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Management Skills

By January Rowe


When CEO Grant Edmonds meets with his new production manager, he immediately recognizes her as Silver, an exotic dancer who once mesmerized him at an exclusive fetish club. Though he was forbidden from pursuing her back then, there’s nothing standing in his way now. He’s not looking for an after-hours fling—he wants to own her. In every way.


As much as Allie Fairfax tries to deny her past, and the way her body responds to Grant, she soon finds herself having mind-blowing sex with the boss. Despite her own desire to surrender to Grant’s sexual authority, she’s not willing to risk her career. After all, she’s been owned before, and it ended badly.


It’s all or nothing for Grant. If Allie wants more of the fiercest orgasms she’s ever experienced, she must consent to his rules…









Dear Reader,


A new year always brings with it a sense of expectation and promise (and maybe a vague sense of guilt). Expectation because we don’t know what the year will bring exactly, but promise because we always hope it will be good things. The guilt is due to all of the New Year’s resolutions we make with such good intentions.


This year, Carina Press is making a New Year’s resolution we know we won’t have any reason to feel guilty about: we’re going to bring our readers a year of fantastic editorial and diverse genre content. So far, our plans for 2011 include staff and author appearances at reader-focused conferences such as the RT Booklovers Convention in April, where we’ll be offering up goodies, appearing on panels, giving workshops and hosting a few fun activities for readers. We’re also cooking up several genre-specific release weeks, during which we’ll highlight individual genres. So far we have plans for steampunk week and unusual fantasy week. Readers will have access to free reads, discounts, contests and more as part of our week-long promotions!


But even when we’re not doing special promotions, we’re still offering something special to our readers in the form of the stories authors are delivering to Carina Press that we’re passing on to you. From sweet romance to sexy, and military science fiction to fairy-tale fantasy, from mysteries to romantic suspense, we’re proud to be offering a wide variety of genres and tales of escapism to our customers in this new year. Every week is a new adventure, and we want to bring our readers along on the journey. Be daring, be brave and try something new with Carina Press in 2011!


We love to hear from readers, and you can email us your thoughts, comments and questions to generalinquiries@carinapress.com. You can also interact with Carina Press staff and authors on our blog, Twitter stream and Facebook fan page.


Happy reading!

~Angela James


Executive Editor, Carina Press

www.carinapress.com

www.twitter.com/carinapress

www.facebook.com/carinapress
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Chapter One



Grant sat alone at the best table in the house, directly in front of the stage, nervous as hell. It was opening night of the newest Vault production. The club’s gothic architecture afforded perfect acoustics. No expense had been spared in the costumes, the scenery, the tech. But something could still go wrong. The show was the most complicated piece of stagecraft Grant had ever designed.

The house lights dimmed. Members of the exclusive fetish club waited, along with Grant, for the spectacle to begin. Out of the darkness, a shimmering balloonlike spaceship drifted down to the stage floor. Music throbbed with tension.

Grant scribbled notes on a pad of paper. Follow spot, too hard-edged. Smoke effects, synchronized. Electrics, a bit sharp. Sound, balanced.

The occupants of the spaceship, a dozen astronauts in reflective-armor costumes, strode out. Each astronaut wore a different color. The overall effect was dazzling. The stage lightning slowly illuminated the background, a planet of twisted trees. Next a series of spots lit the denizens of the planet. Primitive creatures, all men. The music swelled. The giant men, wearing nothing but crude breach clouts and carrying large sticks, stalked the astronauts.

The astronauts were prey.

Grant continued taking notes. What to tweak, what to outright change, what to throw out.

Waving their sticks, the nearly naked giants confronted the astronauts. The audience gasped. Would the brutes kill the elegant metallic visitors?

The two sides, the brutes and astronauts, engaged in a violent, wild dance. Music throbbed. Color exploded all around. Grant took more notes. Mechanical color scrollers, good. Dance boom light levels, too low. Overhead shutter, pulled in too far.

The dance grew even more frenzied. The giants roughly stripped the protective armor from the astronauts. But it wasn’t war. It was seduction. The astronauts were women, now nearly naked. The club patrons collectively drew in a stunned breath.

The brutes and women paired off. Some willingly, some not. They engaged in fierce, stylized couplings. Crazy artificial lightning effects, created by media and the gobos, strobed the stage. Electricity sizzled. Drums thumped.

The dance, the stagecraft, the music, evoked sex and fury.

The spectacle was beautiful.

The illumination changed, slowly. The light irised in on one silver-armored astronaut, whole and proud. She stood in the center of the stage. Her costumed body was brilliant, otherworldly. A huge, half-naked brute surged toward her with his stick. Suddenly the stage lights dimmed to darkness. Blackout. The house lights came up. It was intermission.

The audience sighed.

A cocktail waitress in a skintight black leather dominatrix costume slithered toward his table. “Would you like something to drink, Sir?”

The waitress was a sweet little thing with rosebud lips and wide blue eyes. Her youth and eagerness didn’t jive with her fetishwear.

“Thanks. I’ll take a scotch. Neat.”

He nursed his scotch during the rest of the intermission, reviewing his notes. On the whole, it was going well. He hoped the owner of the Vault would be as happy.

The house lights dimmed again.


The armored astronaut, so striking in silver, stood with the half-naked giant in a pool of light. She was fearless. Suddenly, with an eruption of sound and radiance, she ran from him. The brute followed.

Grant studied the drama, scribbling notes without taking his eyes off the stage. The lighting design for the chase sequence was crazy, complex and audacious. And flawed. Damn.

The savage caught the silver-hued invader at her waist. He tore off her protection, leaving her bare. Only the flimsiest silver threads covered her body. The audience stopped breathing for a moment. Light showered onto the couple. The music pumped, violent and arousing. The nearly naked astronaut writhed in the man’s massive arms. An extraordinary dancer, she emoted such distress. Her voluptuous body was a wonder. Soft, bouncing breasts. Luscious womanly hips. The giant stood still, impossibly tall and muscular, cruelly imprisoning her with his bulk.

The audience panted with anticipation. Would she submit to him? Would they consummate? Would the resulting lightnings singe them all?

Grant stopped taking notes, mesmerized by the captive’s movements. He was close enough to see her expression of anguish, the texture of her skin. He even spotted a tiny tattoo on her lush, rounded ass. An angel? A fairy?

She swung around the unmoving giant’s body as if the man were a stripper pole. It was an amazing sight. Finally, holding on to her captor’s thick arms, she arched back, her glorious body open to him. Her expression was now one of utter rapture. The brute jerked her body up, slamming her into his huge chest. The drum rhythm beat in time to their undulating bodies. Lightning bolts spit and hissed around them.

It was a long, long climax.

Then came the finale. The rest of the cast swirled out onto the stage, joining the new couple in a joyous dance. It was a celebration of the union between man and woman.

The afterglow choreography was complex, but the stagecraft—Grant’s responsibility—was simple.

Grant returned to observe the show several more times, sitting alone at the same table, taking notes, to fine-tune the tech. He paid special attention to the enthralling creature in shreds of silver. What kind of girl was she underneath that pulsating sexuality?

He asked Sterling, the owner of the fetish club, to introduce them.

Sterling refused. “No fraternization between cast and patrons.”

“I’m not a patron,” Grant said. “I’m your friend. Who just busted his butt to create the tech for your extravaganza.”

Sterling, normally a controlled and dignified man, chuckled.

“Come on. At least tell me her name.”

“Not even her name. You’d hunt her down.”

“Ouch,” Grant said.

“This girl’s not a slut. But if I ever found out she even met you for coffee, I’d fire her. Vault rules. I don’t employ hookers. Back off, Grant. She’s not a trust-fund baby like you. She needs this job. She’s got big college plans she deserves to pursue.”

Grant went back to watch the show one last time. He’d never forget how the luscious woman, wearing insubstantial ribbons of silver, stared straight at him as she writhed in ecstasy.

It was an invitation he couldn’t accept.








Chapter Two



Allie bounced down the hall toward her new office. Even her heavy briefcase failed to anchor her. It was her first day at Synthos Systems Group. SSG was full of brilliant visionaries inventing the astonishing mechanics and media for the live spectacle. And she would be one of those stage wizards.

She’d loved her last job in entertainment technology. She’d programmed at Doering and Sons, making sure the wash lighting didn’t overpower the scenery lighting, devising projections and video wall animation. But never once did she get to see the cutting-edge effects she helped to create. Now she would. As a production manager and chief lighting designer at SSG, she’d get to work on her own show, on-site. Vegas. Broadway. Stadiums. All hers to play with.

Joy bubbled through her.

Her friend Pilar had encouraged her to apply for the job. Pilar was a machinist at SSG. Right after she claimed her office, Allie was going to meet Pilar in the vending machine room in Building C for a celebratory microwave popcorn. Allie paused at her office door. It had a brass plaque with her name on it.

Allison Fairfax, Production Manager.

She stood there, transfixed by the elegant nameplate. SSG was so classy. Would she fit in? Biting her lower lip, she smoothed down her fine, short blond hair. With minimal makeup, small pearl earrings, a blue heather wool blazer skimming her ample curves, a navy wool skirt to her knees, she looked cultured enough. Even her scent was subdued and professional. She’d decided early on in her entertainment technology career she would dress up to the position she wanted.

She’d arrived. She was in the big leagues.

Someone was striding down the corridor toward her. Even dressed down in a long-sleeved chambray shirt and jeans, he held power in his carriage. He was probably somebody important in SSG. Another production manager, maybe. He approached closer. Very handsome. Tanned, chiseled features, unusual purple eyes. His eye color was probably an odd trick of the corridor’s fluorescent light. Had to be. The last time she even heard about someone having purple eyes was ages ago.

He stopped to greet her. “I’m Grant Edmonds. You must be our new production manager. Welcome to SSG.”

Yes. Grant Edmonds. The CEO.

He gripped her hand with gentle strength. At his touch, her ovaries hummed and spit like a capacitor about to discharge. How could some stranger do this to her?

“Thanks,” she managed, corking a moan. “I’m excited to be here.”

He unclasped her hand. “Well, we’re delighted to have you. Dave Goldberg tells me SSG was lucky to lure you away from Doering and Sons.”

His deep-set dark eyes glided over her face. An inexplicable smile of affection and recognition edged his lips.

“Silver?” His tone was proprietary.

She hadn’t heard that name for at least five years. She swallowed, distressed. She had to convince him he was wrong. She wasn’t that girl.

“Um, no, I’m Allie Fairfax.”

His smile notched down to courteous. His eyes flicked up to her door. “Of course. Like the nameplate says. I look forward to working with you, Ms. Fairfax.”

She took an embarrassed, anxious breath. With a nod, he continued down the corridor, away from her.


She didn’t bother to open her office door. With a shiver of panic, she hurried out of Building A. She had a horrible foreboding she hadn’t fooled Grant at all. He’d recognized her—and noticed her lust.

Damn. Why did the CEO of Synthos Systems Group have to be him?

Allie headed over to Building C in the crisp November air. The SSG campus was so pretty. Manicured green grass surrounded a cluster of low-slung silver glass-and-steel buildings. She wanted to stay.

Being a production manager was about so much more than money or prestige. It wasn’t even about the glamour and creativity of designing a show for a famous rock band or for the Olympics or for a Vegas superstar. It was about contacts, about networking, about her very future. Synthos Systems Group was famous for its culture of support. Continuing education classes and professional conferences were the norm for managers. Sometimes, after a few years of nurturing, managers went out on their own, building successful entertainment technology companies. SSG was thrilled and even proud—competition fostered evolution.

She hoped Pilar would be early for once.

About a dozen people milled about the vending machine room. No Pilar. Allie bought herself a bag of microwave popcorn and nuked it. Finding an empty table, she sat down with her popcorn.

How could Grant Edmonds have recognized her? Was it her body? Or the way she moved? She’d used both to earn a living before she decided to shift gears and get a degree. She’d been a member of the cast at the Vault, a high-class bondage club in LA. Although her silver metallic costume fell off in chunks during the sexual spectacle, she wasn’t a stripper. Meaning she didn’t strip off her own clothing. Her dance partner Jake, six feet five inches of hunkaliciousness—and completely gay—did that chore.

She didn’t regret her nights at the Vault. Oh, how she would tease and display her body. She enjoyed being adored, lusted after, dreamed about. But she, like every other member of the cast, was off-limits to club patrons. That was fine by her. There was only one patron she ever wanted to get to know—the mysterious man in the black coat. Performance after performance, he sat in the center front VIP table, alone, watching her and only her. Studying, not drooling. He was regal, removed somehow, superior, taking notes on a pad of paper. She assumed he was a reporter. He only drank one drink.

Sometimes she pretended the man in the black coat had her imprisoned and bound, not her dance partner. The fantasy of being dominated by the man in the black coat had made her writhing drama more fun and realistic, until Jake had told her to stop moaning aloud.

Allie opened the popcorn bag and munched, distracted by recollections of her past life, once so full of sensational pleasures and exhibitionist delight. She was never loose. She was never a slut. She’d had only two relationships in her life. Both long-term and one of them full-on kinky. Now all she had was an occasional erotic dream. The dreams bothered her, but what could she expect? She hadn’t had sex for sixteen months and five days. Her choice.

After a while the man in the black coat had stopped coming to the Vault. Maybe he’d gotten the story he’d come for. Allie asked Celeste, the waitress who normally served him that one drink, what she knew about the VIP mystery man. They could have both been fired for that conversation, but Celeste told Allie he smelled of woods—and money. He tipped like a billionaire. He always drank scotch, neat. He was good friends with Sterling, the owner of the Vault. He was handsome and built.

And Celeste had told Allie the mystery man had the most amazing purple eyes.


Allie shivered. The CEO of SSG had to be the mystery man in the black coat. What were the chances?

Pilar flew into the room. She was a Hispanic hottie with gorgeous milk-chocolate skin. Hair like pink straw framed her round face. Today she wore an eccentric combo of a sheer, frilly pink blouse with billowing pirate sleeves and a short pleather skirt. A heavy silver belt completed her look. She was a super-competent SSG machinist, but she dressed as if she seriously wanted to catch herself on fire.

Pilar headed for her table. She always smelled like sugar and vanilla.

“Sorry, I had to—” Pilar stopped and stared at Allie. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost. What’s wrong?”

Allie shrugged. “I just saw my past.”

“Okay.” Pilar sat at the table and waited for her to elaborate.

Maybe Pilar could help her with her fears, maybe convince her she was overreacting. “I have a little bit of a past with my boss.”

Pilar’s black eyes grew wide. “What boss?”

“Stop yelling, Pilar,” Allie hissed. She flicked a worried glance about the room. Most of the workers appeared glazed and tired, not that interested in their conversation. “The boss.”

“Huh? The boss? Who is the boss? Cut the cryptology, girlfriend. Who are you talking about?”

“I have a history with Grant,” Allie whispered. “The CEO.”

“Wow. Oh, wow.” Pilar licked her voluptuous lips, painted the same pink as her hair. “A history with Grant? I’d like a present with him.”

“Thanks. That’s helpful.”

“Sorry. It’s just that when I feel those black velvet eyes on me, I turn into a volcano about to erupt.”

“They’re purple.”

Pilar blinked her green-shadowed eyes. “What’s purple?”

“His eyes,” Allie said.

“Nobody has purple eyes.”

“Liz Taylor does. Or not. Liz’s eyes are violet, I guess. Anyway, can we get back to my problem?”

Pilar studied her hot pink sparkle nails. “Yeah. Sure. What is the problem? You slept with a gorgeous man?”

“I never slept with him. The problem is that he recognized me. I used to be an exotic dancer, Pilar. He must have designed the tech for the show I was in. He remembers me. I remember him.”

“So?”

“People think exotic dancers are sluts. And if he thinks I’m a slut, I’m screwed. I’m supposed to be the total professional. This job, my career, means everything to me.”

“Obviously,” Pilar said. “You dress like a nun. And you work harder than an ox. That’s why you got the job.”

“I do not dress like a nun,” Allie said. “And anyway, Grant could still fire me.”

Pilar raised her thin, shapely brows. “For what? For once being an exotic dancer? He was the one watching you. You’re making a big deal out of nothing.” She shook her head. “Whatever you did, he did it with you. Who is he to judge?”


“Who is he? He’s the boss. He’s a man. Ever heard about the double standard? A man can indulge in anything, but not a woman?”

“Look, Allie, what makes you think Grant remembers you?”

“Because he does. He called me Silver. Silver was sort of my stage name.”

“You’re psyching yourself out,” Pilar said, shrugging. “So what if Grant thinks he recognizes you? Deny it. He can’t prove anything. Keep on insisting you’re not Silver and he’ll back off. He’ll have to. Otherwise it’s sexual harassment. So, let’s forget about this unbelievably gorgeous guy for a while and you start telling me about your new job.”

Allie described all the perks and possibilities of being a production manager. She told Pilar about the fancy nameplate on her door. A feeling of doom still settled into her stomach. Even if Grant backed off, what was she going to do with her unexpected and massive attraction to him?








Chapter Three



Grant gazed about his office, all sleek pale European maple furniture and lush gray-blue carpeting. A row of gigantic windows, now hidden by gray vertical shades, dominated one wall. It was an understated and cultured space. After all these years, he still felt a little thrill of pride in SSG. He’d proven himself. He wasn’t just some rich dude with a hobby. He was some rich dude with a highly regarded theater tech company. And he’d enjoyed every minute building it. He now had eighty-six employees. Management was fun. It was all about providing resources. He nudged and nurtured and then watched his people soar.

The future of SSG was golden.

He returned to study his laptop. The numbers on the screen didn’t jive with the hardcopy estimate. He grunted. He’d have to corner somebody in accounting. But not until Monday morning. His people did not work late on a Friday night. SSG employees were out having fun, or cuddling up with their loved ones, or maybe sleeping. He leaned back in his zero-gravity chair, casual in his running shorts, perfectly satisfied with his own Friday-night routine—a long workout at the gym, a shower and back to the office for some solo thinking time.

He was rarely lonely. His work satisfied him. His brothers and sister were concerned with his solitary bachelor life and constantly tried to set him up with some friend of a friend. With seven siblings, he endured a lot of urging and cajoling. He always declined the blind dates. He could find his own woman. Once in a while he’d go out on a date. The encounters were pleasant and diverting, and occasionally sexual. But long term? No. He was looking for a less conventional relationship. He sought a deeper, more profound connection, one involving power exchange.

His laptop pinged gently. Another email. He got hundreds a day. He rarely read them. Georgia, his assistant, did that, vetting the correspondence, forwarding mail to the correct parties, sometimes answering for him. After Georgia’s sorting, he only had to respond to about three per day. It saved a lot of time.

The new email was from Allie Fairfax. Ah, yes, the spectacular Allie Fairfax, SSG’s newest production manager. She impressed everybody she came in contact with. Her first client, a country band headlining in Vegas, couldn’t be happier with her lighting design work. The only person upset with Allie’s performance was Ray—her old boss. He hated losing her and gave Goldberg infinite crap for stealing her away. Ray pretended to be cranky and resentful. In reality he was proud.

Allie was turning into a great asset to the company. And she was a beauty. Soft white-blond hair, earnest gray eyes, graceful movements enhancing a voluptuous figure. She was Silver all right. Her startled, nearly fearful reaction to being confronted with that name confirmed it.

The way her breath had hitched when he shook her hand brought his cock to life. He’d enjoy a little handshake with her again.

Instead he opened her email. It was a thank you note. She was thrilled to have been encouraged to attend the Live Design trade show. She briefly described some of the new technologies she’d seen. He was charmed by her enthusiasm and by the way she thanked him for something that benefited SSG.

Had she sent the email from home or from the office? He got up and walked down the hall to find out.

The door to her office was open. Her light was on. He peeked in. The lovely Allie Fairfax was working at her big maple desk. She wore a body-hiding linen suit. Hunched over her laptop, she sat on a metal folding chair. Her fancy zero-gravity executive chair was shoved into a corner.


He knocked on the doorframe.

With a little gasp, her head jerked up. “Sir.”

He loved the sound of her calling him Sir. It gave him some wicked, wicked ideas.

“I didn’t mean to startle you, Allie. I just got your email about the ET Trade show. I was wondering if you had a chance to see the new PRG media servers.”

Her eyes struggled to stay focused on his face and not veer down his bare chest—and lower. Her posture tense, she bit her lower lip. He relished her nervousness. Nervousness meant she was sensitive and aware, delightful qualities in a woman.

Leaning against the doorframe, he asked her questions about the trade show. Her delicious anxiety was tempered by an eagerness to tell him about the new technology. He felt the slow pound of his blood.

There were no anti-fraternization rules at Synthos Systems Group. This spectacular woman wasn’t working for Sterling anymore. Allie was working for him. Flicking a glance at the abandoned executive chair, he strode into her office.

“You’re not using the chair?” He pulled the black metal monstrosity away from the wall. “It might be ugly, but it’s really comfortable. You should try it.” He made a show of slowly lowering his body into the chair. “Mmm. Wonderful.”

She studied his face and then the futuristic metal chair and grimaced. “It looks like a creepy black metal skeleton.”

“I have a chair just like it. I love it.” Grunting happily, he stood and patted the mesh seat. “Let me show you some of this chair’s secrets.”

Her face relaxed into a grin. She walked over to the chair and, grasping the suspended armrests, she dropped into the seat.

“Huh. It really is comfortable. Like sitting on air.” She leaned her head back and sighed. Loudly.

Resting his hands on the armrests, he took in her subtle scent of spring flowers. He rotated the chair to the left and to the right and then back to the middle. “See, it moves back and forth. The chair also adjusts up and down, by these levers at the base.”

He raised the chair higher, bringing her body even closer to him.

“Got it.” Her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths. Her soft gray eyes were wide. “Thanks for showing me.”

Her tone of voice, her expression, was a cry for mercy.

He had no intention of being merciful.

He raised the chair even higher. “Do you have any idea what you did to me at the Vault, Silver? Seeing that brute strip away your resistance? Your eyes the color of wild storm clouds, outlined with black, promising so much heat and drama? And how you delivered. Piece by piece, that savage peeled off your armor, leaving you vulnerable, writhing, desperate to submit to his force. Are you that same wondrous woman?”

She moaned, pressing herself into the chair. “No. I’m not. It was an act. Okay? A dance. Everybody and his brother had fantasies about Silver. But I’m not Silver. I’m Allie. I’m not a slut. I don’t respond to force. I don’t writhe. I don’t. I’m an ordinary woman, okay? Really, really ordinary.”

“There is absolutely nothing ordinary about you.” He leaned in closer, holding her captive on the mesh chair. The air seethed with tension.

“I remember you from the Vault, okay? I do,” she said, gasping for air. “But this is wrong. You’re my boss.”


“Do you want me to go? No harm, no foul.”

With a cry, her arms shot up to embrace his neck.

“Good choice.” Grasping her waist, he jerked her out of the chair with both hands. He nudged her up against the wall, shutting the office door with his foot.

Her mouth was slack with lust, her charcoal eyes bright with desire. At her look, at her willing surrender, his cock ached and throbbed. That part of him wanted to pound into her, use her, but he had bigger plans for this spectacular creature than a quick, onetime release.

He unbuttoned the first button of her jacket. “I remember your silky, pale skin bound by those few slices of metal. Your act fueled my sexual imagination for years. What have you got hidden under here for me now?”

Her hands dropped to her sides and she shut her eyes, moaning softly.

He continued to undo the jacket buttons. She wasn’t wearing a blouse. She wore only a pale blue lace bra. He gently pulled off her jacket, leaving her lush, large breasts open to his delectation. The bra was some sort of sheer half bra, barely covering her dainty pink nipples. His blood boiled. Restraint was going to be way harder than he thought.

Growling low in his throat, he pressed her shoulders into the wall. He passed his tongue over the top lace of her bra. Her nipples softly pebbled under his pressure. His tongue worked to push down the lace, draw out her nipples. She shuddered. He kissed her glorious breasts. Soft and smooth, swelling with arousal. Nipping and scraping, he teased her knobs with his teeth, making her cry out with pleasure.

Her sensitivity marveled him.

There was nothing dainty about her nipples now. Sharp and hard, they demanded attention.

He dropped to his knees on the carpet.

Her eyes flew open, distressed. “Oh, don’t stop! Please—”

He slanted a look up at her and she quieted. Her skirt had a long row of buttons down the front. He unbuttoned her skirt from the hem up. Slowly, oh, so slowly. Squirming restlessly, she shoved her fingers in his hair.

He refused to alter his pace.

Nothing good ever came from rushing. The perfect release came from stoking fires to near pain. He planned to teach her the ecstasy of orgasm delay. All night if he could. She whimpered softly.

Finally he undid the last button at her waist and her skirt dropped to the floor. She wore nothing underneath but a blue lace thong. Running his forefinger along the top of her thong, his breath caught. The temptation to take her was nearly irresistible.

“Make love to me now,” she whispered raggedly, rolling her hips.

“That’s what I’m doing, Silver.”

She made sounds of despair. Her unsatisfied heat made his erection throb.

Take her now. Tear off that scrap of lace and shove into her.

Determined to manage her—and his lust—he seized her curvy thighs. He turned her to face the wall. She planted her palms high, bracing herself. Arching her back, she lifted her lush ass, offering, inviting.

Inhaling deeply, he wrestled for self-control.

A tiny tattoo of an angel winked up at him. He kissed her rounded cheek. “Oh yes,” he murmured into her satiny skin, scented with woman and lilac. “I remember this tattoo.”


He laved Allie’s angel in slow strokes, making the woman, and the angel, tremble. He grasped the T of her thong with his teeth and jerked up.

She spasmed as the lacy crotch cut into her clit. Her breath sucking in on a sharp, wailing gasp, she whirled to face him. “What are you waiting for?”

Her anguish made him harder and hotter. He stood up. She was perfect, a wild sexual thing, sensitive and giving and greedy. Allie Fairfax was everything he wanted in a woman.

He intended to manage and mold her sharp passion.

“I’m ready, Grant.” With a desperate cry, she pulled off her thong and pushed the damp mass against his chest. “Feel how ready I am.”

He slid his finger over her drenched clit. “Mmm. How much foreplay can you take, babe?”

“None. None at all. I—”

His lips came down hard on hers, his mouth and tongue telling her he would determine how, and when, he’d make love to her. She moaned into his mouth, submitting.

Breaking the kiss, he caught her waist and moved her across her office. She made a strangled noise. He lifted her onto the seat of the zero-gravity executive chair, pinning her waist to the mesh.

He admired the splendid, impatient woman he’d fixed to the chair. Rich and full breasts, cinched-in waist, rounded hips, a bare muff. She still wore her heels.

She was made for sex.

Her thighs fell open. Her vulnerability lashed at his control.

Slow down.

He knelt in front of her. His tongue danced over her smooth mound. Slipping and sliding over her wet clit, his tongue circled, moving back and forth, a liquid action, slow. She sobbed sharply, flailing. He forced her to stillness.

“Don’t come,” he ordered.

She whimpered but obeyed. Her submission pleased him.

His tongue dipped into her gash. Her back arched, and she groaned, trying to control her response. He nipped and laved. Finally she screamed. She’d reached the point of no return. He continued to kiss and nibble. She howled, writhing, convulsing, again and again, until finally, limp and perspiring, she could only whimper her pleasure. He stopped his sensual assault and dragged her up against his chest. Her pelvis pressed against his erection.

She breathed heavily, barely conscious. He held her close, comforting her with sweet words of praise. Her body, her heat, her sounds of pleasure, aroused him even more.

Allie stirred. Making sounds of animal desire, she stroked his erection through the silky material of his running shorts. Her quick recovery and aggressiveness took him by surprise. Blood rushed to his rigid cock, making it burn.

“Let me please you,” she whispered.

He jerked his wallet out of his shorts, pulled out a foil, kicked off his shorts and sheathed himself.

And then, snarling in bliss, he dragged her to the carpet. From deep inside her came a sound, a cross between triumphant cry and desperate groan. Her eyes were insane with lust.


He inched into her wet, willing heat, feeling her flesh squeezing, quivering around his cock. He sank into her and her breasts trembled, nearly sending him to the edge. He thrust, making her shudder violently. Thrusting again, he drove harder, deeper. Her head thrashed with every surge of his hips. Gritting his teeth, he pushed her hard, and harder still, whipping her into a frenzy. Suddenly, she bowed beneath him, screaming. With a gasping shudder, she stilled, satisfied. He continued to plunge, streams of pleasure shooting through him. A massive release shook him. She hungrily consumed his spasms.

When she stirred again, he straddled her. His eyes flickered over her breasts and still-spiked nipples. He drew a finger gently across her reddened chest. She was as responsive as he’d hoped. “I love making you flush.”

She seductively arched her back and stretched her arms over her head. The subtle scent of lilac and woman enveloped him.

“You’re way too conceited,” she said.

“You think?” He bent to scrape her left nipple with his teeth, giving her a full-body spasm.

He couldn’t get enough of her sighs and moans—and her welcoming heat. “I want to own you, Allie. Do you know what that means?”

She inhaled sharply. “You want me to be your office slave?”

He smiled, chuckling. “Who said anything about my office?”

She didn’t smile back. Her soft gray eyes gazed up at him, her expression disturbed. “I’m not a slut.”

“Ownership is about protection, about nurturing, about control. Not about using and abusing.”

She nodded. She might not agree to being owned, but she knew what the word meant.

“Well, I suppose I should get you dressed before I’m tempted again.” He pulled up the blue lace still bunched under the curve of her breasts. He smoothed the sheer material back.

She relaxed and smiled up at him. Wrong move.

The driving instinct to feel her soft, curvaceous body writhing beneath him took hold. Gently pinching her nipples through the sheer lace of her bra, he teased her into a fever pitch.








Chapter Four



The sun was rising by the time Grant escorted Allie out to her car. She smelled like his woods and spice. Her exhausted body still vibrated from his attentions.

He gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek, along with an open invitation to go out to dinner. He promised no sex, no BDSM, no fooling around of any kind. Just a chance to get to know each other better.

She jumped into her car, fleeing back to her apartment. Why had she responded to Grant? Responded? She’d practically begged. Recalling how she’d thrashed on the floor of her office at SSG, blinded by lust, made her hot again. She’d loved every minute of it. But it was foolish to fuck the boss.

She refused to even think about Grant’s offer to own her. Been there, done that. Now it was time to concentrate on her career—not devote herself to a powerful man with powerful appetites.

After a scalding shower and a fourteen-hour nap, Allie prepared for her next business trip. But she couldn’t sleep off the memory of Grant. She kept seeing his perfectly proportioned, tanned body, his unshaven face and those extraordinary eyes.

And she kept feeling him.

He had ruled her body. One-and-a-half years of chastity had made her eager to submit to his intense erotic control. He’d bit and licked her body with his hot mouth, exploring every inch of her skin. She recalled the scrape of his incipient beard against her tender spots. Her heart had pounded so hard it hurt. She’d thrashed and cried beneath him as he’d given her wave after wave of shattering pleasure.

Enough. She had work to do.

She finished packing for a production consultation in New York. Designing the lighting for the off-Broadway play would take every bit of her energy and focus.

The weeks of work with the 59E59 Theaters in New York ended up being extremely satisfying. She loved her job. The clients knew it, too—she’d received an invitation to be the permanent lighting designer for the 59E59 Theaters. And she’d already gotten an offer to work as a production stage manager for the Palazzo Hotel in Las Vegas.

The possible consequences of having fucked Grant didn’t seem so scary anymore. Her future in entertainment technology was secure, if not at SSG, then somewhere else.

Lounging in her Manhattan hotel room, she took a long, loving look at some recent luxury purchases. Buoyed by the job offer from the off-Broadway theater company, she’d gone clothes shopping. Two tailored couturier suits, both in blue, lay on the hotel bed. One was a fabulous sky-blue nubby silk, the other navy linen. Both were classic, body hiding—and beyond expensive. She couldn’t believe how classy they made her look. Allie snapped some photos of the suits with her cell and sent them to Pilar.

The nuns would approve, Pilar texted back.

Allie laughed. She missed Pilar and her sarcastic humor.

After grabbing her laptop, Allie headed downstairs to the video-conferencing facilities of the hotel. She had an appointment with her immediate boss, Dave Goldberg. Dave liked to be kept up to date on her progress and problems about once a week.

It turned out Grant participated in the videoconference, too. The mere sight of him and his purple eyes gave her libido way more erotic dynamism than it needed. She wanted him again. But the CEO of SSG was professional. He was only interested in learning about her creative lighting-design work. Goldberg had evidently been bragging about her.


When they cut the video connection, Allie realized she had to get her relationship with Grant squared away. Ideally, they’d just have a business association. She’d feel almost nothing when they met in person. If she were still hot for his bod, well, then she’d suggest being fuckbuddies.

But she would never, ever consent to being owned.

When her time with the 59E59 Theaters ended a month later, she packed up. Before she left she emailed Grant, asking for an appointment. Surely by now her hunger for him would have dissipated. Within minutes he called her cell.

“Hello, Allie,” he said warmly. “Coming back to California?”

The sound of his voice struck hard at a sexual nerve, setting her blood on fire. So much for feeling nothing toward him.

They arranged to meet at Tapas Barcelona on Castro Street the next evening. A date.

When she got home, she told Pilar about her upcoming date with Grant. Allie left out the part about previous wild sex. Pilar was beyond excited and wanted to help her pick out a pretty dress.

That turned out to be nearly impossible.

Pilar and Allie both stood in Allie’s bedroom. A heap of blue clothing lay on the bed. All the outfits had been rejected by a scowling Pilar as being too conservative and boring.

“It’s almost a business dinner,” Allie insisted.

Pilar rolled her purple-lidded eyes. “No. It’s not. It’s a date. With a hot man. You can’t wear a work suit. You have to give him a hint of your assets.”

Grant was already quite familiar with her assets. But Pilar didn’t know that. “I suppose. But I’m not trying to seduce him, Pilar.” If Allie wanted to give him a thrill, she’d slither into her old Silver costume, now stored in a shoe box on the closet shelf. “I just want to get to know him.”

“Maybe we should go buy something new?”

“We don’t have enough time,” Allie said. “I’m meeting him in less than two hours. I have to shower and all.”

A soft smile played on Pilar’s fuchsia lips. “I have an outfit that would be perfect on you. Brand new, hanging in my closet.”

Allie blinked at her. The girl was wearing a bright green tube top and skintight lederhosen, along with a hundred necklaces of multicolored beads. “Something of yours?”

Pilar’s black eyes sparkled with humor. “Oh, stop looking at me like that. The outfit I’m thinking of is not my style at all.”

“So that automatically means it’s going to be perfect for me?”

“Yup. Continue rummaging through your blues, girlfriend. I’ll be right back.” Pilar ran off, leaving behind her scent of vanilla.

Pilar was a treasure, but she had zero taste.

Pilar returned with a shimmery periwinkle-blue dress, tags waving from a seam. “Mom bought it for me a long time ago. Supposed to be an interview outfit. I told her, ‘I’m a machinist, not a secretary,’ but she bought it anyway. It’s a stretchy knit, so it should fit.”

Pilar laid it on the bed. The simple nubby knit sheath was sleeveless with a square neckline. Allie loved the color and texture.

“I told you,” Pilar said. “It’s perfect. It’s even blue.”

Allie stroked the dress. “It is gorgeous. Feels gorgeous, too.”


She tried the dress on. It felt tight. She looked at her curvy reflection in the mirror. The dress was tight. And more low cut than she normally wore. Sexy, but pretty. “I really like it. Thanks!” She gave Pilar an exuberant hug.

“Have fun for me. And call me when you get back.”

An hour later Allie walked into Tapas Barcelona, looking relaxed. Her appearance gave no clue as to her real internal state. Which was anxious. Grant’s handsome virility did strange and unwelcome things to both her body and mind.

Grant looked elegant and downtown in a gray-striped suit with a gray shirt open at the neck. Just seeing him made her sex pulse with searing, slick bolts of fire. He gave her a kiss on the cheek. He smelled wonderful, woodsy-sexy.

“Hello, Sir,” she said.

“I do like how you call me Sir.”

She didn’t even realize she’d called him Sir. She obviously had some automatic and inborn regard for him. No wonder he thought she craved his domination. But she didn’t crave his domination. She craved his bod. And once they became fuckbuddies, she’d break the Sir habit.

The hostess led them to a handsome private dining room. The dark wood floors and deep-red walls were aglow with candlelight. Grant pulled out a tall leather chair for her at the intimate wooden table. The faint strains of guitar music drifted in from the main dining room.

The hostess took their drink order, then returned with his scotch, Allie’s sangria and a platter of cheeses with wedges of crusty bread.

“Are you originally from California?” Grant asked, taking a nibble of the appetizer.

“Yes.” She sipped on the fruit-heavy sangria.

“And your family?” The flickering candlelight hit the planes of his face, making him look even more masculine.

“It’s just been me and my mom since forever. She’s in Japan now, teaching English.”

“Japan. How wonderful. Have you visited her there?”

“I plan to. Maybe this summer.”

“Do you enjoy travel?”

“Oh, I love it. I love that part of my job. I’m really happy being a production manager.”

“This isn’t supposed to be a job performance review, Allie. I really want to get to know you. As a person. Not an employee.” He smiled and reached across the table to delicately stroke her fingers.

His touch sent a shockwave of desire pulsing through her body. She took a stabilizing breath. “I’ve never been abroad. My mom is the one with an adventurous spirit. Not me. She’s in Japan right now. I get my exotic travel urges satisfied by reading international thrillers.”

“I’m ashamed to admit I never read fiction. Ever. So maybe we should stick to talking about something safe, like politics?”

They both laughed. He opened his menu and she did the same.

She stared at the pages, intimidated. “A lot of choices.”

As if by magic, the waiter appeared, offering to help her interpret the menu.

Grant had other ideas. “We’ll be passing around and sharing our dishes, Allie. Mind if I order for us both?”

“Please do.” Grateful, she sipped on her refreshing drink, enjoying the way the candlelight danced on the strands of his dark wavy hair as he ordered. She was feeling pampered, taken care of. She liked it.

“Tell me about your family,” she said after the waiter left.


“My family is huge. I have six brothers and one sister. My parents still live here, but my sibs are spread out all over the world.”

“Eight kids, total? I can’t even imagine. Are your sibs all hard-driving and successful, like you?”

“You think I’m hard-driving?” he asked, looking concerned.

The memory of surrendering to his desperate fury in her office surged to life. “You have got to be kidding me.”

He laughed. A pleasant sound. He started talking about his siblings. None of them were zillionaire CEOs. He was proud of all of them.

“And then there’s the baby girl of the family. Karen. She’s an elementary school teacher in Wenatchee, Washington. She coaches volleyball at the junior high, too. Those girls are so devoted to her. I’ve been to a few of her games. Karen knows how to put a terrific team together.”

Putting together a terrific team was evidently an Edmonds family trait. An admirable one.

The tapas arrived. The rich intermingled aromas made her mouth water. She tried a bit of every one of the ten small plates of food. Exotic pan-fried dates stuffed with almonds and wrapped in bacon. Tasty chicken cakes flavored with pepper, onions and cilantro, served with a black-bean salsa. A pork stew Grant adored. He fed her a spoonful, going on and on about how the sherry melded with the pork juices like a fine molasses.

Grant ordered her another sangria. She could get used to this kind of care.

Next she tried tender shrimps cooked in a hot olive-oil-and-garlic dressing. Spectacular. Her favorite, by far, was the artichoke dish, pale hearts roasted with sun-dried tomatoes and garlic.

She sampled her fresh sangria, noting he hadn’t even touched his scotch. It was as if he wanted to be completely clear-headed—for her. She was starting to like him. Maybe they could be friends and fuckbuddies.

After the plates were cleared away, he captured her wrists with his hands. Sharp tension scissored into her crotch.

“So,” he said. “Have you given any more thought to my offer?”

“Yes.” She bit off the Sir that nearly dropped out of her mouth. “I’d like us to be lovers.”

He tightened his grip on her wrists. It wasn’t painful—unless she considered the sensations darting to her clit pain.

“My offer is to own you, Allie.”

“You’re saying we can’t be lovers unless you own me?”

He released her wrists. For the first time that night, he took a sip of his scotch. “Yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

“That’s extortion.”

“It’s not extortion, Allie. It’s sex with conditions. You’re free to say no.”

“I don’t get it. Why can’t we just be lovers? You were perfectly happy to fuck me silly the last time without conditions. What’s changed?”

“I want more. I want your complete and utter sexual obedience.”

Her head twitched. No. No way.

“Sexual obedience won’t interfere with your job or your outside interests. Your value to me is enhanced by your success. By your happiness. Only when your other obligations are satisfied do you come to me, eager, ready to submit to my sexual authority.”


Taking in his warm, sexy fragrance of spice and woods, she chewed on her lower lip. She wouldn’t mind submitting to his sexual authority at this very moment—right on the restaurant table. But as a relationship dynamic? No way.

She’d done the submission thing before. It had been fabulous for a while. And at the end, devastatingly bad. Serving Joseph, her ex-Dominant, had once fulfilled a deep need in her. Turning control over to him made her feel secure. Devoting her energies to ensuring his pleasure and contentment had satisfied her to her very essence.

Shifting uncomfortably in her leather chair, she said, “I don’t want to be owned. It’s too hard.”

“You’ve been owned before?” The candlelight reflected in his indigo eyes, making Grant look fierce.

“For two years. He was a dancer at the Vault. I was proud to make his life better.”

“Were you just a service submissive?”

“No.”

Grant studied her as if there was more to tell. There was, of course. But she didn’t want to talk about how sex with Joseph had gone south long before the rest of their relationship had died.

“What happened?” Grant asked.

“I guess we just grew apart,” she said, shrugging.

“You grew apart because…?”

“Because I started taking classes at the college. He let things slide, indulging me, spoiling me, as if he was afraid. Maybe he figured I’d leave him once I got a degree. Never would have happened. I loved him. But I depended on his exacting nature for security. I needed his praise. I needed him to put me over his knee during those rare times I didn’t meet his standards. He didn’t do any of that anymore. Instead, he worshipped me. For the first time, I didn’t know where I stood.”

“Did you talk to him about your worries?”

“How could I? How could I tell him I was unhappy with his leadership? Was I supposed to beg him to be stronger? I couldn’t. But without Joseph’s control, I became a failure as his submissive, a frustrated full-on bitch, resistant and sassy. Maybe I wanted to force him to take the reins again, I don’t know. I provoked him. Bad. I was absolutely dreadful. He corrected me. Finally. Believe me, I felt every single stinging, bare-assed swat. For days. But it was too late for correction. I needed his guidance and security, not punishment. I lost respect for him. I’m sure he lost respect for me, too. So we went our separate ways.”

She gazed at the incongruously romantic candle flame for a moment, reliving those last terrible days with Joseph.

“What do you think about correction?” She had no idea why she asked him that. She didn’t need a new Dominant.

“Not my first choice. Failing to communicate is a big deal in my book, but it’s a problem that usually requires talking out, not physical correction.”

“So you’d never spank a sub.”

“Oh, I would,” he said. “And I have.”

“For what?”

“Lying. Lying is a limit of mine.”

What kind of woman had he once owned? Why had she lied?

“I love my life as it is, Sir.” Damn. The Sir just popped out again.


“And that’s what makes you so attractive, Allie. Ownership isn’t about tearing you down and rebuilding you. You’re a spectacular woman as you are. I want you, not some Vault fantasy. I want your fierce intelligence, your ambition, your creativity, your stamina and your sexual sensitivity.”

“But you can get all of those things as my lover.”

He drank his scotch. “A naughty ’nilla relationship won’t allow me to focus that red-hot fire of yours. I want to own you.”

The lure of having her fires stoked under his dominant hand hit her hard. But it would be foolish to jump into the restraints just because she’d once had spectacular sex with him.

“I need more time,” she said.

“You have all the time you need.” His expression radiated both confidence and gentle patience. He was sure she’d eventually say yes.


Allie met Pilar out by the apartment pool to take advantage of the unusual December heat wave. Pilar lay on a lounge chair, her brown body squeezed into a hot orange strapless suit. Her hair was dyed orange, too. Her toes were embellished with various rings. Piles of the San Francisco Chronicle and Mercury News were stacked on either side of her; the girl read newspapers only on a monthly basis.

Pilar looked Allie up and down, snickering at her conservative marine-blue one-piece swimsuit. “Forgot your swim goggles again?”

Allie dragged a lounge chair next to her friend and lay down. “Nah. I didn’t forget my goggles. The nuns stole them.”

Ferns and small palms ringed the pool, but they didn’t provide shade. Allie slathered sunscreen on her pale skin. The oil smelled deliciously of coconut.

Pilar wanted to know all about the date with Grant. Allie told her about the fun of the tapas bar, about Grant’s big family and about their kiss at the end of the date. She totally left out the ownership talk.

They discussed their upcoming dream trip to Japan. Pilar had found an awesomely cheap flight. So cheap that the dream might even become reality. But the flight had a stopover in Hawaii and they argued about how long they should stay there. Allie didn’t think she had the vacation time for anything but Japan. Pilar gave her the usual crap about working too hard.

After a smirky giggle, Pilar started reading one of her newspapers. Allie pulled out the latest Andy McDermott thriller. She read about twenty pages, marking the paper with greasy sunscreen fingerprints. Closing her eyes, she savored the sensation of the sun heating her thighs. A memory of Grant flitted through her brain. How he stood by her office door, half-naked, all contoured muscle and sexy smile. And then the aftermath, his potency, her pleasure. She let the memories of Grant’s powerful handling slip away. She fell asleep.

When she woke up, Pilar was still reading newspapers.

“Ha!” Pilar cried. “You gotta see this. It’s your outfit.”

Pilar shoved the paper under Allie’s nose. She poked the paper with her bright pink fingernail. “She’s wearing your clothes.”

Allie sighed, studying a society page photo of a cultured woman wearing the same nubby silk couturier suit Allie owned. “So?”

“So,” Pilar said. “Look at her. She’s at least seventy. I’ll bet she has a swimsuit like yours, too. You don’t have a bit of pride in your body. Like her. A boring, snooty piece of white bread.”

Allie glared at Pilar, envious of her flamboyance and freedom as a machinist. “I’m not even close to being white bread.”


“Yeah?” Pilar’s black eyes twinkled. “Then prove it.”

Allie took the dare.

A few hours later, they both lay by the pool again, but now they had brand-new navel rings. Allie’s ornamentation was silver and Pilar’s gold. Pilar broke open a bottle of Beaujolais, and then another, and they drank until they no longer felt the sting.








Chapter Five



Grant wasn’t quite as patient as he pretended to be. He was obsessed with Allie. Reliving the way she’d looked up at him from the folding chair, calling him Sir, made him instantly hard.

He’d lost control that night in her office. Rutting like a wild animal, taking her—and taking her again. Oh, she’d responded to his crazed, rampant force well enough, but she deserved more than a selfish lover. Much more.

Since their date at Barcelona, they’d met for a few dinners and a lunch. They’d talked about their plans for the future, about family. They’d discussed sexual obedience, what it meant to be a Dominant, what it meant to be a submissive. He had a hard time keeping his hands off her. Her curves, her scent of lilacs, her warmth, all drove him wild. The attraction was reciprocal. Her desire for him was evident in her every breath.

Still she resisted.

Despite his agonizing impatience, he gave her the space she needed. Being owned involved a mental surrender, not a physical one. She had to come to him because his leadership and care inspired her, not his steel-hard cock.

Sooner or later she would offer herself up to him. He’d already had some custom-designed jewelry created for the occasion. Once he owned her, he’d focus her brilliant, chaotic sexual fire into a laser beam for their mutual pleasure.

He called Allie to invite her to come to a business dinner with him. She was in Baltimore, attending a specialized lighting class. She agreed to return to California to meet with the client. The client was Satin, the huge country star—and an old friend. He had some concerns about the complexity of Satin’s proposed show. He wanted his best production managers in on the preliminary meetings.

Grant picked Allie up at her apartment. She looked good enough to eat. Her long black dress hugged her plush womanly body, showing just a hint of cleavage. He appreciated her sexy dangly earrings, her angelic short hair, her gentle scent.

“Black looks good on you.”

She smiled shyly. Her demure expression sent a shockwave of desire through him.

He opened the door of the Audi R8 for her. Allie paused before she slid in, glancing up at the apartment building. He followed her gaze. The eccentric machinist stood on a high balcony, giving Allie the thumbs-up sign.

He chuckled.

They sped off in his little white sports car and soon reached their destination. The restaurant reminded him of a French country estate with its fresh-cut flowers and rich burgundy-patterned wallpaper. It smelled like candle wax and cinnamon.

The party was already seated by the time Grant and Allie got there. Grant introduced Allie to Satin and Satin’s manager, Hank. Allie already knew the three other SSG production managers, all experts in one technology or another.

The strength of his protective feelings toward Satin took Grant by surprise. Pale and beautiful, she still exuded a helpless air, like Sleeping Beauty waiting for her prince. Large silver and turquoise earrings set at her delicate jaw made her look even more frail. A few dark tendrils curled down from her upswept hair, brushing her bare slender shoulders.

They ordered drinks and made small talk about airport security, cracking each other up. Hank was a bit of a blowhard, but Grant supposed that was a plus in the talent manager field. Allie joined in the joking. Satin was silent, studying Allie.


The waiter came, and they all ordered seafood, the restaurant’s specialty. Hank presented his preliminary ideas for Satin’s show. They were elaborate, prompting the production managers to brainstorm. Grant nursed his scotch, listening to his team coming up with suggestions. He was impressed with them all.

At one point Hank practically bellowed, “Eh. You people at SSG can do anything.”

“What do you think, Grant?” Satin asked in her softly musical way. “Is the show doable?”

He gazed at her, flooded with affection for this soft and submissive woman. After all these years, there was no erotic spark between them, but he still cared for her. Deeply.

Satin deserved the best. He hoped he’d be able to provide it. “A little too early to say.”

Satin nodded and returned to watching Allie. SSG’s gorgeous lighting expert was asking Hank tons of questions about the show. Her expression was troubled. Grant gave Allie a brief pat on her thigh, wondering what she thought about Hank’s ideas.

The food arrived. Thinly sliced cucumber was layered over the top of his poached salmon, looking like scales. The group continued to throw around ideas as they ate. Eventually the little dinner meeting broke up, with promises to continue the discussion at a later time.

Grant and Allie walked out to the parking lot holding hands. Gently molding her shoulders, he nudged her up against the Audi. He felt the delicious pressure of his pelvis against hers, his pulse pounding where their bodies met. He was a fool to touch her like this in public. But he loved hearing her little gasp.

“What do you think about Hank’s concert ideas?” he asked.

She looked up at him, all focus and gravity. “The light show Hank is proposing is at the ragged edge of current technology. We’d have to do the programming from scratch and maybe even then it wouldn’t work.”

“I was afraid of that.”

“I’m really sorry,” she said. “I know you wanted to do it.”

Sliding his hands from her shoulders up to her jaw line, he tugged gently at her dangly earrings. “We have to ground clients all the time. Don’t be sorry.”

“But you owned Satin.”

Allie’s perception amazed him. “You’re right. I did. We were together for more than three years. Until she begged release to pursue her career.”

“You loved her.”

“Yes. And I always will. Once I love, it doesn’t stop just because we’re no longer a couple.”

She rested her head on his chest, reaching around his waist with her arms. Her delicate, giving manner disarmed him.

“I want to be owned by you, Sir.”


Allie prowled about his spacious apartment. She scanned the living room, up and down, back and forth, patting his exercise equipment, opening and shutting the curtains. He lounged on his brown leather couch, amused. Let her investigate. It relaxed her. Besides, he could use some time to plan. Entertaining Allie would require plenty of creativity—his bachelor pad was kink-free.

“You’re really neat,” she said, inspecting his DVD collection.

“I only sleep here. Weeknights, mainly. I head out coastside for the weekends.”

She bounced into his bathroom. “Wow. Big.” Her voice echoed off the tiles. She swept into the bedroom. “Ooh. I like your bedroom. Nice masculine decor.”

“Are you looking for something in particular?” he asked.


“No, I’m looking for everything. I want to know what your taste is like, what you eat for breakfast, what you sleep in and—” She poked her head out of the bedroom door, her face alight, her manner seductive. “Should I undress, Sir? Lie on your big bed and wait for you to fuck me silly?”

He rose from the couch. “No. I like you in that dress. It hugs you in all the right places. And it’ll show off your collar beautifully.”

She blinked. The teasing expression fell, replaced by a quiet anticipation.

He collected a black velvet jewelry case from his briefcase. “Come here.”

She hurried over to kneel in front of him, fully clothed.

He didn’t want her supplication. Not yet. So he knelt too, holding the case. They would be at the same level until he collared her. “Are you desirous of being owned, Allie?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you vow to be my sexual slave and servant?”

A sweet little smile quirked her lips. “I do.”

“Such a union can be magnificent. But you’ve only seen the superficial shell of this interaction. Pleasure. Devotion. Excitement. You haven’t yet experienced the rigorous substance of this arrangement. Are you prepared to learn?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He touched her soft cheek with the palm of his hand. “Do you promise me your utter and complete sexual obedience?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He tilted her chin upward. “It is a hard thing, you who are your own woman, to submit to the sexual authority of another. Do you promise to remain chaste in my absence?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you promise if you have difficulty with this relationship, you will talk to me?”

“I will,” she said, looking up at him with burning eyes.

“I do not wish to hurt you or frighten you. Do you agree to use a safeword if I provoke you to the limits of your endurance, sexual or otherwise?”

She was silent, considering. Perhaps she’d never had a safeword before. She expelled a long breath, as if the agreement was difficult.

“I will use a safeword, Sir.”

“Your safeword is over. Say it.”

“Over.”

“Remember the word. Use it if you need to.”

“I will, Sir.”

“Then I take you as my property, to protect, to guide, to nourish, to enrich in all ways.” He opened up the jewelry case and removed the collar. It was a spectacular Art Deco-style silver necklace designed by a well-known lifestyle jeweler. One brilliant oval sapphire gleamed in the bold, segmented geometric design. The whole piece was lined with a soft synthetic leather so it would never chafe her.

She stared at the collar with large gray eyes, liquid with unshed tears.

“This collar is a symbol of our commitment. Do not remove it without cause.” He fixed the collar around her neck.

She stroked the necklace with trembling fingers. “It’s beautiful, Sir.”

The collar was beautiful, sitting just below her collarbones. The deep blue stone sparkled with life. Just like Allie herself.


He kissed her lips softly. “You are now mine.” He drew her up by her upper arms, until they stood face to face. This woman was worthy in all ways. “Undress,” he said. “I wish to inspect my property.”

She practically ripped off her clothing. Within seconds, she stood before him, naked save for the necklace. She smiled up at him with her head held high, proud of being owned, happy to be a woman.

She was his woman. Desire blasted through his groin.

His gaze held her lovely face, slid down to linger on her full breasts, then down to her stomach. He caught sight of a glint of silver at her belly.

He was not pleased.

He gently fingered the belly ring. “Has this healed?”

“No. Not completely.”

“I’ll let you keep it. You will ask my permission before you modify this body. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, gulping air. “I…I guess I thought it made me look sexy.”

He drew his forefinger down from the ring, over her smooth mound, to rest on her sweetly pulsing divide. Her body quivered in response.

“This is what makes you sexy. Your body open to me. Exposed and willing. Not mutilation.” He drew away from her. “Now run to my closet and pick out four ties.”

She hurried off and returned with four striped silks. Taking her by the hand, he led her to stand near the treadmill. He punched in a gentle incline. The deck shifted. He studied the treadmill, considering the angle and what he planned to do with her. He added a few more degrees of incline, then unplugged the machine.

“Step up onto the deck,” he said. “Turn around, back up, until your body touches the console.”

She did as she was told, her mouth curled up into a smile.

With great care, he fixed her to his makeshift dungeon equipment. He bound her wrists to the jutting padded rails with the silk ties. He tied her ankles to the frame. She never took her eyes off him.

When he was finished, her legs were spread wide, her back barely touching the edge of the console. Her arms were flexed, her forearms resting on the rails.

Delicious. It just might work.

Her naked body now trembled with anticipation.

“Are you afraid?” he asked.

“No.”

She was lying, of course. But it was a small lie, one intended to calm herself, so that she might surrender to him completely. She was also aroused. Her nipples were already puckered and swollen. She was a woman who loved bondage.

He stepped up onto the deck.

Reaching around her hips to scoop her ripe ass, he feathered her nose, her cheeks, her eyelids with light kisses. Her bound body curved into his. Her soft skin, her scent, her eagerness made his erection flourish. His tongue made a gentle loop over her lips. Her mouth opened to his, hot and seeking. He inhaled her, taking her tongue into his mouth and stroking. She responded in kind.

He finally broke the kiss and nibbled her lips, tasting. His mouth trailed down to her chin. He bit it gently and she sighed with pleasure. Was there anything she didn’t like?


He intended to explore this extraordinary creature at his leisure. Unlike the night in her office, he was fully in control. Weighing her luscious breasts in his hands, he made her gasp softly. Her breasts were warm, her nipples rigid. Her body was giving, arching.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered, sliding his thumbs over her furled nubs. She stopped breathing.

He grazed his hands down the sides of her body, over her silken skin, making her shiver. She was extraordinarily responsive. He savored every sound she made, every gasp, every panting breath.

His hands glided along the sensitive curve of her back.

“Ohhh,” she moaned.

Still working her back, marveling at her reactions, he asked, “Are you comfortable?”

“No,” she gasped, her eyes dark with desire. “I’ll die if you don’t untie me. I have to pull your cock into me. I need to wrap my entire body around you.”

He dipped a finger gently over her pulsing clit.

“Oh, yes, Sir. Right there.”

He stroked her swollen folds. She ground her hips against his finger. He slid over her slick center, back and forth, until she hovered at the edge of climax. He pulled back.

“I’m your sexual engine, Allie,” he whispered into her ear. “Your ecstasy starts and stops with me. This exquisite heat is mine and mine alone. Never take your own pleasure.”

“I won’t. I promise.” Her hips pumped against air, her bound body crazed.

He started up again, caressing her hot core. She undulated against him, her full breasts swaying, her stomach trembling. She moaned, beyond words now. He felt a savage thrill stoking her sexual hunger into a raging fire and then depriving her of completion.

“Don’t stop now!” She thrashed, her nipples straining up to the ceiling as her back arched.

The pressure in his shaft mounted. “You’re stunning.”

Again and again he drove her to the ragged edge of passion, only to pull back. She moaned and twisted. He continued to tease her to a fever pitch and then withdraw. She was perfect in every way. But she was also nearing the end of her endurance.

“Ride me, you bastard!” she blurted through clenched teeth.

Her curse wasn’t exactly “over,” their agreed-upon safeword, but it would work.

He stripped off his clothing and sheathed himself. He teased her with his hard cock and she whimpered. The angle of the treadmill deck was perfect. Grasping her hips, he thrust into her lush body. She shuddered around him, nearly sending him over the edge.

He regained control of his lust, taking his pleasure slowly and deeply. Allie didn’t approve. Her body, pinned on his cock, bound to the machine, writhed, frantic with desire. Her body sheened with sweat.

“More,” she cried, demented. “Give me more.”

He continued his deliberate, measured assault, ignoring her pleas and thrashing. He thrust leisurely, patiently, forcing her to soar ever higher with need.

“Mine,” he growled.

His pace quickened. She cried out, climaxing again and again. Already on a high plane of arousal, it didn’t take much. He drove into her harder and faster. He enjoyed her wild response. He used every ounce of strength to hold back his own release. Some of her orgasms left her shuddering softly, pleasure surging through her in soft waves. Others crashed into her like a raging tsunami, making her scream. Every single one of her flailing twitches and clenching gasps delighted him.


Finally, after knowing her body and her responses, he gave in to his own needs. He pounded into her slick softness, taking what belonged to him. His selfish thrusts grew more demanding, faster, deeper. Her back bowed against the restraints.

His mind and body were on fire. He roared with pleasure and drove into her one last time, exploding.








Chapter Six



Allie was heading out of town again. Her destination was Saint Louis and the folks at Depuy Group. This unique co-op of programmers and engineers had made some exciting progress in 3-D media. She wanted to take a personal look.

On the way to the airport, she made a stop at SSG, intending to do a bit of last-minute research into 3-D. How advanced were the Depuy Group concepts? It was Sunday, so nobody was around. She hurried into her office. The SSG internal network server had loads of confidential white papers evaluating a variety of technologies. 3-D was one of them.

She settled in her exotic chair. After connecting her laptop to the network, she started on a search for the relevant information. She had less than two hours to find what she needed, but it should just take ten minutes.

Today she wore her version of casual, a cropped cashmere sweater in ice blue and wide-legged gray wool trousers. She still liked wearing blue, but her color palette had expanded into the occasional black. She also dressed a little less conservatively, showing a bit more skin, a few more curves. Her transformation wasn’t extreme enough to make Pilar happy, but Grant appreciated the changes.

She touched her collar, barely hidden under her sweater.

She’d been owned now for almost four weeks. Since her collaring, she’d had a few face-to-face business meetings, a lunch at the airport and one dinner with her owner.

And zero sex.

Grant wanted her in a highly aroused, deprived state, so that when he finally permitted a sexual encounter, she’d be crazy hot. He claimed denial and teasing made for magnificent, world-shattering orgasms. He was right. It did. Tying her up to his treadmill and stoking her to insanity had given her the best climaxes she’d ever had.

But keeping herself chaste was getting harder by the day. Was the pleasure worth all the pain?

She glanced at the white paper files on her laptop. One of them seemed perfect. Suddenly the files went poof. She tried the search again. The search came up empty. And once more. Something was wrong with the internal network.

IT at Synthos Systems kept bankers’ hours. Fixing the network on a Sunday afternoon would be a DIY affair. Heading downstairs to the subbasement machine room, she hummed to herself, hoping it wouldn’t take too long. She really didn’t want to spend a ton of time fixing the stupid server, only to have to run off to the airport.

She opened the heavy fire door of the machine room. The door squeaked. Grant was inside, hunched over a component rack. At the sound, the president and CEO of SSG turned and silently stared at her. He grunted, looking unfriendly.

She’d never seen a perturbed expression on his handsome face. It was sexy as hell. Her body vibrated as if she’d been strummed.

“I do know how to fix these things, Allie,” he said.

She should take the hint and leave. She almost took off, leaving him alone. But big, mean, gorgeous bosses sometimes didn’t know as much about computers as they thought. She’d make sure the network was working before she made the long trek back up to her office.

Stepping into the dim space, she let the door close behind her. The machine room smelled faintly of metal and ozone.


He turned back to the rack, and slid out a component. Straightening, he stepped past her to pick up a fresh circuit board on a shelf near the door, brushing close. Her breath caught in her throat. Even fully dressed, wearing a snug-fitting dress shirt and pleated trousers, he struck hard at a sexual nerve.

He returned to the rack with his board and inserted it. He mumbled to himself. After a few minutes of work, he said, “Subnet up.”

When he turned to look at her, his expression was raw. He moved toward her. He wanted her. Her heart thumped erratically.

Why now? Why did he finally make a move right before she had to catch a flight?

Crowding her up against some electronic equipment, he was mere inches from her. Unwelcome fire flared through her body. He didn’t touch her, but his dark purple eyes caught and held hers.

She swallowed. “Network is up? That’s great. Working again now? Thanks. I suppose we should both get back to work. Thanks again.” She held her breath, waiting for him to move. He didn’t.

She stepped to her left, trying to slip past him. But he wouldn’t budge. His finger slid gently over her belly ring under her cropped sweater. A quiver surged through her veins.

“Will you please let me pass?” She was begging him now. He promised he wouldn’t interfere with her job. He promised. “Please, I have a flight to catch. I’m going to Saint Louis.”

“You packed?”

“Yes.”

“What time is your flight?” His dark eyes were hungry, proprietary.

“Two-thirty.”

He hooked a finger under her collar and yanked her toward him. “Then you’ve got time.”

He’d never dominated her with his physicality before. Her knees nearly buckled. “Sir.”

His finger still curved under her collar, he drew her closer. He kissed her, sweeping her up in a haze of desire and submission. The kiss wasn’t exploratory or gentle, like the touch on her belly ring; his mouth and tongue told her she was his. His to control, his to tease, his to pleasure. White-hot lightning surged from his lips to her stomach, all the way down to the soles of her feet.

He let go of her collar and reached under her sweater to cradle one lace-covered breast. His masculine scent of woods enveloping her, he continued to kiss her. He pinched her nipple through the lace. Her passion exploded. He broke the kiss. Closing her eyes, she moaned, throwing her head back and gripping his hard biceps.

He whispered into her arched neck. “You’re so tempting.”

He began to strip off her clothing. Slowly. Too slowly. He stopped to drag his teeth over her tender skin. He paused to nibble and bite. She loved it. And hated it. She couldn’t bear another minute of his long, painful foreplay as he undressed her. Her heart beat wildly. She couldn’t get enough air.

And then, finally, she stood naked in the machine room, bare except for her collar. He devoured her body with his hot gaze, making her feel as if she was the only woman in the universe. Any thoughts of catching a flight—of a life beyond this moment—burned to ash.

He dragged a condom foil out of his wallet. Holding it in his teeth, he stripped naked. He was big and beautiful, corded with muscle. A sigh shuddered through her. His erection was enormous. Just looking at his rigid, straining cock made her body scream for release.

But begging her owner to have mercy would be futile. He wouldn’t give her release until he’d ratcheted up her arousal to explosive levels.


Still holding the foil in his teeth, he scooped her up in his strong arms. He carried her over to a large silver table crammed with parts and tools. He lowered her to sit on a bare spot on the hip-high metal surface.

“It’s cold!” she shrieked.

His deep-set eyes smoldering with indigo fire, he swept the table clean of cable, hubs and cardboard boxes. A screwdriver clanged to the floor. “Lie back, Mine.”

She obeyed and lay down on the icy table, shivering, waiting.

In one smooth, easy movement, he straddled her. He placed the condom packet in the valley between her swollen breasts. The foil edges poked into her skin, reminding her that her fulfillment would be at his pleasure, not hers.

“You’re cruel,” she whimpered.

His eyes met hers. They sparked with a strange, satisfied light. He loved her sensual misery. He couldn’t get enough of bringing her to the edge and jerking her back, and then, finally, tearing her apart with orgasm after orgasm.

His hands seared a path to her belly ring and roamed intimately over the jewelry. She squirmed beneath him. He inserted his little finger into the ring and pulled gently. Stinging desire and pain pooling in her loins, her body surged toward his. A molten haze of hunger swirled in her brain.

“Please don’t tease me anymore, Sir.”

“If only we had more time.” He released the ring.

He dipped his head to hers. She felt his erection, hot and hard, against her bare stomach. His testicles pressed against her mound. She moaned under him, shifting his weight to just the right spot.

“I can’t take it anymore,” she said.

She ground against him. Fire consumed her. Blood pounded in her ears. Her body spun out of control, twisting and pumping. She was burning up, flailing in flames. Dimly, she sensed him tearing open the foil.

And then he was hot and hard inside her. She shuddered with joy and gratitude. Cradling her hips in his hands, he filled her, he rode her. Gently at first. So soft, so smooth, so loving. His thrusts intensified, plunging into her deep and fast. He drove into her, each potent contact radiating into a series of powerful, overlapping climaxes.

She cried out, electrified by his passion and endurance. Each new orgasm was stronger than the last. The world turned timeless, a universe of escalating heat and friction. In that slim instant before she convulsed with a shattering finish, she realized she was well and truly his sex slave.

Quivering in the aftershock, legs intertwined, they lay on the metal table for long minutes. Her body tingled with contentment. She studied his handsome, serene face, his dark hair mussed. Smoothing her palms over his broad, hard chest, she showered his lips with kisses.

He kissed her back.

After a while, he got off the table, giving her a long, hot gaze. She adored the way her body, splayed lasciviously on the metal table, could stir him.

“I didn’t go slow, Mine,” he said. “That means you owe me. Next time I’ll collect that debt.”

She smiled and stretched. “Yes, Sir.”

 


Allie’s day had been long and grueling. The tech test at the stadium had gone poorly. Not enough light, too much light, wrong gels. The timing of light cues was messed up. Two of the lamps had burned out. The master electrician had disappeared for hours. The stage manager was a jerk. She felt responsible for every failure. After taking a long shower, she lay on the hotel bed, exhausted.

The desire she suppressed during the day tumbled into her consciousness. Grant. She needed him, needed his touch. It had been three weeks since their encounter in the machine room. She hadn’t seen him since.

Alone and lonely, she stroked her collar, attempting to deepen her contact with her owner. Her finger curled over the oval jewel. The opulent sapphire necklace never failed to intrigue anyone who saw it. No one guessed at its intended symbolism: mutual devotion.

Right now the necklace only represented pain and deprivation.

At night, so far away from him, the collar was a burden. It had become a silver antenna with a big blue stone, collecting all the sexual energy of the universe. All the shimmering erotic ether was drawn into her neck, spilling down her breasts, sliding down her stomach, to swirl heavily in her pelvis.

She needed Grant to pump out that brilliant sexual energy. He was like an oilrig. His thrusts would turn her into a supernova, throwing the shimmering substance of sex back out into the universe.

Where was he? Why wasn’t he drilling into her? Was he fucking other women? She bit her lip, forcing away that dreadful thought. She was being unfair, paranoid. She texted Pilar, looking for womanly support, or at least girly diversion, but her friend didn’t respond. Pilar was asleep or showering or having sex with some stud who was pumping, pumping, pumping.

Exhaling a long breath of air, Allie composed herself. Desire came from the brain. She could control it with the same organ.

She had plenty of experience in sublimating her fire. She’d tamped down on her own sexual needs during those last few months with Joseph. Joseph would be scowling, upset about her having gone to the library or the lab or something, feeling neglected.

She’d unfasten his pants, reaching in for his cock. So precious. So magnificent. Growing harder and harder.

She’d whisper soft, loving words. She’d tug his pants all the way down and kneel in front of him. Proof of her submission would make him happy with her again. Focusing only on his pleasure eased his anxiety, made him feel strong. And his strength gave her security. Her skilled fingers would stroke his length from base to head, making his shaft pulse and thicken. Joseph would throw back his head and groan. She’d take him deep into her mouth, caressing with her tongue. Her hands would fondle his balls. Soon he’d be bucking and snarling against her. And then, his release imminent, he’d scream.

Her recollection faltered and faded. No. That wasn’t right. Joseph never screamed. But someone had screamed.

Was it her? Had she just screamed? Right here in the hotel room?

It was her. She’d climaxed. She was shuddering, spent, her palm resting on her core. She’d re-enacted pleasuring Joseph—on her own body.

Drawing her hand off her mound, she rested it on her collar, a symbol of commitment again. She felt a renewed devotion to Grant. Exhausted and happy, she fell asleep.

A gentle knock at the hotel room door woke her up. She blinked, confused. Someone at her door? She pulled on her robe and looked out the peephole.

Grant!

Squealing with joy, she opened the door and dragged him inside.

“Oh, Sir,” she cried. “I’ve missed you so much. So much.”


She let her robe drop and wafted to the small desk. Leaning over it, she planted her elbows. Her nipples grazed the fine-grained wood surface. She glanced over her shoulder at him. He didn’t move. He was so handsome, so stern. He wore a black suit—and an even blacker expression. He stared at her as though he’d never seen a woman before.

He’d never taken her from behind. She wiggled her ass in invitation.

He closed the distance between them, roughly turning her to face him. She loved his strength. Her vagina clenching, her juices running freely, she moaned, equal parts lust and anticipation.

She reached up to touch his stubbled chin. He captured her wrist, stopping her.

His indigo eyes glimmered. “You’ve disobeyed me, Mine. You haven’t been chaste.”

His words shocked her into silence.

That accidental diddle session didn’t count. Surely he could see how ragged her breathing was, her desperate need. She was still hotter than a rocket.

“That’s not true,” she said.

He scowled. He didn’t believe her.

Afraid of his disappointment, she dropped to her knees on the carpeted floor. She unzipped his trousers, shoved down his soft cotton boxers. His penis leaped out. How could he be so upset with her and yet be so hard? Stroking his fine, muscled thighs, she looked up at him. He was still pissed.

She kissed his cock. Hard and smooth, it pulsed against her lips. Before she could take him into her mouth, he gripped her shoulders firmly, dragging her up against him.

“I’m looking for your sexual obedience. Not a blow job.” He pulled up his pants, turned away and stalked out of her hotel room.

Her owner was furious with her.

It was so unfair. It wasn’t as if she’d hauled out her favorite dildo and masturbated on purpose. She sobbed. It was an accident. It was more like sleepwalking. Nobody blamed sleepwalkers for what they did when they roamed about unaware.

She was innocent. She’d been chaste.

All she had to do now was convince him.








Chapter Seven



Grant paced his hotel room, dissatisfied. He’d wanted to surprise Allie with a visit. But the surprise was on him.

All day he’d been planning how to please and tease her, how to collect the debt she owed—extracting every bit of interest. He even had a little gift for her. The DFX-90 prototype. She’d wanted to test out a better spotlight setup for weeks now. He’d called in a few favors to get the thing. The lamp and console was here in his hotel room.

Why didn’t she understand deprivation led to their spectacular climaxes? It was clear she’d broken her promise to remain chaste. He knew the second she opened the door. Normally she stopped breathing when she first saw him. As long as they were together, even while they had sex, there would be a hunger in her expression. No sassy, seductive walk to the desk. No ass wiggle.

Oh yes, those rich, womanly cheeks, bare and exposed, asking for a spanking. Her bold claim that she hadn’t pleasured herself frustrated him. He should have corrected her right then and there, but he was too angry.

Without self-control, he’d never be able to control Allie.

He worked to soften his annoyance with her. He fought off his disgust at her bribe—oral sex for forgiveness. Her previous Dom had obviously overlooked her misbehavior in exchange for sucking him off.

But Grant wasn’t Joseph.

Grant despised lies. Truthful communication was key to any relationship, a D/s one in particular. Allie would have to learn that, one way or another.

There was a soft knock at his door. He opened the door to his disobedient property. Her eyes were red from crying. By the way her lower lip trembled, she was going to start weeping again.

“Come in,” he said.

With a swallow, she stepped into his room, her gray eyes pleading. She subtly loosened her robe to display her luscious full breasts.

“Put those away.”

She gasped unhappily. She drew the robe across her nakedness, her eyes downcast. “Please don’t be angry with me, Sir. I have been chaste.”

He shut the door. He picked Allie up and threw her over his shoulder. She shrieked a cry of triumph. She believed he was going to give her a good fucking.

Not quite.

He sank down onto the bed. He laid her, stomach down, across his lap.

“You’re a liar, Mine.”

Jerking up her robe, he exposed her lovely curved ass.

“You’re going to punish me?” Her voice was dismayed.

Who needed words when he could demonstrate? He brought his palm down on her buttocks with a loud slap.

Whistling in a sharp breath, she writhed against him. The blow hurt. Hurt him, too. He took no pleasure in spanking her, but it had to be done. He couldn’t tolerate a lying sub. He delivered another stinging stroke. She twitched and moaned. Her outburst had a strange, unearthly tone. Her moan went on and on.

He hesitated.


Why was she making that sound? She shouldn’t be in that much pain. The woman was amply padded. He wasn’t putting that much force into the blows, either. Maybe her noises were manipulation; she just wanted him to stop.

He slapped her heated ass again. Now she cried out, her whole body shuddering. He stared at her backside. Was she climaxing? The seconds stretched out as he studied his stunning, disobedient property.

She tilted her hips, raising her bright pink ass up for more.

“Damn,” he said. Correction wasn’t about giving her orgasms.

He flipped her over. She lay on his lap, her face flushed, awash with tears and confusion. Her robe fell open. Her outthrust chest was sprinkled with red patches, her nipples sharp and hard.

She had, indeed, climaxed.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, gasping for breath.

He grunted. What had worked for Joseph would not work for him. So much for the transferability of training from one Dom to another.

How could he correct her? Having his near-naked property arched on his lap wasn’t exactly conducive to figuring out an alternative to spanking. He carried her over to a chair near the desk.

“Sit,” he ordered.

She did. She also hastily covered herself up again. At least she’d finally figured out he wouldn’t be diverted by her erotic display.

Unfortunately, convincing her to be honest would be a far more difficult task. Her lying ways were probably a leftover from her time with her ex. A don’t-rock-the-boat mentality. Tact. Self-preservation. Manipulation. Fear, even.

Lying wouldn’t fly with Grant. He required honesty even more than chastity. If Allie wouldn’t be truthful willingly, then he’d have to coax it out of her. Drag it out of her. Force it out of her. Truth serum? Torture? Those methods were out of the question.

How about interrogation?

His eyes drifted over to the box containing the DFX-90 prototype. He smiled. Perfect. Absolutely perfect.

He rigged up the console and the tiny ellipsoidal reflector spotlight to sit on top of the desk. Allie watched him as he worked, uneasy, silent. Good. Let her worry. He manipulated the reflector to give off a soft-edged light. He turned off the hotel room lights.

The light from the DFX-90, mild now, illuminated her pretty face. She really was an attractive woman. He moved to stand behind her.

“This is the DFX-90 spot lamp prototype, Mine. The one you were so eager to get a look at. It’s a present for you. A little technology to play with. But tonight I’ll be playing with it.”

“Sir?”

He ran the barrel to increase the intensity of the beam. She turned her head away from the light.

Standing behind her, he grasped the sides of her head, forcing her to look at the painfully dazzling beam.

“This is an interrogation,” he said.

She struggled briefly against his hold. “I don’t like this scene.”

“And that’s about the only honest thing you’ve said all night. Which we will rectify. I don’t like liars.”


Waves of heat came off the lamp. Not enough to burn her, but sufficient to add a little more sensation.

“I’m not a liar, Sir.”

She sounded so sincere, so meek. She was still a liar.

“You still going to insist that you didn’t pleasure yourself?” he asked.

She paused, blinking at the spot. Thinking. Weighing. Probably wishing the questioning would be over.

“Sir,” she whispered.

Her posture was soft and submissive. She hoped he would have sympathy for her and back off.

“Yes or no,” he demanded. “Did you masturbate?”

“Yes,” she finally said, pressing her eyes shut against the brilliant light. “Not on purpose, though. I was just daydreaming, and I must have been stroking or something, because all of sudden, I was coming, and it was over. Tonight was the very first time. It was an accident.”

Finally, the truth.

“Thank you,” he said softly, still holding her head immobile. “Do you understand why I ask for your chastity?”

“Yes. For bigger and better orgasms.”

“That’s right. Dissipation and diversion will diminish release.”

“Yes. It’s true. It does. Can you turn off the lamp now?”

“I can, Mine. But I won’t. The interrogation continues.”

“Why?”

“You presume to interrogate me?”

“No.” Her voice was contrite. Tears squeezed out of her still-shut eyes and she dropped her head.

He enjoyed grilling her. It didn’t arouse him in a sexual way, but it still satisfied him deeply. Spanking her had been a duty, an unpleasant chore. Interrogating his property was a pleasure. The harsh light magnified every nuance of her expression. He could observe her very thought process. He was making her more self-aware.

He jerked her head back up to face the painful light, square on. “Open your eyes.”

She obeyed.

“Now let’s talk about lying,” he said. “Why did you lie to me?”

After a long pause, she said, “I didn’t want to get into trouble, Sir. I convinced myself that since my, um, dissipation was an accident, it didn’t really happen.”

“Dishonesty offends me as a person. As a man. As an owner. Lying erodes trust. Lying is dangerous to you, to me, to our union. Do you understand why it’s dangerous?”

Heat radiated off the lamp. She bit her lower lip. After a while she answered him. “Because next time I lie, you’ll get really mad and hit me too hard? And you’ll regret doing it?”

Sadness seeped into his chest. “No. I’ll never lose my temper with you. Allie, the biggest threat to your safety and to our relationship is lying to please me.”

“But I want to please you. It matters to me.”

“But your desire to serve can’t override your duty to honesty. What if you need to safeout, but you won’t, because you think I’m enjoying play too much?”

She exhaled a long breath. “I never thought of it that way. I’ll be more honest, Sir. I’ll use my safeword if I need to.”

He fervently hoped so. “Do you remember your safeword?”


“Yes. It’s ‘over.’”

“You can safeout, Allie, even when I correct you.”

“Oh,” she said.

“Even now. Do you want to safeout?” he asked.

“No. I deserve interrogation,” she said, looking forlorn, beaten.

His hold on her head eased. “Are you unhappy with our relationship?”

“No.”

“Talk to me, Mine. What are you thinking? What are you feeling?”

Allie’s hand drifted up to her collar. “I’m happy. I love it when you touch me.”

She lowered her chin, but this time he didn’t force her to look into the light. Her failure to remain chaste was his failure. He’d neglected her. That wouldn’t happen again.

“But?” he asked.

“But chastity is hard for me,” she said. “It’s painful.”

Still standing behind her, he rested his hands lightly on her shoulders. “It’s supposed to be painful. If you weren’t a sexual woman, long deprivation wouldn’t ultimately bring you outstanding release.”

“Why can’t it just be about love?”

He turned off the prototype illumination and carried her to the bed.

Cradling her warm body, he murmured into her fragrant skin. “I do love you, Allie. But we want something more powerful than love, don’t we?”

“Yes. I want to be yours, Sir,” she whispered.

Her words moved him. They lay snuggled together in the dark, sleep eluding them both.

“Sir, I can still see flashing in front of my eyes. Are you ever going to interrogate me again?”

“Yes. In a heartbeat. If I ever sense deception.”

She sighed, a happy sound. Nestling her closer, he listened to her breathing turn soft and regular. They had overcome their first crisis.








Chapter Eight



Grant didn’t hold grudges. Allie was certain of that. After she’d lied to him and he’d corrected her, he’d talked to her, he’d cuddled her. In his mind, the episode was done with, forgotten.

She had a much harder time letting go. She constantly reviewed that evening in her mind. Grant had demanded honesty from the beginning. She’d failed him. She’d have to get better at telling him the truth. She’d have to learn to communicate without interrogation. His questioning under the spot was humiliating and painful, but afterward, she was overwhelmed by a feeling of intimacy and gratitude.

How had he known she’d masturbated in the first place? Was the level of her throbbing sexuality so transparent? His insight into her libido was a good thing, she supposed. Sex was, after all, the basis of their relationship. But her reaction to his physical punishment was embarrassing. She’d never climaxed from pain before. Was it simply because his skin had touched hers? Would she have reacted the same way if he’d smacked her with a crop?

Whatever the reason for her spanking orgasm, it was clear he had enormous sexual power over her. His potency both delighted and frightened her.

The morning after her failure and later catharsis, Grant went back to California, promising to arrange a whole weekend getaway together. After a little texting back and forth, they found a date agreeable to both. She couldn’t wait.


Grant got to Allie’s apartment late Saturday morning, wearing a casual striped button-down shirt and jeans. He was dead gorgeous. So tall and well built. Dark hair curled to his collar, deep-set eyes alive with passion. Her heart thumped with anticipation and anxiety.

“You look wonderful.” His eyes drifted over her body-hugging wrap dress in dark teal. “That’s a pretty color on you.”

She smoothed her fingers over her hips to hide the trembling in her hands. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Hungry for breakfast?”

“Yes.” It was a lie. A small lie. Her stomach was jumpy. She wanted to get breakfast over with so she could show him what a perfect submissive she was.

They headed down the stairs together, Grant carrying her flowery overnight bag. He opened the passenger door of his pale blue sedan. She slipped in. He stashed her luggage in the trunk and settled in beside her.

“I thought you drove a white car.”

“I do.”

“But this is a blue car.”

He looked around the inside of the vehicle, pretending confusion. “Huh. You’re right. This car is blue.”

“How many cars do you own?” she asked, laughing.

His expression turned sheepish and he refused to tell her.

“That many?”

“That many.”

She owned but one car, a seven-year-old Honda Civic. Grant’s blue sedan was a Mercedes. No doubt super expensive. She tried to imagine finding happiness in acquiring fancy automobiles. She couldn’t. Maybe it was a rich-man thing.

Cupped by luxurious leather seats, she pondered their differences. What if she and Grant didn’t have that aching, all-consuming, white-hot craving for each other? Would they dislike each other then? Even hate each other? The very idea made her sad.


The restaurant had an elegant yet casual atmosphere. They decided to eat outside, under a canopy of trees on an inviting flagstone patio. He pulled out a heavy scrolly iron chair for her. His sweet attentions stirred her nearly as much as his fierce control. His tenderness wasn’t artifice. He could be both a gentleman, sincere in caring for her, and a demanding owner. Just like she could be both a dignified professional and a writhing sex slave.

The specialty of the restaurant was old-fashioned comfort food. They ordered a hearty breakfast, along with coffee.

“So, where are you taking me this weekend?” she asked, sipping her coffee.

“A little B&B on Nob Hill.”

“A B&B. How romantic,” she said, grinning.

He sent her a darkly sexy look, as if romance wasn’t on his agenda. Her whole body hummed in response. Their eyes connected for one long, satisfying moment. He grinned back at her, breaking the spell.

“What’s new with your family?” She loved hearing about his siblings. With so many of them, there was always some amazing thing going on.

“Trig and his wife Suzanne are going to have another baby.”

“They’re the ones in Peru?”

“Ecuador, actually.”

“Not Peru? Oh, yeah, that reminds me. Did I tell you Pilar and I are getting set to visit my Mom in Japan this summer? We have tickets and everything!”

“That’s exciting,” he said, his voice rich with affection.

“Yeah, I’m finally going abroad. I can’t wait. I finally get to see what my Mom’s doing. Why she likes it. And having Pilar come with me—well, she’s a blast. That girl is a portable party. Did you know she’s a big anime fan? Japan is like the mother ship to her.”

His eyebrows rose. “Pilar and anime? The girl with the multi-colored hair? You’re pulling my leg.”

She chuckled.

The waiter brought their breakfast. Her fragrant golden pancakes were slathered in butter and dripping with syrup. Grant’s plate had a manly meat-eater ambiance, with heaps of bacon and sausage, no pancakes and one token egg.

They both dug in. The pancakes were soft and fluffy. Truly comfort food.

“Karen’s engaged now,” he said. “To a fellow teacher.”

“Have you met him?”

“Yes,” he said, enjoying his bacon.

“You approve?”

“What makes you think Karen wants my approval?”

She laughed. “Not just yours. She’s going to want the approval of that whole clan of yours. You Edmonds are constantly in each other’s business. I’m surprised I haven’t been vetted by your family yet.”

He grunted. “Well, I have met Karen’s man. Stefan’s his name. Decent sort. Conservative and calm. Nice counterpoint to Karen.”

“Have they set a date?”

“Yup. Atlanta in August.” He picked up his mug of coffee. “Are you free the last weekend in August?”

“Are you inviting me to your sister’s wedding?”


“No, you’ll be getting a formal invite from Karen and Stefan. But I’m giving you a heads up.”

She was touched. He wanted his family to meet her. But she couldn’t go. “I can’t. That’s when I’m off to Japan. I wish I could.”

“I’m sad you can’t be there.” He gazed at her with such warmth she nearly melted into a puddle. “But Karen’s going to be beyond disappointed. I’ve told her so much about you. She so wanted to meet one Allison Rose Fairfax.”

She smirked, amused. “My middle name isn’t Rose.”

“Not Rose? Is it Ravishing? No? How about Rumba? Rhododendron?”

“It doesn’t start with an R at all.”

He reached across the table to encircle her wrists with his big hands. His touch was gentle, but rife with meaning. It was the only public gesture of dominance he ever made. She loved it.

“Does your family know what kind of man you are?” she whispered.

He tugged her toward him across the table by her wrists. “And what kind of man would that be?”

She sighed as sparkles of pleasure shot up her arms.

“I think it’s time to go,” he said gruffly.

The B&B was a charming gingerbread Victorian painted in eye-catching yellow and peach. According to the wooden sign above the moss-green door, it was called the Cornerstone. Grant pulled their bags out of the trunk. His suitcase was huge. What on earth did he have in his bag?

The B&B owners, a couple in their late thirties, were expecting them. They plainly adored each other. While Grant registered, the owners sent each other loving glances, touching each other constantly. Melancholy drifted through Allie. Would she and Grant still be together in fifteen years?

Grant had arranged for them to stay in the Tower Room on the top floor. He dragged his gigantic suitcase up three flights of marble staircase. He was probably wishing he’d reserved a room on the ground floor. Allie followed him up with her little flowery overnight slung over her shoulder. They finally got to the top floor. He was out of breath. Either she’d packed way too light, or Grant was a man-diva who’d brought a change of clothing for every meal—and a few for snack time.

The door to their room was massive. Made of rough-hewn wood, it was held together with crude iron straps and bolts. The medieval tone of the door didn’t fit in with the whimsical Victorian exterior of the B&B.

“Amazing door,” she said.

“That’s for sure. The owners tell me the walls inside the room are just as amazing. Thick and imposing. Stone everywhere.”

“Stone? What kind of a bed-and-breakfast is this?”

“The Cornerstone is a bed-and-bondage.” A soft smile edged his lips.

Surprised, her mouth fell open. “I didn’t know there was such a thing.”

He opened the door using a heavy iron key. She stepped inside, curious. What kind of stuff did a bed-and-bondage room have in it? She couldn’t see anything in the dim light. Illuminated only by flickering yellow candles, it took a while for her vision to adjust.


The room was a medieval dungeon. Rough stone covered the walls and floor. An assortment of evil-looking restraints hung like streamers from the ceiling. A wooden rack, complete with heavy iron chains and leather restraints, stood in the center of the room. Grant, the lord of high-tech entertainment, intended to entertain her in a primitive dungeon. Her excitement vaulted.

At that very moment the lord was dragging his huge suitcase into the room. She was starting to suspect there weren’t clothes in it. He set his luggage down on the floor near the rack and pulled out a smaller case.

She gazed around the room, realizing her vision was as good as it was ever going to get. Various crude wood cabinets lined the wall, and a big pile of sweet-scented hay lay in one corner.

“Wow,” she murmured. “This is so cool.”

Enchanted, she drifted over to a massive stone hearth opposite the hay. The fire was quite real, smelling of pine and smoke. The cheerful crackle and light was offset by a set of sinister-looking branding irons jammed into the glowing logs.

“Those irons had better just be for effect,” she said.

Putting on smooth black leather gloves, he strode toward her. “The branding irons are quite real, Mine.”

She felt a thrill of fear.

He untied the bow of her wraparound surplice dress. The dress fell open, revealing she’d worn no undergarments.

“Counting on getting lucky?” he growled.

“Yuh.” She was nearly beyond speech, hot and needy.

He pulled the dress off her shoulders and arms, allowing it to drop to the stone floor. She kicked off her wedge sandals. She stood naked, her nipples tightening into hard points.

He jerked her arms up and snapped her wrists into a pair of hanging iron restraints. Her arms were now loosely anchored to the ceiling. One of his gloved fists slid down the very center of her nude body, stopping at her belly ring. She arched into his touch, excited by the delicious contrast of his strength against her vulnerability.

“The walls are so thick,” he said. “Nobody can hear you beg.”

She groaned. She didn’t want to have to beg.

He fixed a satin blindfold over her eyes. She was now blind and bound. The sensation was both delightful and unnerving.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he said, “while I make preparations.”

She heard his footfall. He was moving away from her. His suitcase opened. Fragrances of candle wax, of burning wood, of hay intermingled. She tested the shackles. If she tried, she could easily slip out of them. Not that she ever would. But if she leaned, she might be able to rub her naked body against her owner while he did whatever he was doing. She tugged. She could hear him breathing nearby. She caught his scent of cedar. But she still wasn’t close enough to touch him.

“Stop distracting me, Mine.”

He sounded genuinely irritated. He was getting hot. If she could get him to drop his iron self-control, maybe he’d abandon his infinite, teasing foreplay and fuck her where she stood.

Bound and blind, she intended to push his buttons. She made whimpering sounds of desire, moving in her restraints as only an exotic dancer could.

“You are way too sexy for your own good,” he snarled.

He unsnapped her wrists from the restraints. He carried her, still blindfolded, to a flat, hard surface. She assumed it was the rack, now covered with soft fabric.

“Now be good,” he said.


She refused to be good. She lay on her back, continuing her erotic display. Arching, offering, gently sighing, making herself so hot she couldn’t bear it.

She had no idea if he was ignoring her—or drooling. He continued his preparations.

He shifted her limbs so her arms were at her sides and her legs straight. Like a soldier. Something softly brushed against her bare skin, starting from her shoulders all the way down to her toes. The sensation was sexy as hell. Her head swam.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Covering you with oil.”

He was going to give her a massage. She squirmed with delight.

“Stop wriggling,” he said. “Now breathe delicately, Allie. Don’t flinch. Don’t move.”

He made her chest sting, right below her collar. She gasped, surprised by the pain. The pain resolved into a wonderful tingle. A river of intense warmth traveled down the valley between her breasts.

“Oooh,” she said with a rush of pleasure. “Wax play.”

He continued dripping wax on her nude body.

The burning liquid splashed onto her upper breasts to drip over her nipples. She twitched in pain, but soon felt only a hot pulse. Melted wax poured onto her tummy and down through the juncture between her legs. The liquid set her pelvic area on fire. She groaned.

She gave herself up to the sensations. Patches of concentrated heat, followed by warmth. Blind, her body surrendered to his sweet control. Her Owner would take care of her. All she had to do was enjoy it. Her breathing turned shallow, her mind reached serenity. Heat, soothing and erotic, continued to spread all over her skin. Her arms, her thighs. Grant’s meticulous wax bondage soon encased her. She felt indulged and secure.

He lifted off her blindfold. She blinked, struggling to re-connect with the visible world. Her eyes focused. On Grant. He stood over her, his expression tender and loving.

“Look at yourself,” he said.

Her body was covered in a thick layer of blue wax. Tiny candles were embedded in the wax base. The candles were lit and arranged in a pattern. They circled her breasts, spoked her nipples and draped her hips like a flaming G-string.

“You’re a human candle.” He was pleased and proud.

“I am beautiful, Sir,” she whispered.

The moment was elevating. Her submission allowed him to transform her into something extraordinary. She basked in her otherworldly splendor. Eventually he’d blow out the candles and remove the wax. She’d turn back into a regular woman again, one he loved dearly.

The glorious process was a metaphor for the best in D/s relationships. That knowledge filled her with profound pleasure.

He blew out the mini candles and pulled them out of the wax. He gave her sips of orange juice through a straw, alternating with kisses. He wore nothing but black leather gloves. Sometime during the process he’d taken off his clothing. She would have loved to get a better look at his magnificent naked body, but any movement would have cracked the wax.

He gave her another kiss. “And now I want access to another hole.”

Her heart thudded in anticipation. Every nerve ending came alive.

He brought out a knife. The tool was dramatic and shiny. But even in the dim light of the dungeon, she could see the blade was dull, like a big butter knife.


He sliced the blade down her lower belly, cutting the wax. He lifted off chunks of wax. The sensation was marvelous, a confluence of sucking, pinching and tickling. He peeled off the wax from her private area.

He laid the flat of the blade against her clit, now super sensitive because of the wax play.

“Please don’t make me hurt, Sir!”

He teased her by pressing harder. “This hurts?”

Scorching waves surged through her lady parts. “No. Yes. No!”

She dared not thrash. She desperately wanted to preserve her wax encasement as long as possible. But she was so close to orgasm.

“Please,” she begged, torn between maintaining her bondage and reaching fulfillment.

He put his lips to her clit and hummed. The vibration nearly drove her out of her mind. Again and again he brought her to the threshold, only to pull back and prolong her torment.

She cried out, still struggling to keep the wax intact.

“You are so wet,” he said. “You want to come.”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

“But you won’t,” he said, his breath hot on her. “Not until I permit it.” He resumed torturing her swollen ridge with his tongue, even his teeth, backing off in time to keep her orgasm at bay.

He kept her on the brink. For minutes? For hours? Days? An eternity? She didn’t know. Pleasure became pain. Pain became pleasure.

Finally, when she was about to pass out, he stopped his erotic assault. He removed more wax. She sighed long and deep, certain he’d soon give her the release she deserved.

But he wasn’t done teasing.

He carved designs on her wax shell with his knife. Inserting the blade under the edges, he peeled off big chunks. Icy fire exploded in her core the whole time. Finally she was free.

Admiring her exposed body, he trailed a gloved finger over her breasts. Her skin was super sensitive. She flinched.

“Your skin is flushed,” he said, his purple eyes nearly black. “Like when you come. But you haven’t climaxed, have you?”

She wasn’t sure. Maybe a little orgasm had snuck in there during his teasing denial. But she felt so tight and tense and heavy, she didn’t think so.

“Have you?” he asked again.

The answer was so important to him. “I don’t know, Sir.”

He removed his leather gloves and gently rubbed her sensitive skin with sweet-smelling baby powder. She savored his wonderful pampering. His attentions also heightened her desperate desire.

When she was all white and smooth, he sheathed himself. He scooped her off the cloth-covered rack and laid her in the pile of fragrant straw. Growling, he pressed her into the hay. He rode her relentlessly, frenzied and savage. Her long deprivation and teasing coalesced into one gigantic, never-ending climax.








Chapter Nine



Allie and Grant arranged for another weekend together to celebrate their joint clean bills of health. They’d just both gotten themselves tested for STDs as a measure of their commitment. Now, with Allie on birth control, they planned to enjoy natural, unsheathed sex.

She had a special surprise for him. The Silver costume was packed in her purse. The shredded, highly erotic one. She looked forward to giving him a private Silver dance.

He picked her up at her apartment. Allie wore a low-cut, short little number in aqua. He was all in black, looking moody and downtown. And very sexy.

“You look good enough to eat,” he said, giving her a body-blistering look.

“So do you. Where are we going?”

“To my coastside cottage.”

She was delighted to finally see his weekend house. He called it a cottage. How utterly charming and rustic.

He helped her into a muscular, raw-looking red car. The tight dress made it hard to get in. But she managed to do it without exposing too many internal organs. She gazed around the interior of the car—a cocky homage to testosterone. Did the car reflect his frame of mind? If it did, she was in for an outstanding weekend.

He got in next to her and drove off. She enjoyed being confined in a car with him. Heat shot through her body. She liked the way his strong fingers worked the wheel. Her desire soared. How far away was his weekend getaway?

He asked her what he should get Karen and Stefan as a wedding gift. They tossed around ideas. His eagerness to make his baby sister happy captivated her.

He drove faster. He wanted to get her home. His urgency spurred her own. She wanted him now. But he’d never stop in some dark parking lot and take her. No, the slow teasing, the denial, was the most important part of his wicked methodology.

Staring at the bright dash gauges, she was overwhelmed by memories of his scalding touch, his surging vitality. She closed her eyes, listening to the deep thrum of the engine, hoping to regain calm. No go. Her lust was acute.

Did he feel the same way? She wasn’t sure. It was too dark in the car to see his expression.

After a short drive on 280 through the foothills, he headed over the Santa Cruz Mountains. His powerful car roared up the narrow, winding road. She gazed at the wild beauty of brush-choked canyons, the roadside juniper, dill weed and eucalyptus, as they sped past.

They reached the coast highway and stopped at a turnout to gaze at the dark ocean to the west. She opened the window partway. Breathing in deeply, she savored the scent of the sea and sea life.

“Do you know what orgasm control is?” he asked.

His question took her by surprise. They occasionally had intellectual discussions about BDSM practices, but it was always after sex. Never before. She’d heard of orgasm control. Years ago, she met a woman who’d been trained to climax to her Master’s command. Everything was fine—until they broke up. The woman couldn’t orgasm by physical stimulation. She had to cheat, masturbating to one of her ex-Master’s voicemails. Not a great situation.

“Sir?” she asked.

“A woman can climax again and again during a sexual encounter. A man only once. Orgasm control provides a way to even the playing field between the sexes. A method to overcome nature.”


“Yes, Sir.”

Grant headed back onto the highway. Their brief conversation left her feeling uneasy. She didn’t think of sex as a contest between man and woman. Did Grant?

He turned onto a dirt road nearly hidden by a large grove of eucalyptus. They sped along through the trees and emerged from the little forest. An ultramodern stucco structure stood in the distance, lit up by landscape lights. Perched on a rocky promontory, the house looked like a sandcastle, with emphasis on the castle. The “cottage” was huge.

“That’s your cottage?” she asked.

“It’s a lot smaller than it looks.”

She snorted. He chuckled.

The dirt road wound through acres of tall, dry grasses to end in a circular drive. He parked beneath a broad portico and helped her out of the car. They walked up imposing concrete stairs. His hand rested in the small of her back, guiding her up. He opened the door to his cottage using a high-tech fingerprint key.

“Welcome,” he said warmly.

They walked in. The entry was cavernous, softly lit by wall sconces. She gazed about his private sanctum, happy to be there. Rust-colored stone pavers, laid out in intricate designs, formed the floor. Gigantic ceiling to floor windows offered a three-sided view of the ocean.

The furniture in the main room was understated and modern. Framed snapshots and formal photos crowded the sofa table.

He offered her a drink. She declined.

“Make yourself at home, Allie,” he said, heading toward a sleek white bar. “I’ll make myself a drink. Then we can talk.”

She drifted over to the sofa table. His family. They were an attractive, active bunch. She strolled over to the windows. Curiosity drew her outside to a gigantic patio. Made of tan-colored concrete, the terrace stretched across most of the back of the house. The patio even had a narrow swimming pool and an outdoor shower stall. Walking over to the edge of the terrace, she peered down. The ocean and a rocky beach, illuminated by the house lights, lay below. She loved the soothing sound of surf, the smell of sea.

She sauntered back to the pool. Dropping her purse, she took off her sandals and dipped her toes in the water. The water was warm, kicking off a fragrance of lavender. Her apartment pool was cold and stank of chlorine. The rich really did live different.

She wriggled out of her tight dress and her underwear. Hopping into the pool, she groaned with pleasure. Floating on her back, she admired the way her belly ring glinted yellow under the patio lights. The sound of surging waves from the nearby ocean enveloped her.

“What are you doing?” Grant stood at the edge of the pool, drink in hand. His gaze strafed her bare skin with carnal flame. His lips were pressed together in annoyance.

Was he angry or hot? Or both? The possibility of her owner being out of control with desire excited her.

She seductively stretched her floating body. “I made myself at home, Sir.”

He continued to look at her as though he was trying to decide whether to jump her bones or kill her. She voted for the first option. It was high time they give their unencumbered STD-free bodies a test drive. Preferably without his teasing foreplay.

“Come join me,” she said.

He stooped down at the edge of the pool. “Out, Mine,” he said, his gentle voice at odds with his threatening expression.


It wasn’t her place to resist him, to question him, to entice him. Because she wanted to be the very best submissive she could, it was her place to obey. “Yes, Sir.”

She reached for the edge of the pool. He stood up, stepping back. As she pulled out of the water, his splendid eyes passed over her bare, wet flesh; his jaw clenched tight. A huge erection strained against the fabric of his black slacks. There was at least one part of him that didn’t want to talk.

He handed her a towel. “Where is your self-discipline, woman?”

She felt like she’d just been slapped. Why couldn’t he ever just give in to his urges and take her hard and fast—and now? Why did sex with him have to be so crushingly complicated?

Biting her lower lip, she wrapped the towel around her nude body.

“Better,” he said. “Now we can talk.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I’d like to continue our conversation about orgasm control.”

“Okay.”

“Orgasm control is an extension of chastity. A woman doesn’t come until her man permits it. It’s the ultimate control.”

“It sounds like denial,” she said.

“No,” he said, delicately stroking her collar with his forefinger, reminding her she was owned. “It’s not denial. It’s fine-tuning. With the correct training, a woman can climax on command. It won’t even take a touch.”

“Like Pavlov’s dog? Salivating at the sound of a bell?”

“Thoroughly mastering your sexual response appeals to me on many levels, Mine,” he said. “There is nothing more intimate or profound than the willing surrender of your orgasmic nature.”

She recalled his teasing, magnified to painfully oppressive levels. “Maybe in theory, Sir.”

“It’s not an abstraction,” he said, his deep-set eyes broiling with heat. “Orgasm control will be the next step in your development.”

She was appalled. “To train me to have only one orgasm? To even the playing field between us? I can’t believe you buy that Vault fantasy. The war between the sexes is bullshit, Grant.” He was asking for too much from her. “I won’t let you do that to me.”

It was time for them to renegotiate their relationship. Show him what she needed.

She dropped the towel and it puddled to the floor by her feet. Slipping past Grant and his dark purple glower of confusion, she strode into the outdoor shower. The gigantic, glass-enclosed space had a profusion of jets coming out at every angle. She turned on the water. It took a while, but she finally got the right temperature and the right jets. He stood outside the shower, watching her, his arms crossed, amused by her awkward efforts.

He had a big stripe of sadist in him.

She spied a collection of shower gels and shampoos in a recess in the glass. She opened one of them and sniffed. It smelled like old, overripe roses. The disgusting stuff probably belonged to one of the other women he’d fucked while he kept her high and dry.

“Stinks.” She screwed the cap back on. She tossed the bottle out of the shower, aiming for a trashcan. She missed. The bottle went tumbling over the concrete until it rolled to a stop near the pool.

Her dramatic demonstration was not going smoothly.


The next shower gel she opened smelled good. Purple and shimmery, it smelled like lilacs, one of her favorite flowers. Pouring the rich purple liquid into her hands, she lathered up. Standing under the gentle spray, she delicately massaged the suds over her wet breasts.

Control of her own body felt good. She continued to stroke until her nipples hardened. Fire spread down from her breasts to her pelvis. She slipped a glance at him. He merely looked alert, as if he was wondering what she’d do next.

Arching her back, she rinsed off her breasts under the spray. She enjoyed watching the droplets jump off her hard, swollen nipples. A quick look told her Grant liked it too. His heated gaze devoured her.

She dripped more of the smooth gel onto her hands, slowly, for effect, never taking her eyes off him. She lathered the under curve of her breasts, her stomach. She paid special attention to the belly ring. The soapy frolic sizzled her senses; it had to be driving him crazy.

“This is what I need,” she said, sliding her hands down her embellished stomach. She now lathered the juncture of her thighs.

He made a low, indistinct noise in the back of his throat.

“No orgasm control for me,” she continued, smoothing the bubbles gently over her clit. She paused to take in the aroma of lilacs. “One climax isn’t enough. I want all of them. I can barely stand your teasing as it is. It’s punishing. I want more sex. Not less. I want more orgasms, not less. If you won’t give them to me, I’ll just get them myself.”

As the water sprayed over her shoulders, she continued to stroke her swollen nubbin, back and forth, back and forth. The tremors of a building climax rippled through her.

His expression turned grim.

Thrilling to the sudsy pressure of her fingers on her clit, she quickened her pace. She’d soon bring herself to full frenzy. She didn’t need him.

He reached her in two strides.

Seizing her by her upper arms, he said, “Over.”

He was using her safeword. Admitting defeat. Surrendering to her. He was giving in because he valued her and their relationship more than his own ego.

Pushing her shoulders up against the glass wall, he leaned into her, his eyes flashing. His fingers pressed into her flesh, hard and unyielding. She inhaled sharply, her body tense, joyously aware of his strength.

“I’m going to finish what you started.” His voice was so low it was almost menacing.

The water still spraying them both, he kissed her mouth, voracious. His stubble scraped her skin. She moaned, her pelvis so heavy she thought her uterus would drag her down clean through the shower floor.

He pulled away. His dark hair was slicked back. His black shirt was completely wet, plastered to his skin, showing every contoured, solid inch of his chest. His shoes were soaked.

She tugged at his clothing. “Off! Get them off!”

He helped her peel off his shirt, his pants. Water sprayed down on his broad shoulders. His erection was thick and strong.

Snagging her wrists, he lifted her hands above her head, guiding them to grab a protruding showerhead. Warm water streamed down her arms, down her breasts in rivulets. Her sex sizzled.

“Hang on to the showerhead,” he said. Grasping her ass, he pulled her feet off the shower floor. “Wrap your legs around my waist.”


She obeyed him. With sweet, slow finesse, he eased himself into her scalding hot channel. She didn’t think they could fit together like that. Holding her arms taut, dangling off the showerhead, she rhythmically contracted her inner muscles around him.

Her vagina told him what she couldn’t. I need you inside me.

He stroked. After emitting a long moan, she closed her eyes and let the sensations saturate her. She wanted it to last forever. He pumped into her, ruthless, faster and faster, his restraint in tatters. Demand surged from his fingertips into her buttocks. She was swept up in a wave of animal urgency. Her clit became an electrical resistor, red-hot and smoking. An orgasm rippled through her. Then another. She screamed; she was on fire. Still hanging on to the showerhead for dear life, she gyrated and twisted, her body overtaken by frenzied convulsions. With one last surge, he emptied himself into her.

She let go of the showerhead. They collapsed gently to the shower floor, the warm spray falling over their joined bodies.

Renegotiation had begun.

***

Allie walked toward him, graceful and lovely. She wore his collar. The blue jewel marked her as his. So did the pink flush on her face and chest. His property was a profoundly sexual creature. He would never again deny or delay.

She wore the Silver costume. Her short blond hair was wet, her skin still glistening from the shower. Strips of shimmering metal lay tight against her curvy body. The costume shreds barely covered her softly bouncing breasts.

She was exquisite. Grant took a deep breath.

Approaching closer on the concrete patio, she was sure-footed, elegant. A silver strip twisted about her waist, her lush thigh. A section of metal hid her sweet, giving center. Ribbons of silver wound about her wrists and ankles.

A soft smile played on her lips. “I dance only for you, Sir.”

She stopped, just out of his reach. Her hips started to sway. He’d never seen a woman more arousing and beautiful. She circled him. Ripe and proud and feminine, she dared him to reach out and grab her.

He was fully prepared to take her, make her vibrate and tremble. His body was alert and ready. But he would wait to subdue her. He enjoyed watching her move.

Fluidly gliding, she walked around him, inviting, writhing and rolling. Her perfect back arched, her generous ass swayed. Her jeweled belly undulated.

She knew her power.

Hips swinging, she drew closer to him, then pulled back. She never took her eyes from him. She circled him like he was a captive planet, her arms held high. Her breasts lifting and falling, she moved nearer. Her body quivered with voluptuous tension.

She was a spectacular woman, his Allie.

He reached out and snagged the metal about her waist.

She gasped with joy.

He drew her close, inhaling her scent of lilacs. He kissed her. Pressing against him, she reached around his neck. He lifted her in his arms and carried her from the patio.

Finally he could accept Silver’s seductive invitation, first offered so long ago.
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