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Chapter One

 

“But I told Andrew you would, darling. He’s counting on you.”

Katie Fairfax took a deep breath. “Mother, did it ever occur to you to ask? What if I happened to be going away that weekend?” 

She pictured her mother’s raised eyebrows. “You’re not, are you, dear?”

Katie sighed. ‘Yes, I am,’ entailed lying to her mother, ‘No, of course not, ’ meant she got stuck cat sitting. What a choice! Pity she couldn’t plead allergies. “Tell Andrew, I’ll keep his cat.”

“I think it will have to be in his house, dear. Moving Elise will upset her, she’s expecting”

Sheesh, her sister, her cousin, and now the cat. At least Mother hadn't started on, ‘Isn’t it time you found a nice young man Katie’.

“Okay, Mom. Tell Andrew I’m game. But he darn well owes me!”

“I knew you would dear, now don’t forget Sally and Tim’s shower. You do have a gift don’t you?”

Yet another cousin getting hitched-not that she’d have Sally’s Tim if he came gift-wrapped, “Not yet, Mom, but I will. See you there then. Bye, I love you.”

Katie hung up the phone with a sigh. One of these days she’d toughen up and learn how to tell her mother ‘no’. Meanwhile, she was committed to spend a weekend in her favorite cousin, Andrew’s, almost obscenely luxurious house, and possibly midwifing a cat. That was in two weeks. More pressing was getting a shower gift for Sally and her intended. A quick trip to the mall one afternoon after work would take care of that. As for the cat, she’d manage. If Andrew had asked, she’d have agreed like a shot, but when her mother asked, she felt honor-bound to push a bit. Mind you, Andrew never nagged her about still being single, and didn’t ask prying questions about her social life.

He did however, call her the next day. “So your mom and mine put the screws on you. I didn’t mean them to shanghai you.”

“What did you intend?” Just curious of course...

“I asked my mother if she knew anyone who’d house and cat sit while I was away. I’m driving down to Atlanta to pick up Sophie.” Sophie was Andrew’s sophisticated, but quite agreeable, intended. 

“No prob, Andrew, but you owe me!”

“Forever!” he agreed. “What can I get you?

“A gorgeous, exciting, bedworthy man to make all my wildest dreams come true.” Good luck Andrew! She’d not managed it herself in twenty-seven years.

“That’s a tall order!”

She chuckled. If her mother knew what she’d asked, she’d pitch a hissy fit. “Too hard?”

“No way! Give me time!”



“Never mind, Andrew, if you can’t, I’ll settle for pizza.”

“I think I can find the man for you.” He gave a teasing laugh. “Tell you what, you come help me shop for a gift for Sally and Tim, and I'll take you to the new brick oven pizza place at Five Points.”

“Sounds great. Shall we stop by the mall?”

“How about the Rose and Leather Boutique?”

The new, kinky sex shop out in Rosewood that certain city counselors had been trying to close. “I thought I’d get them scented candles or perfumed massage oil.”

“They have oil, and scented candles, and other stuff. It’ll help broaden your horizons. Pick you up at seven, tomorrow.”

Mom and Andrew seemed to be taking over her life. She'd suspect them of being in cahoots-but the kinky boutique was not, she was certain, her mother’s idea. Still it might be fun. She had been curious about it, with Andrew she’d not get hit on by perverts looking for entertainment, and it would up her street cred with the twenty-year-olds at work.

Andrew was there on the dot, complete with his sporty Mercedes and a smile. Pity he was her cousin, and taken already. On the other hand, did she really want to hook up with someone she’d played kidnap and 'tie up the princess' to his dragon, when they were kids?

“I might have another client for you,” he said as his car purred away from the curb. “I gave your name to a man at work for his sister.”

“Great! What does she want?”

“Not too sure. She’s a writer. Just sold a book, and decided she needs a web site. I’ve got her card in the glove box.”

Not a name that rang any bells, but if she’d just sold a first book, it wouldn’t. “Thanks,”

“Have to help keep my little coz solvent.”

“I’m two days older than you!” They’d had this argument a dozen times. It was about the only edge she’d ever had.

He glanced away from the road and grinned. “Maybe, but I’ve got a bigger one than yours!”

She spluttered. What next? “I’ve managed very nicely without one for twenty-seven years.”

“That’s not what you told me on the phone last night.”

She’d live to regret that little confidence. “Maybe, but can you provide one?” She was sorely tempted to slug him one and wipe the smirk off his face. But he was driving, and a major collision would delay getting pizza. 

 

Marvelous pizza it was too: pesto and assagio with shrimp, piping hot from the brick oven. The tiny restaurant was cozy from the warmth of cooking. The air redolent of garlic, and cheese. 

“Thanks for the referral about the website,” Katie said as she chewed on a particularly toothsome mouthful of shrimp. “Every one helps.”

“How are things going?

“Not bad really. I may even end up making a profit this year.”

“Wonderful!”

“Not a massive profit you understand-about a hundred, if I’m lucky, but it’s way better than a loss, and I can tell my mother that Fairfax Web Design has had a profitable year.”

“She’s still giving you a hard time over it?”

“Pretty much. I think I’m a major disappointment to her. Susie is a tax accountant, properly married, and producing grandchildren, while I’m single, eking out an existence with a retail job, and playing with computers in spare time that would be better spent finding a husband.”

“Quit acting like a sad sack! You’ll be the successful one. Your web sites are marvelous. Each one is different, not cookie cutter sites from templates.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, but I can’t convince Mother.”

“My mother adds her fuel to the fire. I’d better warn you, they have both decided you need a ‘nice young man’. They’ve seconded me to find one.”

She’d been joking, sort of. Her mother and Aunt Mary weren’t. “Darn them!” She reached for a second slice. Pizza momentarily satisfied a lot of needs. 

“How’s your love life?”

From him it didn’t sound like a cliche. “According to my mother, unsatisfactory. I’m too particular. I need a man made to measure. After all Sally is getting married and she’s two years younger than me! I should be getting worried.” It was enough to make a saint cuss.

“Are you too particular?” He grinned. “Don’t throw that slice at me! The cheese will fall off. Just wondered. After all you’ve had plenty of dates over the years.”

Katie shrugged. She’d never admit this to Mom, but after all, Andrew was the closest thing to a brother. They’d shared confidences and secrets since they were kids. “I’ve met some nice ones, yes. A couple Mom thought perfect.”

“But you didn’t?”

She shook her head. “No one who lit my fire.”

He looked at her a long minute. “What was wrong with them?”

“Nothing really! They were nice men, but...”

“The sex just wasn’t right?”

“Yeah.” She chuckled. “You can just hear me telling Mom that, can’t you?”

“I’ll find you someone. I think I know the perfect man for you.”

“I’m pretty picky, you know.”


“But I know you, Katie. Remember when we were kids and I’d kidnap you and carry you off to the dungeon?”

“Yeah! And remember when you tried to kidnap Sally and she ran screaming to Aunt Jenna?”

“God, yes! I had to apologize for scaring her. She was a whiny brat.” And hadn’t changed much, only now it was her fiancé she griped about. “You never complained.”

“Just planned on punching you when I’d had enough!”

“I don’t remember you ever punching me.”

“Neither do I.”

He went very thoughtful, looking at her in a way that sent an odd shiver down her back. It wasn’t sexual. Couldn’t be. Heck, she and Andrew had had diapers changed together. Attraction wasn’t anywhere in the deal.“

They finished the pizza in companionable silence, sharing the last slice. Andrew eyed the empty platter. “That was worth the trip down here, now shopping, right? It’s why we came, wasn’t it?”

“I’ve got my Visa card ready.”

 

He hadn’t been joking about the Rose and Leather Boutique. The black leather bikini and fishnet stockings on the model in the window, set the mood. The whip in her plastic hand left little doubt that this was not your everyday gift shop.

But despite her misgivings, Katie was fascinated, and couldn’t help noticing Andrew seemed right at home as he went over to the cash register and bought a gift certificate. That would be an easy way out, but she caught sight of a row of costumes. All grown-up sizes, for Halloween, she supposed. She was looking at a pirate outfit complete with black breeches, spotted kerchief and a white shirt with flowing sleeves, when a young woman clerk came over.

“Looking for a costume?”

“Just looking, thanks.” 

Andrew came up behind her. “Found something you like?”

“I don’t dress up for Halloween.” She spent her energies and money handing out candy to the children in the neighborhood.

“They’re not for Halloween.”

Katie looked from Andrew to the young woman. “Fancy dress?”

She shook her head. “Acting out fantasies.” She pulled out a couple of hangers. “The French maid and the nurse are popular.”

The idea was preposterous, and utterly fascinating. The nurse and maid did nothing for Katie, but the empire line Jane Austen style dress the clerk now held was lovely. Apart from the slits up to the high waist. 


“Like it?” Andrew asked, as the clerk wandered off to talk to another customer. 

“I do rather, but it’s revealing.”

“That’s the whole point.”

“You could get arrested walking down the street in that.”

“Sweet coz, it’s not meant to be worn walking down the street. It’s for acting out your fantasies in the privacy of your boudoir.”

For when the pirate came and carried you off... It took her back to their old games of make believe as kids. “You’ve got a pirate one?” 

“Not the pirate.” He chuckled. “I go for the black leather look myself.” He looked up at a model suspended against the wall. “Like that.”

‘That’, was skin-tight, black leather pants with a vest that showed pretty much all of the model’s wide chest. “I can’t see you wearing that for Sunday lunch with your parents.” 


That sent him off in a great peal of laughter. “I’ll let you into a secret, only Sophie has seen me in it.” 

Perfectly understandable. Or was it? What was she doing here? Fascinated to tell the truth. The price tag on the Jane Austen dress was reasonable enough, but when would she every wear it?

“You like it don’t you?” Andrew asked.

“Yes, but I came to get a shower gift, not fancy dress.” But she spared a final glance for the Pirate. It even had a leather eye patch dangling from the hanger. Enough! She turned and all but knocked over a table of whips and riding crops. She stepped back, but not before noticing one made of royal blue suede. Fascinated, she reached for the smooth handle, and ran her fingers through the soft tresses, until she noticed the price tag, and put it down very carefully. Way above her price level.

“Like it?” Andrew asked. “It’s a nice piece of workmanship: French. They make very nice quality things over there.”

“They make the best crystallized fruit too.”

He raised an eyebrow at that. “Marrons Glacés to you too, Katie me girl. Never thought I’d find you with a flogger in your hands.”

This was getting too much. “Let up, Andrew. I need to find a gift for Sally.”

“I’ve paid for mine. You’re the one playing with the merchandise.” 

Undeniable, but... “You brought me here. 

“Yes, I did!”

“Why?”

“Just curious, Katie, and I do so love yanking your chain.” He rattled a set of manacles and chains hanging from a display case.


There was no point denying her fascination. Andrew read her too well, but the shop was more crowded than a few minutes earlier. What if one of her clients walked in, or someone she knew? Time to beat a fast retreat. She grabbed the nearest article that wasn’t leather or metal: a pair of red velvet, fur-lined handcuffs, and made for the check out. 

If the pimply youth at the cash register dared any smart ass comments... He barely glanced at them, just scanned the tag and took her plastic. Why not? If customers regularly bought chains, whips, and the odd-looking leather swing hanging in the window, a pair of handcuffs were pretty banal.

“Do you gift wrap?” She wasn’t sure what made her ask that, but...

“Sure,” he indicated a roll of paper behind him. It was shiny black with tiny gold and silver handcuffs. 

“Never mind.” She’d drop by the card shop later and pick up something with flowers or wedding bells. Much safer.

She was ready to beat a fast exit. Where was Andrew? Over by the books and videos, talking to a tall, dark-haired man. A sumptuous-looking dark-haired man. Okay, a kinky dark haired man, given he spent his evenings here, but on the other hand, maybe his cousin had dragged him here too.

At that moment, Andrew looked her way. “Ready?”

“Yes!”

He-and the scrumptious other-walked over.

“Katie, this is Jud Carlton. Jud, Katie Fairfax.”

“Hi, Jud” He had a lovely firm handshake, and his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled.

“My pleasure.” His voice was warm and confident. Yikes! What a sexy smile, did the man have any idea what he did to any woman over puberty? “You’re with Andrew?”

“He’s my cousin. We’re shopping.” Sheesh! That sounded twerpy and now Jud was eyeing the black shopping bag in her hand.

“I dropped in to look around, too. You never know what you’ll find here. Or,” he paused, “who you’ll meet.”

“We’re done, Jud,” Andrew said. “On our way for coffee. Want to join us?”

It was the first she’d heard about coffee, but caffeine wouldn’t go amiss. She had a web site to work on when she got home.

She ended up in a booth next to Jud, while Andrew went off to pick up three lattes, and to make sure hers was hi-test.

“Planning on staying up all night?” Jud asked.

“With a bit of luck.” He nodded expectantly and she went on. “I have a web design business on the side.”

“So you stay up all night working?”

“Not every night. Just when I have someone paying extra for a rush job. I wasn’t about to say ‘no’.”

“Do you ever say ‘no’?”

How was she supposed to take that? His dark eyes didn’t look as if he were hitting on her, but hell if she knew. “When it’s in my self-interest, yes. What about you?” 

“Me? I believe in self-indulgence and discipline.”

“Aren’t they contradictory?”

Jud shook his head, and a lock of dark hair fell over his high forehead. “Not in the least. Doesn’t one need both in any venture? How would your business on the side be without discipline on your part?”

“It wouldn’t be, and yes, my mother considers it self-indulgent.”


“Proves my point!” She wasn’t sure it did, but… “So, Katie, what do you do when you’re not building web sites, or shopping for kinky toys?”

“I wasn’t shopping for...” Hell, she had been. “For a ‘day job’ I work retail. It pays the rent, and gives me health insurance.”

“Retail? Hmmm... Not at the Rose and Leather?”

“No way! I’d never even been there before.”

“Big bad cousin leading you astray?” His eyes twinkled. “Tell me what did you buy?”

“Handcuffs.”

“Ever had them used on yourself?”

“Good grief, no!” That sounded ridiculously prim. “They’re for my cousin, as a gag gift for her shower.”

“If it’s a ‘gag’ gift why not get her a gag?”

“They sell gags? What for?” Dumb question.

“Same reason as handcuffs, chains or ropes: to restrain a lover.” Had to be something about his voice, but her throat went tight and she felt the bag beside her crackle as her fingers gripped the top. ”You think your cousin would like that?”

Highly unlikely! “It’s just for fun. She'll never really use them.” It was actually hard to even imagine prim Sally making out, but...

“Why not? People do, you know. It adds to the excitement and pleasure.”

“Being made helpless?” This was approaching incredible, and fascinating.

Jud nodded. Three seconds later, Andrew arrived with a tray and three mugs. She almost hugged him. Jud was making her nervous, but on the other hand if they now started talking basketball, or football... 

They talked about cats, or specifically, Andrew’s pregnant one.

“Katie’s holding the fort for me while I’m away. She can be godmother to the kittens if she likes.”

She didn’t really like. “I’m going to will that cat to wait until you get back.” 

“Don’t sweat it,” Jud said. “If you need help delivering, just give me a call. My mother bred dogs, cats can’t be that different.”

“I might just call you to come over so you can worry for me.”

He’d obviously been waiting for that. He produced a printed business card, and wrote a number on the back. “Here’s my cell phone.”

“You make house calls?”

“Any time.”

This was getting out of hand! Trouble was, she wanted this Jud she barely knew to make a house call... and stay the night. She was nuts! She knew nothing about him, other than he was one of Andrew’s friends-or maybe just an acquaintance. “I’ll remember that, Jud.” She slipped the card in her jacket pocket, finished her latte, and reminded Andrew she had to get home.

 They didn’t talk much on the way back. She sensed he was waiting for her to say something-about Jud perhaps. She didn’t. Not having any idea what to say, and wasn’t sure she wanted to talk about him. He rather unnerved her.

“See you at the shower,” Andrew said as he dropped her at her front door and drove away.

 
 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

Aunt Sarah’s house was packed when Katie arrived. 




“Katie! I’m so happy you’re here. Come in and get some wine.” Sally was glowing with joy, as she hustled Katie into the kitchen where, Tim, her intended, was dispensing jug wine, and talking to Mary, her cousin Jason’s very-pregnant wife. Yes, the family was increasing.

Katie took the offered wine, and Mary grabbed a can of pop before they both elbowed their way towards the living room. As Katie noticed and waved at her also pregnant sister, Susie across the room, Uncle Jimmy, Sally’s father, called from the doorway. “Okay! Everyone in the living room and get a seat. Time to open the goodies! Part the crowd please and let Sally and Tim through!”

Balancing her wine, Katie moved sideways. Mary followed turning her belly as best she could. 

“Excuse, me,” a voice said behind them. Katie turned and stared. Jud smiled. “I thought it was you, Katie.” He smiled at Mary. “I think in your condition, you deserve a chair. With a courtly bow, he stood and offered her his.

Mary was no fool, eight months gone and swollen ankles. She sank into the wing chair with a grateful smile. “Thanks.”

“My pleasure,” Jud said, and closed his hand over Katie’s and eased them both away.

Smooth mover was an understatement. They were squashed in a corner, and as more people moved into the room, she found herself penned in behind the sofa.

“Didn’t expect to see you here. You know Sally and Tim?”

“No. Sophie’s out of town, so Andrew brought me instead.”

She couldn’t help laughing. “Think anyone noticed the difference?” 

He nodded with mock seriousness. “I suspect so, but three bottles of good Merlot helped ease the way.”

“Is this sort of affair your idea of an evening out?” She was here half on sufferance. She’d have heard about it from her mother until Christmas if she hadn’t put in an appearance. 

“I understood you’d be here.”

He was direct. “I might not be staying.”

“You see a way out?”

Short of climbing over the back of the sofa and stepping on the four people occupying it-no. “This wasn’t accidental, was it?”

“Not much that I do is accidental.”

Sheesh, what had she ended up with? Besides a voice like warm Kahlua, and looks to stop traffic or change the weather. “Planned it all out did you?”

“Yes.” She was tempted to shove him for his arrogance, but elbow space was at a premium right now. “After I got home Thursday, I called Andrew right away, and he said you’d be here. I came. Waiting for you to call was too iffy. I was afraid you’d chicken out.“

She almost spluttered red wine all over Aunt Mildred’s new hairdo. Jud offered her a handkerchief. It was perfectly ironed, hemstitched linen, darn good thing she didn’t really need it. 

“Thanks.” As she handed it back, their fingers brushed, his dark eyes watching her intently. His gaze bothered her, or more precisely, excited her. She turned away, making a point of looking intently at the stack of wrapped and ribboned gifts. “They should start opening them soon.”

“Can’t wait to see them open your present,” Jud said, “and to watch your reaction.”

“My reaction?” It was what the entire family would say when Susie opened it that was bothering Katie. And heaven help her! Her mother was now standing by Susan, and at a nudge from Susan, Mother looked across the room. She waved, her eyes all but popping out on stalks when she noticed Jud. Katie groaned inwardly, she was headed for the maternal inquisition now. “Hi, Mom, Susie!”

They both waved back, eyeing Jud as if he were the first man they’d seen in twenty years. And he, drat the man, nodded politely and smiled! Susie simpered in reply. Darn it, her sister was married with two and seven-ninths children, she had no right ogling her man. Hey, wait! Jud wasn’t hers. He was just the man imprisoning her in the corner behind a rather nice, chintz-covered sofa.

“Your mother?” Jud whispered, his breath warm in her ear.

She nodded. “And my sister.”

“Am I the only person present who isn’t a blood relative or in-law?” 

“Yes.”

“That gives me an edge, I hope.”

“I don’t think it gives you anything!”


Since Robbie, Sally’s brother called for quiet just then, Jud was saved the trouble of replying. Everyone settled expectantly to watch Sally open her gifts.

But first they had to divide into three teams and blow up condoms until they burst. Since everyone else was suitably impressed at Jud’s condom bursting ability, she pretty much had to be. Fair enough, he did burst their team to victory.

“That was interesting,” Jud whispered “Do that often at family gatherings do you? Some sort of fertility rite?”

She not only stopped herself from laughing, she even managed to look him in the eye and reply, “Yes. It’s a family custom.”

“Hmmm.” He raised his dark eyebrows and the corner of his mouth twitched. “I can think of much better uses for them.”

“If they pop that readily I’m not sure I’d ever trust one around you!”

“I’ll get super strength ones.”

And Mom was smiling benignly in their direction. If she had half a notion what he’d just said, she’d have a conniption. “Think you’ll need them?”

“Of course. I wouldn’t want to get you pregnant, until you’re certain you want to have my baby.”

She asked for that one! But, she had to admit, she’d never had so much entertainment at a family gathering in her life. And she’d be up there with the angels, if she didn’t get a charge out of all the admiring and curious glances cast their way. She was spared from answering by the start of the grand gift opening.

“I like the black lace one,” Jud whispered as Sally opened yet another tap pants and camisole set.

Keeping her eyes fixed on Sally and Tim surrounded by wrapping paper and gifts, Katie shook her head. “I prefer the red satin one.”
“It’ll look good on you, but even more, I’ll enjoy taking it off.”

Sheesh, try to be ornery and the man took it as come on. “Dream on!”

“Oh, I do, Katie. Don’t you? Imagining you has kept me awake the past couple of nights.”

“That explains it, you’re sleep-deprived.”

“It’s not sleeping I plan.”

Across the room, she caught her mother’s encouraging smile. Mom wouldn’t be quite so complacent if she knew what Jud was saying-or would she? After their last, ‘Katie, do you think your attitude might be putting men off? You should try harder!’ She wondered, Right now, it was Jud who was trying-in every sense of the word! 

“After this, I’m going home to sleep-alone!”

“Good. That means I don’t have competition!”

He got a punch in the ribs for that. 

His hand caught hers. Very gently, he opened her hand, and stroked one finger across her palm. Quite against her will, her body broke out in goose bumps. He dropped her hand before she had a chance to pull it away.

“You’re pushing your luck, Charlie!”

“It’s Jud, and I’m looking forward to pushing more than that.”


“You flatter yourself that you even have a chance.”


“I know I do, Katie, and so do you. If you were really annoyed you’d have moved away. You’re enjoying wondering what outrageous thing I’ll say next.”

She was sorely tempted to deny that soundly. But lying was a sin, so she settled for a glare, suspecting it wouldn’t have the slightest effect, and darn it, he was right! She was enjoying his company. This was one family get together she’d remember for the rest of her natural born days.

“Alright, Katie?” Jud asked after they watched in silence while Sally opened a gift basket of massage cream and scented candles, and Tim opened an electric can opener. Obviously Aunt Anita and Uncle Joe hadn’t approved of the idea of a ‘honeymoon’ shower.

Katie looked at Jud. His dark eyes were serious, not a glint of amusement or tease. He looked worried, unless he was very good at acting. “Why wouldn’t it be alright?”

He smiled. “Shh, they’re opening your present now.”

Damn it! They were. What had seemed fun in the shop wasn’t quite the same with her mother and aunts and uncles looking on. But Sally seemed happy enough. “Just what I need when Tim gets out of line!” she announced to a chorus of ribald laughter. “Thanks, Katie,” Tim added. “Let me know if you need to borrow them!”

More laughter all around, then thankfully they moved on to Helen and Jimmy’s gift of The Joy of Sex.

“You know,” Jud whispered, as everyone gave their attention to a long package wrapped in silver paper, “when you look at those cuffs, your breath catches, and your heart beats faster.”

A denial rose to her lips, but the words never came out. “You imagine it!”

He shook his head. “I noticed that evening in the coffee bar, and in the Rose and Leather. The thought of handcuffs and manacles excites you.”

Talking about it was a bad idea. “Jud...” she began

“I do understand, you know. They excite me too. Kidnap, hostage, princess in the tower, fair maiden in the dungeon are fun games to play.”

“Children play games! You grow out of it.”

“Some of us never do.”

Jud took her hand again. Lightly. It would take no effort to pull her fingers from his. She didn’t. 

“I won’t disappoint you,” he promised. For some inexplicable reason, she was wet between her legs.

 

Katie expected her mother to be hovering by the door. She was dead right. “Katie, dear,” Mom enthused. “You will introduce me, won’t you?”

Since saying “Hell, no!” to your mother was not an option, Katie smiled. “Mom, this is Jud Carlton, a friend of Andrew’s. Jud this is my Mom, Angie Fairfax.”

“Pleased to meet you, Mrs Fairfax.”

Mom beamed at Jud. “Lovely to meet you! I hope we’ll see you at some other family gatherings.” Not quite an invitation to dinner, but why did Mom have to act so eager? 

A couple of gracious comments from Jud (she had to grant it to him, the man was slick) and they did the last round of good-byes and left. 

Together.

She might as well have put an announcement in the morning paper. 

He walked her to her car.

“Can I convince you to come and have a drink? Coffee?”

She shook her head. “I’m not making it up, but I have to get home and work. I’ve...”

“A client waiting for a rush job?”

“Modifications to the rush job.”

“I’ll accept it’s not an excuse if you meet me for lunch tomorrow.”

Tomorrow was her day for visiting Gran, as much as the old ladies would love the novelty, Katie was not taking Jud. But she didn’t want to brush him off. Ridiculously she was drawn to him, outrageous comments and all. “Tomorrow lunch is out, a family commitment, but if you’re serious about wanting to see me, give me a break from playing kitty doula the weekend after next.”

“You feel Andrew pulled a fast one on you?”

“To be fair, no, it was my mother.”

Jud had a wonderful laugh, and out of the confines of the house, he let it roar in a wonderful rich peal that echoed in the frosty night. Heck, a couple of cousins turned from unlocking cars to listen. “I doubt many people refuse her. She gave me a good once over. I half expected to be asked my career prospects, and whether there was insanity or feeble-mindedness in my bloodlines.”

It was her turn to laugh. “That will come when you get invited to lunch.”

“What are my chances of getting an invitation?”

One hundred percent, if she left it up to her mother. “Aren’t you going a bit too fast?”

“Far too fast, but what have I got to lose? I made up my mind that night in the coffee shop. I want to see you again. No, what I really want to do is take you home and make love all night... but you have modifications for your clients rush job.”

“Jud...” She made the mistake of hesitating. 

His knees brushed her thigh as he placed his hands on the car roof, either side of her shoulders. “Katie,” he whispered, his voice husky, while she stared up at him like a damn rabbit caught in the headlights. His lips came down, warm and moist in the October night. His mouth closed on hers with a gentle pressure that sent wild desire spiraling through her. Ridiculous! It was only a damn kiss, but his lips caressed, like a warm tide along a smooth beach. Each pressure on her mouth sent another rush of sensation flooding her mind and body. Wetness gathered between her legs, as he pressed his body against hers. 

Katie vaguely wondered about people passing by or traffic or Aunt Mary seeing, until his lips opened hers and her mind shut off. She couldn’t think, didn't have a need to. She opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue as it gently caressed hers. Blood pounded in her ears. Her heartbeat echoed inside her skull, as she wrapped her arms around Jud Carlton and pulled him close. Her legs parted at a tipping of his knee. She pressed into him, and he pinned her to the car with his body. He was hard. She was hot. And he deepened the kiss. She wanted this kiss to last forever, to spend the rest of her life locked in his embrace, but in a far corner of her reason, she knew there was more, much more. This man would take her to undreamed of places, give her unimagined pleasure, and with that hope, she kissed on. 

She was wobbly by the time he broke off.

He too was breathing fast and looking down at her with glazed eyes. “We must stop.”

“Why?”

“Because I say so.” Her heart skittered at his hoarse voice.

“Jud.”

“Not here, Katie. What I want to do to you would get us both arrested, and utterly destroy the wonderful impression I made on your mother. I could take you home with me but...” The damn web site! She was two hairs from consigning her client to the devil but... “Business is business, Katie. You can’t let a customer down. We can wait. I’ll see you this weekend”

“When?”

“I’ll call you.” He took the keys from her sweaty hand, and unlocked the door. He even buckled her seat belt for her, and dropped a soft kiss on her cheek. “This weekend, be ready.”

He shut the door and walked away while her confused brain processed what he’d said. She was half-tempted to call after him, but they’d put on enough of a display for one evening.

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

“What have you done to Jud, Katie?”

Andrew was darn lucky he was across town. As it was, she could only snarl down the phone. “What have I done?” her voice rose quite satisfactorily. “I went to Sally’s shower, and got opportuned!” Good word that.

“Ah!” The way he laughed, he was lucky he wasn’t within kicking distance. “Like Jud do you?”

“I really don’t know.” Might as well tell the truth. “He comes on a bit too fast.”

“Is this the same woman who complained about wishy-washy men?”

“There’s a wide range between wimpy and indecisive and Jud Carlton!”

“So, he turns you on-just a tad?”

Little did Andrew know! She’d been so fired-up after that kiss, she’d pulled out her trusty vibrator even before stopping to make coffee. “I’m not sure what to make of him.” Safe and non-committal seemed best.

“He’s smitten, Katie. He just burned my ear off for over an hour. I don’t think it’s so much lighting his fire as the setting of a conflagration.”

“Yeah, right!” Jud had been in control every inch of the way.

“I’m not kidding, Katie-coz. I’ve know Jud three years, and never seen him like this. I thought you’d hit it off, but never imagined he’d get ensnared so fast.”

Flattering but... “Hey, wait a minute! You thought we’d hit it off? You set us up?” 

“Guilty as charged.” He ignored her angry splutter. “Hold on, Katie. I thought you might suit. He’s a good guy, and I thought you needed a good man.”

“You’re sounding like Mom!”

“Heaven forbid! But who asked me to find them a nice, bedworthy man?” Okay, but she hadn’t expected him to take her seriously. “Give him, and yourself, a chance. I think Jud’s just what you need.” The man certainly knew how to kiss, maybe... “He’ll call you, okay?”

“Can’t he call and ask himself? Why this John Alden act?” Jud hadn’t exactly been hesitant so far!

“You want him to call?”

“I’d like to run my own life without you or my mother orchestrating everything.” Arranging a meeting in the kinky shop!” True, Mom wouldn’t have set that up but..

“He suggested it!”

Sheesh! “So, he’s into that sort of thing?”

“Yes, so am I.”

“Andrew!” That sort of squeaked out. It fascinated her, yes. But looking and doing were too very different things. And much as she dearly loved Andrew, she did not want to think about what he and Sophie did in bed. “I’ll call him!” she said and hung up.

And didn’t call. Heck! What was she going to say? ‘You fascinate and scare me all at the same time, and now Andrew's told me you’re into kinky sex. I don’t know which direction to run.’

Jud was going to have to wait. Web site clients paid good money. Jud looked likely to cost her at least some peace of mind.

 

Client satisfied, Katie stripped off her clothes and fell into bed, remnants of make-up still on and teeth uncleaned. She’d treat them to double brushing in the morning-and just about passed out. Until she woke climaxing in the middle of the night, still high from a wild dream that featured Jud, red velvet handcuffs and enough wild sex to fill a couple of X-rated videos with original storylines. She lay panting, sweating, and gasping, and convinced she’d better never get that far with Jud, as the reality could never match up. It never had.

After a restless half-hour, she got up, finally cleaned her teeth and showered. She was wide-awake, and this was as good a time as any to start the next job. By five am, she had created a series of sexy graphics that she could never, ever use on a web site for a Methodist church preschool.

What now? She knew damn well she couldn’t sleep. She couldn’t work, it seemed. And while it was hardly fair to blame Jud, there was no one else available.

She found his card still in her jacket pocket, and punched his number on her cell phone.

It wasn’t until she heard his “Hello?” after the fifth or sixth ring she realized it wasn’t yet seven, heck, it was barely six-thirty.

“Jud?”

Silence for several seconds. “Katie?”

“Did I wake you?”

“As it happens, no.” 

He’d been awake, too. Given the feel of his hard body, he probably worked out for two hours before breakfast. “You said to give you a call sometime.” Dumb line but...

The phone amplified the richness of his deep laugh. “I did, didn’t I?”

“Sorry if I’m disturbing you.” Eeek, that sounded wimpy. 

“Not in the least, Katie, but tell me, for future reference, are you in the habit of calling men before breakfast?”

She wasn’t much in the habit of ever calling men, but now was not the time to go into that. “Only good kissers with sexy, dark eyes!” What made that come out?

“I knew you were a woman of sense and good judgment the minute I saw you caressing that suede flogger.”

He would have to bring that up! “I was just looking. Anyway, it was too expensive.”

“Nothing’s too expensive for you, Katie. It fascinated you, didn’t it? I was watching you.”

“Jud...”

“I watched your lips part and your eyes get bigger.” Sheesh! “Were you imagining how it would feel? How those soft tresses would caress your back? How they’d stroke your skin as they trailed over your ass, and down the back of your legs. How they’d feel brushing behind your knees? You’re very sensitive there, aren’t you?”

Her throat all but seized up. Her heart raced and the hand on the phone was damp with sweat. As were other parts of her body, she didn’t want to think about. Why was he talking like this? Even more to the point, why was it turning her on?

“Jud, please...”

“I will, Katie, I promise.”

“Listen!” She had to say something, but her mind was awash with sensual images and her cunt was throbbing faster than her magic wand at high speed. This was nonsense, ridiculous, and... “Look here, Jud, I...”

“We need to talk. Lunch is out. Can you meet me this evening, just for an hour?”

After the past five minutes she should run the other way. “There’s a deli, at Five Points, Knish and Tell.”

“I know it. What time?”

She was working late tonight. “How about nine-thirty?”

“I’ll be waiting.”

“Okay.” Was it really?

“And Katie...”

“Yes?”

“Don’t be scared. I understand.” Damn good thing he did, because she was completely confused. “I’ll be waiting for you.”

 

He was. Sitting in a table by the bay window, watching. For her. Waiting like a lion for his prey, or a lord for his lady. He was turned away, watching up the street, so she paused, half-tempted to run, knowing there was no way she could. No two ways about it, Jud Carlton fascinated her. It wasn’t just the sexy voice or the way his eyes sparkled, and wrinkled at the corners when he smiled. There was something about him that drew her, despite his outrageous conversation. But if he really thought she was going to let him whip her, he had another thing coming! He turned as she pushed the door open, and stood up, his face breaking out in a broad smile. Had he been worried she’d stand him up? It might have been the smart thing to do, but smart held little appeal.

“Katie!” He stepped towards her, taking both hands in his. A gentle grasp, but very confident, as he pulled her close and kissed her on the cheek. 

“You found it okay?” Duh! Of course he had! He was here, wasn’t he?”

“Yes, now let me take your coat.” He had it off before she had time to suggest she was quite capable of taking off her own coat. As he draped it over a spare chair, on top of his jacket, he asked. “Coffee? Soda? What can I get you? A sandwich?”

Food! She needed to think about food, not the way his hair curled behind his ears. Or did she? The ache in her gut was something far more basic than hunger. “I don’t know.” What was wrong with her?

“Have a seat.” She sat down in the chair he held. “I’ll get you something. Are you vegetarian, or anything like that?”

“No!” 

He dropped a kiss on her forehead. ”Don’t get so wound up. I’m not bringing out whips or chains in here.”

That was supposed to calm her! 

Her deep, relaxing breath came out like a sigh from her gut. She leaned back and stretched out her legs, and doing so, nudged a black plastic shopping bag that looked suspiciously like one from the Rose and Leather. She was tempted to look, but it really was none of her business. Did she really want to know? Yes! 

Another deep breath. Why was she here? Because Jud asked her. No, because she’d called him before dawn and had the most outrageous conversation. She needed a couple of weeks to sort this out. He fascinated, and scared the willies out of her. He was into whips and chains, and heaven knew what else, and she wasn’t interested. Intrigued, maybe.

Particularly by what was in the bag, less than an inch from her left foot. She could peek, but that would be on a par to his looking in her purse, and she drew the line there.

Better not to know. But she’d have to be made of stone not to wonder. The suede whip? She didn’t think so. Handcuffs? Chains? Most likely a couple of the kinky magazines she’d not had the guts to look at with Andrew there. 

“Here you are.” He was back fast. Just as well she didn’t have her nose deep into his shopping. “The soup looked good, and on a damp night like this, I thought it might appeal more than a sandwich.”

“Thanks.” 

Appetizing aromas of garlic, herbs and onions rose up from the bowl of vegetable soup. He set his own bowl on his side of the table, and sat down opposite. “Bon appetite!”

It was delicious, and after the second spoonful, her appetite came back with a rush. “It’s great, thanks.”

“You’re more than welcome, Katie. I enjoy erotic torture, but I’ve never starved a woman yet.”

It was only luck that she happened to be between spoonfuls. “Can we talk about books, or movies, or the weather, while we eat?”

“By all means. May I take that to indicate you’re willing to talk about sex after we both finish eating?”

“That was not what I said.”

“No, but if you really were offended, you’d be halfway down the street by now. You’re not. You’re just uneasy.”

“I’m not sure it’s ‘just’ anything.”

“I’m not either.” He paused to take another taste of soup, his lips puckering against the side of the spoon. His eyes met hers, as he slowly sipped without a sound. He rested his spoon on the side of the plate. “Tell me, Katie, Have you read the latest John Grisham?”

She had, and he’d read the latest P.D James. A good start. But after she discovered he’d read all Laurel K Hamiliton’s Anita books, and was in the process of collecting Chelsea Quin Yarbro’s backlist, Katie felt she’d met a soulmate. “I’m so thrilled you like reading the ‘weird’ stuff,” she said. “Most people I know think I’m odd.”

“Maybe we both are. We’re not alone, are we?”

It felt as if they were, tucked in a warm corner, with the night outside. It was as if the other customers and the shop around them receded. Jud had her complete focus. She made herself look away and taste her soup. It seemed to have lost most of its flavor. “What else do you read?”

“Erotica.”

She should have expected that! But to be truthful. “So do I.”

“I thought so. Katie, I’d love to have a look at your collection.” 

“Sure you don’t want to see my etchings?”

“Katie, it’s not a pick up line. Looking at your books would tell me a lot about you.” 

Too much. She wasn’t ready to have him see her collection of Laura Antoniou, or her limited edition, leather-bound, Story of O. Not yet. If ever. “If you did, then I’d be entitled to look over your shelves.”

“Be my guest, any time. We could trade favorite reads. Have you discovered Ellora’s Cave?” Had she just! He’d never get a peek at her hard drive. “They have some quite impressive BDSM works.”

“I know.”

That smile put a dimple in his right cheek. “I’m damn glad, Katie.” He reached across the table, and rested his hand on her forearm. If his touch was meant to be reassuring, it wasn’t working. Just feeling the warmth of his fingertips through her sweater sent her body temp up several degrees. “Have you ever told anyone about your interest in kink?”

“I’m not sure I am interested.” 

He smiled, and lifted an eyebrow. His attitude tweaked her already heightened nerves. “I am, aren’t you?”

She wasn't sure about anything any more! The man had her so twirled up inside, she was lucky she knew which end of the spoon to put in her mouth. Just to make sure, she scooped up a spoonful of soup. Definitely lukewarm. About the only thing for a yardstick that was. She was hot under her skin, and the look in Jud’s eyes suggested minestrone was the last thing on his mind. “Fifteen minutes of conversation with you, and I’m not sure of anything any more!”

“That was what I was hoping for.”

“You get your thrills confusing people?”

“I don’t want to confuse. My aim is to help you sort things out.”

“How?” Come to that, what did she need to sort out? Whether to walk out now, or in three minutes?

He hesitated, just a tad. “I think, you want things I can offer.”

“You sound pretty certain!”

“I am.” Was he some sort of weirdo or lunatic? He was Andrew’s friend! “I could be mistaken,” Jud went on, “but I don’t think so.”

“Mistaken about what?”

“That you’re intrigued by kink, but your only experience is vicarious.”

“Aren’t you making a wild assumption?” And wasn’t she crazy to sit here and discuss it?

“Yes,” he agreed amicably, “but I’m not often wrong about these things.”

“This could be the time.”

“Is it?” In the silence that followed he asked, “Want a fresh coffee? Yours has gone cold.”

“I need to go home.” But she didn’t want to. As much as Jud disturbed her, he was also offering something she wasn’t sure she had the nerve to accept.

“Do you? Right now?”

No, but it might well be judicious. “Jud, how about come out and say it? Seems you’re beating around the bush, making oblique suggestions. What are you trying to say?”

“I want you to let me take you to bed, and show you the reality is far, far, better than the best kinky fiction.”

She’d asked for direct. She got it. What now? Run a mile? Better catch her breath first. He was waiting for a reply and her tongue had fused to her teeth.

 
 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

Jud wanted to swear, or at least bite off his tongue. She’d asked for it point blank, but hadn’t been ready. Heavy duty damage control needed. She was so wonderful, and so eager, but didn’t understand what she wanted. He was dead certain he hadn’t been wrong. He’d watched her face as she looked at the toys in the shop. Her reaction to the handcuffs she bought was clear as daylight. It turned her on, but wasn’t ready to acknowledge her needs. She would. “You’ve gone very quiet.”

“Are you surprised?” She had her voice back, good.

“No. I imagine it’s the first time a potential lover suggested that.”

“You're right the first time! And I’m assuming that this isn’t your standard courtship conversation.”

“Not in the least. There are very few women I’d have this conversation with. Most women would run a mile, the magnificent ones, like you, don’t.”

“You mean the crazy ones.”

“Not in the least. You are wonderfully sane, just a bit reluctant.”

“Hardly surprising.”

“Yes and no. Kink fascinates you, Katie, but you’ve never had a lover tie you to the bed. Never known what it is to let go completely. Never felt the sweet kiss of a flogger.”

“Hell, no! I’m not into pain!”

“I’m not talking pain. I’m talking about massaging you with scented oil, before stroking your smooth flesh with the tresses. I’d open your legs, and caress the insides of your thighs with the flogger before kissing you where you want it the most. You’d have the best climax of your life and want more.”

“Jud!” It came out like a shocked gasp. Her face was flushed, and it wasn’t all embarrassment. “I just met you five days ago. We’ve had three casual meetings --as if they really were casual -- and you’re talking about getting me naked, and doing things to me!”

“Is the prospect so abhorrent?”

“It scares me witless, to be honest!”

They were getting somewhere. “A little bit of fear ups the arousal, and you are turned on, Katie. I can smell you even over all this garlic.” She blushed beautifully. Would her cunt be that same luscious shade? Her nipples as sweetly blushed? He longed to find out. “I’ll make no secret of it, Katie, I want you in bed. Naked. I want you to submit and give your body over to me. I want to give you incredible pleasure. And I suspect you want that too, don’t you?”

“Yes!” She gasped, her eyes wide with shock. “I don’t know why I said that!”

“Because it’s true, and against all the odds, you trust me.”

“Beats me why!”

“Instinct, Katie. You know in your heart, I’m what you need, and I won’t let you down.”

 

Instinct might not let her down but common sense had. Jud walked her home after she’d said she lived round the corner, but hadn’t even asked to come in. He kissed her sedately on the cheek and walked away, once he was sure she’d gone inside. From talking dirty, they wound up like a date out of Happy Days. She wasn’t sure she needed to get involved with him. But she was desperate to see him again.

Two days later, she ran into him-or rather he spotted her. He pulled his car up to the bus stop where she was waiting, rolled down the window, and asked, “Need a ride?”


“My mother told me never to accept rides from strange men!”

“Hop in!” He leaned over and opened the door. “I just heard all the buses are on strike.”

“Idiot!” she said, as she sat down, hauling her tote bag after her. “They’re not on strike, one just pulled up right behind us.” The driver was glaring for all he was worth. “There are laws about stopping in bus lanes.”

“Buckle up and we can go.” As he spoke, he reached across, pulled the webbing across her chest.

“Bondage, I see!”

“Rot!” he said, as he clicked the buckle into place. “It’s called observing the law. Trust me, you won’t click out of any bondage I put you in.”

“Dream on, Sonny!”

He laughed so hard, he had to steer sharply to avoid a cyclist. “I can see I took the wrong tack with you the other night. You like a direct approach.”

“I like getting home in one piece. So far you’ve violated a bus lane and almost shaved the hairs off a cyclist’s legs.”

“It's worth it to run into you like this.”

“You’ll run into the pedestrians if you aren’t careful!” That was unfair. He’d stopped at the crossing but... “Who told you I’d be waiting there?”

“No one. It was fortunate happenstance.” He ignored her grunt and went on. “I planned to call you tonight, but when I saw you standing in front of the bank building, I took it as a sign from Providence.”

“More a sign I was late. I missed my usual bus.”

“You don’t drive to work?”

“This is a better deal. If I drive, I have to pay for parking. By taking the bus, my employer pays for the bus pass.”

“Ah! An ecologically aware employer.”

“Not particularly, just short of parking places in the mall garage.”

He did have a nice laugh. But... “Why did you want to call me tonight?”

“To ask you for a date.”

Reasonable enough, or was it? “Where?”

“You’ll come? I thought you might run a mile.”

“If it’s a night out at some kinky club, it’ll be two miles.”

“How about a night in.”

“When?” And come to that...”Where?”

“Halloween. I thought I’d invite myself to your house for trick or treating.”

“Along with the goblins and the ghosts? You want candy?”

“Just what you keep between your legs.”

Sheesh! But she’d be lying through her teeth to say she didn’t want him. “Thanks for the compliment. What sort of tricks and treats?”

“You’re smart enough to figure that out, I think. We both dress up, we act out parts, and I give you the best sex you’ve ever had.”

“What do we dress up as?”

“You pick mine, and I choose yours. Once we’re suited up. I lead and you follow.”

“What if I don’t fancy following?”

“You say ‘no’.”

Couldn’t be that straightforward, not with Jud Carlton! She needed think time. “Not to change the subject or anything, but would you make a detour at the next corner for the cleaners? It’ll save me going out later?”

“By all means.” He slowed and turned left. “But only on the condition that you have dinner with me.”

“When?”

“Tonight. I’ll bring it. Do you want Chinese, Indian, or Turkish?” The car pulling up at the curb saved her from replying. She unsnapped the seat belt and opened the door. 

“I’ll be back in a minute.”

It was nearer ten. Half the city seemed to be waiting for cleaning or shirts, but the delay gave Katie time to think and get even more confused. No doubt about it, Jud was sexy and attractive, fascinated her with his promises, but he also scared her witless. Could she trust him? Andrew said Jud was a good guy, and she trusted Andrew as much as she did anyone-or had until he admitted to tying Sophie up regularly. The thought of poised and sophisticated Sophie tied up and getting spanked was getting Katie’s panties damp. She hoped to the heavens the chemical smell from the machines in the back hid it from everyone else. 

It was her turn, Katie handed over her claim check and her plastic money, signed the slip, and grabbed her cleaning and walked out into the October afternoon.

Jud was standing by the car, in a no parking area of course, and opened the door for her. As he got into the driver’s seat and put the key in the ignition, Katie turned to him. “I prefer Indian, medium hot, and please don’t come before eight. I've something I have to get done.”

“I’ll be there, Katie.”

Neither spoke a word for the next couple of blocks. Jud turned left and took a short cut to her apartment, as if he’d studied the route. She suspected he had. He’d studied her, hadn’t he? He pulled up right in front of her apartment. She did manage to get out of the car before he got around to open the door, but Jud got her cleaning before she reached in. Unnecessary for a liberated woman, but she wasn’t in the mood to argue. But she was not about to relinquish her key to him, which he clearly expected. Heck, it was her front door. Jud stepped in behind her, giving old Mrs. Brown next door, plenty to think about.

Once inside, he just stood and smiled, looking around in a not too pointed way-he got a few brownie points for that. Katie was half-tempted to tell him to just stay and she’d fix omelettes.

He reached out for her hand, and stepped closer, her heart took on a pulse of its own, and what her blood pressure was doing was anyone’s business. The sight of Jud, watching her with his beautiful dark eyes, and the twitch of a smile in the corner of his wide mouth, had her biting her own lips. A nice, hot kiss would be very welcome. She looked up at him and smiled. 

“I’ll be back at eight, on the dot.” Katie’s breath caught as he brushed her cheek with his finger, trailing slowly to caress the point of her chin. Her lips parted in anticipation, her heart did a little flip, and her chest heaved as their eyes met. “Medium hot, right?” he asked brushing the hair off her forehead before dropping a quick kiss.

Sheesh! Her first kiss in High School had been more passionate than that! But it hadn’t left her quivering and wet. This was nuts! 

“I’ll be back!” With that, he opened the door and walked out while she gaped like a dimwit. He paused to wave and blow a kiss before getting into his car and driving off.

Katie slammed the door.

He said he was into games, and brother had he told the truth! She was panting for it, aching between her legs, and her bra felt two cup sizes too small. Damn him! She was half-tempted to grab the phone and call every friend or acquaintance until she found someone to go to the movies and be gone when eight rolled around, but she wasn’t that stupid.

If Jud could do this to her with a brush of his lips, or a caress down her chin, he had to be worth the trouble. 

And it was time for her to take some trouble.

She hadn’t shaved her legs since the pool closed on Labor Day. Time to defuzz. She also had time for a face pack, a leisurely soak before shaving her legs, and a shower to wash her hair. She indulged herself thoroughly by digging out the basket of bath goodies she’d received on her last birthday, and now her tiny bathroom smelled like a summer garden. She finished off by slathering her body with a good third of the bottle of lavender lotion, and wrapped herself in a clean bath towel to dry her hair.

She was clean enough to stand up to scrutiny, or better still lie down for it. 

Teeth brushed, mouth washed, hair next to perfect and a bod smelling like the perfume counter at Marshall Fields. Time to get dressed, and what the hell was she going to wear? Her seldom-worn black lace gown was way too obvious. Sweats, what she usually wore around the house, a bit too casual for seduction. After prolonged indecision, and a lengthy contemplation of her wardrobe, that left her convinced she had nothing wear suitable for a seduction. She settled for a very skimpy, white lace bra and panties she seldom wore, blue jeans and a silk shirt.

She set the table in the kitchen, before realizing she didn’t have a bottle of wine in the house. Too bad! It was too late to run out and buy a bottle. She lit the gas logs in the fireplace, gathered up the stray papers and old magazines and shoved them under the sofa, and plumped up the pillows. Back in the kitchen, she found a half carton of ice cream in the freezer that looked reasonably edible, topped with chocolate topping it would make a sort of sundae. 

Perhaps for afterwards...in bed.

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

The doorbell ringing had her rooted to the floor for several seconds. He was right on time. She opened the door. Yup, it had been a while since she’d had a man like this on her doorstep. And yes, she’d done right to stick with jeans. He’d changed into black jeans, a black sweater that looked like cashmere, and a black leather jacket. He also had his arms full, with a sack that emanated wafts of spice and garlic.

 Jud kissed her on the check, and strode into the kitchen as if he owned it. Setting the bag on the table, he reached out for her hand, drawing her close. “Katie,” he murmured and lowered his mouth to hers.

How could lips be cool, hot, wild, and gentle all at once? Jud’s were soft and insistent as he pressed his mouth against hers. Wild excitement flooded her mind and body. Her skin tingled where his fingers touched. Her heart sped. And when his lips opened hers, her brain all but zapped out. She gave a little moan, pressed herself into him, until she flattened her breasts against his hard chest, and wrapped her arms around him. His hand was in her hair, another caressed her between her shoulder blades, but they were mere background sensations to the kiss she felt down to her knees. She was aware of his body hard against hers, her racing pulse resounding in her ears, and the wonderful joy of a kiss that took her flying-literally. Her feet were off the ground, as Jud’s hands on her waist lifted her so they were level. Katie gasped as she caught her breath, and angled her mouth for more. 

And got it. 

She was shaking. Whimpering under her breath. Her hips pressed into his, as arousal burned deep in her belly. Her nipples were hard, her pussy wet and throbbing. As far as she cared, curry could wait. She was so hot, she’d never notice if it got stone cold.

“Enough,” Jud whispered, and set her back on her feet.

“I don’t think so...” She grinned up at him, anticipating so much more.

“Yes,” he insisted. “I came to bring you dinner, not fuck you.”

Nothing like being pulled up short! “Say it like it is, eh? What happened to making love, or old-fashioned, good sex?” Sheesh had she really said that? She was too darn hot to think straight, and, hell, she’d forgotten to change the sheets. Seemed it wouldn’t matter. She’d just made a fool of herself again.

The way Jud was looking at her, who knew? He didn’t appear shocked. Why should he be? He’d used a four letter word, but... “What is it?” she asked, irritated at his scrutiny.

“I want to make love, have great sex, and fuck you, but not tonight.”

“Why not? Got your period?”

He shook his head. “I want to be certain you really want it.”

And that little interlude hadn’t convinced him? “Did you detect reluctance back then?”

“Not in the least. I detected passion, desire, and a woman worth having, but I’m not sure you really understand what I need from you.”

And some women claimed all men were after was sex. “You’ve utterly confused me. You kiss me so I almost climax, and then decide you don’t want sex!”

He grinned. “Did you really almost come?”

The blood rushed to her face. Great! Now he thought her fast and easy! She turned to the table and lifted off one of the cardboard lids. “Aloo Ghobi, one of my favorites...” She looked up at Jud. “Did Andrew tell you that too?”

“No, it was a lucky guess. It’s one of my favorites.”

“So, we have that much in common.”

“I think, Katie, we have a lot in common. I just need you to be sure.”

She was rapidly getting more unsure, but she was hungry. “Look, Jud, you have me so confused, I’m ready to give up. Can’t we eat? I don’t have any wine I’m afraid,” She’d half-hoped he’d bring a bottle, but…

“Just as well, I think we both need clear heads.”

It couldn’t hurt. She was out of her depth with Jud, knew it, and decided drowning might be fun. If she ever got her nerve up to take the plunge. Meanwhile... “Hadn’t we better eat before it goes cold?” Of course, he could always warm it up the way he did her - with a look and a smile.

“Good idea? Want some Rogan Josh?”

They piled their plates with the lamb curry, eggplant, cauliflower, and lentils, and sat down opposite of each other. Katie making a concerted effort not to brush knees under the too small table.

“You forgot to light the candles,” he said. Light them? She’d forgotten they were even there! “Never mind.” He produced a cigarette lighter and lit them. No, he seduced the darn things. Holding the flame just over each wick and watching until the flame leapt up and burned steadily before moving to the next one. “I love candles,” he said as the second caught alight and he snapped the lighter closed. “They add to the atmosphere, and these...” He sniffed the air. “Vanilla?” She nodded, locking eyes with his. Heck, they could be old gym-sock scented for all she knew. “Romantic and sexy,” he went on. “Like you.” 

Her throat went tight, and she had to swallow hard on her mouthful of Aloo Ghobi, and clear it down with a long drink of water. 

As she set her glass back on the table, he asked, “Katie, how would you like a love affair?”

“Who with?”

He scowled. ”Don’t be obtuse! Who do you think I mean?”

“You, presumably?”

‘Well, would you?”

Nothing like coming to the point. “Perhaps.” Why play hard to get? “No! I’d say, yes, definitely, I would.” She tore off a corner of the Nan, scooped up a morsel of eggplant, and looked him in the eyes.

She almost choked on her Bhahn Bharta.

Jud’s eyes had gone dark as the night outside. His lips parted just enough to show the tip of his tongue, and his chest rose and fell as his breath caught. He’d been telling her to wait, and right in front of her eyes was one aroused male. There was nothing but sheer male desire in every fiber of his body.

“I’m delighted, Katie,” he said at last, "but I need to be totally sure.”

“Hell! How much surer can you get than, ‘Yes, I would!’”

“I’m not sure you know what you’re agreeing to.”

“What am I agreeing to then?”

“Whatever you want.”

“This sounds like a riddle.”

“It is, in a way. I want to give you the best sex of your life. You agree to obey me, and do whatever I ask, and in return, I agree never to do anything you don’t want.”

She was right about the riddle bit. It was a ruddy brain teaser. “Look Jud, you’re into kinky sex, right? Handcuffs, etc.” She’d forget about the whip. He said only what she wanted. Andrew insisted he was a good guy...so... “I’m curious.” Or stupid.

He set his fork down, and reached over to curl his fingers over hers. She felt his touch up her arm, down to her knees, and several places in between. “I won’t disappoint you, Katie, I promise, now eat up.”

Suddenly, she was ravenous. Probably her mind’s way of blocking out what she’d just agreed to. But the candlelight, the aroma of spices in her small kitchen, and the brush of his knees against hers, all combined to hoist her senses to hyper-alert.


It was nuts, but she might just skip the questionable ice cream in favor of hot sex.

But Jud seemed in no hurry. 

And reached over to tear off a portion of Nan. He dipped it into his portion of Dahl, and popped it in his mouth-all while looking at her.

“This is great.” She scooped up rice and cauliflower on her fork. “Did you get it at the Bombay Palace?”

”The Taj Mahal on Western Boulevard.” He took anther taste of curry. “I’m looking forward to getting you naked, Katie.” 

At least she wasn’t chewing this time! “Maybe, I’ll get myself naked.”

“Good idea! I’d enjoy watching you undress. I’d sit on the end of the bed while you stand in the middle of the floor, and one-by-one strip for me. Everything: your shoes, jeans, panty hose, tee shirt, underwear, until you stand there, naked.”

“And what about you being naked?”

“I will be, but I want you naked first. Perhaps I’ll have you kneel by my side so I can stroke your head. I find the prospect of you naked and me fully clothed rather exciting.” He paused to take another mouthful of food. “I’m imagining candlelight flickering over your skin, watching the lights and shadows across your breasts, and the curve of your belly, and the softness between your legs.” He paused. “Are your nipples large?”

As if she’d ever thought about it! “I don’t rightly know!”

“Something for me to find out.”

“Seen a lot of nipples have you?” A bit tart, but heck was he measuring them up?

“A beautiful sufficiency. I’m not a virgin, Katie, any more than you are.”

Fair enough, but she suspected he was way ahead in experience. “That’s good news!” Sheesh, she sounded snippy.

“Am I arousing you?”

“Yes!” 

“Underwear damp yet?”

This was getting out of hand. “Yes!”

“I thought so. Take them off!”

She almost choked on her Basmati rice. “Take them off?” She managed after a long drink of water.

His smile could only be described as disarming. “You want to sit there in damp panties? Besides, you might as well get used to doing what I tell you.”

He had to be able to hear her heart thumping across the table. This was ridiculous! Or was it? Wasn’t this what she’d half-agreed to? The thought of following his lead excited her. “Okay.” Throat tight, palms as wet as her pussy, she stood up and took two steps across the room.

He grabbed her wrist. Not tightly, not to hurt. But he held her securely. To move away she’d have to yank her arm free. “Where are you going?”

“To the bathroom!” He looked up at her, a little quirk in the left corner of his mouth, and shook his head. “You asked me to take off my panties!” 

The quirk became a lop-sided smile. “Yes, I did. Go ahead.”

“Not here!” Sheesh! In the middle of the kitchen!

“Why not? The blinds are drawn. No one can see you but me.”

“I’d rather take them off in the bathroom.”

His thumb, gently stroked the inside of her wrist. He had to feel her racing pulse. “I know you would, my dear, but this is where you start obeying, but since this is new for you, I will give you a choice. If you prefer, you may take them off in the bathroom.” The sigh she let out was sheer relief. “But if you take that option, be prepared, when you come out, to lay yourself across my lap and accept a spanking for failing to meet my request.”

 
 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

Heaven help her! The blood in her ears roared so loudly, she could barely think. Her chest tightened and her throat all but seized up. What would it feel like to have his hand hard on her soft bottom? For a split second she was tempted to walk into the bathroom just to find out, but she wasn’t that stupid. Judging by the grip on her wrist, his hand would pack a punch.

Nodding, because she wasn’t sure her mouth could form words any longer. She eased her hand from his grasp, and unsnapped her jeans. She fought the urge to turn her back, instinctively knowing that was not what he wanted. She unzipped, eased her sneakers off, and stepped out of her jeans. She hung them over the back of her chair before pulling down her panties, which were so wet the cotton gusset gleamed. This was bizarre, but to say she wasn’t turned on would be a bold-faced lie. 

“Give them to me.”

He was holding out his hand. 

Without a word, Katie handed them over. 

He shoved the scrap of cotton and lace into his pocket while she stepped back into her jeans and zipped them up. The denim rubbed rough on her aroused flesh, catching to her clit as she sat down. She squirmed a little to shift the seam off her tenderest spots. 

As she reached for her fork, hoping she could still swallow solid food without choking, Jud caught her hand, and raising it to his mouth, kissed it. “Perfect! Katie, I think you will be a dream come true.”

Every bit of tension in her body eased at his touch, discounting the throb in her groin that itched to the point of ache, and it sure wasn’t all denim abrasion. Taking advantage, of the calm she suspected was merely temporary, she asked. “Do you collect panties?”

“Only from women I intend to tie up.”

“You’re not tying me up!”

“That’s something we need to negotiate.” 

“You have to be kidding!”

“Not in the least. If the idea didn’t intrigue you, you’d never have bought those handcuffs.”

“That was a joke. A gag gift!” He raised an eyebrow. That just about finished her. “I’m not letting you make me helpless!”

“The thought of being helpless is arousing, isn’t it?” Reluctantly, she nodded. “I won’t do anything you don’t want. Trust me Katie, you’ll enjoy being helpless.”

For some insane reason, she believed him. “Okay. But...”

“But what, dear?”

“You’re not spanking me!”

He thought about that a minute. “I might. Don’t scowl so, dear. I won’t do anything you don’t want, and nothing you won’t enjoy.”

“How on earth can you tell?”

“I’ll know, Katie. I can read your face, catch the flush of excitement on your skin when you say ‘no’ but think ‘maybe’, feel your pulse race when you’re aroused. Even now, I can smell your need and curiosity.”

She’d been afraid of that. “Jud, I’m getting out of my depth here.”

“I‘ll be your safety raft and life belt.”

There was something oddly appealing about the prospect but... “I’ve never needed a life raft before.”

“No one’s ever offered what I’m offering.”

“What exactly are you offering?”

“More pleasure than you can imagine. Complete and utter satiation.” He grinned. “I guarantee satisfaction.”

“You offer a written warranty?”

“I offer my word and my body, and my utter, undivided attention, is that not enough?”

“That’s more than anyone else offered, or gave.”

“You need me, Katie. You want what I’ll do to you. You crave the excitement I offer. You even long for the fear.”

“I’m not too certain about the fear!”

“I am. I watched your eyes when I threatened to spank you. The prospect horrified you, but intrigued and aroused you at the same time. You dreaded it, but wondered how it would feel, and if it would be as exciting as you imagined.” He kissed the tips of his fingers, and reaching across the table rested them against her lips. “Am I right?”

She nodded, her throat too dry and tight to speak. “Why?” she croaked with effort.

“Because you’re submissive, and need a strong man to dominate you.”

That got her voice back in a hurry! “Jud, I have news for you. I am not the sweet, obedient, submissive sort.” His quirked eyebrows were maddening, and somehow appealing. “Look here, buster...”

He grabbed the hand that pointed right at his chest. “Katie, I never said you were the ‘sweet, submissive sort’. In fact, according to Andrew, you ‘have balls and attitude’. I agree, it makes you attractive and sexy. You’re sexually submissive, a very different thing entirely.”

“What makes you so damn certain?”

“I’m a dominant male, I know these things.” Oh, please! “You question that?”

“Yes, I do.” She leaned her elbows on the table and looked him in the eye. Let him explain that away.

“Alright, dear, answer me one thing. If another man had told you to stand up and take off your underwear, would you have?”

“Hell, no!”

“But you did for me.” And had been wondering about that ever since. “You responded to me as a dominant. Your sexual intelligence recognizing what your rational mind balks at.”

“Maybe...”

He shook his head. “There’s no ‘maybe’ about it. I’m going to prove it so thoroughly, you'll never question again.”

“You talk a good spiel about all the wonderful things you’ll do to me. How about putting a little substance behind your words?” Sheesh! What had she done? Agreed to? Asked for?

“By all means, Katie. Next time.”

“What do you mean ‘next time’?”

“I mean not tonight. You have to be certain you want this, and right now you are too horny to think straight.”

“And who got me that way?”

“I did!” He was so darn smug-and so right. “Don’t worry, dear, I won’t make you wait long. Watch for me on Halloween, I’ll come with your very own tricks and treats.”

Two whole days. Damn good thing she had her magic wand upstairs beside her bed. “If I agree, right?”

“I’ll call you tomorrow. Think about it. Very carefully. I won’t harm you. I’ll give you a safeword to use anytime you want me to stop. I will tie you up, and I may spank you if necessary. You promise to submit, and in return I’ll give you the best sex of your life.”

“What about you? I imagine you’ll have a bit of fun too.”

“Of course! You don’t think I’m getting a charge out of the prospect of you lying helpless and a little bit anxious, and the thought of you sucking my cock has me hard already.”

In his dreams! And in hers! “This is getting out of hand.”

“You’re overloaded.” He stood up. “I’m going home. Call me with any questions? I won’t force you to do anything you don't want to. Pleasure, yours and mine, is what this is about.”

She got his coat out of her small closet, which now smelled of expensive leather. He shrugged it on and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Think about it, okay?” The man was a comedian. She doubted, she’d think of anything else for quite some time!

As she went to open the door, he stopped her. Pulling her into his arms, he pressed himself against her. He hadn’t been kidding about being aroused. It felt like he had an oak branch in his jeans. Why would he walk out if he was this hard? “See?” he said. “I want you, but not until you’re certain.”

His mouth came down, hot and sweet, and tasting of curry spices and garlic. Her lips opened by instinct. Before she drew breath to sigh at the sensation of his mouth imposing on hers, his tongue took over, caressing, stroking as his hand found her breast. She responded with wild need, and urgent passion. Grinding her hips so his erection pressed hard into the softness of her belly. His arms held her tight, smoothing between her shoulder blades. One hand went up to cup her head, his other hand eased down, to stroke her ass. She sighed and whimpered in her building need. Her hips rocked. Her desire surged into a wild need, as he slowed the kiss and pulled away.

“You want me, Katie, and in two days, I’ll give you what you’ve needed all your life.”

“Jud...” It came out like a mewl, as she grasped his lapels, not wanting him to go.

“I know, dear, but it’ll be more than worth the wait. You have my word.” 

“I’d much rather have a damn, good fuck!” 

“You will. Now, two things before I go.” What now? The catch? “I want you to pick my costume.”

“For Halloween?”

He nodded. “Which costume from the Rose and Leather do you want me to wear? Your choice.”

Hell, what did she remember? Not the spacesuit. Too odd. She tried to visualize the row on the rack... “The pirate!” Knee breeches and eye patch seemed to suit him.

He bowed. “As you demand, lady so shall it be. You’ll be the pirate’s captive, subservient to my every demand. I’ll pick your costume. You wear what’s in the box, I send, and nothing else.”


She hoped it wasn’t the Princess Leia at Jabba the Hut’s den outfit. “I’ll have a zillion grade school kids knocking on my door that evening.”

“You’re not wearing it for them! Trick or Treating stops at nine, right? I’ll knock on your door at ten. Plenty of time for you to get ready.” Seemed fair enough. “One last thing, Katie. And this I absolutely insist on. You’re forbidden to masturbate between now and then. No nice session with your electric friend. No touching that lovely clit to ease the tension. I’m taking charge of your body. That includes your climaxes. I give them. You are forbidden to pleasure yourself.”

She’d never heard such nonsense in her life! If she wanted a climax, she’d damn well have one. Her Magic Wand waited upstairs. She was hot, horny, and ready for it. She needed a nice mind-numbing climax. She looked up into his face. “I promise.”

His dark eyes glowed, as his mouth curled into a sexy smile. “That was a hard promise, wasn’t it?”

“It was hell!” It took all she had not to sock him one for leaving her like this.

“You’ll go to sexual heaven for your reward.” He stroked the side of her cheek, Just that simple touch upped her need another notch. “You’ll learn the ecstasy of obedience.”

He brushed his lips on her cheek, and was gone.

Katie stood by the open door watching as he strode down her short front path, and turned left towards his car. He paused, waved, and called, “Shut the door, it’s cold out!”

She hadn’t even noticed.

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

She felt bereft without Jud’s presence, his overbearing presence, she amended to herself. His fascinating presence, her emotions insisted. All that remained of the strange evening was her still high-pitched arousal, the aromas of curry spices in the air, and a heap of almost-empty aluminum containers. Trying to ignore the first one, Katie scraped the remains onto a plastic container and cleared the mess away. Now the place seemed even emptier. She snuffed out the candles, remembering how Jud had liked them. Most men never noticed these things. Most men would have had her upstairs long before now. They’d be naked between her sheets, and sometime towards dawn he’d go off home, leaving her vaguely satisfied and wondering if that was all there was to it.

Jud, she suspected, wouldn’t leave her wanting. In that hope, she’d keep her promise about do-it-yourself sex. A cold shower would no doubt help. An early night in bed, reading the convoluted prose of her employers' new health care benefits would dampen her ardor. 

 

Jud called, next morning, while she was swigging down her second mug of caffeine between bites of toast. “Did you sleep well?”

She swallowed a seemingly enormous mouthful of crust. ”Yes.”

“Are you telling me the truth?”

She eased the last of the chunk down with a mouthful of coffee. “Yes, I am. I admit I was a trifle hot and bothered after you left, but I put myself to sleep reading about my new health insurance plan.”

He had a particularly sexy chuckle for this early in the morning. “Katie, I admire a woman of resource. I’ll have to put it to good use.”


“Maybe.”

“There is no ‘maybe’ about it, dear. I’m looking forward to discovering you. Tell me dear, have you ever had anal sex?” Damn good thing she’d set her mug down. Coffee all down the front of an ivory silk blouse was no way to start the morning. “Have you?” he persisted, while Katie contemplated hanging up on him. She couldn’t. The soft, insistence of his voice held her. “Once,” she replied. It was a memory she tried hard to forget.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Let’s put it this way, if I had the choice of a root canal or anal sex again, I’d jump at the chance of a root canal.”

“Was it that terrible?”

“Yes!”

“It won’t be with me.”

In his dreams. “Jud, if we’re going to get into bed together, let’s get this straight, you’re not coming anywhere near my back door. Understand?”

“Completely. I’ll respect that limit. There’s plenty more I will enjoy with your lovely body. I’ll call you tonight, and we’ll talk about what you like best about sex. I do hope you’ll like sucking my cock.” On that parting shot, he hung up. 

What now? Jud was outrageous, demanding, so damn full of himself he deserved a good kick where it would hurt most. Drat him! He excited her, and to be honest, not that she’d admit it to him, the thought of sucking his cock was anything but unwelcome. If she’d had her way, she’d have had that pleasure last night.

As it was, if she didn’t get a move on, she’d be late for her appointment with a prospective client.

 

Jud was not one of the men who promised to call and then fell mute. By the time she got home from work, he’d left three messages on her voice mail. The first sounded like his usual cocky self, the second had a tinge of annoyance, but the third sounded downright concerned. “Katie, please give me a call. If you’ve got cold feet or worries, tell me. Okay?” A pause... “I was beginning to think you were a dream come true. Just let me know one way or another, my number...” and he repeated it for the third time.

A dream come true! Either Jud was a slick talker, or...or what? She wasn’t sure, but she punched in his number.

“Katie!” He half-sounded as if he’d been waiting by the phone. “Is everything alright?”

“Fine!” Okay that was a lie, but... “It’s fine between us, I mean. I just got in. Had to work extra hours.”

“Does this happen often?”

“Only when another clerk has to take a sick kid to the Emergency Room. I offered to stay and cover for her,” 

“I see.” A pause. “So you’re still prepared to celebrate Halloween my way?”

“I think so.”

“You’ve doubts?”

“Yes, but isn’t that the whole point?”

“Not doubts, no. I want you secure with me, certain I’ll never do anything without your consent.”

So he kept saying. “Just how does that fit with ‘trust and obey me’?”

”Perfectly! After tomorrow night, you’ll begin to understand.” She wished she felt half as confident as he sounded. “I bought the pirate costume this evening, and yours too. They’re delivering it tomorrow. Get ready to obey. Good night, dear.”

“Good night.”

“Tomorrow,” he promised, his voice soft and suggestive, “will be the best Halloween of your life.”

Time would tell. If it was half as good as he promised she’d not complain, but right now, she was dead on her feet. If she didn’t get any sleep tonight she’d end up snoring through her night of passion.

 

Katie overslept, luckily she was working short hours, and not due at the shop until one. She took a leisurely shower, eyeing her legs for overnight appearance of fuzz, and gave them a quick shave, figuring this time it would be worth the effort, and deciding to treat herself to a real breakfast. She was in the middle of scrambling eggs when the front door bell rang. As she signed the receipt, her hand shook. The name ‘Jud Carlton’ as sender, told her what was inside. 

She left the eggs to overcook, while she grabbed a kitchen knife and slit open the tape. Inside the carton, was a shiny, black box. She lifted off the top, black tissue rustled as she pulled out the costume. Not the Princess Leia in captivity, or the harem outfit she’d half dreaded. This was the Jane Austen one from the Rose and Leather: all pastel pink and white muslin, with little pink rosebuds, a low-cut neck and high waist. Demure and sweet looking, until she shook it out and remembered the slits all the way to the high waist. And if that wasn’t revealing enough, the back was wide open. She’d had more butt coverage in the open-back hospital gown she’d worn when she had her tonsils out.

Not a trace of underwear. Hardly surprising! He’d shown he preferred her bare under her clothes. This was going to be some trick or treat. In her heart, she didn’t doubt Jud would deliver on his promise. 


When the last bunch of little goblins scampered down the path, Katie gratefully turned off the porch light. It was five past nine. It's time the juveniles were back home eating candy until they bounced. She had an hour to get ready, and given the quantities of Milk Duds and Tootsie Rolls she’d munched between doorbells, she was fired up with energy. Heck she was more than ready! When it actually got to showering and changing, curiosity and courage did bit of a flip. Was she sure what she was doing? No! Was she willing? Sort of... How could she tell Jud ‘no’, when her heart raced with anticipation? 


If she backed out of this, she’d spend the rest of her life wondering ‘what if’.

That decision made, she toweled off briskly, slathered her body with scented lotion, and gave herself a generous spritz of perfume for luck. She dried her hair and fluffed it up. Gave her eyebrows a last inspection for stray hairs, and slipped on THE DRESS. This beat any costume she’d seen tonight. The elastic waist fit snugly, showing off her breasts, heck, showing off her nipples! The fabric was soft against her skin, and the skirt hung gracefully from the high waist, the hem brushing her ankles. The skirt didn’t reveal as much as she’d feared. Until she moved. Sheesh! It left nothing to the imagination, and the back let in chilly night breezes. She felt so exposed behind. He’d promised no anal sex, and she trusted that, but what about a strong, male hand, stroking and squeezing her very available flesh? 

She was getting hot just thinking about it.

Downstairs, she skipped her leather sofa, in preference for a velvet-covered armchair as much cozier to the rear, only the nap brushed her exposed ass and thighs every time she moved. 

Nine fifty! Ten minutes. She could last. A nice stiff drink might help, but she remembered Jud’s dictum about not letting alcohol dull her wits, and passed. The house was silent, as was the street outside. She listened to the chiming clock on the mantle, and the hum and drip of the refrigerator as it started the defrost cycle. She flicked open a magazine, but gave up trying to concentrate on environmental protection laws, when she saw the print came off on her sweaty hands. 

The last thing she needed was smudges on the rosebuds. Come to think of it, the last time she’d worn rosebuds, she’d been five and flower girl at an aunt’s wedding. But she was wearing flowered muslin because Jud had ordered it. That realization, sent a weird thrill down her spine, but it didn’t solve her dirty hands. She ran into the kitchen and washed them in the sink. Now, they smelled of lemon fresh dish detergent now, but what the...

Her mind and body went into shock at the sound of the front door bell. What if it was a last contingent of trick or treaters? She couldn’t open the door to local juveniles dressed like this. It couldn’t be kids. The porch light was out. It was Jud.

She peered through the spy hole, at a tall figure in the dark. She flicked on the porch light, a pirate, complete with red spotted kerchief and eye patch, looked right at her.

“Open this door,” he said. “Or feel my rope end where you don’t want it!”

 
 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

Her body tensed. Her throat jammed shut. She could barely hear for the blood rushing in her ears, but she opened the door.

And stood there, staring.

He was incredible. Dark knee breeches and over-the-knee boots accentuated the strength and muscles in his legs. He wore a purple silk sash round his waist, and the full sleeves of his shirt billowed in the night as he stood, feet apart, and hands on his waist. The knotted kerchief over his dark hair, and his eye-patch completed the picture. With hair a little longer, and shirt hanging open, he’d fit right on the cover of a romance novel. And come to that, bent backwards over his arm, she’d show a prodigious amount of bosom and leg. Maybe there was something about those paperbacks she covered before reading on the bus.

“I didn’t come to stand on the front step all evening,” he said. “Although the sight of you in the light was worth the trip.”

She stood aside and let him in. In the bright light of her sitting room, he stood even more magnificent. He smiled and she smiled back, until she noticed the whip tucked in his sash.

She gulped, staring like a mouse caught in a snake’s eyes. “Why? ” she asked.

He rested his hand over the top of the handle, his long fingers rippling the tresses. “I brought it for you.”

She shook her head. “You’re not whipping me!”

“It’s purely for pleasure, not chastisement,” he said, as he pulled it out of his belt.

The sight of the long, blue tresses dangling from his hand both horrified and fascinated her. “If that’s your idea, you’d better go right now!” And if he did, she’d be desolated.

“Bear with me long enough to prove what I say.”

“How can being hurt be pleasurable?”

“It’s very pleasurable in fact, but that’s not where we’ll start. Trust me in this, Katie,” He took hold of her hand. “Let me show you.” He looked up at her, his lips parted in the beginning of a smile. “It won’t hurt.”

“Okay.” What the hell had she said that for? Because she was as fascinated as she was scared. She gasped as he lifted the whip and tickled her wrist and the back of her hand.

She stared. The tresses were bright blue and green to match the braided handle. Some looked like fine leather, others were ribbons. As Jud gently flicked his wrist, the tresses caressed her skin. A little sigh came unbidden, as he brushed back and forth on her arm. “You like that?” It was more statement than question.

Katie nodded, unwilling to commit herself by agreeing but wanting him to continue. He didn’t disappoint. He trailed the soft thongs, up her arm to her shoulder. He merely brushed a few inches of leather and satin over her skin, and she felt it deep in her pussy. “Why?” she whispered.

“Why not?” he replied. “You like it don’t you?”

She nodded.

As if waiting for that agreement, he brought the whip up to her shoulder again, but this time, he trailed the tresses across her breasts, until her nipples hardened to little points of sensation. Her head dropped back against the wall, and she let out a low moan. She wanted this to go on forever. Every touch, every little brush of ribbon and leather, sent wild thrills of pleasure across her skin, until all sensations seemed to be pooled between her legs.

“Jud...,” she whispered.

He squeezed her hand and kissed her wrist. “Turn around.”

She obeyed without hesitation, wanting more, needing the caress of the whip on her shoulders and back. 

It wasn’t until the tresses trailed down her back and over her ass, she remembered just how much naked flesh this costume revealed, and by then she didn’t much care. When he whispered, “Part your legs,” she spread them wide. Moaning with sheer bliss as leather and satin kissed the inside of her thighs.

She was leaning into the wall, breathing fast and losing herself in the wild sensations, when she realized with disappointment, he’d stopped. “No! I want more!” she cried as she turned to look at him. It took a few seconds to realize she’d been shouting.

“Katie, my love, there is so much more,” he replied. “Much, much, more, and we have all night.” He dropped the whip and reached out to pull her into his arms. “You looked so terrified of my flogger, and I wanted to reassure you.”

“You succeeded in making me horny!”

“I’m so thrilled.” He kissed her forehead, her cheek, and the swell at the top of her left breast. “Before we start playing in earnest, we need to talk.”

The man was always talking! Right now what she wanted was a good fuck, not chatter. “You get me hot and horny and then want conversation?”

“Trust me love, after this conversation you’ll be even hornier.” An arm round her shoulders, he started towards the kitchen. ”A nice cup of coffee will perk us both up. Seems to me you’re feeling a bit wobbly.”

“You did that!”

“I know.” Damn him, he was smirking. But if the past few minutes were any indication of what she had to look forward to, he was entitled to be pleased with himself. “Where do you keep your coffee?”

“In the cabinet.”

 She reached to open the door, but his hand on her arm stopped her. “I’ll make it. You’d better sit down. Give those shaky knees a break. Save your energy. I’m going to ask a lot of you once we get upstairs.”

“I can manage to make coffee.”

“I never doubted, but I’m doing it. Now if you want to help, bring in the bag I left on the front porch.”

She bit back the comment that if she was too weak-kneed to make coffee, where did he think she’d get the strength to go to the front door and back? Perhaps this was all part of obeying. She wasn’t too sure she’d be that good at it, but she might as well try. It had been part of the deal after all, and if the rest of the night was anything like the little interlude with the whip, she’d go along--all the way. 

With great care she peered out the front door. If fetching his bag involved stepping out onto the porch, he could do it himself. She wasn’t freezing her butt off-literally-for anything. Not even the promise of kinky sex. 

The brown paper grocery sack stood just inches from the threshold. She reached out for the bag, grabbed it, and made sure the door was locked behind her and the porch light off. Late night trick or treaters could go elsewhere.

“Thanks, dear.” Jud looked up from pouring boiling water into the press pot. “Please put it on the table, we can go through it while we have our coffee.”

She set it down, just inches from the blue flogger that he’d arranged on the table, like a peacock’s tail. Gingerly, she ran her fingers through the spread tresses. She’d been right, some were soft leather, some ribbons. They slipped through her fingers as gently as they’d stroked her arms and shoulders earlier. Was he going to use it again? Her crotch came alive at the thought. Oh, Please!

“You like it after all, don’t you?” She turned to find him watching her. “Don’t you?” he repeated. She nodded. “Katie, speak to me. It’s important. Part of any dominant/submissive relationship is communication.”

Mentioning ‘submissive’ just about dried up her tongue along with her throat. “Is that what we have?” she croaked.

“Not yet, but I hope we will one day. I believe you will make a perfect submissive--with a little direction. You like the touch of the flogger on your skin, don't you?”

“Yes.” It was more of a long sigh that a word.

Jud grinned as he pressed down the plunger in the pot. “I’m so glad, Katie.” He reached for two mugs off the hooks, and poured the coffee before carrying the mugs over to the table, and reaching in the fridge for milk. “Sit down. I want you to feel that polished seat against your bare ass.” It touched off nerve endings she didn’t know she had. Against her soft flesh, the wood felt hard and smooth. “Open your legs. Wide.” She stared, but obeyed. 

She wrapped her hands round the mug and looked up at Jud. “What’s in the bag?”

“Toys. Have a look.”

Did she really want to? Yes. Time to stop hesitating. The whip she dreaded, had turned out to be a sensual delight, so would everything else in the bag.

Like the scarves. Three of them, in shades of blue and green. They were silk, light in her hands, and warm to her skin.

“Why do you think I brought them?”

“To tie me up.” Her cunt tingled with anticipation. Was he right then? This would be pleasure, not discomfort.

“I might blindfold you with them.” He tilted his head on one side and watched her. “Would you like that?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Tell the truth.”

Deep breath first. “The thought scares me, but it also excites me.”


He grinned with sheer delight. “Oh, Katie, I think I’ve found my dream woman.”

“You dream of scaring me?”

“No, I dream of having wonderful, thrilling sex with you. I dream of you whimpering in my arms, begging for more of what only I can give you. I dream of you naked and bound, legs spread open. I dream of trailing my flogger over your naked back. I dream of the sighs and grunts you’ll make when I bring you to climax, and I dream of holding you, limp, and sweaty and soft in my arms as we both fall asleep.”

“Want to go upstairs right now?”

“Take out the rest of the stuff in the bag.”

A bottle of massage oil. Nice. Her shoulders tightened at the prospect of Jud’s long fingers rubbing jasmine-scented oil into her skin. Or was she the one intended to massage him? No hardship there, she couldn’t wait to see him naked. At the bottom of the bag, a smaller white one, containing a tube of lubricant, and a small rubber article. She looked at the bullet-shaped object, with its flared-out base and frowned at Jud. “Look here, Buster! I clearly said, no back door. What’s this for?”

 “Apologies. I thought you meant no anal sex. Didn’t realize you meant no sex toys either.” He stood up, picked the tube and plug up and walked over to the trash and dropped them in. “If you don’t agree, we don’t do it.” 

The sight of the full dress pirate pumping the lid of the pedal bin made her smile. “Are we going upstairs now?”

“Soon.” He walked over and stood beside her. She made to get up but his hand, strong on her shoulder stopped her. “Just two more things. I want to explain our roles, and give you your safeword.”

“What’s a safeword?” She could guess. The thought of needing one had her fists clenched. Was this really a good idea?

How could she doubt it when he smiled down at her, his dark eyes twinkling. Sex with Jud would be fun. If they ever got that far! ‘Make her wait’ seemed to be his modus operandi.

“A safeword, my dear, is the most important communication between us. If I do anything you want me to stop, use it.”

“What happened to ‘just say no’?”

“In the fantasy we’ll be playing out, ‘no’ will be part of the fun. I’m the big, bad pirate, abducting and ravishing my virgin captive. I expect you to say ‘no’ a good few times, and I will totally ignore your pleas for mercy, and have my wicked way with you.” 

Her chest went so tight she gasped. “Why?”

His hand eased up her shoulder to the base of her neck. She couldn’t hold back the shiver. “Because my beautiful, the prospect excites me and judging by the flush on your face, and the sparkle in your eyes, it arouses you too. No matter how much your reason says ‘no’.”

It’s not so much reason saying ‘no’. Force and rape are horrific.”

“I agree, dear. So does any decent, right-thinking human, but this is play. I could no more rape you than cut off my own head. I want to play subduing you. I want to pretend to overpower you. To make believe you’re helpless, but you’ll be in control of the action. At the word from you, we stop.”

“If that’s the case, how come you call me submissive? Seems I’m the one controlling the action.”

His cool lips on her forehead underscored just how flushed and hot she’d become. “Right first time, Katie. You do. It’s all a big game, for our mutual pleasure. I act the big baddie. You pretend to be the frail, little captive, and together we have a marvelous time.”

If they didn’t she’d need a conversation with her vibrator! She was so hot for it that his fingertips stroking the neckline of her dress had her itching inside. She was so wet between her legs. She could smell herself over the coffee in their mugs, and his musky aftershave. “Let’s get started then, Long John Silver.”

“I’m Black Jack Tar, and you’d better remember that, my pretty! But first, the safe word. What’s your full name?”

“Katherine Marjorie Fairfax.” 

“Use that. Say your full name, and I’ll stop whatever I’m doing.”

“Okay.” Maybe that rotten middle name would have its use. “I say it. We stop. What happens next? You go home?”

“Hell, no! I ask what’s the matter, and do something else.” He put both hands on her shoulders and looked down at her with need-dark eyes. “I’m not walking out on you, until you are so sated, you don’t know what day it is. Heck, I’m not leaving then. I plan on taking you out for breakfast.”

“I’m going to live that long then? You don’t make your captives walk the plank?”

“Nah! I’d much rather strip you naked and ravish you, Lady Katherine, my virgin prisoner.”

“I’ve news for you, Black Jack Tar. I’m not a virgin!”

“Thank God for that!” 

He pulled her close, angling his hips into hers. Yes, he didn’t need a shy virgin! He had a raging hard-on, and if the pressure on her belly was anything to go by, he was enormous. His hands heated through the thin fabric. His fingers splayed on her bottom, pulling her even closer as he worked his hips, grinding his hard cock against her. “Get ready, little prisoner. I have no mercy on my captives.” 

She tilted her chin up. It wasn’t quite what she hoped as it gave her an eye lock with him, but… “Indeed!” She tossed her head and put on what she hoped was a haughty air. “Unhand me! How dare you so threaten me! My Father, the Royal Governor, will have you hung from the yard-arm!” What ever a yard-arm was.

Black Jack’s hand eased up to cup her breast. The pressure made her gasp. “He and his ships have been after me for ten years, Missy. My ship is faster than the fastest frigate, and sweeting, do you think he will fire on me while I have you aboard? There’s nothing he or you can do!” 

“No!” She tried to pull away, but only succeeded in getting herself pressed against the counter top. She leaned back, but he grabbed her shoulders and yanked her close. His face was so near to hers she felt his breath, just for a second until his mouth closed down.

It was a hard kiss, his lips forcing hers apart as she fought his grasp. Her attempts only served to press herself closer to him. A knee came between hers, his breeches rubbing against her skin as her skirt fell open. His tongue forced between her lips, and met hers, gently, caressing, teasing with a promise of more, until she whimpered, and he broke the kiss. He was gloating as he looked down at her, “Like it don’t you, little prisoner? Open those legs wider, get ready for Black Jack’s cock in yer lovely cunny!”

“Indeed, Sir, you presume too much!” 

His wild laugh made her toes curl. Thank heaven it was only a game. “I have not presumed enough, little one. Seems you need to learn who is master on this ship.”

“A saucy pirate. An impudent rogue. A brigand who presumes too much.”

His eyebrows almost met as he scowled. “And the captain who has you in his power! Never forget that.” His roar sent a cold thrill down her back. In real life it would be terrifying, but now...”

“Why should I remember?” She was pissing him off royally, but why not? It was play, wasn’t it?

“This is why!” He grabbed her by the wrist, dragged her over to the table, and spun her around, flattening her face down on the table top. Her nose was just inches from her coffee mug, and the pile of silk scarves. “This will help you remember!” Before he stopped speaking his hand came down on her ass. She yelped, more from shock than hurt. Her ass throbbed a little, that was all. Immediately he spanked the other side, then back and forth, just hard enough to send offended thrills coursing through her body. This was terrible, wonderful and exciting, but why was she letting him do this to her? She tried to wriggle out of his hold but a hissed, “Be still or I’ll use my belt!” had her lying still while he landed anther couple of hard swats to her sore rump.

She was panting as he pulled her upright and turned her to face him. “Are you in my power?”

“Yes!” The tremor in her voice wasn’t put on.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Captain, sir!” What was the right answer?

“Captain, will suffice.” 

“Yes, Captain.”

“Are you my prisoner?”

“Yes, Captain!”

“Will you obey me or risk punishment?”

“Yes, I’ll obey you Captain!” In real life this would be hell, but his hands grasping her upper arms, and the little shakes as he fired his questions, stirred unexpected emotions. She was scared, but thrilled deep inside. She wanted to obey him. Wanted to be ordered. Wanted to be coerced. As he released his grip, without pausing to think she fell to her knees at his feet. As she bowed her head, a feeling of utter peace, and wild excitement flooded her mind. All she could see were the polished toes of his black boots, but she felt his personality and presence, like an enveloping joy.

Her breath quickened and her chest heaved as she waited, with no idea why she was on her knees, but knowing it felt right. She sighed with pleasure and submission, as he stroked her head. 



“Nice,” he said, in an almost-Jud voice. “I think you’ve learned your place!” That was back to Captain Jack. “Captives belong on their knees. You just stay there while I finish my grog.” His boots moved out of her line of vision but he was still close. If he’d left the room she’d have known. His presence filled the room and her mind.

A strange peace filled her as she waited. She bent lower, until her forehead touched the cool tile of the floor. What was he doing? Finishing his coffee? She rather regretted her half-finished mug, but captives didn’t get coffee or grog, they... A gentle tap on her ass caught her attention. “Get up, prisoner!”

She did, and turned to face him. “Who told you to look at me?”

“No one, Captain.” 

“Then turn back!”

She did but not before she noticed him reach for the pile of scarves. “Seems I need to chastise you a little more. Lay you across the table and let you taste the end of a rope’s end.”

Her throat went dry. One spanking was enough. Time for Lady Katherine to kick in the traces. “No!” she yelled, and spun to face him. “I’m not afraid of you! You’re nothing but a common criminal!” He’d wanted a reaction. He had one. Black Jack scowled.

“Just wait til you feel...” She didn’t wait to hear what he intended her to feel. Her heart racing, blood pounding in her ears. Cunt throbbing with fear and excitement, she ran as he reached out to grab her and raced up the stairs.

 

 
 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

He was so close behind she could feel his boots on the stairs. As she dashed into her bedroom, he grabbed her by the waist and threw her face-down on the mattress, and landed on top of her. His weight pressed her into the mattress. His cock felt harder than before, and he made a point of grinding his erection into the crease of her ass. “Seems I may have to subdue you completely,” he growled in her ear. “A cock up your insolent ass would keep you in your place.”

“No!” It came out as a panicked wail. He was playing, right? He'd promised. “Please, Captain please, no. I beg you!”

He didn’t move except to stroke her head and ease it down into the pillow. “Since you begged. I won’t bugger you, Lady Katherine, but I will chastise you. You need a lesson in obedience.” 

Before she could even think what ‘chastisement’ involved, he pulled her hands over her head, and tied them to the bed. He never said a word as he twisted the silk scarves though the ornate headboard she’d thought so stylish and interesting. He tested the knots, easing his finger under the scarves to gauge how tight her bonds. She wasn’t uncomfortable, just incredibly undignified...and excited.

His hand cupped her ass and kneaded her flesh. “Didn’t learn the first time I spanked you, did you?”

“No, Sir, I need another one!” What the hell had made her say that? Stupidity? Or the wonderful sensation between her legs at the thought of his hand smacking down and warming her butt.

She got what she asked for, hard on one side. “That’s for not remembering to call me ‘Captain’!” Before she could correct herself, or apologize, another landed, hard enough to make her gasp. “I’m sorry, Captain,” she cried, the warmth spreading across her cheeks, until cool air brushed her heated ass as he parted her skirt.

“So!” he roared. “You purported to be a decent woman. Only whores from the dockside walk around without pantaloons. His hand stroked her ass. “I can see you need severe attention.” She sensed his eyes gloating over her lower back, and legs. “Open your legs!”

She debated disobeying, for a second, but thought better of it. Legs spread wide, she lay there waiting, and hoping, for whatever came next.

“Seems you can learn. Good! I left my flogger downstairs. Don’t go anywhere until I get back!”

It wasn’t just the sound of his boots on the stairs that told her he’d gone. She felt his absence. She missed his all-enveloping presence. She wanted him back. She didn’t even care if he used the whip on her-hell, yes she did! A few spanks, okay… After the last episode she’d expected that, but no way was he laying that flogger thing on her. If he tried, it was safeword time!

If he ever came back. 

How long had she been lying here? It seemed ages, but by her alarm clock, when she turned her head, it was only a couple of minutes. No, three as she heard his measured tread slowly up the stars. Silence. She sensed him watching. Waiting. She exhaled and let her shoulders sag into the mattress. He was her captor. She was his prisoner. Whatever he wanted, he could do. He had her helpless, and it thrilled her.

The bed sagged to one side. His knee nudged her thigh. “Did you disobey? Did you move while I was gone?”

Her throat went tight with fear. “I looked at the alarm clock!” An anachronism, but what could she say? It wasn’t an hourglass, and that was...

A single finger traced a slow line up her spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. “And why, little prisoner, did you do that?”

“I wondered how long you’d be gone.” 

“You wanted me to come back?” The finger came back down, and rested just above the top of her crack. 

“Yes, I did.” She burrowed her head in the pillow at the admission.

“And now I’m back and look what I brought.” She didn’t dare move, didn’t need to. He set the flogger on the pillow by her face, a stray tress, brushed her cheek, sending warm shivers across her skin. “Cold?” he asked. 

“No, Captain.”

His hand went between her legs to cup her mound. One, long finger intruded deep into her cunt. What would Lady Katherine do? Katie bucked, trying to dislodge him, but his free hand came down in the small of her back, pinning her down. The finger in her cunt withdrew, and came back, deeper and harder. She suspected there were two this time. He moved, pressed and poked until she squirmed from excitement, arousal, and a half-imagined fear. “You will learn to submit, Lady Katherine. By the time I’ve finished with you, you won’t dream of resisting!”

She hoped he never finished with her, but for good measure she bucked her hips. And felt teeth nip her ass.

The squeal was entirely involuntary. “You hurt me!”


“Good! Lie still while I play with your pussy.” 

As if she’d resist that! Once she relaxed his touch gentled. His long fingers, pulsing deep inside, until she sighed, “Like that do you, little captive?”

“Yes, Captain.” He could go on all night if he wanted. 

“Good!” 

She let out a moan as he pulled out. “I want more!”

His shirt brushed her bare butt as he leaned close. “Prisoners don’t ask. They take what comes.”

“Yes, Captain.”

“Want to use your safe word?”

Did she? No way! “No, Captain.”

“Good!” 


The bed shifted back as he stood up. His hands grasped the back neckline of the dress, and the sound of tearing muslin shocked her into a shriek. “No!”

“Oh, yes! I paid for this dress. I’ll rip it off your body if I choose.” Strong hands pushed the fabric off her shoulders. Before she’d felt exposed. Now she was completely vulnerable. “Nice little body you have, prisoner. I’ll enjoy having my wicked way with you, as soon as I get you ready.”

She was tempted to tell him she’d been ‘ready’ for twenty minutes or more, but Captain Jack made the rules.

She waited.

Something cool landed on her back and dribbled down her spine. The aroma of jasmine filled the room. Strong hands spread the scented oil across her shoulders and down her back. The sigh of pleasure was utterly involuntary.

“Like that do you, wench?”

“Yes,” she sighed.

His hand came down on her ass. “Yes, what? Have you forgotten where you are?”

“Apologies, Captain!” Sheesh, her left butt smarted even as his hands resumed their wonderful caress. How could his hands give such pleasure and hurt her at the same time? Did she care? She’d take a whole lot more on her exposed rear, if he’d keep up the massage. She let out a whimper as his fingertips brushed her ass, almost touching the fading ache from his slap.

“I want you like this often,” he said. “Naked, helpless. Bound and exposed for my delectation.” There was a little chuckle as his hands cupped her ass. “I can see, reach, and touch everything I want.” As if to prove his point, his oil-slick fingers eased up the sensitive flesh inside her thigh, and darted in and out of her cunt before coming back to massage her ass. “Available. Just as you should be.” Fingertips trailed up her spine, his touch was gentle, or at least it was this minute. Who knew what would come next? “Nice body, little captive. Relax. Submit completely, and accept my flogger.”

She’d almost forgotten that damn thing! The tresses disappeared from her line of vision. “What are you going to do with it?”

“Enjoy watching your responses. Your pale skin marks up beautifully. My hand left a lovely red mark on your butt. It’s faded now but I could soon renew it.” His lips were so close to her ass, she could feel his breath. Unable to resist the temptation, she bumped her hips upward to his face. His hands grabbed her hips. His oiled fingers didn’t grasp that tightly, but it was enough. “Shouldn’t have done that,” he said, and bit her.

As she yowled with shock and real pain, his fingertips eased away the hurt. Just as before, the sweet caress after the hurt sent her mind whirling. She was enjoying this, the good, the hurt, and the unexpected. 

Once she relaxed again, he let her back down on the bed. “You’re turning into a troublesome captive. Time to subdue you with a good whipping.”

“No!” A protest about the promised whipping? Or the loss she felt as he moved off the bed? She had no idea.

“Do you want to use your safe word?”

Did she?” No, Captain.”

“Remember what it is? Tell me?”

“Katherine Marjorie Fairfax.”

“Good.” In the silence, she heard something scrape on the floor, and a clink like glass. The bottle of oil? Something else? She resisted the urge to look. No point in earning another spanking. The whip would be bad enough-or good enough if he used it as he had downstairs. She longed to feel its caress. Would he start on her back or her legs?

“Get on your knees! Keep your head down!”

Easier said than done on a soft mattress. She managed in the end by putting her weight on her forearms and scooting her knees up. Lord alone knew what she looked like from the rear. The ultimate in ungracefulness, but in a few minutes she was in position: knees bent, ass up in the air, and her shoulders still on the bed. If she’d been ‘available’ before, she was exposed to the world now. 

It felt wonderful.

“Good girl! Just what I ordered.”

She sensed movement. He pulled off the spare pillows and shams, and pushed them under her belly. “I don’t want you uncomfortable. Except when I intend you to be.”

Thrills of expectation radiated out from her clit. She was so aroused it hurt, but felt wonderful. ”Please, Captain...” she whimpered, and had no idea what she was asking for. But she wanted it, and soon. Heaven help any real captive in this position, but as a fantasy... She shut her eyes and sighed with anticipation.

Her legs had come together in her efforts to get into position. Gently Jud stroked the back of her thighs, priming nerve endings as pleasure skittered up her spine and her cunt went humming. “Open your legs, dear.” The bad Captain’s voice took on the tone of a caress.

The pillows helped, as she hastened to obey. She wanted to please him, to keep this kind captor, to take what he offered and promised. 

She felt the air between her legs a second before the flogger struck. Again and again it landed and she yelped each time. Three cries of shock and outrage that echoed in the quiet room. 

There were no more, but she lay gasping, and blinking tears away. “That hurt!”

His hand tickled up her inner thigh. “It was meant to. But doesn’t it feel better now?”

Maybe it was his hand cupping her crotch, but everything felt wonderful. The hurt of a few seconds back turned into wild desire. Talk about needy! She was close to begging for it. If only he’d put his fingers in...deep...as he had earlier. She rocked her hips in an attempt to bring his fingers closer. A fingertip on her clit was all she needed.

“Naughty girl!” he said and moved his hand away. “Not how a submissive captive behaves. I’ve a good idea to leave you here. Alone, to calm down and learn better manners.”

She couldn’t bear it. “No, please! Don’t leave me!”

“You’re not quite ready yet. I want you begging for my cock!”

“Isn’t ‘please’ begging?”

He laughed. “You’re getting there, little prisoner. You’re wet between your lovely legs, and you smell of horny woman, but I want your luscious cunt running when I fuck you. I need to work you over more.”

Could he really make her wait? Hell, yes! And he was no doubt enjoying every minute. If he hit her between the legs again she’d probably come and she didn’t want to, not without his cock inside her. She let out a long sigh as he ran his hands over her back. If only he’d massage her again. The scent still lingered in the air, and just catching a faint whiff, she imagined his hands on her back, easing down her spine, and gently stroking the curve of her hip. Hell, she could almost feel his hands on her flesh.

“I’d like to use the flogger on you again, Lady Katherine. Do I have your permission?”

 
 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

He was asking? She lifted her head off as far as she could with arms bound. “Yes!” Why the hell had she said that? She didn’t want that again, or did she? Her cunt throbbed in anticipation. The hurt would be worth it to feel the pleasure that followed. The hurt was the pleasure.

She relaxed into the pillows as best she could, and waited. Willing herself to relax as she waited for the thrill that came on the heels of pain.

The tresses of the flogger, slapped her shoulders gently before trailing down her back, over her rump, and down her left thigh, eliciting a sigh of total pleasure and submission. This was what she wanted, what she loved, and what only Jud, and his alter-ego Black Jack Tar, could give her. The soft leather and ribbon now kissed her other thigh. Tickling the tender spot behind her knee before sweeping up and back to her shoulders. She almost cried out with delight, but bit her lips together. If she said she liked it, he’d do something else.

He continued. She lost count of how many times the flogger swept up and down her willing body. She tried to stay still, but gave up the effort, her body rocking with the movement of the tresses, her back arching as the trails of sweet leather wrought their magic on her body. This she could take all night. This was pleasure she’d never imagined. She’d be his prisoner any time he asked. She’d walk naked in the snow to have him do this again. As the flogger brushed across the back of her thighs, wrapping softly around the sensitive skin, she realized it was possible to faint from pleasure. She was giddy with desire. Her entire world became a whirlpool of sensation. 

Until she realized he’d stopped.

“Why?“ she cried out in disappointment.

“I can’t wield the whip, and unbutton these damn, authentic pants!”

A gasp of anticipation came out louder than intended. If he was undoing his pants, he had to be getting ready to...

His hands grabbed her hips, stopping any movement. The warm head of his cock brushed the crack of her ass. For one horrid moment, she feared he would bugger her after all his promises, but no...with a hard thrust he was in her. Deep and hard and hot.

Nothing she’d imagined had ever been this incredible! Not even her wildest dreams compared to this. He pistoned in and out. Slowly, each motion adding to the sensations flooding her mind. Either he was larger than any man she’d had, or he was discovering nerve endings she never knew she possessed. Little involuntary whimpers accompanied his rhythm. Her hips rocked of their own volition. She was climbing, as she reached each level of sensation, he pulled her higher. Never before, ever, it was incredible, fantastic! She’d surely come soon...

She cried out with frustration when he withdrew, slamming her head into the mattress, and tugging her hands in an effort to release herself but his knots held. “Why? How could you?” She was screaming, but didn’t care. This was sheer torture. The man was a sadist. She hated him. Once she got free she’d clout him, right where he’d never forget.

His lips on the base of her spine and the gentle hand on her hip set her whimpering. “Why?” She sagged into the mattress, almost beyond caring.

“I intend to look you in the eyes as I fuck you, Lady Katherine. You need to know who’s mastered you. Acknowledge who rules you. I want to break down your last resistance.

“You’re about to break down my sanity!”

He kissed the back of her knee.

She was so far gone, only the pillows kept her upright. She could barely think any more. She cried out as his finger brushed her clit. It was sheer torture. It was heaven as his lips brushed behind her other knee.

He pulled away the pillows, so she collapsed on her belly. Her legs were pretty much good for nothing. What did he expect? What did she expect? His fingers closed over her ankle as he lifted it crossing one leg over her other, and rolling her limp body over. She was on her back, arms still pinned over her head, but now she looked up at him as he stood beside the bed. At some point he’d lost the eye patch and kerchief. His eyes were almost hazy with need. She wasn’t the only one near the edge.

He didn’t say a word, just pulled his full shirt over his head. Giving her the sight of a magnificent broad chest, with just enough dark hair to set her wondering how it would feel pressed against her naked body.

Except she wasn’t quite naked yet. As he’d rolled her, the tattered remnants of her costume fell in a twisted heap around her. One breast hung out of the torn bodice, her legs were twisted in yards of printed muslin.

She gave up worrying about her clothes, when he sat on the bed and rested one foot on his knee. 

Restrained as she was, her vision was limited, but not so restricted she couldn’t see quite clearly that he wore nothing under his breeches. He’d left them undone, and she got a glimpse of his magnificent cock. The sight was enough to send her cunt churning.

Her mind wasn’t in a much better state. He was taking forever-purposely she was certain. But why complain? Just watching the muscles in his arms as he yanked down his boot and tossed it on the floor, and then proceeded of peel off the other one, was enough to make her heart race. And when he stood up, and loomed over her, every nerve ending in her body sang.

Magnificent wasn't the word. No wonder she’d almost climaxed earlier. He was enormous. Relief flickered through her mind, that she’d refused to let him bugger her. He was too damn big to enter her that way. If he hadn’t already been there, she’d be worried about him filling her cunt, but it had been marvelous. She needed him right back there. Moisture flowed down her inner thighs at the sight and promise of his erection.

“Please,” she began. “Oh, please, Captain! Please!” She was begging, and didn’t care. Her entire body tingled at the thought of that beautiful cock ramming deep inside.

“Don’t worry, little captive, I’ll please you and myself. I might just keep you tied to that bed forever.” 

Her mind sang at the thought! What wouldn’t she give to stay in his power like this. “Oh, Captain!” she whispered, as he pulled down his breeches and stepped out of them.

Now she saw him in full glory. She stared at his naked beauty. His beautiful, broad chest, with a fine down of dark hair, narrowing over his flat belly, and rising from the dark tuft at his groin, a cock of wondrous size. Katie licked her lips in anticipation and sighed. It was arrogant perfection, rigid, wide and long. Her hands fought the bonds in her need to circle the turgid flesh with her hands, and feel his male power under her fingers. “I want to feel you,” she whispered. “I need to feel your cock.”

“You will,” he promised. The bed shifted under his weight. She needed him so much. She could smell her own arousal, mixed with the male scent of his naked body. She lay there, submissive, expectant and longing. She closed her eyes, readying for his thrust deep in her cunt. 

His knees brushed the sides of her chest. Warm, smooth flesh brushed her chin. “Suck me, Lady Katherine!” His cock was centimeters from her lips. His thighs straddling her chest and his arms loomed overhead as he braced himself on her headboard. He leaned forward, brushing her lips with the warm head of his cock. “Obey!” One word sent wild sensations flooding her mind. “Obey! Or feel my whip harder than you can imagine.”

Fright and excitement thrilled her. She let out a whimper of delight. “Oh, my captain,” she whispered “I love to obey!”

Her lips enclosed the smooth pink head of his luscious cock. Her tongue lapped the warm skin, and the hard flesh beneath. Wild joy coursed in every pore and nerve. How right this felt! How marvelous her body’s response! Never, in her wildest dreams, had she imagined anything could be this incredible. 

She lifted her head off the pillow, and swallowed him down to the root.

His hands cupped the back of her head, easing the strain on her neck. She arched higher, taking even more of him in. She was beyond thought, no longer Lady Katherine, or even Katie. She was an inspired, aroused woman, servicing her captor, and the fantasy thrilled her, deep in her cunt. Her entire will, her total consciousness, and utter reason all focused on the sensation of her lips working his cock. Her tongue circling the rim, teasing the sweet ridge of muscle under the head, and caressing the sweet opening where his pre-come flowed. 

Gently, he eased her head up and down so her lips caressed the length of his cock. He tasted of man, and power, and sex. To be thus used was all she’d ever wanted, what she’d been made for. She’d waited her entire life for this moment. Without ever realizing it, she’d longed to be thus bound. Helpless, as she serviced her captor, her lord, her captain, her lover.

 

She wanted to lie there forever, her lips around his hard flesh, his hands directing her and his cock possessing her mouth.

“Enough, little captive,” he said. His voice almost gravelly. She’d have smiled at his obvious need, but her mouth was far to stretched. “Fucking your mouth is heaven, but the smell of your needy cunt is too much for me.”

She cried out with disappointment as he pulled away. “Patience!” he ordered, his voice sterner now. 

He moved down the bed, pausing to suck each nipple until she whispered with need, frustration, and sheer joy. The kisses between her breast and down to her navel were incredible and arousing, but she wanted more. She needed that cock of his thrust deep, but he was enjoying making her wait. Let him! She wasn’t begging, or was she?

Her mind all but zapped out as his mouth moved between her legs. He grabbed her hips with both hands, to bring her closer as his tongue used her. Gentle laps from fore to aft and back, sweet flickers of the tip on her clit, and sharp thrusts into her cunt. He had her moaning, thrashing from side to side on the crumpled sheets, and finally, begging, “Please, please, I can’t take any more, I need you inside.”

“You’ll take what I give you!” he growled, his voice muffled by her bush. “You’ll lie there and accept it. It’s what you’re made for. It’s why I have you at my mercy.”

Her cunt flooded! Was it possible to be so wet, her clit so sensitized, or her mind so lost to anything but pleasure? She cared for nothing but the need to feel that massive cock stretching, pounding, and filling her with joy.

“I’ll take anything you want. I’ll obey any order, but please, please...” She was begging, and gloried in her capitulation. “Please, Captain!” 

“What do you want your Captain to do to you, little captive?”

“Fuck me! Hard! Please, I beg you!”

He let out a great whoop of delight. “Since you begged so sweetly, my dear, you’ll receive your reward.” His hands shifted to her ankles, holding her firmly, he hoisted her legs so her ankles rested on his shoulders. She was open, exposed, utterly helpless, and panting with anticipation. He rocked, shifting the bed a little, as he rubbed his hot cock in the crease of her ass. For one, horrified moment, she feared he was about to bugger her, but just as the worry coiled in her gut, he said, “Not this time, love, Your moment will come before long, I can’t let that tight little hole stay neglected.”

She was about to tell him, ‘Yes, he damn well could!’ But just then, his fingers spread her cunt lips wide, and his thumb brushed her clit. He could do anything he wanted if he just brought her to climax. “I need you in me! Please, oh, please! I can’t take much more!”

“You’ll take whatever I tell you to!” Her whole body clenched with renewed awareness of her utter helplessness. Her shoulders and head sagged back on the bed as he rubbed his cock between her cunt lips, letting the head stimulate her clit as his hands stroked her ass and thighs, 

She was lost in a fog of sensual delight. If he gave her this incredible pleasure, he could do anything he wanted. Forever. She tugged against her bonds. They held tight. She was utterly helpless, open and exposed. In a flash, her mind floated free, and he plunged in. Hard and fast. She cried out with sheer delight. He was even bigger than she remembered, or perhaps her stretched open position gave him deeper access. As he pumped her, she felt his cock rub every millimeter of her flesh. She was whimpering with pleasure. Wild cries echoed inside her head. Sweat, poured off her body as stimulation built to excess and beyond. She was keening, caught between the sweet force of his cock thrusting his power deep in her and the grip of his hands on her legs.

Her mind went hazy. All she knew was ever-increasing sensation, until she could stand no more, but needed him to never stop. Wild cries resounded off the ceiling overhead, as the mattress rocked beneath them. Higher he took her, and higher until with a chorus of joyful screams, she came. She was shaking, sweating, and gasping. His need intensified. Faster he pumped and harder until he lifted her from the rim of a fading climax to the crest of a second, as he came with loud grunts of satiation. Her mind and body flipped off the edge again, and again, in a crescendo of wild climaxes that left her limp and weak and utterly pleasure-racked. 

She was close to fainting, only half-aware that he’d released her bonds, and was kissing and rubbing her wrists. His naked body was beside hers under the sheets, his arms around her as she passed out in a haze of sensual peace.

 

She woke to his lips on her eyelids as he brushed her sweat-dampened hair from her forehead. “Feel good?”

Good was totally inadequate! “Incredible! It was wonderful!”

“Yes.” He was quite smug in his agreement, but in the circumstances, perfectly justified. “I haven’t finished with you, Katie, my love. We have all weekend.”

Oh, please. “You won’t find me complaining.”

“Didn’t think so. I received the impression you couldn’t get enough. You were begging me for more, several times.”

“Yes.” Why deny it? 

“After we shower and have breakfast, I’m taking you to my house for the weekend. I’ve made plans for you.”

Impossible as it seemed after the previous night, she was aroused again. Aroused and needy, “You can do whatever you want!”

“No!” His finger traced the line of her jaw. “Whatever you want. Will you let me tie you up again?”

“Yes, please!” She longed to feel again that delicious helplessness.

“I have a canopy bed with eye bolts so I can tie your legs high and spread you open.” Her clit responded at the prospect. “I have a collection of floggers, there’s a white and silver one I want to use particularly.” She nestled against him and wrapped her arms around him. 

“Want me to dress up again?” Wasteful as it was, having him rip the dress off her was something to be repeated.

“That can wait for next weekend.”

“Next weekend?” He was planning in advance and she had a hard time thinking beyond right now, here in her bed, and...“Next weekend I’ve got to sit for Andrew’s dratted cat!”

Jud stroked her face. “I’m coming with you. He has an impressive playroom, and he’s invited us to make use of it.”

Her mind went into a tailspin. “What playroom?”

“You’ll find out. He has some specialized equipment I plan to strap you to.” Was she up to this? She nodded. He kissed her. Hard. “Forget about next weekend,” he said, his lips almost touching hers. “Think about what will happen to you after I get you in my house. I intend to keep you naked the whole weekend. Nudity will help focus your mind on what you are, my beautiful submissive. Want to come with me?”

“Please!” Her hips thrust and chest tightened with expectation. She wanted to please him so much.

“Better prepare yourself to kneel at my feet naked and suck my cock.”

“Yes.” If he went on much longer, she’d climax with his promises.

“Every time I command it?”

“Yes. You’re my captor and my pirate.” She leaned up on one elbow. “You're the answer to dreams I never knew I had.”

He grinned. “Katie, my love. Dreams and fantasies are ours to explore. Now.” he paused, his eyes twinkling. “Get the shower warmed up before I spank you!”

She was tempted to dally, but they had all weekend, and she did need a good shower. “Yes, Captain,” she replied, and pushed back the bedclothes. “Whatever you say.”

 





 THE END.

