and turned on the television.

She lunged for the phone when it beeped to let her know a message had arrived.

Barry. Again. This time he asked if she was free Tuesday night. 

She responded that she was. 

He asked where she would like to go.

She sighed and let him know she was happy with anything.

Another five messages followed, each with a different option.

She selected one, a casual, neighbourhood pizza parlour. 

By the end of the evening, he’d sent seventeen messages, and they still hadn’t settled on what time he was going to pick her up. Finally she wrote back, telling him to arrive at six. The exchange had exhausted her.

Even after that, he sent two more messages, letting her know he was looking forward to seeing her.

By the time Tuesday arrived, she wasn’t sure she still wanted to go out with him. She knew it shouldn’t have surprised her that he arrived five minutes early. She invited him in, then excused herself to finish getting ready. When she returned to the living room, he was ensconced in front of the television, remote in hand.

“Sorry I kept you waiting.”

He muted the volume. “It was worth it. You look beautiful.”

She smiled. Maybe it would be all that bad. She was being hard on the man. Being with Master Marcus had made her set her expectations too high.

At the restaurant, Barry let her choose the wine, and he went along with the type of pizza she liked. When conversation turned to a more intimate nature, she was bold. Master Marcus had urged her to be honest in her desires. So she told Brian—Barry—that she liked to be spanked.

He paled and gulped down most of his wine. 

“Like over your knee,” she said. “On my bare butt. With a paddle, or a hairbrush, or something.”

“I’m not sure I could do that. I’d never want to hurt you,” he said. 

“It turns me on,” she assured him.

“I…” He gave the server his credit card. He drove her home in silence, and he gave her another sweet kiss outside her door.

Twenty minutes later, he sent a text thanking her for her company and asking if he could see her Friday night. Since she’d skipped the last Friday After-Work Gang gathering, she said Saturday was better. 

He immediately said that was no problem. And he recommended three different movies, one of which was a chick flick. She stared at her phone. A chick flick? Really?

Since she was determined to only date nice guys, she agreed. He asked if she preferred a matinee or an evening show. And the endless rounds of negotiation started again.

As she dressed on Saturday night, she selected some of the marvellous lingerie she’d bought to scene with Marcus. Rather disappointingly, she realised that Barry would likely never see her undergarments since he hadn’t tried to do anything more than give her a peck goodnight.

As always, he was early. As always, he was wearing a plaid shirt. He had on the same brown loafers and requisite casual pants. 

She reminded herself that just because he worked as a mechanical engineer didn’t mean he was uninteresting. It meant he was smart, solid and reliable. The last week he had proven to be all three.

He didn’t complain that she wasn’t ready to go. Instead, he turned on the television.

Two dates and they were already in a rut?

She knew Master Marcus would have flogged her for her rudeness.

She invited Barry in after the date. She wasn’t accustomed to making the first move, but she would. “Kiss me?” she invited.

He took a matched pen and pencil set out of his breast pocket and placed it on the coffee table. He wrapped his arms around her. She dug a hand into his hair and pulled just a little. 

“Ouch,” he said. 

“Sorry.”

He kissed her, open-mouthed, but with no tongue. She wasn’t exactly sure how he managed that or how she was supposed to react. Tentatively she took the lead, and he pulled back instead of matching her.

“Are you, uhm, still into that spanking thing?”

“Yes,” she said. “Would you like to try?”

“I did a little research.”

She opened then closed her mouth. “I’m impressed.”

“It’s a little odd. A lot of people think it’s perverted. But some psychiatrists don’t think there’s much harm in it. So I guess, if it makes you happy, I’m willing to do it to you.” He sat on the couch. “Over my knee, you naughty girl.”

She didn’t point out that she still had on jeans. Feeling awkward more than excited, she lowered herself into position.

He blazed a dozen or so impressive smacks over her rear. She was annoyed. 

It had hurt. He’d done nothing to psychologically exploit the sensations.

“How was that? My hand freaking hurts,” he said. 

She pushed herself off his lap and sat next to him. “Thank you, Sir,” she said.

“Sir?” he asked. “Look, Julia, I will spank you if you want, but really, uh, the sir thing isn’t working for me. I keep wanting to look around for my dad, you know? Can we skip that part? Is that okay?”

Julia nodded, not quite knowing how to respond.

“Would you like to go to bed together now?”

“I… It’s a little soon in the relationship. I hope that doesn’t hurt your feelings.”

“I totally understand.” He smiled. “Whenever you’re ready, Julia, Mr Happy will be ready for you.”

Mr Happy? She’d laugh, but she knew he hadn’t meant that to be funny. He’d named his penis, and, with some men, she might find it adorable. But Mr Happy? She wanted a cock. “You’re welcome to hang out for a while.” Even as she extended the invitation, she wished for revocation rights.

“Do you have any whisky? Maybe some chips or pretzels?”

She went into the kitchen. Somehow this made her feel more subservient than anything she’d done with Marcus.

When she returned with Barry’s snacks and whisky, she discovered he’d once again turned on the television. He selected a comedy show then asked if that was all right with her. But he turned back to face the screen without waiting for her answer.

Milquetoast. She heard Master Marcus’ word as if he’d spoken it aloud.

She joined Barry on the couch. She laid her head back and couldn’t get thoughts of Master Marcus, in his black T-shirt, jeans and boots, out of her head. 

Even though a perfectly nice man was sitting next to her, she was fantasising about a man who attached a tawse to his belt loop. What was wrong with her?

When Barry finally stood and stretched, revealing his belly, she said, “Don’t forget your pen and pencil.”








Chapter Nine







“Dish,” Lana told Julia. “I want to know what the hell went wrong between you and Master Marcus.”

“There’s not much to tell,” Julia said. “We wanted different things.”

“I don’t believe you,” Lana said. “It’s not like you to vanish off the face of the planet.”

When Julia didn’t respond, Lana gasped and covered her mouth. “Oh, crap, Jules, I’m sorry. That bastard dumped you? Marcus the Malicious.”

“No.” Despite herself she smiled. “Not exactly.”

The barista called out their drink orders, and they each carried their extra-large lattes to a small table in the corner of the quirky coffee shop. Since it was still early on a Saturday morning, they had some privacy. 

“He’s…” Julia paused, made a show of sipping her latte, and debated what to say. Of everyone she knew, Lana would understand. “Complicated.”

“Oh, honey, I think you’re making it complicated. Men? They’re fairly straightforward. They know what they want and they’re considerably less shy than we are about asking for it. So, break it down for me.” She took a huge bite out of her pastry and sighed with delight. “Sweets always go with break-ups,” she said.

“He wants me to move in.”

“Oh, so he lives in a dump?”

“No.” She sighed in exasperation. “He wants to collar me.”

“And he has bad taste in jewellery? Ben could help him out.”

“Lana, can you be serious?”

“Sorry.” She picked up her cup. “This is me shutting up.”

“I enjoy going over there and playing with him, but the idea of being involved in something permanent…” She trailed off and looked at Lana’s collar. The metal winked in the subtle overhead light. Even more than her wedding ring, the collar spoke of obligations and expectations. 

“You still want a nice guy?”

“I thought I did.”

“And?”

She told Lana about the experience with Brian—Barry. 

“Barry the Boring.” 

They both laughed.

“What are you afraid of?” Lana finally asked.

“Of losing myself,” she admitted, taking another sip. “I hate the entire idea of being a submissive.”

“Really? I think you’ve got a seriously messed-up idea about submission. Submission is not synonymous with being a doormat. Do the math, Jules. On what planet does asking for what you want make you subservient?”

Intellectually she’d conceded Lana’s point. Emotionally was another story. She’d lost herself in one relationship. She didn’t want to do it again.

“Do you believe human beings are capable of learning?” Lana asked. “Or are they doomed to repeat the same mistake until they die?”

“Psychology major?”

“I took a few classes is all.” 

“Of course we can change.” 

“And when you saw what was happening with Jason the Jackass, you ended it.”

She sat back. 

“You and Master Marcus have discussed a power exchange, yes?”

“We have.”

“Do you have safety words?” 

Julia nodded, and Lana asked, “Does he honour your wishes?” 

“He’s been a Dom, a beast, but he’s never crossed a line.”

“Do you love him?”

“I…” Julia’s hand shook as she held the cup. 

Lana finished off her pastry then wiped her hands together before reaching for Julia’s untouched cinnamon roll. “So why is he paying for Jason’s mistakes?”

Julia was silent for a full ten seconds, absorbing the impact of that barb. “That hurt.”

“Yeah. You’re not the only one hurting. I’ve never seen Marcus more melancholy. Ah, that’s his nickname. Marcus the Melancholy!”

“You saw him?”

“At the Den. Great party last weekend.”

“Was he…?”

“He was alone. He wouldn’t answer any questions about you.” Lana looked at Julia. “I’m your friend, and I’ll love and support you no matter what. But I can tell you that Brian—”

“Barry.”

“Whatever. He didn’t make you happy. Neither did the Hairball. I think Master Marcus did, but only you know that. It’s all your choice, Jules. If you have fears, have him help you set something up so that you aren’t afraid. Running away isn’t going to make anything better. But if you want to settle for dishwater when you can have a really hot Dom, that’s your choice.” She squeezed Julia’s hand. “Mind if I finish your cinnamon roll? We had a really hot scene last night, and I’m ravenous.”



* * * *



Marcus was navigating unchartered territory. 

He fucking missed Julia. The days, weeks hadn’t made it better.

He’d meant it when he’d told her not to call until she was willing to wear his collar. He was tired of her running, of her not allowing their relationship to progress naturally. 

But he’d had plenty of time to regret his lack of flexibility.

No doubt he should have handled it—her—better, given her more time, tried to talk, allowed her to leave. He could have continued to push, but slower, more gently.

In his adult life, he’d never had a sub desperate to get away from him before, and he’d had no idea what in the hell to do when she’d insisted on leaving. As a Dom, he’d always been confident of his next steps. As a business owner, he never questioned his decisions. But here, as a man who’d screwed up with a woman who meant something to him, he had no clue what to do next. And he’d painted her into a corner with his ultimatum. Good move, Cavendish.

He wasn’t much for brooding, but he’d done plenty of it. At some point, he was going to have to take action. He just hoped he didn’t snap first.

When he arrived home on Saturday afternoon, he entered the foyer then froze in place, disbelief stunning him.

Julia was there, on her knees, in the proper position. She was mostly dressed appropriately, in a short skirt and tight white T-shirt that revealed she wore no bra beneath. He understood. She was making the first move, but she needed to be free to leave if he rejected her.

The sounds of her breathing, nervous little gulps, hung precariously on the electrically charged air. This wasn’t easy for either of them.

He entered the condo, trying to figure out what the hell to say so he didn’t screw up again. He closed and locked the door, then dropped his keys on top of hers. Seeing them together in the same bowl restored the natural order of things. He hung up his coat next to hers. Damn, he’d missed her stuff being in his space, and the small messes she left behind everywhere she went. “I told you not to come back until you were willing to wear my collar.” 

“I know, Sir.”

“Stand up, girl. And look at me.”

She did. Her eyes were wide, her lips slightly parted. She’d never looked more beautiful. 

“Join me in the great room. Wine?”

“Please.”

When he returned, she was perched on the edge of a cushion, her hands twisted in her lap. This was not the spitfire Julia he was accustomed to. “Why are you here?” he asked, offering her the glass.

“You’re not having one?” 

“No.” 

She accepted with a smile of gratitude, and admitted, “I miss you, Sir.”

Until now he hadn’t known his own breath was strangling him. 

“If it’s okay, I’d like to tell you why I left.”

He moved to the fireplace and rested his elbow on the mantel, giving them both some physical distance.

She met his gaze. “I was in a vanilla relationship with a very dominant man. I vowed never to allow myself to get in that situation again. Being called a sub made me remember all those feelings. It’s taken me a long time to realise that he was borderline abusive. He wasn’t a Dom.” She took a drink of the wine. “There was no power exchange.”

“I have no power other than the power you give me.”

She looked at him over the goblet’s rim.

“And everything is negotiable. Even if you agree to do something once or a dozen times, it’s still open to discussion.”

“I am sorry. I should have talked to you. I showed you a tremendous discourtesy.”

“For my part, I pushed you too hard, too fast. Ultimatums do not belong in a D/s relationship. I screwed up, Julia. I’m not perfect. I wish I were.” He scrubbed a palm over his head. “I apologise. If you need more time, you’ve got it. I appreciate your coming here today. I want you to be my sub, to make a commitment, and I can guarantee you I’ll keep asking. You can refuse, but I will bring it up again and again. I can’t let you go, Julia. Somewhere along the line, I fell in love with you. I love you, Julia.”

She blinked. “You love me?”

“I didn’t know it was possible, but yeah. I love you.”

“I’m done running, Sir. I’m not saying I won’t get scared and be tempted to flee. But I’m saying I want to wear your collar.”

He stayed where he was for a moment. “Do you know what you’re saying?”

“Yes. I’m saying I love you. That’s a solid base. I’m sure we’ll have miscues, but every relationship does. I want to be your sub. I want to make a commitment to you. I will do my best to honour our power exchange. I will be honest with myself and with you.”

“We’ll go shopping for an official collar later.”

“I was hoping you’d make me a leather one, Sir. With your company logo on it.”

His cock hardened. “Julia Lyle, you’re perfect. For now, we’ll use your old collar.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

“Remove your clothes.” He loved the sight of her beaded nipples, then her shaved cunt. “Leave the rest.” The garter belt and stockings and shoes just simply aroused him. Scraps of black lace and silk…? Fuck. He was done for. “Kneel and lift your hair out of the way.

He took her temporary collar from the closet and returned to her. “It stays until I fashion your new one.”

“Even at work on Monday?”

He realised she’d been asking for clarification and not to protest. “I’ll try to be done, but if I’m not, you’ll wear this one.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

“Ask me.”

“Please, Sir. Will you collar me?”

He fastened it in place and checked the fit. 

“Perfect,” she assured him. “Thank you, Sir.”

“I want to hear you call me Master.” Until now, he’d thought that was pretentious. But it fitted their new relationship, and it meant something to him. She’d used the term of respect in the heat of passion, but she’d never said it and meant it. 

“My pleasure, Master,” she said, sincerity laced in her tone.

He’d never felt this way, so proud and simultaneously humbled. She left him in awe. 

“You need to be spanked for running away,” he said, his voice gruff.

“And after that, then will you fuck me?” She blinked. “Please, Master?”

“How many do you deserve?”

“As many over-the-knee spanks as Sir decides is appropriate.”

“Don’t think I didn’t notice that, sub.”

“Of course, Sir.”

“Twelve of my best, Sub. Get upstairs, get the tawse, and get on your knees.”

She leapt up. Before she ran up the stairs, she paused, turned back, and walked over to him. She kissed his cheek and reached for his cock, giving it a hard squeeze. He grabbed her hand, stopping her determined up and down motion. “You have a thing or two to learn about being a good submissive.” And he’d have let her do it another minute or so if he hadn’t been afraid of ejaculating in his jeans.

“Sir is going to have all the time he wants to teach me.”

A minute later, he joined her in the playroom and sat in his chair. “Over my lap, girl.”

She extended her palms and offered him the tawse. She had already learnt a thing or two, he observed.

He warmed up her ass with a few vigorous rubs. “You haven’t been beaten in a long time,” he said. “Your skin is unblemished.”

“I presume Sir intends to change that.”

He did, indeed. He blazed the first kiss of the tawse above her knees. She cried out, but she reached for the chair leg to keep herself in place.

“One, Sir,” she said.

“Don’t count. Just accept your spanking.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

He systematically landed the blows with precise execution, one on top of the other until he reached her buttocks. Then, as she gasped and cried and screamed, he blistered her ass. He wasn’t angry. He’d never touch her in anger, but he sure as sunshine had a message to deliver.

When he was finished, he dropped the tawse and pulled her into his arms. 

She sobbed into his shoulder, wetting his T-shirt. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you.”

“You did well.”

“I need you in me, Sir.”

He carried her to the bed. He was naked in less than thirty seconds, and he returned to her wearing a condom. 

She spread her legs, and her slickness proved how ready she was for him. He entered her, sliding in, feeling as if he were being welcomed home.

When he was balls deep, she sighed, a deep, satisfied sound, one that reverberated through him.

She had one arm around him, and the other on her collar. 

He fucked her hard, dragging an orgasm out of her. “Mine,” he said.

“Yours, Master,” she screamed.

The he did her slow and deep. “Mine.”

“Yours, Master,” she said almost dreamily, coming again. 

Her shudder rocked him. Her pussy milked him.

“May I be on top?” she asked. 

He reversed their positions. He liked seeing her breasts with the tight little nipples, her expression, and his collar around her throat. She rose up. She caught his face possessively between her palms. Oh, yeah, he loved this woman. This time she fucked him, and she said, “Mine.”
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Chapter One





“Which floor?”

“Twelve, thanks,” Myka said slightly breathlessly. He’d patiently held the elevator door open while she hurried across the lobby of the downtown Denver office building. She’d been at lunch too long—the quarterly gathering with her college girlfriends had been too scandalously delicious to leave. As the waiter had brought a second glass of wine for each of them, they’d shared stories of their sex lives—the thrills and droughts—and now she was running late for a meeting with a client.

The man pushed the button for the twelfth floor and then fifteen, presumably for his. The elevator doors slid shut. 

“How’s the book?” 

Self-consciously she moved the bestselling paperback behind her. “I just borrowed it from a friend.” Borrowed it? Prised it from Kathleen’s unwilling fingers was more like it. Everywhere Myka went, it seemed people were talking about the book, and, after some of her friends’ confessions over lunch, Myka had been desperate to read it. She knew little about BDSM, yet what she knew intrigued her. But where would she find a man into that kind of kink? Her last boyfriend had freaked out and left when she’d brought out scarves and asked him to tie her up.

“Do you know anything about the book?” he asked.

She took a second look at him. He was taller than her, by at least six inches, and that said something since she was unusually tall. In heels, she wasn’t used to looking up at many people.

He appeared to be in his late thirties. His dark hair had a smattering of appealing grey at the temples. It added to his distinguished good looks.

His eyes were a startling green. She had the odd sense that he saw through her tough exterior into her innermost secrets.

She knew she was staring, but she couldn’t look away. His scent seemed to brand the air—something crisp and outdoorsy, a stamp of primal male power and intrigue. Even his clothing captured attention.

Myka made a decent living as a financial adviser, and she recognised quality. The suit that had been exquisitely tailored to fit his toned body cost at least a month of her salary.

“So, do you?”

She was lost. “Do I what?” 

“Do you know anything about the book?”

He captured her gaze. Instinct told her to look away, but she couldn’t. Unnerved, she stepped forward so she could exit quickly. “It’s hard not to,” she said. “It’s being talked about everywhere.” Realising she was in danger of babbling, something she did not do, she countered, “Have you read it?”

“I haven’t read it, no. There’s no need.”

A bell dinged, signalling that she’d reached her floor. “No need?” she asked.

“I live the lifestyle,” he said. 

The doors slid open.

He moved forward, crowding her space. She’d have to brush past him to exit. He pressed the button to keep the doors open. “Look me up if you’re curious.” 

This man, tall and broad, had an air of easy command, as if he was accustomed to issuing orders and having others obey. She had an insane urge to treat him with respect he’d yet to earn. She felt her body grow warmer.

He stepped aside, and she exited the elevator. The doors slid closed. 

“You were on the elevator with Phillip Dettmer? Hello…? Earth to Myka…”

She looked at Lori, the firm’s receptionist. Lori had been with Lawson Financial almost as long as Myka had been. “That was Phillip Dettmer?” Though it was fruitless, she looked back towards the closed elevator doors. 

“Yeah. The one. The only. The unbearably sexy.”

Myka knew the name—who in Denver didn’t? He was legendary when it came to buying businesses, whether they wanted to be bought or not. He owned stakes in the local baseball team and was rumoured to be a billionaire. From his air of confidence, she certainly believed it. Of course she knew the name, but she didn’t follow the local media enough to have recognised his picture.

Lori was making an elaborate show of fanning herself with a manila file folder. “Every time I see him, he makes me want to do things that are immoral.”

Myka had a similar sense. “Do you see him often?”

“He has a business associate in this building. If the switchboard announces he’s in the building, I try to catch a glimpse of him.”

“He asked about the book.” Myka held up the paperback. “He wanted to know if I’d read it.”

“You talked about sex with Phillip Dettmer? In the elevator? Get out!” Lori dropped the manila folder. 

“Not about sex exactly.” 

“Just about kink?”

She didn’t tell Lori that he’d invited her to look him up. It didn’t escape her notice that he hadn’t given her a business card or any other way to reach him. If she wanted to contact him, she’d have to be determined. And maybe he wasn’t serious, anyway.

“I’d get naked with him in a second. Colour me green with jealous monster,” Lori said. 

The phone rang, and Lori answered, sounding like a consummate professional, even though she gave Myka a wide smile and a big thumbs-up.

Myka continued to her office and shut the door. For a moment, she leaned her shoulders against the wood. Her heart was racing, and she couldn’t seem to banish the scent of him. 

Good God, she had this kind of reaction, and he hadn’t even touched her.

She took a deep breath then smoothed her skirt as she walked to her desk to hide the book. She had a meeting in less than five minutes. Her voicemail notification was blinking madly, and she still had investments to research before going home.

All afternoon, the meeting in the elevator teased her thoughts. She couldn’t wait to get back to the privacy of her loft.

A couple of hours later than she’d planned, she arrived home. She skipped dinner and opted for a glass of wine, instead.

At home, she went into her office, placed the book on the desk and then powered up her computer to learn what she could about Phillip Dettmer. There was page after page of information, from his business dealings, to his charitable endeavours, to his numerous romances, some of them with actresses and models, even one with an heiress. It seemed as if none of his relationships had lasted more than a few weeks. 

He looked heart-stoppingly hot in a tuxedo on the red carpet. He was fuck-me gorgeous in jeans and a brown leather bomber jacket. And, oh God, in a swimsuit with the surf behind him… Phillip Dettmer definitely worked out. The picture was grainy—probably a paparazzi shot—but she could see the dark hair that arched downward, disappearing into the waistband of his swim trunks. And he’d invited her to make contact with him!

Dare she? 

She went back to his business website and clicked on the Contact Us page. There was a picture of him in a suit—a typical headshot—a brief bio, concluding with the reassurance that he really did want to hear from people. Boldly she took the next step and clicked on his picture. 

The next page didn’t provide his email address, rather it had a number of blanks for her to fill in. She hovered the pointer over the first field before exhaling and moving her hand away from the mouse.

What was she doing even contemplating a hook-up with a billionaire? He was out of her league, and she knew next to nothing about the kinky lifestyle he professed to live.

With a sigh, she closed her web browser and turned off the computer. She picked up the paperback before heading to the master bathroom to turn on the bathwater. Tonight a shower wouldn’t do. She needed a long, leisurely soak with bubbles, wine, a book, and a fantasy.

An hour later, she’d read a hundred scorching pages that had left her feeling restless. She’d finished the glass of wine, and she’d reheated the bathwater twice.

Myka slammed the book closed, dropped it on the floor, leant back against the bath pillow, and closed her eyes. Part of her wished she’d never read a page. She was more aroused and dissatisfied than she ever remembered being. Suddenly she knew what she’d been missing, what she’d been craving.

Every one of her sexual experiences had been ho-hum and boring. She’d had plenty of missionary sex. One guy had preferred she be on top. She’d broken up with her last boyfriend six months ago, and clearly the drought was getting to her. How else could she explain the fact she suddenly wanted Phillip Dettmer to tie her hands behind her back and bend her over the bed? He’d use a silk scarf, or maybe handcuffs… He’d tell her, in detail, what he was going to do to her before slapping her ass hard.

She opened her eyes. It was almost as if she could feel the pressure of his open-handed strike on her buttocks.

What the hell was going on? Myka had always been practical and realistic, never given to flights of fancy. She’d studied hard, graduated with honours, and secured a great job. But now…

She climbed from the bathtub and wrapped herself in a fluffy towel. Maybe it was because she’d read the book, or from the risqué lunch conversation, but she was more turned on than she remembered being. She grabbed a vibrator from the nightstand drawer and lay down on the bed.

After turning on the switch, Myka parted her thighs and placed the egg-shaped vibrator against her pussy. She finally admitted the truth to herself. She was aroused, not from the book or from lunch with her friends. It was the chance meeting with Mr Dettmer that had her on edge.

The scent of him, combined with his aura of authority and bold words, had turned her on. The humming, pulsing sensation pushed her to the edge. She continued to move the egg against her swollen clit, but the orgasm loomed, just out of reach. 

Reaching for a climax, she dug her heels into the mattress and turned the vibrator to its highest setting. She surrendered to her imagination and pictured things that Phillip Dettmer might do to her. She pinched her right nipple as hard as she could. The pain was exquisite. Would he do the same? Or would he use clamps on her? In her fantasy, he squeezed her breasts hard, then yanked on her nipples, showing no mercy.

She doubted he’d be afraid to use scarves to tie her up. In fact, in her imagination he used bondage gear to tie her to the bed and rip orgasm after orgasm from her poor body. He’d be relentless in his demands. Even when she begged for mercy, he’d refuse to grant her any.

He was completely in charge of the situation. His only requirement was surrender.

In her fevered imagination, she submitted to him. She had no idea what that really meant, but she wanted to find out. She wanted to kneel for him, to follow his orders, to get rid of her inhibitions with a man who wasn’t afraid of her sexuality. For her, that was what it was really about. Even when she was in a committed relationship, she masturbated while her boyfriends were at work. No matter how much sex she got, it wasn’t enough. And when she articulated that, the men had seemed offended, as if she’d questioned their manhood.

Her pussy got wetter and wetter as she imagined Phillip Dettmer’s hands on her body. His touch wouldn’t be gentle, but it would be what she needed.

The lunch with her friends had been liberating. Kathleen had got what she wanted in her new relationship. Meghan had got her boyfriend to spank her. So it was possible… 

Myka tightened her grip on her nipple and imagined Mr Dettmer slapping her pussy hard.

The idea and the slight pain was enough to make her cry out. Then she pictured him, naked, his cock erect, digging his hand into her hair before forcing that big dick inside her needy pussy. The image of him fucking her relentlessly pushed her to the edge.

Wave after wave assailed her. She’d never had an orgasm this sustained. Shock waves of sensation flooded her pussy. This was what she’d always wanted, dreamed of.

Soon the intensity from the vibrator became too much, and she dropped it, leaving it humming on the mattress while she drank in gulps of air.

It took a full minute for her to breathe normally again. Finally, she sat up and switched off the small egg. Her legs were wobbly as she donned a nightshirt. 

The climax had been good, and yet the odd restlessness persisted. Usually she slept well after an orgasm, but not tonight. Scenes from the book teased her, only she was the heroine of the story and Phillip Dettmer tied her, spanked her, tormented and clamped her. He administered the pain she craved, until she screamed her pleasure and begged for the relief that he repeatedly denied her.

Even though she slept fitfully at best, she was awake twenty minutes before her alarm clock rang. Her heart beat quickly, and her blood hummed as if she’d already had a pot of coffee.

Sometime during the night, she’d reached a decision to get in contact with Mr Dettmer.

She wanted the experience he offered, at least once. He might be disappointed in her, but she’d have the memory to last a lifetime.

Before she could change her mind, she powered up the computer. While it was booting, she went into the kitchen and made a cup of coffee from her single-cup brewer. She took a long, fortifying sip before opening her browser, selecting the last site from her history, and clicking on his picture.

She filled in her contact information. In the blank space for her message, she wrote, “Met you in the elevator yesterday. I’m curious.”

Her hand shook as she hit Send.

Myka spent the next hour alternately wishing she’d never sent the email and obsessively checking for a response.

She was on the way out of the door, a to-go cup of coffee in hand, when her cell phone signalled an incoming email. She juggled the cup, her purse, and her tote onto the hallway table. There was no way she could tolerate the suspense of not knowing if the message was from him.

Her heart momentarily stopped then raced on madly.

The subject line read, “Call me.” There was no message, just a phone number. She collapsed against the wall and stared at the screen. She only had to touch the number to dial him.

Dare she?

Finally she took a deep breath and touched the number. The phone gave her the option to confirm her choice.

This time she didn’t hesitate. She’d made up her mind.

“Dettmer,” he said.

Oh, God. She’d forgotten how rich his voice was, how compelling. With a single word, he made her damp. “Hello…” She paused, uncertain how to address him. Sir? Phillip? Mr Dettmer? 

He waited. Even through the phone lines, she sensed his patience. “It’s Myka Monroe. We met yesterday in the elevator.”

“How was the book?” he asked.

“You don’t waste time on small talk, do you?”

“Do you want me to?”

“It might make it a bit easier.” 

“Is that what you really want, Myka? For me to make things easier for you? Or do you want to confess to me that you played with yourself last night while you thought of me?”

She gasped. 

Before she could formulate an answer, he spoke again. “How many times did you come, Myka?”

The dialogue in the novel had been one of the things that had turned her on most, but now that Phillip Dettmer, the Phillip Dettmer, was being so blunt, she found herself flustered. “Just once,” she said.

“Did you use a toy, or just your hand?”

“Uhm… A toy.” The word sir was on the tip of her tongue, and she almost, almost, used it. She’d never had that kind of inclination with any man before, but then she’d never met a man this powerful, this self-assured, this unyielding.

“Tell me more. Where were you? What were you thinking of?”

Thank God she hadn’t returned his call from the office. “Last night I took a bath.” She paused, but he didn’t fill the silence. She sensed he’d wait her out, no matter how long it took. Nervously she continued, “I had a glass of wine and I read for about an hour in the tub. You know, the book I had in the elevator.”

Again he said nothing.

“Then I went to bed with my vibrator.”

“Continue.”

With her free hand she pushed hair back from her face. “I was thinking about scenes I’d just read, but my imagination took over.” Admitting all this was embarrassing. Part of her wondered what she was doing. Myka reminded herself that she’d sought him out. “I was tied up.” Before courage could completely desert her, “I imagined a sharp slap between my legs.”

“On your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.” 

“I imagined being slapped hard on my pussy.”

“And then you came?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Has anyone ever done that to you?”

“No. Never.”

“And would you like to have your pussy spanked hard, Myka?”

Oh. God. She could barely breathe. There was something about the tone of his voice—seductive and firm—that undid her, seeming to send a bolt of electricity through her.

“Answer the question, Myka.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Speak a little louder, please.”

This man would never let her hide. Was she brave enough to face him? “Yes,” she repeated, a little more loudly. “Yes, I’d like to have my pussy spanked.”

“Good girl.”

His approval made her heart race.

“What kind of real experience do you have with BDSM?” he asked.

“Uhm… None.”

“But you want your pussy spanked. And you want me to be the one to do it.” He waited a moment, and then added, “Ask me, Myka.”

Her knees felt weak and terror vanquished her voice. 

With that seemingly infinite patience, he waited.

Finally she cleared her throat. Hoping she was using the correct words, she asked, “Will you please spank my pussy?”

“I’d be honoured to spank your pussy, as hard as you want. When?”

She almost repeated the question before realising how inane that would sound. “Whenever you’re available.”

“We have a few options. You can come to my home. We can go to a club. Or I can come to you. Or you can continue to wonder what it might be like to have your needs met.”

She hadn’t considered the practicalities. If she went to him, she had the option of leaving if things spiralled out of control. At her place, she would feel more secure. She wasn’t sure about the idea of playing in public, but that was probably the safest option, at least until she knew him better. “I think a club would be best.” 

“Would you like me to send a car?”

She paused for a moment. There were constant reminders of who she was dealing with. She was pretty sure he didn’t mean he’d send a taxi. “Yes, thank you.” Not needing to figure out where to park was the decision-maker for her.

“Monday night?”

Suddenly it all seemed too real. “Yes.”

“Wear a short skirt and heels. The shirt should be a button-down. I’ll leave the choice of undergarments up to you. They won’t stay on long, anyway.”

Her hand was shaking as he ended the call. She pressed the phone nervously against her chest. What had she just agreed to?







Get your copy now











About the Author





Born in northern England and raised in the Wild West, Sierra Cartwright pens book that are as untamed as the Rockies she calls home.





She’s an award-winning, multi-published writer who wrote her first book at age nine and hasn’t stopped since.





Sierra invites you to share the complex journey of love and desire, of surrender and commitment. Her own journey has taught her that trusting takes guts and courage, and her work is a celebration for everyone who is willing to take that risk.





Email: sierracartwright@hotmail.com





Sierra loves to hear from readers. You can find her contact information, website and author biography at http://www.total-e-bound.com.










Also by Sierra Cartwright



Signed, Sealed and Delivered

Bound and Determined

Her Two Doms

Clandestine Classics: Jane Eyre

Naughty Nibbles: Fed Up

Naughty Nibbles: This Time

Bound Brits: S&M 101

Night of the Senses: Voyeur

Subspace: Three-Way Tie

Bound to the Billionaire: Bared to Him

Halloween Heart Throbs: Walk on the Wild Side

Homecoming: Unbound Surrender















Total-E-Bound Publishing

[image: Description: TEB_bods_with_words_CROPPED]

www.total-e-bound.com



Take a look at our exciting range of literagasmic™ 

erotic romance titles and discover pure quality 

at Total-E-Bound.






  
cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00003.jpg
lfh‘ {’BW(





