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Dedication

In fond memory of the real “Black Widow,” who was more than a teacher. She was my
friend. I miss you, Kelly.



Chapter One

The jangle of the ringing telephone disturbed Calder’s peaceful contemplation of the
words on his computer. Writing the Great American Novel didn’t pay the bills, so Calder
picked up the phone when the caller ID displayed his agent’s number.

“Hey, Calder, my man! Glad I caught you. Got a job I know you're gonna love,” Ruben

Grimes proclaimed, as he always did.

With a purely internal sigh, Calder said, “Yeah, yeah, Ruben. That’s what you said about
the article I did for that parents’ magazine where I ended up on a Greyhound bus full of
thirty screaming kids going to a theme park. My ears still haven’t recovered.” The article
might have brought him money, but the cost to his nerves had hardly made it worth his
while.

Still, he couldn’t help but like Ruben. The guy worked hard to find Calder steady jobs so
he could pay the bills until his first novel sold. Calder had forgiven Ruben the day the check

arrived.

“No, this time I'm positive it is right up your alley. That degree of yours is finally going
to get some use. You hit the big time, my man! You may have hated that article in Parents
Weekly, but your take on how theme parks can be healthy experiences caught the eye of an
editor who happens to have kids.”

Ruben drew breath and launched into a spiel that actually had Calder grabbing a pen
and notepad in a hurry. Calder couldn’t believe his ears. It wasthe big time, with a
correspondingly huge payoff, if he could deliver. No deadline, and that alone was impressive.

There was only one catch.



“No wonder they aren’t giving me a deadline date. Geez, Ruben, I don’t have a clue how

to get involved in a BDSM society, much less penetrate its secrets,” Calder protested.

“That’s the trick, buddy. Look, an ex-cop with psych and sociology degrees has the best
hope of getting in and writing that article. I sold you to them on this, and they agree. You
gotta try. What have you got to lose?”

“My skin?” Calder suggested. “I have dire visions of losing precious flaps of epidermis I'd

rather keep intact.”

“Tell you what, Calder. Do some research on the Net, read a couple of books on the
subject, and get back to me.” Ruben hung up the phone, probably because he was afraid
Calder would refuse.

Calder sighed, and opened up his browser.

A few hours, and more cups of coffee than his stomach could handle, later, Calder
pushed back from his keyboard with a groan. His eyes burned, and his hand hurt from all the
notes he’d made. The legal pad was full, and it had only been half-used when he’d started.

“Geeee-zus!” He rubbed his eyes. “This is like learning a whole fucking new language.
Safe words, releases, equipment, and that’s just the start. Okay!” Calder pushed to his feet.

“First things first. I'm going to make a monster sandwich, then I'm going to the library.”

The pickles had just hit the plate to complete a sandwich worthy of the Tower of Pisa

when the phone rang for a second time. Ruben again.

“Pushy, aren’t you?” Calder said in lieu of a greeting. But he said it with a grin. “What,
Mrs. Grimes wants another diamond or something that you call me twice in one day?” He bit

into his sandwich.

Ruben chuckled. “T just figured you had enough time to log on and get intrigued. Was I
right?”

Swallowing so he could laugh, Calder let loose a vulgar epithet. “Yeah, you got me. And
I'm more than intrigued, you sneaky bastard. Though what the librarian is going to think
when I ask for a book titled, Screw the Roses, Give Me the Thorns, 1 don’t know.” He
contemplated the filthy looks he’d get as he swallowed another bite.

The snort over the phone was worthy of a thoroughbred. “You never can tell, bud. She

might be a member of one of those clubs. It’s the quiet ones you gotta watch out for.”

“Ruben, you married a Broadway actress. You wouldn’t know quiet if it bit you in the

»

ass.

“So, can I say you accept?”



Calder finished his sandwich and let Ruben stew a minute. “Yeah, okay. Any way I can

get an advance? This one may take some time.”

“Not likely, but I'll see what I can do.” Ruben sounded thoughtful. “Tell you what. If you
think it can happen this way, write me up a proposal and I'll pitch it as a book as well as an

article.”

“Deal.” Calder hung up the phone and headed to the library.
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Surrounded by books was the way Calder liked to be. He’d lugged home a huge stack,
topped by the Screw the Rosesbook that hadn’t even gotten him a raised eyebrow from the

librarian who’d checked his books out.

He now sat on the couch with stacks of books organized in piles. It had been easy
enough to separate them into two main groups. He could tell which of the books had been
written by tight-assed scientists, and which had been written with humor from actual

participants.

“This is why you never got that doctorate,” he muttered to himself. He was afraid he'd

have ended up a dried-up old prune, writing about life instead of living it.

He’d lived that true-crime thriller Ruben had touring New York editor desks. Calder
rubbed his right knee. The replacement surgery had worked, but his career as a cop had
ended when the bullet did the initial damage. Maybe someday he’d make enough money off

the book to make up for losing his career.

Calder put on his glasses and picked up a book from the “participant” stack. “Another
day, another project. And at least this one is as far away from the halls of academia as you

can get.” He settled back on the sofa and began to read.

This was Monday. Wednesday, he had a call to make.

The nearly naked man in front of her offered her another cup of coffee, but Kelly didn’t
give any indication she noticed his bare state. She glanced up from her paperwork and took

the delicate china cup and saucer. Sipping the hot brew, she nodded her approval.

The man departed silently. If he was disappointed, he didn’t show it. He’d been trained
well. Her blue-eyed gaze followed his sculpted ass without appearing to leave the stack of

forms in front of her.



“That new thong looks good, Angie,” she commented to the black-haired beauty sitting
on the left side of her desk.

Angie saluted with her cola can. “It should. It cost the moon. But I saw those spangles

and just had to decorate Troy in it.”

“Yeah? You'll have to share the catalog. By the way, I appreciate your bringing Troy
along while you help me with this crap.” She gazed with hatred at the stack of receipts and

tax forms in front of her.

“Hey, what’s your accountant for, if not helping you sort through paperwork for your

quarterly tithe to Uncle Sam?”

“I wish I didn’t have to do it at all. It’s getting to be too much for one person to handle.”
Kelly stared out the window and tried not to think about the past. A year had come and gone

since Denny’s death, and she should start living again.

“What you need is a partner, Kelly. Someone with the brains to handle the business end
and won’t choke over how you make your living. Ideally, someone who could be your

partner in all things, but that may be asking the moon and stars. Denny was one-of-a-kind.”

“What I need is a life.” Kelly got up from her desk and moved around the room sipping
her coffee. She knew it infuriated her best friend the way she could never keep still, but
sitting in a chair for very long was more than she could bear. “I thought when I retired from
the profession that a little volunteer work would be enough to keep me occupied, along with

a few private clients. It’s not working. I'm bored.”

Angie kept right on working, her fingers busily tapping on the calculator or adding
numbers to the computer that usually sat in lonely state behind Kelly’s writing desk. “Yeah,
well, it was getting too rough to continue being a professional mistress since that
conservative bas— I mean, our beloved mayor, decided he was going to clean up the town.
Idiot.” Angie sneered at the thought of the self-righteous right-wing bureaucrat up for
reelection at the end of the year. “Closing the bars around the military bases was dumb
enough. Where did the soldiers end up? Causing trouble downtown, in the mayor’s
backyard. So, he reopened the bars and started trying to shut down all vice in this city. All he
did was drive out legit business owners like you. I haven’t seen any reduction in the hooker
population.”

“I'm not arguing with you!” Kelly threw up her hands in mock defense against Angie’s
vehemence. It was an old rant. “But you and I both know I was ready to retire anyway.

When I wasn’t running around with my kit to the airport hotels to beat on some fly-by-



night business traveler, I was spending way too much time downstairs trying desperately to

come up with something new for insatiable regular clients.”

The silence lengthened, punctuated only by the occasional tapping of keys as Angie
prepared Kelly’s taxes for the quarter.

Kelly was considering turning on the stereo just for some background noise, when Angie
finally turned around and laid her glasses on the desk. “Okay, so you're bored. Obviously the
volunteer work isn’t enough. You're used to a much faster-paced lifestyle. How about charity

work?”

“Oh, I can see that now!” Kelly laughed mockingly. Then she went into a wicked
imitation of a snobby matron having a mock heart attack, and said in a quavering voice, “The

infamous Black Widow daring to want to give us her dirty whore’s money?”

Angie chortled. “No, you're right. They would never understand that you have an

unbroken rule never to have sex with your clients.”

With a contemptuous sniff, Kelly fiddled with the curtains at the window. “Who would
want to? And even if I did, that would put me into the legal realm of prostitution. No thank
you. It’s my business to perform BDSM acts for money, not sex. It would be the same as

asking Picasso to paint a house,” Kelly pronounced with some pride.

“Now that conjures up a visual,” Angie drawled. “So, we’ve circled back around. You
need a new occupation. Something besides working at the hospice. Okay, charity work is
out. How about going back to school? Learn a new skill.” She tapped a perfectly manicured

fingernail on her chin.

“Oh, yippee-skippy. What would I take? Creative Basket Weaving? Somehow, I don’t see
myself back in college. Even if I did, what would I do with a degree? Soon as any employer
found out about my past, my ass would be bouncing on the sidewalk.” Kelly would have
laughed, but it wasn’t all that funny. She felt trapped by a profession she had loved for so
long.

“Then you need to be self-employed. As your accountant, I recommend you think about
it. Uncle Sam will take a huge bite out of you until you find somewhere to invest besides CDs
and T-bonds,” Angie warned.

Kelly snorted. “I could always find myself a gigolo to spend my money on. Some
handsome guy to complicate my life, spend my money, and keep my name in the scandal

sheets.” The suggestion was amusing, but easily discarded.

“That’s not a bad idea, pal. The getting a guy thing, anyway. Someone better than
Michael.”



Kelly groaned, and began to pace again. “Whatever possessed me to accept him as a

subbie, I don’t know. He’s so pitiful.”

“What’s his latest trick to get your undivided attention?” Angie rested her chin in her
hands.

“Does it matter anymore? He’s tried hypochondria, failing to pay his bills until he had to
file for bankruptcy, and beating on my door at two AM because he got locked out of his
apartment.” Her feet made no sound as she paced across the office, but the carpet felt good to
her bare soles. Wearing heels was such a bitch that Kelly ran around barefoot at every
opportunity.

“I remember that one,” Angie chuckled. “He got one helluva shock when he found out

you’d gone to Vegas with a client for the weekend.”

Kelly snickered. “Yeah, that one backfired. After the neighbors called the cops on him
and he spent a night in jail for disturbing the peace, he meekly paid his rent and hasn’t tried
that kind of idiocy again.”

“When are you going to get rid of that twerp? He’s more trouble than he’s worth.” Angie

never made any secret that she disliked Michael in the extreme. And so did everyone else.

The feeling was mutual, unfortunately. Michael knew Angie saw through him, Kelly
deduced. “What Michael needs is a full-time Mistress he can live with and cater to in abject

servitude.”

Angie stood up while the printer chattered in the background. “Well, honey, you're not
that Mistress.”

“Oh, hell no! If I wanted a man in my life, I'd rather have an independent, quiet soul. I
like my life uncomplicated.”

Angie brandished the total taxes due form. Kelly winced and wrote a check. As Angie

stuffed forms and calculator into her briefcase, she had to have the last word. “That’s the

trouble, hon. If it has tires or testosterone, it will be trouble!”



Chapter Two

Calder rolled out of bed with the speed of summer lightning when his alarm sounded. It
was a habit he couldn’t break from all his years on the force. One efficient slap and the old
Westclox wind-up ceased to be an annoyance. Why had he set his alarm? He couldn’t

remember until he was halfway to the coffee pot.

What would be unintelligible mumbles to anyone else was in actuality, “Oh, yeah. I've
got to call Brad before he goes to work. Coffee. Need coffee. If God had wanted more people
to see the sunrise, he would have made it later in the day. I hate mornings.” At least the
elixir of life he made from his own pot wasn’t the sludge he’d drunk for years at the cop
shop.

Cupping the mug of precious liquid, he stumbled to his desk and pulled his ubiquitous
legal pad in front of him to go over his notes until he had more than two firing brain cells.
Another mumble translated as, “Got to have all my ducks in a row before I call Brad. Who

would have known dirt on my old college roomie would come in so handy?”

Despite the differences between a math major and a psychology major, he’d gotten along
reasonably well with Brad in that dorm room. Calder had even been an usher at Brad’s
wedding. He hoped nostalgia would unlock a very tightly closed door. He’d known Brad
indulged in the BDSM lifestyle, but had turned a blind eye to the occasional evidence. And
he’d kept Brad’s secret even after they graduated. He hoped that loyalty would buy him

something now.

Half a pot later, he pulled up his contact list on the computer and dialed the phone. It
was rude, in his personal rulebook, to pretend chitchat when he meant business, so after a

few brief pleasantries, he got down to the true reason he’d called.



“You want to WHAT? shouted Brad. “I know damn well you aren’t coming to play.
What'’s the game?”

Calder took the phone away from his ear and winced. “Yeah, I know, Brad. You have

every right to yell at me and be suspicious. Hear me out, will you?”

Brad took a distinctive slurp of what was probably a cup of herbal tea. That’s what he’d
drunk in college, claiming caffeine gave him the shakes. “Okay, but don’t skip a detail. I

don’t have a client for two hours.”

“That’s one thing we always had in common. We like to know every angle. Yours just

happened to include a hypotenuse,” Calder joked.
“You're still a smart-ass. I'm waiting.”

“Okay, and I'll make it consecutive. I got a phone call from my agent. You did know I

took a bullet in the knee and turned to writing, didn’t you?”
“Yeah. Saw your byline a few times. Good stuff, Shrink.”

“Thanks. Anyway, my agent has a new job available when he calls. Enough to pay off

what’s left of my medical bills and keep me in crackers for a couple months is what I figure.”
“When will you let me be your accountant and manage all that crap for you?”

“When I can afford your expensive ass. But you can do my taxes at the beginning of next
year.” Calder grinned. It had been a standing joke between them since their college days.
“Anyway, the assignment is to do a very clinical take on the psychology of BDSM.” He heard
the intake of breath, but plunged on. “Not a hate article, no moral judgments. You know

damn well 'm sympathetic, Brad.”

There was silence for a few moments, then a sigh. “Sympathetic, I don’t know. But you

kept your mouth shut. How much do you know, anyway?” The tone was cautious.

“Only what I've read in books. Good and bad opinions, some terms, and a fair idea of
what goes on. That’s it. I skipped the porn, figuring that wasn’t real.” Calder kept his voice

cool and clinical.

“Man, you have a lot to learn, but no more than the average newbie. Only problem is
you fall under the general and hated category of R.E.P.O.R.T.E.R. You have no idea how
many of my friends cherish their privacy.”

Calder had to chuckle at Brad spelling “reporter.” But he got the point. “I can make some

fair guesses. Look, I'll go incognito. I'm there to observe. Maybe ask some questions.”

“Let’s get something straight. You don’t ask reporter-type questions. If you think you're

treading on thin ice, you come to me.” Brad’s hard tone softened. “I know you. You're like a



bulldog and you won’t give up. You'll just find another source. I'd rather have you under my

own eye than worrying you're going to blow the lid off the community.”

That was fair. Calder understood the need to keep a dangerous unknown under personal
observation. “Okay, I can deal with that. Do I need lessons or special clothes? How long do I

have to get ready?”

“Im getting to that. Keep your shirt on. And that’s the first rule. You come in street
clothes, dress casual. Jeans and a tee shirt. I want it clear you're not there to play. We get
casual observers who are just curious all the time, so that won’t be remarkable. No recording
devices, not even a notepad, got it? In exchange, I'll go over all your observations with you

and answer any questions Sunday.”

“Deal. When and where?” Calder breathed a sigh of relief. He didn’t want to waste his

precious savings on some weird-assed outfit just to fit in.

“Here at my place, Friday night. The party starts as early as seven PM, but there’s no
sense in showing up before eight. The ball doesn’t start rolling until at least nine or ten. And
don’t expect a lot of sleep that night. We don’t shut down until four AM at the earliest.” Brad
dictated the address, not knowing or caring that Calder had a cop’s connections and could

have found out on his own.

Calder let out a long, low whistle. “Nice neighborhood, pal. Maybe I should let you

handle my royalties.”

“It works for us. Angie is an accountant now, too. Nursing was killing her.” Brad seemed

to be relaxing, probably glad Calder hadn’t argued.

“Yeah? You got time to tell me about your life since we graduated?” Calder leaned back

in his desk chair and prepared to catch up on lost time.
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Kelly rubbed the bridge of her nose and tried desperately to keep her mind on her
appointment book. She had a monster headache brewing, and the worst was yet to come.

She still had to call Michael and remind him about the PEP meeting. “People
Exchanging Power” was the best of the local BDSM clubs, and she’d be damned if she’d be
late and miss seeing a few friends.

The German-accented voice on the phone gabbled in her ear, reminding her of what she

was supposed to be doing. “Yes, Mr. von Stein. I have you down for Thursday evening at



your usual hotel. I'll call you from the lobby. See you then. Good night.” She put the phone
on the desk.

Herman von Stein was a favorite client. He didn’t ask for much, just the chance to have
dinner with a woman, and a little bondage. Easy stuff. She had a new knot for him too.

Angie’s birthday gift of a Boy Scout handbook of knots was being put to good use.

Kelly stared balefully at the phone. “Better get this over with,” she muttered. If she were
very lucky, she’d leave a message on Michael’s answering machine and be done with this

unpleasant task.

No such luck. Michael answered on the second ring with an eager, “Yes, Mistress? How
may I serve?” Kelly swore he stared at the phone like a vulture, and only read the caller ID to

avoid bill collectors.

“Michael, I remind you that the PEP meeting is this weekend. You make me late again,
and your punishment will be infinitely worse than kneeling on rice grains, bound and
gagged for two hours. I don’t care how much of a pain slut you think you are, you didn’t last
long, did you?”

A small catch of breath, then a subservient, “No, Mistress. I did not last long. I will be
ready, Mistress.” He’'d probably been hoping she’d forgotten how he’d forgotten to take a
bath and she’d been forced to order him to take a shower before she would take him to the

last PEP meeting. What was it about males and bathing?

She’d threatened to leave him and go alone, but he’d whined and begged until she’d
given in. He'd been sorry when she’d borrowed a handful of uncooked rice from Angie’s
kitchen and made him kneel in it while she played with others right in front of him.

Then she heard the telltale “blip” of a computer game. He was playing a game while, in

theory, taking instructions from his Mistress. That was against the rules, and he knew it.

“Michael! I heard that.” Her voice was low and dangerous, as was expected. He did it on
purpose, the little bastard. He liked being punished so much he went out of his way to be a

brat and force her to concoct more and more elaborate ways to discipline him.

Well, she wasn’t falling for it this time. “You’re not giving me the proper attention. I
have nothing more to say to you. Your chastisement for tonight and the next twenty-four
hours is...nothing. Do not call here, and do not show up. Goodbye.” She slammed the phone

down in his ear.

She looked up to see her housekeeper striding in the doorway with a fresh cup of coffee.
Sadie’s head was down, but she was grinning from ear to ear. “That’s telling him, Mistress,”

Sadie murmured as she put the fresh cup down and removed the old one.



Kelly stared for a moment, and then began to laugh. “And so satisfying! Accept no calls

from Michael tonight, Sadie. No messages, either.”

On cue, the phone began to ring. A glance at the caller ID showed Michael had gotten

over his shock, and was now disobediently dialing frantically. Sadie snickered.

“And I'll be sure to check the peephole before I answer the door. He won’t bowl me over
like he did last time.”

Kelly closed her appointment book. It never left the desk surface, but every sub she had
knew better than to touch it. All except Sadie, who acted as personal secretary if there was a

need.

“You've got a meeting with the Dommes-in-training tonight, Mistress. Shall I arrange

the drawing room suitably?”

“No, tonight we will be in the dungeon. There’s to be a demonstration,” Kelly said with a

smile of pleasure.

“Oh, Mistress! How delightful! On whom? What shall we be doing?” Sadie’s eyes shone
with anticipation. It was part of her pay to be a demo model. Her swarthy skin was perfect

for demonstrating certain skills to perfection.
Kelly grinned. “You and Devon, of course. Wax play tonight.”

Sadie flashed that bright smile that had made her a model in her younger days.
“Wonderful! I'll go get the warmer on and see to it Devon eats before I set it up. He’s too

skinny. Mistress Tawny will bring him, as usual?”

“Yes. Now, I'd better go finish braiding that new whip.” Kelly got up and brushed eraser

bits off her jeans.

Sadie looked with a jaundiced eye at Kelly’s ripped jeans and bright red tee shirt that had
“Bitch” emblazoned on the chest. “You’d better make it quick. You sure can’t demo in that.

You’d swelter.”

Kelly laughed and snatched up her coffee before heading to the garage workshop where
she created her equipment. “T'll be wearing the green corset and tap pants tonight, Sadie.
And wait until you see the new bustier I'll pick up from Master Tim’s tomorrow! But today,

I'm comfy. Call me at five, would you?”

Kelly scooted through the kitchen, sniffing at the roast in the oven. Her secret
depression grew worse, and with no one to see her, her shoulders slumped. She glanced with
longing at the perfect kitchen she’d designed.



When Denny had been alive, all subs went home at five PM, sharp. Kelly spent many a
late afternoon “making messes,” as Denny called it. They’d eaten at the little bistro set sitting
forlornly in the corner. Now, with no one to enjoy her cooking, she’d allowed the subs to

take over and feed her as part of their duties.

“Someday, I'm going to bake a sinful chocolate cake, and have someone to eat it again,”
she vowed. Then she stormed into the garage to take her frustrations out on an innocent set

of leather strips.



Chapter Three

The beatings had already commenced. She could hear the faint beat of rock music
through the floors. “Damn!” Kelly muttered to herself. “I do not like being late to the PEP

meeting!” The Saturday PEP events were her one night a month to relax.

“'m so sorry, Mistress,” whined her submissive, Michael. The short, skinny blond
trotted after his Mistress, panting as he carried his own light gym bag and her much larger,

heavier suitcase.

“Yes, you are!” Kelly snarled. “This is the third time you couldn’t manage to get your shit
together for a scheduled monthly party. What the fuck is your problem? You can’t read a
calendar, all of a sudden?”

“I got distracted, Mistress.”

Kelly descended the stairs of the mansion, heading toward what might be loosely termed
a basement. She’d come screaming up the drive in her PT Cruiser, parked, and had thrown
the gear bags at Michael. Her feet, properly shod in high heels, already ached from that run
up the steps and through the doors of her best friend’s home in Cherry Hills. “Yeah, yeah, I
know what distracted you. One of your idiot video games. Put a fucking alarm clock on your
desk!”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress. That’s a good idea. I promise!”
Michael was puffing like a freight train, Kelly noticed. What made her choose a skinny,
brainless subbie like him, anyway? Well, maybe not brainless. To be fair, he was a computer

geek who could do amazing things on anything that had a keyboard. But give him anything

more complicated than a mechanical pencil, and he’d hurt himself.



And he didn’t have one whit of common sense. None. She had to call him twice daily to
remind him to eat, or he’d call her for the dumbest reasons. And he managed to find the
most inconvenient moments to do so! Last night it had been how to cook himself a steak. A

steak, for Chrissake.

Michael finally reached the bottom of the stairs and waited subserviently for Kelly to
choose her spot. The dungeon was full tonight. The huge basement of her best friend’s
mansion was filled to capacity. Luxuriously paneled in dark woods, the main portion

carpeted, the room gave the ambience of the most posh dungeon possible.

Every armchair and wingchair housed a Dominant with at least one submissive serving
every need. Well, except sexual needs, of course. “Get a hotel room!” was a frequent cry if

someone got too explicit in public.

To Kelly’s annoyance, at first it appeared as if every booth was taken too. She shot
Michael a look that should have flayed him worse than anything she’d ever given him. He
wisely kept his gaze on the floor, but his whole demeanor was one of satisfaction. He
thought he’d paid her back for ignoring him. He’d find out soon enough she played revenge

games better than he.

Finally, Kelly found an open booth with a nice St. Andrew’s cross. Bless her, Angie was
sitting in the chair of that booth, waving. With a sigh of relief, Kelly made her way through
the crowd, avoiding swinging floggers and hot-eyed Doms with a keen nose for self-

preservation.

Michael, naturally, got stuck trying to carry his load, and would be a few more moments
before he deposited the bags and began setting up her toys for the night’s pleasures. Kelly
rolled her eyes skyward as a yelp let her know he’d not been as adroit avoiding floggers.

Angie, understanding pal that she was, just shook her head. “You need to dump that
loser. He’s a leech, not a subbie.”

“I know, Angie. You got any suggestions?” Kelly sighed as she took off her jacket. The
usual whistles and catcalls at the sight of her new leather bustier got the usual response of
one finger skyward, which was followed by a smattering of laughter.

One enterprising and brave fellow yelled, “When?” in response to the finger.

Kelly ignored him.

“Daaaaamn!” Angie exclaimed, admiring the vivid red hourglass shape symbolizing the
black widow emblazoned on the bustier. “You weren’t kidding when you said it would be
special.” Kelly did a slow turn to allow Angie, and not incidentally the crowd, a chance to
admire. After all, she had a rep to keep. She smiled at Angie, who winked at her.



Michael finally made it through the crowd, and dumped the bags unceremoniously on
the floor near the cross. Fortunately, he had this routine down pat and managed to get her
toys laid out in good order. He snapped on his collar, and stood waiting by the cross for his

Mistress.

“At least you never fucked the twerp,” Angie consoled in a soft whisper. “Let me scope
around and see if there’s one of the Gorean Mistresses around. That would sort his ass out in

a hurry.”

Kelly laughed and shooed Angie out of the booth. “You know I don’t have sex with my

subs. I got a rep to maintain!”

“And when was the last time you did a horizontal tango with anyone?” was Angie’s

parting shot while Kelly threatened her best friend with a flogger.

Clamping Michael with his back outward, Kelly got to work. This wouldn’t take long,
and then the wuss could rest while she found a playmate to give her a real workout. Maybe

that long, lean fellow in jeans watching her with blazing eyes.
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Calder, his arms folded, leaned up against a convenient wall, and nudged his host.
“Who’s the brunette with long legs in the leather bustier?” The tiny black shorts and leather
top left little to the imagination. Not that he blamed her for wearing as little as possible and
arranging her hair into a short, sensible braid. It was hotter than the nine hells in this tightly

packed place.

Brad waved at his wife Angie as she flitted about the room making sure all was safely
played before answering. “Oh, that’s the Black Widow. That’s what they call her. Used to be

a professional Mistress before she retired.”
“Retired? She looks like she’s maybe thirty.”

Brad nodded. “Thirty on the nose. When you make $300K a year, you can retire in less
time. I should know. I'm still her accountant. And her husband had a hefty insurance policy
when he died. Left her with a paid-off house, two cars, and some nice municipal bonds. Poor

bastard. Died of cancer.”

“So, what does she do now that she’s...retired?” Calder asked. His reporter’s mind was
taking in a thousand bits of data, but this one just didn’t want to file itself. There wasn’t a
word to describe the Black Widow, except lush. Everything about her was almost too much
to handle. He felt his jeans tighten just looking at that body poured into bits of leather and

string.



Brad just chuckled. “Takes a few private clients left over from her pro days, mostly, if
what you mean is work. She also volunteers at the hospice. Hard to imagine the most famous

Mistress here in town running around emptying bedpans, but that’s what keeps her happy.”

“Think she’d let me interview her? It would mean a lot to my piece.” Calder was
intrigued. So, that was the infamous Black Widow, who was whispered about in every man’s

group when the subject of kinky sex came up?

Brad tipped back his head and guffawed. Not that it affected the swirling mass around
him. The heavy metal rock music pounded so loudly, even his hearty laugh was drowned
out. “Not bloody likely! Widow keeps to herself, talks when she pleases, and your profession
alone is enough to scare off half the people here. I snuck you in here with the deal that you'd

mention no names, and no pictures. Why don’t you observe for awhile?”

Calder nodded his agreement, but wandered closer to the Black Widow’s booth before
taking up a position in one of the chairs scattered throughout the dungeon. Hard to believe
his old college buddy was into this, but the evidence was all around him. He’d promised no

paper, no recording devices, just his trained memory, and he’d stick to it.

The Widow was just picking up a large, heavy looking device that looked like a handle
and a bunch of large soft leather strips. A flogger, Brad had called it. It was taken from the
middle of a long line of devices of various ominous appearances. Obviously, the lady was
methodical and organized. Judging by the thing she’d just put down that looked like a horse’s
tail on a handle, she’d start at one end of her tools and move toward the other. He identified
a rabbit fur glove, a few clamps—some of which now dangled from the poor skinny little
bastard’s nipples—the horsehair thing, and the collection of floggers and whips. Damn. Even
a riding crop. Calder’s back hurt just looking at it.

Black Widow examined the flogger carefully, even tugging on a few of the strips before
swinging the flogger in a figure eight pattern and walking closer to her victim. No, not

victim, he corrected himself. Submissive was the correct term.

The submissive’s back was pink from the horsehair thing. Calder supposed it was called a
horsehair flogger, since it had the same basic shape as the leather flogger Widow now
employed effortlessly. The tips of the leather strips fell in an orderly pattern on the man’s
rapidly reddening back. There was no blood or bruising, just an ever-increasing amount of
color to the skin. Weren't there supposed to be strips of flesh hanging off and blood flowing?

Calder did a fast check of the rest of the dungeon. The party was in full swing, and so

were many floggers, even a few short bullwhips. However, there was damn little blood, and



no screaming that he could hear. Not that he could hear much. Was that supposed to be

called music?
“So, how are you enjoying things?” a sultry voice shouted in his ear.

Calder turned and beheld Brad’s wife, Angie. “Hey, kid. Can’t say I'm enjoying this, but
it is interesting. Why...”

He never got to finish his question. The skinny guy on the cross began to yell, “Mistress!!
I'm coming! Please! Finish me!” Over the pounding music, the whole crowd turned and

watched avidly.
Angie snorted. “Wuss! He never lasts long. Thinks he’s such a pain slut. Poor BW!”

Incredibly, the Black Widow grabbed up a bottle and some cotton, and slathered the
young man’s back with what smelled like isopropyl alcohol, even from Calder’s position just
outside the booth. The kid screeched, but before he could draw the next breath, she’d set
him on fire with a lighter! Just as quickly, the Widow patted out the flames with a towel
from her left hand, even as she drew the lighter away with her right.

Calder had tensed in an automatic reflex, but Angie had slapped a hand on his sternum

and shouted, “Wait!” It wasn’t easy.

As the kid hung there, limp and panting, “Thank you, Mistress, thank you!” applause
broke out. The Black Widow, barely even sweating, gave a short nod acknowledging thanks,

and turned back to her beaten submissive.
“What’s she doing now? Isn’t she done?” Calder asked.

“No way, hotshot. What? You think we just leave them like that? Watch. This, you
won’t learn by reading books. This is the important part.” Angie flipped her black hair over
her shoulder and pointed.

Calder watched as The Black Widow snatched up a spray bottle full of a vile-looking

green liquid and began liberally anointing the submissive’s back.

“That’s BW’s own special blend of soothing agent,” Angie supplied before he could ask.
“Main ingredient is, believe it or not, chamomile tea. Works like a charm to soothe Michael’s
nerve endings. See? He’s already coming out of subspace. She’ll be able to take him down in a

few minutes.”

Angie was right. “Michael” was standing upright and breathing normally in a few
moments. Calder was surprised to see “BW” hold the kid as gently as she could in a hugging
embrace while she released the cuffs, and lead him to a position on the floor. The kid sat,
nodding his thanks when a cold drink from a small cooler was given to him. BW murmured

soothing things, and even cuddled the scrawny guy briefly in a hug.



Angie turned and faced Calder. “That cool down will take a few minutes. They are
always a little shocky when they come down from a scene. You gotta treat your subs right.

Even assholes like Michael. Any questions?”

“Only about a million of them!” Calder shouted back in her ear. “But I'll wait until I can

hear myself think, much less the answers.”

Only when Michael began to respond in what could have been full sentences did BW
get up off the floor and begin cleaning. She wiped everything that could be cleaned with
more of the alcohol, and used a disinfectant spray with a pungent smell on everything else,

even the wooden cross.

He watched as Michael reached with shaking hands into a small blue gym bag and
pulled out a large candy bar. His hands trembled so badly the kid couldn’t even unwrap it.
BW stopped her cleaning, knelt, and tenderly opened it for him. She even broke off a piece
to hand feed her sub until he took the bar back and ate on his own. Only then did she return

to her cleaning.

Fascinated didn’t begin to describe Calder’s emotions as he watched Black Widow give
the booth a cleaning and sterilization a nurse would be proud to claim. Some tiny little snake
squirmed jealously in the pit of his stomach, envious of the poor bastard that had just been
beaten for getting such loving tenderness.

The dichotomy between the Hollywood image of the beautiful Dominatrix and the
woman energetically cleaning had Calder staring and visibly clamping his jaw to keep it from

hanging open like a yokel. He had to know more, and damn Brad’s rules.



Chapter Four

Brad appeared just as BW gave Calder one helluva view of her spectacular ass while she
bent down to get a diet cola from the tiny cooler. Calder barely managed to keep his tongue

from hanging out like a wolf’s.

Instead of coming up to Calder, he went straight in to BW with a concerned look on his
face. “Kelly!” he shouted, loud enough for Calder to hear over the pulsing of Metallica. “Stay

around here for about an hour, okay? There’s going to be knife play in number three!”

“Aw, damn!” Angie exclaimed, as the infamous Black Widow shuddered and wrinkled
her nose. “Brad! Brad! Are you going to be safety monitor on that? And turn that music

down!”

“Yeah!” Brad shouted. “You stay with Kelly and Calder, okay?” At Angie’s nod, he raced
off.

Within moments, the music volume reduced to something below earsplitting, giving

Calder’s abused eardrums some welcome relief. Mozart was more his speed.

BW walked over, swigging long and deep from her can. “Ye gods, my feet are killing me.
I'm losing the shoes for the rest of the night.” Her voice was low, throaty, and cultured, with
just a hint of the Deep South. She bent down to loosen the ankle straps that held on the
skyscraper heels, and gave Calder a view that had him wondering why her tits didn’t fall out.
They sure threatened to do so at any moment. She lost a good four inches in height. “Ahhh!!
How do you spell relief?” BW asked to the ceiling.

Angie just laughed. “Self-inflicted torture, pal.”

BW eyed Calder speculatively. “Any luck?” she asked, apparently to Angie.



“Oh, no, Kelly. This guy wouldn’t know Gorean from sensual. He’s just observing

tonight. No luck.”

They were interrupted by the meek voice of Michael. “Mistress? May I please go watch
the knife play?”

“Sure, babe. Go for it,” BW answered without turning her head. Calder was positive now
that her casual air of low-class was just an act. “Babe” hadn’t come out naturally. Her whole

posture and voice screamed “Lady.” What a puzzle.

BW took another swig of her soda as Michael sped off without another word. “So,

observer, huh? And your name is Calder?”
“Calder Burgess, at your service,” Calder answered with a mocking half-bow.
“I doubt it.” BW winked saucily.

Calder took a few moments to figure out that “service” around here took on a whole new
meaning. “Just curiosity, tonight, Black Widow.” He grinned, appreciative that the joke was

on him. “Would you care to explain your implements to me?”
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Kelly studied this Calder fellow for a few minutes. He was tall, at least a six-footer, and
had that easy confidence of an “innocent,” at least as far as BDSM was concerned. Intelligent
green eyes, sun-streaked brown hair, and a hint he might wear glasses around the nose. She

hoped not. Glasses were one thing that made her melt, big time.
You're so repressed, Kelly. Get over it.

Calder took her silence for consent and walked over to examine her large collection of

toys with his hands wisely behind his back. She’d hate to have to break his fingers.

Geeezus! Get a load of that gravity-defying ass. Down, girl! Crap, I need to get laid
before I burst.

Calder pointed without touching to her collection of clamps. A larger box with divided
trays was on the floor nearby, but enough of each type was in the small pile. “What are those

for?”

“Stimulating nerve endings in specific locations, Einstein.” Rolling her eyes at such
innocence, Kelly strolled over, getting into “BW mode” as she called it. She pointed toward a
few plastic-coated alligator clamps with screws to make a perfect fit. “Those are the mildest.

They do little more than restrict blood flow in the area involved, causing a certain amount of



increased sensitivity. Of course, they are only good where skin is loose, such as nipples,

scrotum, and occasionally ears or torso.”

Calder had grinned at the mild insult, but shuddered at the mention of a guy’s tender
balls. “It doesn’t hurt?”

Kelly snorted. “Not those! Even the clothespins and other stronger items do little more
than pinch. They stimulate the erogenous zones, nothing more. Now these,” she held up a
rather wicked looking pair of tiny tong-like devices with sharp teeth in the prongs, “do a
little more in the way of the pain department. But they are only good for pain sluts.” She

held them up to the vicinity of her own nipples. It was almost second nature to tease a man
like Calder.

Calder looked thoughtful. “Pain sluts? Those who are in it for pure pain?”

Kelly nodded. “Got it in one, babe. There are those in this world who can’t seem to enjoy
what you and I would call normal stimuli for sexual pleasure. You have to bring them right
up to the limit of stimulus, where the brain is almost overloaded.” She picked up a small
device that looked like a less-wicked pair of the alligator clamp things. “Stick out your thumb

and forefinger, sweetie.”

Long and Luscious Calder hesitated, delighting Kelly with his wariness. This one was a
smart cookie. Whoever said the brain was the best sex organ was definitely right. Well, she
knew how to engage the masculine mind. Kelly winged an eyebrow to her hairline. “Don’t
be scared, Calder,” she coaxed. “This is merely a small demonstration of how the brain

overrides the body. It won’t do more than pinch.”

Pride overrode his good sense, just as she planned. His eyes glittered, and he thrust out
his right hand.

Kelly rewarded his bravery with a smile. “Thank you for trusting me, Calder. Now, pay
attention.” She clamped the little device on the loose skin between his thumb and forefinger,
tightening it down until she felt his hand tense in hers. “Trust is a big part of BDSM, as you
well know.” She shot a look at Angie, who nodded and moved one step to stand behind
Calder.

“Someday, you’ll have to elaborate on that for me. Ouch!”

Kelly favored him with a deliberately worried expression. “Oh, is that too tight? Some
people are so sensitive there.” The initial pinch would fade in three seconds or so, if she

could engage his attention that long.

Calder looked at his hand. The little clamp dangled there. “No, it’s okay. It just hurt for a

second.”



“Good. Calder, look at me, not your hand.” It was a low, soft command, deliberately
enticing.
Calder’s gaze snapped up and locked on hers.

Kelly gave him a sweet smile and said softly, “Pardon me.” Without warning, she

reached out to caress his crotch in a long, slow sweep.
“Whoa!” Calder exclaimed, and jumped back into Angie’s waiting arms, panting.

That hard package had been difficult to resist. Its size gave a clear hint of the joys under
the denim. Kelly returned to her usual impersonal mask. “My apologies, Calder. But if I'd
warned you, the sensation would have been reduced. Did you not feel more than usual in
that simple caress?” She moved forward to where Angie was making sure of his balance, and

removed the clamp.

He was still stunned enough to answer honestly, “God, yes!” While still breathing

somewhat heavily, he made a valiant attempt to regain aplomb, and jerked upright.

Kelly played with the clamp in her hand. “It’s a simple psycho-physiological reaction to
direct stimuli. The brain reacts to the tiny amount of pain by ‘awakening’ to where it feels
everything more. Of course, there is a threshold. When the brain reaches a pain-pleasure
combination of a certain level, it naturally chooses pleasure over pain. Orgasm often results

from the overload.”

Calder’s fingers twitched, as if he were dying to take notes or something. She loved an
intelligent, organized personality. “You can experiment on yourself later, but it doesn’t work
quite so well when the subject knows they are to be stimulated. That’s the reason the tests
fail in the lab.” She handed him the clamp. “Something about you says that you’d be the type
to try and repeat this at home. At the risk of being crude, I suggest using it the same way, but
on your left hand. Then beat off. You should get a decent reaction enough using that
method.”

He blushed as he put the clamp in his pocket. Kelly hid her delight with difficulty.

“Moving on.” She picked up the horsetail thing. “This is a horsehair flogger. Stick out
your hand.”

Let’s see how you react, gorgeous. God, why can’t I have this kind of a subbie? He’s so
innocent, it’s cute.

Calder looked warily at the flogger. “Aw, what the hell. What can hair do to you?” He
thrust his hand out. With a simple flick, she lashed out with the horsehair. The sting was
incredible. “Ouch!” he pulled his arm back, and stared at his hand and forearm. No welts, and

only a tiny amount of redness showed.



“Sorry about that. If I had warned you, you would have flinched. Stick it out again. This

time, I promise, it won’t hurt.”

Calder slowly put his hand back into position. This time, the swing was obvious. The
hair, instead of touching him with the ends, lay swiftly across his forearm. No sting. “That
didn’t hurt.”

“No, but look at your forearm now.” She folded the hairs against the handle neatly.

Calder looked at his forearm. It was now pink, and felt slightly warm. “But it doesn’t

»

hurt.

Angie gave him a nudge. “It’s not supposed to, silly. A few strokes of the horsehair, and
your nerve endings are stimulated and blood is flowing to the skin, warming it. It prepares
the skin for the next step. And Kelly is being rough on you. She didn’t do half of what she
could to warm your skin and make this extremely pleasant for you. But this is just a demo.
Nothing that would engage the psyche and make you hunger. And I assure you, she could
make you very, very hungry for anything.”
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The Black Widow grinned, and turned back to Calder. He couldn’t help but wonder
what could possibly create a “hunger” in him, like addiction, perhaps? Well, it was possible

to become addicted to sex.

A submissive, judging by the collar around his neck and the lack of clothing, slid
bonelessly to the floor. No one in leather was in sight. Just two others in collars who tripped
over the mess on the floor in their haste to get to the white-faced guy now seemingly
unconscious next to a table.

Swifter than lightning, Kelly and Angie thrust whatever was in their hands at Calder and
ran to the booth where the two rescuers cradled the downed man. One was taking his pulse
while the other put a bottle of what looked like water to the victim’s lips.

Calder followed, looking helplessly at the heavy flogger and soda in his hands. He was in
time to hear the one in a red collar taking the pulse report in an authoritative tone, “He’s
going to be fine, Mistresses. Pulse is a little unsteady, but nothing to call an ambulance for.
Keep dribbling in that liquid, Dave. Slowly.”

“Who did this? Harry? Do you know?” Angie snarled.

“It was the new Mistress in white,” Harry, the one in the red collar, answered.



The one called Dave cursed with a flair Calder could only envy. “Fucking idiot thing to
do. Didn’t anyone teach her safety cool-down procedures? She doesn’t deserve a nice guy

like Jim, here.” While he talked he carefully continued to drip the liquid past the pale lips.
Angie stormed off, muttering dire threats.

“Get him on the table, guys. Facedown. How’s the new practice, Harry?” BW was all
authority. “T'll tend him. Calder, bring me my spray. And a towel. Should be fresh ones in my
black bag.”

Calder moved, dumping the cola and flogger onto the table in BW’s booth. The spray
was easy to find. The towels took only a few more seconds to locate in the organized and

perfectly clean bag.

“Practice is doing fine. I love the new office. Ready, Dave? On three!” Harry expertly

arranged his arms beneath the now semi-conscious man.
“Wait a sec! I'm a software geek, not a damn doctor. Okay, now!”

On the count of three, the victim was laid facedown on the table. BW began to repeat
the ministrations she’d done on Michael. Within a few minutes the man was conscious and
able to sit up. Harry and Dave volunteered to sit with him until he finished reviving. A
meekly chastened Mistress in white leathers came back, and began to pack her equipment.
She fled shortly thereafter. Her submissive was left to his own devices but did not seem

concerned.

Calder and BW returned to their booth, and BW began to pack her things. She muttered
imprecations, but didn’t toss Calder out. When her temper calmed enough where he wasn’t
concerned she’d bite his head off, Calder asked, “What happened over there?” In a perverse
way, he was grateful for the incident. It just wouldn’t do to get a hard-on in this place, and
that was sure to get him the wrong kind of attention. But damn! How could a guy not get
stimulated when a beautiful woman in leather and little else shows him toys meant for kinky

sex?

BW whirled to face him, her eyes still blazing. “Stupid cunt didn’t know how to take
care of her subbie, that’s what. You don’t play with someone and then walk off before you've
performed a thorough cool-down treatment and made sure they are recovered from the
subspace trance. People have died from being left like that. It’s damn close to criminal
negligence!” She took a deep breath and visibly calmed herself. “Sorry, I shouldn’t yell at

»

you.



Calder nodded calmly. He’d had a lot worse than a little bitty female spitting anger at
him. Enraged junkies high on crack worried him a whole lot more. “It’s okay, Black Widow.

What would have happened to him?”
“You understand shock, don’t you?”
He nodded.

“Good. What happens to a sub during a scene can be likened to a trance-like state, often
referred to as subspace. If you've ever zoned out when something felt so good, your mind
wandered a bit, subspace is like that. After they’re done, they enter a form of mild shock,
usually of short duration. It is the duty of a Dominant to see to their sub’s health and well-
being until they’ve recovered.” Kelly’s eyes softened. “In fact, you might say the whole

reason a Dominant exists is for their sub’s health and happiness.”

Calder’s face took on the confused and puzzled expression of one who has just been
offered contradictory statements. “Huh? It’s important to see to a sub’s health, yet you set

that guy on fire earlier. It doesn’t add up.”

Kelly couldn’t help it. She laughed. “To explain would take some time and a less busy
atmosphere.” She stepped close to Calder and ran a finger up his shirt.

Calder suddenly felt as if a tiger was stalking him. A beautiful, dangerous tiger with big

blue eyes.



Chapter Five

Calder could see Kelly wanted to say more, but just then someone wearing a very odd
abbreviated costume came running up. BW backed off as if she’d been shot and began busily
packing her suitcase. It gave Calder a certain amount of satisfaction to see her cheeks were
pink.

The woman ran into the booth, dropped to her knees in front of BW, spread her knees
wide in what looked like a very uncomfortable position, bent her head, and waited to be
acknowledged. The odd costume had the one-shoulder draped effect of Grecian toga, but was
cut very short. The thin material left nothing to the imagination. She wore a gold collar that
looked almost like lace. A rope belt circled her waist several times. Calder had no trouble

imagining what the rope was for.

BW ignored her for a moment while she stuffed another flogger deep into the large

suitcase. Then she turned and said languidly, “Yes, slave?”

Calder raised one eyebrow. One minute BW was a tigress stalking prey, the next
haughty and regal. It had to be a role. He glanced back at the slave on the floor. What about
her had changed BW’s attitude?

Without looking up, the slave-woman offered a packet to BW. “From my Mistress, the
Lady Mina, with her compliments.”
BW opened the packet. Inside was a gold coin. Craning his neck, Calder could see it was

a standard Sacajawea dollar. What was it about a dollar that made BW smile? Whatever it

was, BW thrust the coin in the suitcase and shut the lid.

“Convey my greetings to the Lady Mina, and tell her I accept. One moment.” A few

seconds later, a small blue gym bag was thrust into the girl’s hands and she sped off.



“What the hell just happened?” Calder asked softly, more or less to himself.
“Oh, nothing much. I just sold Michael to Lady Mina. Whew!! Am [ glad! Even if it

means lugging all this stuff home myself, it’s worth it.” She nonchalantly put her suitcase
near the entrance of the booth, and judging by the way her eyes scanned the room carefully,

she was checking to make sure the place was clean.

Shock had Calder choking back a shout. “You just so/lda guy for a fucking dollar?” he
protested.

BW turned an impish smile on him, completely unperturbed. “Yup. It’s not criminal
assault or anything. It’s not even a crime at all. And before you yell at me, two things. First,
don’t ever yell at me. You won’t like the results. Second, there’s more that went on than

meets the eye. Oh, yeah. And do you like coffee?”
The complete non sequitur had Calder totally off stride and puzzled. “Uh, yeah.” What

was it about this woman that left him dazed and confused most of the time? Calder shook his
head to clear it. The point was a man had just been sold for a stupid dollar. Calder wasn’t
about to get sidetracked by a beautiful, blue-eyed, classy broad in stilettos and a sexy bustier.

No matter how disturbing she was, or how classy, she’d just done something despicable.

Folding her arms, BW looked prepared to hold a conversation despite the fact that a livid
man stood towering over her. “Look, I'm ready to leave. There is very little good action
tonight, and I've soured on play for now. If you want to hear an explanation that doesn’t

have to be shouted, you're welcome to come back to my place and have coffee.”

Damn, the woman was good at keeping him off-balance. His mouth opened and closed a
few times as he tried to work through the mental argument of whether to accept or not. Was
she offering to take him home for a conversation? Or more? No matter. He couldn’t refuse.

The infamous Black Widow was offering him the equivalent of a one-on-one interview.

BW solved the issue by stepping close enough for him to inhale that perfume she was
wearing. Had she been saying something about criminal assault earlier? That perfume was an

assault on his libido, all in itself. His brain clicked completely offline.

She lifted a finger with a neatly trimmed, unpainted nail under his chin and closed his
mouth. “You could catch flies in that thing. I won’t hurt you. You can even have a chaperone

in Angie, if we can spirit her out of this lousy party.”

Blue. Her eyes are blue. Baby blue, was all his mind would think. Snap out of it/ Lust has
no place right now, and you don’t want to tangle with this kind of woman. She’ll eat you
alive, like a Black Widow spider.

Those big blue eyes tilted to one side. “You aren’t scared of me, are you?”



That pout had probably destroyed many men. It certainly was destroying his self-
control. But that little insult to his ego could not be ignored. “You don’t scare me, beautiful.

Let’s go. I've got a million questions, starting with selling a man after setting him on fire.”

Black Widow hefted a small black gym bag he’d seen her load with the spray bottles and
a few other bottles and jars. Okay, that made sense. The fragile stuff would be carried
separately. “I promise to give you a full explanation and answer all your questions once we

have some coffee. Fair enough?”

Automatically, he picked up the suitcase, and thought his arms would break under the
strain. “My fucking God! What have you got in here? Chains?”

The grin she shot him over her shoulder was pure mischief. “Yes, of course! I'll show

them to you later. If you're a good boy.”

“I should have known,” he muttered, and followed in her wake while she hunted up

Angie to say goodbye.

Brad grabbed his arm in the kitchen, where they found Angie dispensing coffee out of a
giant urn that looked like it belonged in a restaurant. BW dragged Angie away to another
corner, and from the jumping up and down, giggling, and hugging, something good had
happened.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Calder?” Brad whispered urgently. “You

promised!”

“I didn’t ask for an interview, Brad. Honest. She’s taking me home for coffee and to
finish explaining her toys to me. She even asked if I'd like Angie to chaperone. I'm perfectly
safe, and so is she.” Calder pulled his arm from Brad’s grip and winked as he followed the

swinging set of black-clad hips out the door.
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Brad leaned back against a kitchen counter. “Idiot. Why do you think they call her The
Black Widow, old man? And from what Angie tells me, she’s hungry.”

He rubbed his forehead in indecision. Calder was treading on very thin ice. Kelly
wouldn’t harm him; Brad knew that more intimately than most. But Calder would walk

away a changed man. Would he be able to live with it?

Angie came over and took his hand. “You look so upset. Is it because BW has picked a

new man?”



Brad shook his head and caressed his wife’s cheek. “No, baby. I subbed to BW a very
long time ago. I graduated and moved on.” His eyes flicked to the back door. “I'm worried
about Calder.”

It was the best he could do to warn his wife. He couldn’t tell her what Calder was.
There’d be mayhem, and everyone would know. Angie didn’t know Calder like he did. She
wouldn’t trust him. He had to keep the secret, or their lives would come crashing down

around them.

He could almost hear Angie’s screech. “A reporter? You brought a fucking reporterinto
our midst? And you just let him go home with the most secretive one of us all? Are you
nuts?’ Brad shuddered.

Angie’s tinkling laughter brought him back to reality. “So what? He looks like he can
handle himself. Kelly just wants a nice horizontal tango with a guy who won’t submit to her

first.”

“That’s the problem, Angie. Calder won’t submit. He’s something new and different.

And he’s...innocent...to our ways.”

Angie grinned. “So? She’ll show him the ropes, literally and figuratively. He’s going to
have the ride of his life tonight.”

Brad ran a hand through his hair and tried not to sweat visibly. “Baby, what sort of
player would you call Calder?”

“A Dom,” she answered instantly. “He’s definitely got the potential. He’s got that selfless
quality and big heart. You should have seen him jump to help when that sub of Lady White’s
hit the floor.” Angie smiled at the memory.

“Right. He’s got a big heart. I agree there. But what happens when a new, untrained
Dom appears on the scene? What happens to the best Doms before they put on the leather?”

She looked puzzled. “You know that as well as I do, since you went through it. They
learn to submit first so they can appreciate fully what they ask of their subs and what it feels

like to be one.”

“Right. And how do you get an insufferably arrogant, Dominant personality to even

consider doing something so contrary to their nature as to submit to another Dominant?”

Angie paced the length of the kitchen. “I'm a sub. I'm going to make some educated
guesses. With an innocent like Calder, you'd engage their brain and their body. The kind of
BDSM Kelly is capable of is addicting. Once you have what she can offer, vanilla sex is about

as much fun as playing with wet cardboard.” She looked at Brad for confirmation.



“That’s close, but there’s more baby. You said it yourself. The one thing that classifies
almost all of the best Dominants is that big, caring heart. You have to be very selfless to take
care of the mental and physical well-being of another person, sometimes trying to heal old
hurts.” He paused, and then plunged in. “Calder’s major in college was psychology. Masters

program.”

“Whew! An untrained Dom with psych training just walked innocently into the world
of BDSM. He’s not just going to have issues. He’s going to have whole subscriptions.” Angie
worried a fingernail with her teeth until Brad batted at her hand. “How Dom is he in real
life?”

“Very. Works independently. Uh, in the entertainment industry.”

“Shit. Independent, big caring heart, strong personality, and a creative streak all describe
the strongest and best Doms I know.” Her eyes opened to the size of saucers. “Your friend

will hit his knees sometime soon. Oh, man. That’s going to be hard on him.”

Angie frowned and got herself a cup of coffee. “You may be right, darling. Kelly has
always defined the relationship from the outset by collaring anyone who wants to play with

her, sexually or not. Your friend wasn’t wearing a collar when he left.” Her coffee cup
wobbled. “Oh, shit. She didn’t collar him.”

Brad nodded. “That’s right. What does that say about Kelly?”

“She doesn’t see it.” Angie waited until a pretty brunette filled a coffee mug and ran
back, probably presenting it to her Master. “Brad, she’s just looking for a happy little fuck.
Denny has been dead a year, and the cancer made him half-dead for two years before that. I
thought she had a right to grab up the first guy that attracted her and turn him inside out. I

would, after three years of celibacy.”

“But she’s picked the wrong guy this time,” Brad commented while he refilled his own
mug of tea. “For every skill she shows him, he’s going to absorb it, understand it, and turn it

back on her.”

Angie quirked an eyebrow upward, and laughed. “They’re either going to kill each other,
or make the best team in the city.” She shrugged. “Me, I'm going to shoot for the moon and

hope for orange blossoms in Kelly’s future.”

Brad scooped her up. “Stop being a yenta. And don’t you dare pester Calder when he

comes over Sunday afternoon. Go grill Kelly, instead. I know you will anyway.”

Angie widened her eyes in a patently false attempt at innocence. “Who? Me? Why I

never!”



“Yes, you, wench. And I remind you that you started to chew your nails earlier. You've

been naughty, my little sub.” Brad leered at his wife.

“Rut-roh, Shaggy!” was all she got out before she was tossed over Brad’s shoulder and

hauled downstairs to her “punishment.”



Chapter Six

After following BW home in his own car and being served a delicious cup of coffee—
even if it was nuked and apparently from the morning—Calder followed her into her living

room. She’d insisted he start calling her Kelly, “at least for now.” Whatever that meant.

“So, let’s see. I believe you wanted to know about the coin incident. Michael was always
a submissive, not a pain slut and not into bondage. He prefers service. He thinks he’s a pain
slut, but he can’t take much.”

Kelly was pacing—no, stalking—around the living room like a caged panther in leather.
That outfit was killing him. It ought to be against the law for leggy, sultry brunettes to wear
such “fuck me” costumes.

“You see, there are three maintypes of BDSM. Bondage and discipline is one.

Dominance and submission is the second. Sado-masochism is the third.”

“Okay, let me get this straight. B&D is, like, tying people up and torturing them mildly,
right?” At her careful nod, Calder continued. “D&s is like what Michael likes. Servitude,
maybe sometimes humiliation. How am I doing?”

Kelly raised one eyebrow. “Simplified, but you're doing okay.”

“Okay, the final one, S&M. That’s the one I don’t get. That sounds like there’s more than
mild pain involved.”

“Very good. Yeah. Mild pain and the pleasure it derives can be involved, but some lines
blur. For me, S&M means the hard-core stuff, like knife play and permanent physical
damage. I don’t do that, unless I am paid very, very well, and even then I have limits I don’t

»
Cross.



“Well, I can agree to those definitions. So, what about Michael?”

“As I said, Michael is a submissive by preference. That’s why he is such a wuss on the
cross. He likes to be told to do everything. That’s his thing, and it’s understandable with the
pressures of his life at work. He’s IT. He likes to abdicate responsibility whenever he’s away
from the computers and not forced to make immediate decisions with million-dollar
equipment. Anyway, he needs a full-time, live-in position with a Mistress. I'm not the kind
who likes to have subbies underfoot, especially ones who can’t or won’t think for

themselves.”
“And his new Mistress is the kind who can give him that?” Calder asked dubiously.

“Yup. She’s Gorean. Ever read the Gor books by John Norman? It’s a whole slave society,
and well thought out. Certain factions of BDSM enthusiasts have made a real-life version of
that world. Lady Mina likes to live and play in that world, and for that you need subbies just
like Michael. It’s a win-win situation for Lady Mina. She’ll get absolute service, and he will
get the abdication of responsibility. He’s going to be very happy. Mina is rare. There’s maybe
a handful of Gorean Mistresses in the US.”

“So, the coin was a symbolic payment?”

“Yes, indeed! A dollar won'’t break her, and in her world, she’s paid a good price for a

slave boy of incomparable value.” Kelly set down her coffee cup with a decisive click.

“I see. I'll have to mull that over. I know a few people that like to abdicate responsibility

for their actions.”
Kelly gave a short bark of laughter. “Don’t we all?”

She sauntered over to a very impressive stereo system and hit a button. Chopin floated

softly out of hidden speakers. Calder’s abused eardrums blessed her.

“Now, let’s get on to that fire play question.” Kelly marched over to her bags and suitcase
and rummaged in the “bottle bag” she’d carried in earlier. With a triumphant “Ah-ha! Here
we are!” she pulled out the same bottle she’d used on Michael earlier, plus a zip-locked

plastic bag with cotton balls in it, and a towel.

With an absolute disregard for the beauty and value of her coffee table, she sat on it and
dumped her armload on the tabletop beside her. Calder tried to ignore the fact that she was

practically sitting right on top of him and nearly nose-to-nose.

“I don’t care much for this, myself, but in the interest of calming your nerves, it’s worth
the trouble.” She wrinkled her nose at him and grinned mischievously. “Would you care to
help?” She offered Calder a neatly folded white towel.



Calder took the white towel. “Sure. What are you going to do?” He couldn’t quite keep

the wary tone out of his voice.

“Set myself on fire.” At Calder’s inarticulate and half-strangled cry, she laughed. “Oh, sit
back and calm down. It won’t hurt, not even if you're slow with the towel.” She opened the
plastic bag and got out a few cotton balls. “I just don’t happen to favor getting my arm hairs
singed.”

Using the bottle now in her hand, she slapped it in her palm to emphasize the steps.
“Here’s the plan, Calder, so listen up. Once I swipe my arm with the cotton, you get ready
with the towel. I'll use the lighter, and you immediately pat the flames out with the towel.
Got it?”

Calder nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He wanted desperately to stop her, and at
the same time he was eaten up with curiosity. Curiosity was winning, by a bare margin. He

clutched the towel fiercely, and tried to look as if he’d pounce at a moment’s mishap.

Kelly, no, BW opened the bottle and the pungent smell of isopropyl alcohol filled the
area. She looked up and saw Calder’s intent expression. “Relax, Calder. All Dominants must
be able to do this if they want to do it to their subs. It’s only fair, isn’t it, to know what the
sub will feel?” She reached up to stroke his cheek. “Trust me, okay? I'm trusting you.” She
looked significantly at the towel.

Calder forced himself to at least stop clutching the towel. “Okay, babe. I'll try.”
Kelly quickly loaded a cotton ball with alcohol and swiped her arm. A quick flick of the

lighter, and her arm was on fire. After a second of fascination, Calder patted out the tiny

flame with the towel.

He berated himself for morbidity, but when Kelly held out her arm for inspection,
Calder couldn’t help examining it with all the care he could give. Other than a few singed
hairs, it wasn’t even pink. The only discernable effect was slight warmth and the little crispy
hairs.

“Isopropyl burns too rapidly to cause damage, as long as it is extinguished fairly quickly.
The effect is all in the mind,” BW reminded him in a soft voice.

Calder caught on. “I get it! The mind screams about being on fire and goes into the fight
or flight reflex. Adrenaline is produced, heightening reactions and heartbeat. That’s what put
Michael over the edge. He got an adrenaline rush.”

Kelly shook a finger at Calder. “And he was never in any danger. He knew it

intellectually, but his emotions remain the same. Now, let’s do you.”



Calder winced and hesitated, but stuck out his arm with good grace. “Can’t say I'm

happy about it, but then again, I'm curious.”

“Well, good!” Kelly responded cheerfully. “You’ll get a better adrenaline rush for that
healthy amount of fear. Think of it like a clinical experiment, Calder.” She held out the
lighter and a towel, one in each hand. “I'll let you pick which role you want to play. Lighter

or patter?”

Calder looked indecisively at both for a moment. He couldn’t bear the thought of giving

control of the flames on his own flesh to anyone else, so he took the towel.

Kelly smiled and prepared the cotton ball. She held the lighter in her right hand and
swabbed his arm with her left. With a quick glance to make sure Calder was ready with the
towel, she flicked the lighter.

Calder watched the flames erupt on his arm, but felt only a little warmth. He completely
forgot about the towel in his fascination. Kelly was ready for such a reaction, and snatched
the towel from Calder. She efficiently put out the flame just as the warmth began to increase

to something less pleasant.

“Well, you had a typical first reaction to the experience, same as I did,” Kelly
commented with satisfaction. “That is why I recommend that this always be done with
another person. It should never be done on oneself while alone, so don’t go home and

experiment. BDSM is always practiced with safety first in mind. Never forget that.”

Calder flushed with embarrassment. He hadn’t done anything like that, just staring at an
unsafe situation or emergency, since he’d been a rookie.

Kelly patted his cheek, arresting his attention. “How’s your heartbeat? Do you think you
got an adrenaline rush?”

“Unsteady, and yes.”

“There you have it, then. That’s the trick of fire play. See? I'm not such a monster, am I?”
She smiled sweetly.

Personally, Calder wasn’t sure if it was the fire play or Kelly herself that caused his

unsteady heartbeat, but he acknowledged that tiny spurt of fear watching his own arm burn.

Kelly put aside the fire play implements and leaned forward earnestly. “BDSM is more
about psychology and physiology than some aberration of the psyche. If you've ever played
‘tie me up, baby’ with a lover, used an ice cube, tickled, or had a role-play where you were

the big, strong captor of a lovely maiden, you've tasted one of the milder flavors of BDSM.”

Calder ignored the comment, because he had done those things now and then. He

contented himself with a nod. His mind easily supplied the fantasy of tying Kelly up.



“Want to see some of the ‘flavors’ of BDSM in my dungeon?” Kelly picked up the fire
play equipment and put it away. When she stood, her round ass was right in his face, and he

had the irrational urge to take a bite.

“Yes, I would!” He put his empty coffee cup down. “Uh, shouldn’t we put these back in
the kitchen?”

Kelly favored him with a sardonic look. “Not necessary. I have a subbie who comes in
every day to clean for me. She’ll get it in the morning.” She sauntered through the doorway

and led him to an ornately carved door.

Following the lovely Black Widow was torture enough for Calder. There was more sway
in those hips than in most back porch swings. The shorts left a pair of perfectly rounded ass

cheeks in clear view, peeking from beneath the material.

Her descent down a flight of well-lit stairs hid those long legs from view enough for
Calder concentrate on where they were going. Dark-paneled walls were smooth and well
polished. This wasn’t the cheap stuff. The rail was dark oak, if he had any knowledge of

wood. In fact, the whole house was laden with subtle luxuries.

At the bottom of the stairs, Kelly waited and let him have a good look around. The main
room was relatively small, but looked a little like a throne room, complete with a gas
fireplace and carved mantel. One large, comfortable chair with ornate carvings took center
stage on a thick oriental rug laid over the equally thick blue carpeting. Other chairs and floor
pillows provided extra seating. A small kitchen gleamed white and perfect directly to his
right.

Several doors led off the main room. Most were closed. One, nearest the kitchen, stood

open. Calder stared at what looked like an oversized grade school desk visible in the room.
Kelly’s eyes followed his gaze. “Curious, Calder? I can show you any room you desire.”

“Yeah.” Calder walked to the open door and stepped in. “Fuck me, it’s a schoolroom.”
And it was. Complete with teacher’s desk and chalkboard. But only two of those oversized
desks.

“More often than not, I'm the schoolmarm, here.” She chuckled. “Want to see?” Without

waiting for his nod, she stepped into what looked like a closet.

Moments later, she stepped out again, completely transformed. She wore those same
skyscraper heels, but she’d put her hair up in some simple twist on her head and had donned
a pair of glasses. Instead of shorts, she now wore a tiny black skirt the width of a placemat.

The bustier had been replaced with a skintight, white lace blouse, giving him an unimpeded



look at the soft skin underneath. The whole outfit made his mouth water. Seeing those hard

pink nipples peeking through the lace made his fingers itch to touch, to pinch.

Kelly looked severely at him. “Class is now in session. Sit down, Calder. You're late. Do

you need to be switched?” She fingered a whip-like wooden switch.

Playing the game, Calder hastened to the nearest desk and sat down, grinning. “No,
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ma’am!

“That’s better.” She turned to the chalkboard and lifted her arm to write, treating Calder
to a spectacular view of her sweet, curvy ass barely covered by a tiny pair of virginal white
panties. His mouth watered, and his cock rose up to the call. He barely could pay attention to
the words, “Lesson Plan: Math” she wrote neatly on the board. Kelly then walked casually
over to the corner of the teacher’s desk and sat with legs spread, giving him an intimate view
of those white panties. His mind blanked in pure lust. He wanted his face rightthere, right

now.

“You see, Calder, I can play the teacher. I can also be the student—pigtails, teddy bear,
and cute pout—but that is rare indeed. Shall we move on to the next room?” She wandered
out the door, leaving the granny glasses on the desk, still clad in that outfit she was almost
wearing.

Calder rolled his eyes skyward and pleaded for mercy, but got up and followed her out
the door. Pink nipples winked like a beacon in the lit doorway she stood in front of, urging

him onward.



Chapter Seven

Kelly laughed to herself silently as Calder stumbled out the door of the schoolroom and

over to her side, his cock making a hard ridge in his jeans.

Come here, little fishy. Momma’s got a treat for you. I'll have you soon enough. Even if

no one else knew the pleasures of anticipation, The Black Widow certainly did.

She’d had to end that school session. It wasn’t hard to read his face, nor the tongue that
flickered out just long enough to wet dry lips. The naked lust in his eyes for her pussy was
making her so wet, she’d get distracted.

So, you like to eat pussy, do you, gorgeous? Well, if you're a good boy, you might just get
a feast later. Let's see how you do with a little easy stimulation.

Unable to resist, she patted his gravity-defying ass on the way in. To cover her lapse, she

laughed. “Hurry along now. There’s lots to see and do, you know.”

Calder reacted like he’d been stung, propelling himself further into the room. His eyes

were a tiny bit less glazed. She could hardly wait to get him on the cross.

He looked around the room, which she had decorated similarly to the booths in Angie’s
dungeon. A St. Andrew’s cross was on the wall, like a giant X, with shearling-lined cuffs
affixed to the four points. A table provided easy access to a long line of furs, clamps, floggers,
and whips. Two spray bottles adorned a small shelving unit with a stack of neat white towels,

and a small red box clearly marked “Medical.” The armoire behind her contained other toys.

“Care to give the cross a try, handsome?” Kelly purred. When he shot her a look
comprised of fear mixed with masculine ego, she almost chuckled. “No toys, Calder. I won’t

even lock you in. But you might want to take off your shirt to feel the wood.”



Not ready for pain, huh? Well, that’s okay, handsome. Next time. And there will be a
next time. I guarantee it, just by the lust in your eyes. You want to explore this, don’t you?

And it’s no longer just curiosity.

Calder stripped off his tee shirt. “Sure. I'll give it a go. Can’t see the attraction, though.”
He stepped up to the cross and put his hands in the leather cuffs.

“Spread your legs, Calder. You won’t be in line with the ankle cuffs if you don’t.” Kelly
walked up behind him and pushed gently on his inner thighs until his ankles were aligned so
that the cuffs wrapped around them. As promised, she didn’t buckle them, but she did keep a
hand on his inner thigh.

Standing near enough to brush the lace of her shirt on his bare back, she said calmly in
his ear, “See how comfortable the cuffs are?” Calder’s involuntary quiver as her lace-clad
nipples brushed his shoulder blade was reward enough. “Would you like to feel how I warm
up a client? I promise, no pain is involved.” Her hand was still touching his thigh. She moved

it up to place it with seeming casualness on one firm buttock.
Oh, man, I have got to see this naked sometime.

“Uh. Yeah, sure. I'm not locked in here. If I don’t like it, I can just step away.” His voice

was thick, and he cleared his throat.

Good. She wasn’t the only one barely in control of her lust. Kelly warned herself to be
careful. Calder was no meek submissive. There was a small thrill that ran up her spine,

knowing she was teasing a predator, just like herself.

Kelly reached for the spray bottle with the red cap on a warming tray. “I'm going to

spray your back with something wet. I promise it doesn’t hurt. Got it?”
“Got it.”

Spritzing her warming solution on Calder’s muscular back took more work than
Michael’s scrawny frame ever did. But time was on her side. The formula she used was made
to slowly increase circulation and produce a mild tingling sensation. Who knew mint and

capsaicin could do so much?

“Oh, man! What is that stuff?” Calder quivered slightly. “It smells pretty good, but my
back is tingling.”

“My special formula. Secret family recipe.” And it was, too. But Granny never expected
her famous cold tea recipe to have the use Kelly put it to. She picked up a rabbit fur mitt.
“Next, I'm going to rub something on your back, Calder. It’s soft and warm, but it’s not me, I

swear it.”
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“I'd say, do your worst, but I don’t want to know what your worst is,” he muttered into
the wood. From his angle, he couldn’t see what she was doing. The room’s arrangement of

furniture and lighting kept her movements just out of visual range.

Maybe that was good. He couldn’t see her this way. But his memory supplied all the
images necessary. Those tits were snowy globes with little pink peaks. He licked his lips and
ached to taste them. Aw, hell, he ached to taste her from those slim toes all the way to her
hairline. In small, greedy bites. Stopping at strategic points. Like her round ass. That sweet-

looking white-clad pussy. On a fur.

Hey! Fur. Fur was rubbing his back. He slammed himself hard into the cross. “Geeeezus!”
What the hell, rubbing up against anything hard seemed like a good idea right now. It wasn’t
going to ease his hard-on, but it might just allow him to save a little face in front of this

spellbinding witch. He began to move in time with the fur that was softly moving all over his
back.

Lace replaced fur. Warm lace. Oh, shit, those tits were back. Hard little nubs encased in
a lace blouse. “Ready for a little light bondage?” came a whisper in his ear. Her hand snaked
around to take his cock and hold on to it, denim and all. “You're ready for it, I see.” Warm

breath fluttered in his ear.
Calder moaned. “Lady, you're killing me.”

The hand tightened, then rubbed his cock. “No, sweetheart. But I am going to make you

scream.”

“Scream?” Calder gasped. “No, I don’t think so, babe. I draw the line at pain.”

Kelly chuckled softly in his ear. “With pleasure, Calder, with pleasure. Are you ready for
a little one-on-one?”

She hadn’t stopped massaging his cock, and it was now hard enough to hammer railroad
spikes. He pulled his hands out of the cuffs, then carefully stepped out of the unbuckled
ankle cuffs and pulled away from the cross. Turning, he yanked her to him. “Equal terms?”
he responded, his hands finding their way to that round backside of hers of their own

volition.
“Almost. Are you ready to try a little bondage? I promise...”

“Yeah, yeah. It won’t hurt. That, I've done before. But normally I'm the one in

charge.”



“We can try it your way another time. But you did ask about my toys. There’s one last
set, and they are in that room nearest the fireplace.” She nibbled on his ear. “It’s got a bed,”

she whispered.
“Fair enough, beautiful.” He released her ass reluctantly. “Lead on.”

Kelly took his hand with a playful grin and led him into a bedroom out of anyone’s
fantasies. A huge four-poster dominated—whoops, bad word choice, there—the room. Like
some sort of a Victorian fantasy, the furnishings were all dark mahogany and lace. Even the
bedspread was white and lacy looking. The fancy carved vanity had a big oval mirror, and

various bottles, jars and creams completed the look of a woman’s pleasure palace.

She dropped his hand and let him look, even allowing him to poke around in the
armoire full of dressing gowns, lingerie, and fripperies. If she had “toys,” none were in

evidence.
“Calder.”

Kelly’s voice made his mouth water. He turned around and almost drooled on his shoes.

Gloriously naked, Kelly stood next to the bed, holding a white rope.

“Good god, woman,” Calder exclaimed reverently. “Voluptuous, that’s what you are.” A
man would have to be dead to avoid crossing the room and filling his hands with her. “White

skin, and no bones showing. I could die a happy man.”

Kelly gasped softly when his fingers gently rubbed a pink nipple to hardness. “You like a
woman with a bit of flesh on her, hmm? You're good with words, Calder.” When one hand
crept lower and touched her wet pussy, she rose on her toes and spread her thighs slightly to
allow him entrance. Hot, slick flesh greeted his finger. To pleasure himself as much as her,
he caressed her clit for a few moments while her arms wrapped around his neck. When her

eyes glazed, he lifted his hand to his lips and sucked the juices off.

Calder bent down to enjoy a lingering kiss. Tongues tangled in a dance, each striving to
outdo the other. When the kiss broke, Kelly stepped back, admiring and caressing his chest.
“Mmmm...you work out.” She bent to nibble on one brown nipple while her fingers played

with a few stray chest hairs.

“Swimming,” he muttered. But that brought him up short. Yeah, he swam. In the
apartment complex pool where he lived, often taking his laptop to write. It was hard to
remember he was researching an article for a magazine on the kinkier forms of sex. Not
when a sultry brunette was bent over using tongue and teeth on his nipples and undoing his

belt buckle with expert ease.



‘“Mmmmmm,” she hummed again, moving over to repeat her treatment on his other
nipple, leaving a damp trail between. That tiny vibration sent waves of pleasure to his cock,

which warned him it would burst soon. He couldn’t get any harder.

His jeans pooled at his feet. He stepped out of his loafers, then his jeans while Kelly was
still latched on to his right nipple, but she let go almost as soon as he was done, and knelt to
strip off his socks. Then big blue eyes gazed up at him, almost eye-level with his aching cock.

“How fond of these blue briefs are you?” she asked.
“Uh, I like them,” he answered, disconcerted.

“Then I'll remove them instead of ripping them off of you like I want to,” she teased.
They were down and off in a matter of seconds, leaving his cock free to stand at rigid

attention.

Kelly stood and took up the rope again. “Okay, Calder. Last lesson tonight in BDSM.

Then I'm going to have my way with you, and you with me. Fair enough?”
“Kelly, dammit,” he began, but a gentle shove had him off-balance and on the bed.

“Bear with me a moment, Calder. Then, you'll have your reward. It will be worth the

wait.”

“Okay, okay.” Calder made himself comfortable on the pillows, turning until he was in
the correct position, with both hands raised above his head. Instead of tying him up, she

simply gave him a piece of rope to hold in each hand.

“See, Calder? All you have to do is hold them. You can free yourself simply by letting go.

This is just a demo, after all.” Her voice deepened to a husky purr. .
“Better.”

Kelly turned and picked up a small bottle and liberally anointed his cock with the
contents. Before he could do more than gasp, Kelly grinned down at him. “Easy, big guy. It’s
just more of the same I put on your back, in a thicker formula.” She gave the head of his cock

a quick suckle. “Tastier, too.”

Before his eyes, Kelly sat down on the vanity stool and anointed her own pussy with
casual, lazy strokes. “I don’t get to do this often,” she admitted, her eyes half-closed. “Would
you like a taste?” She spread her legs wide so he could see her pink, wet labia glistening at

him in the low lighting.

“Come here, and I'll be happy to taste it. And you.” Calder’s cock was now throbbing and
aware of the tiniest shift in the air currents. He could play this game for a little longer, but

not much more before he exploded.



Like a cat on the stalk, Kelly approached the foot of the bed and began a slow crawl up
to where he wanted her, right on his face. She lingered to lick and nibble at anything that

pleased her, including a quick toe suck that made him writhe for a moment.

Fingers played with his balls while a soft mouth pleasured an inner thigh. With a soft
“Growf!” she attacked the bottom of his shaft, following the strength of the underside all the
way up with agonizing slowness. She paused and nibbled the head of his cock, teasing with
her teeth until Calder wondered if he’d last. Her little pink tongue flicked the opening and

drew out the pre-cum that glistened.
“I'm not going to be able to take much more of this, Kelly,” he muttered.

“Neither am I. It’s been way too long. But you're worth savoring,” she murmured against

his cock.
“You promised me a taste, and you've already got me on fire.”
“And I never break a promise. You win, Calder.”

Calder tested his ropes and how much room they gave him. Not much. He wouldn’t be
able to use his hands. Very well. No hands, just tongue. This wasn’t so bad, this bondage
thing.

Kelly positioned herself so that she could continue her work on his cock in a classic 69.
Calder had no objections to this, as he planned to distract her as much as possible and focus
on her pleasure. He was feeling increasingly guilty about not coming clean and admitting he

was a journalist. But his lie of omission now had him tangled in a web of his own making.

Nibbling on a creamy thigh was just the ticket to get things turning his way. He went
about his work with the hunger of a starving man. The writer part of him chuckled at the
metaphor. Hunger—yeah, he was hungry all right. Good analogy. He’d have to remember
that later.

The pink delicacy in front of him was more than any mortal could resist, and he wasn’t
above enjoying a temptation or two. First on his list was licking her labia like icing on a
confection. Playful little tugs with his lips were second, just to listen and feel her moans
through his cock. Good. She’d teased him all evening. Now it was Aisturn to make her

writhe.

Soft brown hair tickled his nose until he burrowed past it. Whatever that goo was she’d
spread on was tasty as hell and lit his tongue on fire. Mint and honey, his brain supplied. The
herbal flavor added a whole new dimension, not to mention the way her clit popped from its
hiding place at the first lap of his tongue. But the honey made it all sticky, so he took his
time getting every last drop.



That same goo was probably what was slowing Kelly down too. She was taking her time
with his cock, working from the base in slow, easy steps, licking and sucking like she had a
candy cane to eat from the bottom up. It was keeping him just under the pinnacle, but her

breathing was coming faster and faster. It wouldn’t be long now.

Calder’s tongue caressed her clit in hard pumping touches. Kelly sat up, panting and still,
so Calder focused on her pleasure. One shudder was all the warning he got before she
exploded. He lapped happily while she writhed and screamed, waiting for her orgasm to slow
before plunging his tongue in again.

“BASTARD!” she screeched, but came harder. Literally propelled by the force of her

climax, she crawled off and lay there, panting.
Calder didn’t bother to answer. He’d had a small revenge in getting her to scream first.

“You bastard,” Kelly repeated. “I'll get you for that. I make them scream first.” Without

warning, she leapt on top of his cock and began to ride hard and fast.

Watching her tits bounce in front of him, and thrusting with all his might, Calder knew

it would be a short fuck unless he got her to calm down.
“Easy, babe,” he warned. “You keep this up and I won’t last long.”

Panting, eyes glazed and her hair still up in that Victorian knot, she looked like a

madwoman. But she listened. “Yeah? Okay, I'll slow down.”

Calder was very sorry a few moments later. She slowly sank down on his cock, her

muscles moving up and down every inch. It was worse than torture.
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She laughed at his expression. “I call this the ‘Incredible Munching Pussy.”” Having

reached the bottom, she moved up the same way.
“I'm getting fucked by a madwoman,” he muttered. “You're definitely trying to kill me.”

For once, Kelly didn’t answer. A feral smile crossed her face. She began to fuck him
faster with every down stroke. Calder couldn’t help himself any longer, and instinct took
over. He met her down strokes with thrusts of his own, his face contorting with the effort

not to release the ropes. A bargain was a bargain, but it was so hard.

His eyes flew open wide and he cried out, “Oh, God!” Without conscious thought, he let
go of the ropes and grabbed her hips, finishing with deep penetrations until he felt himself
turning inside out with the strength of his own orgasm. With one final movement, he
shoved her hard down on himself until he felt his cock head literally hit her cervix. Her

shrieks of renewed orgasm nicely covered his shouts.



Kelly, now released from his hands, fell panting on top of him. “If you move, I'll kill
you,” she warned.

“Not likely, beautiful. Right now, I'm concentrating on remaining alive. You're one
dangerous woman.” Calder took her threat as an empty one, considering she was kissing his

shoulder at the same time.

It was the last thing he remembered.



Chapter Eight

Calder awoke to the new and strange sensation of softness and warmth, as well as a
tickling sensation on his nose. The surface beneath him was soft, unlike his bed in his
apartment. Something both pliable and warm was partially wrapped around him, not to

mention a blanket that smelled of Kelly’s perfume. His eyes shot open.

The morning light coming in from a basement egress window revealed the Victorian
bedroom where he and Kelly had played and made love. And that warm silkiness wrapped
around him was Kelly herself, asleep. The tickle had been provided by what was left of her

schoolmarm hairdo.

Calder grinned. Man, what a night. He was chagrined to have fallen asleep on her, and
would have to make it up to Kelly as soon as he recovered. He hoped that little bathroom

door he’d seen led to a shower.

Gently easing his way to disentangling himself from Kelly, he was grateful when she
made a mild protest and rolled over, taking the blanket with her. Smothering a chuckle at
seeing this display of dominance even while she slept, he made his way quietly to the

bathroom.

With a sigh of gratification, Calder found not only a sink and toilet, but also a shower
stall worthy of kings. Fresh and fluffy towels hung conveniently nearby on a warming rack.
The hot water felt like a waterfall compared to the stingy spray in his apartment, and he

nearly groaned aloud. Even the soap smelled of luxury.

He dried off and carefully hung the towels back on the warmer, where he presumed

they would dry. Then he tiptoed back in the bedroom and found his clothes. Kelly didn’t stir.



Calder decided to sneak upstairs and find that coffee cup he’d left in the living room.
Maybe Kelly wouldn’t begrudge him a cup, and he’d be happy to make a fresh pot for the use
of it.

Stepping carefully outside the bedroom door, he heard a small tinkle and a gasp. Turning

around quickly, he saw a woman wearing a collar holding a tray with two cups and a carafe.

The dark-skinned woman stared for a moment, and then bent her head. “Good morning,
Master,” she uttered softly with one eye on the bedroom door. “Coffee is served, if Master

wishes it.”

Man, he could get used to this. “Thank you. Your Mistress is still asleep.” He closed the
bedroom door so Kelly wouldn’t be disturbed. “But, who are you and why do you call me
Master?”

The woman gave him a glittering smile. “My name is Sadie, Master, and I'm the
housekeeper. And there are several clues. First and foremost, you aren’t wearing a collar.
Second of all, no one has ever slept overnight in that bed except the Mistress. Can’t imagine
anyone would who wasn’t her equal.” Sadie handed him a cup, black as sin and just as

fragrant. “Third, I'm a sub. I recognize a Master when I see one.”

Ah, so this was the housekeeper. “And I assume you guessed how I'd like my coffee from

the cup left upstairs last night?”

“The car in the driveway was the first clue that someone was here. Second was the cup.
Third was when I didn’t find Mistress in her own bed upstairs when I went to, uh, clean.”

Sadie looked a bit uncomfortable, and it wasn’t hard to guess why.

Calder snickered. “You mean you went to investigate and make sure your Mistress was
all right. I don’t blame you. That’s why you brought down a tray. It was a good excuse to go

find your Mistress.”

Sadie relaxed visibly. She indicated a chair across from the throne dominating—there

was that word again—the sitting area. “Why don’t you sit down, Master...?”
“Calder. And yes, I think I will. Thank you.”

Calder sat in a chair facing the room where Kelly slept, and Sadie knelt comfortably
nearby, seemingly content to wait on his every need. He studied her for a few moments. Her
khakis and polo shirt seemed normal. The only thing out of place was the black collar with a

silver spider pendant hanging from it.

A glance at his watch had his eyes flying open. One o’clock. No wonder he was
reasonably coherent. It wasn’t technically morning anymore. He sipped his coffee and

wondered what to do. Conversation seemed reasonable.



A clearing of the throat got Sadie’s attention from her smiling contemplation of the
patterns of the rug. “Sadie, I'm curious. Would you answer a few questions, if they aren’t

private information?”
The big brown eyes twinkled. “I'll answer what I can. When I can’t, I'll tell you.”

Calder foundered for a moment. “What do you think would be an appropriate gift for
your Mistress to thank her for all she did for me last night?”

Sadie’s lips twitched.

“Besides that, Sadie.” He laughed softly. “I'll be happy to provide more if she wants it,

but I mean a real gift.”

Sadie chuckled, but sobered. “I'm going to doubt you’ll collar yourself, so may I suggest
the usual gifts you'd give a lady? Flowers, candy, stuffed animals, you know.” At Calder’s
raised eyebrow, she looked stern. “Mistress is the same as any other woman, Master Calder.

And don’t you even begin to think different!”

Calder grinned, unperturbed. “No, Sadie, she’s a helluva lot better than most women.”
He wasn’t about to admit his raised eyebrow had been over the concept of collaring himself.
Now that he had seen the painless and pleasurable side of BDSM, it still didn’t make him

want to do what Sadie was doing. Servitude just wasn’t his thing.
“Why, thank you, Calder,” drawled a voice from the door of the bedroom.

Kelly walked over, wrapped in an emerald green silk kimono he’d seen in the wardrobe,
and picked up a coffee cup. Sadie leapt up to pour, and soon Kelly was seated on the throne-

like chair near Calder. She toasted Calder with her mug and sipped appreciatively.

“Mistress, I need to remind you that you're scheduled to go to the hospice from three

until six,” Sadie reported.

“Yes, I remember.” Kelly turned to smile at Sadie, and then returned her blue eyes to

Calder. “T hope you’ll forgive me, but I will need to see you out shortly.”

Calder made to put down his coffee cup, understanding but somewhat disappointed.
Well, he had more notes in his head than he thought possible to transcribe. Kelly raised her
hand, and part of him dared hope she’d want to see him again. Something in him craved her

company, and it was more than the great sex.
“I've got nothing on the books tonight, do I Sadie?” Sadie shook her head. “Good. Calder,

I'm sure that, given a few hours, you're going to have a thousand questions. Why don’t I pick

you up on my way home, and we’ll have dinner here together?”



The prospect of a meal that didn’t come from the microwave or a can had vast appeal,
even beyond having it with Kelly. He’d have killed for it. “I'd love it. I'm a lousy cook, but
can I bring something?” Some irrational part of his mind screamed, Flowers? Candy? Me?He

told it to shut up, and instead grinned cockily. “What’s for dinner?”
Sadie answered, “Pot roast, potatoes, salad, and green beans, Master.”
“And chocolate cake,” added Kelly with a smile.

Calder tried hard not to melt. “Sounds great.” He got up, kissed Kelly tenderly on the

lips, and dug his keys out of his pocket. “I'll see you in a few hours.”

“Give Sadie your address on your way out, Calder.”

Kelly rose and walked languidly behind them as Sadie escorted Calder out. She waited to

wave at the bottom of the stairs until the door shut on Calder’s back.

Sadie turned in time to see her Mistress grin, whoop, and start to run up the stairs.

Kelly yelled as she hit the first landing, “Call the hospice and cancel my appointment
today, Sadie! I have a cake to bake as soon as I'm dressed!”

Sadie put her hands on her hips as soon as Kelly was out of sight, and shook her head.

“Good thing there’re two ovens,” she muttered, and bustled into the kitchen.
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Calder sat at his desk, typing furiously, with one eye on the clock and one eye on the
monitor. He couldn’t get it all down in time. He knew that. Bits and pieces of data of how
certain forms of BDSM worked on the psyche was all he had. He’d gotten the forms of BDSM
organized into categories, and was cutting and pasting the notes as he remembered things
into the appropriate category.

This article was almost getting out of hand. He would have to condense the hell out of it,
focusing only on the psychological aspects that would sell. That burned him. It wouldn’t be

enough. Did he have enough to create a proposal for Ruben to sell as a book?

He glanced at the clock. Five PM. One hour. He would do what he could. He had the

outline. He had some data. He got to work to create the rest.



Kelly tooled her 1982 Harley Wide-Glide down the street, following the directions to
Calder’s apartment. She admitted to herself that “Baby” as she called the Harley, was all for
show and the double takes she got.

The cake was cooling on the counter with Sadie’s sworn word she’d frost it while they
ate dinner. After a frantic run to the store for ingredients, and making a mess of the kitchen
that had Sadie in despair, Kelly had the cake. It was a personal triumph. It was like coming

out of a dark room into the light.

It didn’t matter if Calder was a permanent fixture in her life waiting to happen. That
remained to be seen, and she wasn’t about to make any predictions after a one-night stand.
All that was Calder would be revealed, if he chose to continue. He had been the catalyst to

make her want to live again, and right now, that was good enough.

She pulled into the apartment complex and rode around until she found the building
number. It wasn’t a bad complex; relatively clean, but also inexpensive. The amenities were
just a pool and a shabby tennis court. There were eight apartments to a building. She looked

up at all the windows and spotted Calder looking out a window on the right, waving her up.

Locking up Baby and her helmet was easy, and so was finding his apartment number on

the mailboxes. “Burgess” was number 202. She hustled up the stairs and knocked on his door.

Calder opened the door immediately and dragged her inside. Her small squeak of

surprise was muffled against his lips.

When Calder freed her lips to nibble her ear, she murmured, “Feeling in charge, hmm?”

Kelly was inclined to let him, at least for now.

“If I weren’t starving,” Calder laughed and let the implied threat hang. “Let me grab my

coat. Hope you have a spare helmet.”

“I do.” While Calder rummaged in an over-full closet, Kelly let curiosity take over. The
whole apartment was neat as a pin, except for a desk where the dining nook would be. She
spotted many BDSM research books from the library, and smiled. Calder took everything so
seriously. He’d probably studied up using the Net, as well. That sleek little computer system

was not one of the cheap models, and neither was the matching high-speed laser printer.

“Ready!” Calder said behind her, jiggling his keys. He closed the apartment door and
locked it behind them before following Kelly down the stairs. His appreciative whistle was
all for the Harley when he caught up. “Nice!”

Kelly tossed him a black helmet. “World’s most expensive vibrator!” That elicited some

chuckles from two admiring teen boys who happened to walk by. Kelly waited until they

were out of earshot, for Calder’s sake. “You get the bitch seat.” Tugging on her helmet, she



got on and waited for Calder to mount up behind her before firing up the engines. The last

thing she heard was his appreciative chuckle.



Chapter Nine

Kelly ran into the kitchen, startling Sadie. “Okay! Okay! He’s seated in the living room.”

She eyed the cake, searching for minute flaws and gave it a poke. It was cool.

Sadie shook a wooden spoon at Kelly. “Mistress, you just calm yourself. Someone is going
to think you’re acting like a subbie. Get hold of yourself, right now.”

Kelly stopped, looked at Sadie, and threw back her shoulders. “You're right, Sadie. For
gosh sake, Calder is just a man.” She rolled her eyes. “But oh, what a man!”

Sadie’s eyes softened. “You’d best be careful. Your heart is going to land at that man’s
feet unless you lock it up tight.” She transferred the spoon to her other hand and poked her
shorter Mistress playfully on the nose, causing them both to grin like cats about to share a

saucer of cream. “Chocolate cake baked by your own two hands is bad enough for one night.”

Kelly gave her infamous raised eyebrow. “You know what they say, Sadie. The way to a

man’s heart and all that.”
Sadie turned to stir the gravy. “But do you want his heart?”

Kelly paused in digging through the drawer for a cake knife. Her hand trembled for a

moment, and she willed it to steady. “I guess I do.”

Sadie checked the roast before answering. “Then you’d better be willing to risk your

own, Mistress.”
“Oh, dump the Mistress thing for a minute. Let’s be women. I think I have a problem.”

Sadie closed the oven door on the savory smells inside and straightened. In the subtle

ways of subs, she took off her collar without removing it. “Then you listen up, Missy. That



man may be gorgeous, but he’s a Dom waiting to happen. Hell, he makes me want to hit my

knees, and I am not his by any stretch.”
“Me, too,” Kelly muttered.
“What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know.” For the first time ever, Kelly was indecisive about her role with a man. It

was very disconcerting.

“Well, you better think about it quick,” Sadie advised. “I'm pretty sure you’re on

tonight’s menu as dessert. He’s that kind.”

Kelly smiled in anticipation. “You know, Sadie, I just might let him. After all, what
better way to know if he really is Dom material? I can handle myself.” Her mind made up,

Kelly nodded, and then went back to her guest.
“Oh, you are sunk, honey,” Sadie muttered as Kelly left the kitchen.

Kelly pretended not to hear Sadie’s comment, but she purposely did not hurry as she
made her way through the butler’s pantry, the dining room, and across the foyer to the living

room.

Maybe she was being an idiot. She hardly knew Calder, but something about him said
she could trust him. And she knew what the possibilities were tonight. She was going in with
her eyes wide open. Every safety precaution would be in place. The sensuality of food was
sure to be a good indication of how Calder might play, if he were taught. In the meantime, it
was worth it to her to eat at home, and get to mess about in a kitchen again. She was tired of

restaurants.

Calder leaned back in the comfortable dining room chair with a satisfied smile. Pot roast,
mashed potatoes and gravy, steamed veggies, and biscuits now comfortably lined his
stomach.

Kelly was out of the room, having promised to see to dessert. He belched quietly in

hopes of making room for the cake she’d promised.

What was more, he’d had more fun tonight with Kelly than he’d ever had at a dinner
table. They’d talked about everything under the sun from the latest movies to world politics.
Mostly they’d agreed, but even when they hadn’t, they had discussed their differences with

companionable humor.



Why couldn’t he have met Kelly in any other situation? He could take her out on a “real
date,” even if it meant dipping into his precious savings. Maybe he’d splurge and spend some

of his pay from the magazine article. It would be worth eating beans for a week.

The dining room doors slid open, and Calder’s eyes were riveted on the big chocolate
cake atop a fancy glass pedestal Kelly carried. Behind her, Sadie followed with a silver coffee

service on a tray.

“Chocolate cake and coffee? My stomach is going to think I died and went to paradise,”

he commented with reverence.

Kelly smiled, but the gleam in Sadie’s eyes caught his attention. She winked at him
behind Kelly’s back, and then departed silently. What was that all about?

Calder’s eyes lit up at the size of the cake slice delivered to him by Kelly herself. Then

the significance hit him. Kelly was serving him. Was this a hint?

He was learning how subtle the art of Dominance and submission was. Even the spelling.
Dominance was always capitalized, submission always lower-case. Maybe he needed to ask

Kelly if he was right.
Calder forked a large bite to his lips and thought he’d die. The chocolate melted on his

tongue and made his taste buds dance in ecstasy. He moaned aloud.
Kelly, looking relieved, began to eat her much smaller slice.

Calder cleared his throat. “Mind if I ask some of those million questions you predicted
I’d have?” He grinned and nodded at her smaller slice. “Then I have an excuse to make a pig

of myself while you take your time eating that little sliver and answering my questions.”
With a small chuckle, Kelly gestured with her fork. “Go ahead, gorgeous.”

“That’s my line.” Calder speared another piece. “I've noticed that Dominance and

submission have a lot of subtle cues. Am I reading it right?”

One of his professors had lit up the same way once that Kelly did now. The professor had
given him an “A.” Kelly leapt up and planted a kiss on him that rocked him backwards.
Whatever he’d done right, he hoped he could do it again.

“Calder, you're so fucking brilliant, it amazes me.” Kelly regained her composure and sat
back down. “Yes, the cues are subtle. They are part convention, and part long-term
relationship. For instance, many of the same gestures you might associate with animal
training can be used to convey a silent command.” She made a motion with her hand, palm
to the floor. Calder had seen it many times with the canine teams. “Only in this case, instead

)

of the command for ‘sit,” it means ‘kneel and await further instruction.”



“I can see that, Kelly, but it goes deeper than that. Sadie told me she could tell I was a
Dom. And I knew, without knowing how I knew, she was a sub even before I saw the

collar.” Calder pondered while he stuffed another forkful of cake in his mouth.

“Very true, Calder. That’s body language. Even were you to be naked in a room full of
subs, your body language says, ‘I am a Dom.” You hold your head high, you stride confidently
when you walk, and you look people in the eye and assess them. Subs tell you they are
submissive.” She gave a wry smile. “Rapists and other criminals use the same subtle cues to

choose their victims. Surely you've read that.”

He’d more than read it; he’d seen the awful reality. And he’d seen what happened when
the downtrodden snapped like dry twigs. He cleared his throat. “I see. Do subs ever turn

Dominant, or vice-versa?”

Kelly laughed. “Damn, youre good! Yes. Those who can vacillate depending on
circumstance and mood are called switches. And every good Dominant has learned to

submit, so that they might intimately know what it is like.”

The implications hit Calder like a club. His jaw dropped. “You mean you, at one time,

submitted?”

The gaiety of Kelly’s laughter was infectious. “Of course I did, silly. And I was very good
at it, too. Denny was a good master and a good trainer of subs. He even trained male subs

well, and that’s rare.”
Her husband. Right... wait. “Males? He trained males?”

Now Kelly looked disappointed. “Oh, Calder! Don’t tell me you fell for that stereotype
that Dominants must have sex with their subs? It’s about trust, not sex.” She shook her fork
at him. “Denny didn’t touch me until after I graduated to Dominant. And then he had to
convince me to marry him.” She sobered. “And I'll spare you the math. I started subbing at
twenty-one, and married Denny at twenty-four. We were married slightly less than five

years.”

Instantly, Calder felt guilty. “Hey, I'm sorry to have brought up old hurts. Tell me some

more about subbing.”

“It’s okay, gorgeous. Um...let’s see. How about I tell you a Dominant’s game that’s done

with subs? It might amuse you.”
“Like chess with live pieces?” Calder ventured.

“No, though that’s done. This is done in a restaurant, one with tablecloths. Or, it might

be done in a private home if the table is large enough, like this one.” She gestured to the



large dining table they were seated at. It looked like it could hold eight people without the

leaves.
Calder nodded. He could almost imagine the leather-clad people sitting at the table.

“Imagine all the elegant diners, enjoying wine and good food, with their own naked
submissive each seeing to the needs of Master or Mistress. In case you're wondering, the subs

have already been fed in the kitchen.”

Kelly’s voice lowered. Calder shut his eyes to envision it all. “The game begins. Each sub
crawls under the table, to kneel at the feet of their Dominant. This is a game of sex, and all

the subs are also the lovers of their Dominant, by the way.”
“Isn’t that against the rules you just said?”

“It happens. You can’t exchange trust with someone over a long period of time without
great affection developing, even love. It is not advisable, in many cases, but it happens.

Sometimes lifelong bonds are formed.”
“Okay, sorry. Just seemed like a contradiction.”

“Yes, it does. Having been professional, I personally would have stepped from a quasi-
legal service into the ugly world of prostitution. That’s a line I never crossed. And it is
inadvisable for any Dominant to cross that line. What if you and your lover have a fight right

after a scene?”

“Oh, ouch.” He could see that all too clearly. Assault and battery, sexual assault, and a
very unsympathetic legal system would be just the beginning. Not a pleasant subject. “Okay,
back to the game.”

“Close your eyes and imagine, Calder.” Calder shut his eyes, but not before he caught a
glimpse of Kelly picking up the knife and cutting a generous slice of cake. What was she
going to do with that?

Kelly’s soft voice, with that hint of Southern drawl, continued. “The subs are under the
table. This game works best when it is all male Masters, so let’s assume all are male at the
table. All the subs are female. The conversation centers on commonplace, non-sexual topics.
The game is simple. The first to show what is happening under the table loses. This is a game
of self-control.”

Calder heard a small scrape, and ventured a peek. Kelly had pushed back her chair, and
was disappearing under the table. He had a feeling what that evil smile and the plate of cake
in her hand were about. He grinned, and shut his eyes, ignoring the fact that Kelly’s voice

now came from under the table.

“Pants are unzipped, cocks are freed. The Masters continue their conversation.”



Calder felt his fly being unzipped, carefully and slowly. He pretended not to notice. Just
like the game. He would be Master, tonight. He stabbed another piece of cake, and pretended

not to notice Kelly freeing his cock from his pants.

Something cool was smeared on his semi-hard penis. Ah, so that’s what the cake was
for—the icing.

Amusement now tinged Kelly’s voice. “Remember the rules. No Master may indicate

what is happening, and the subs must try their hardest to earn their reward.”

Calder felt warm lips encase the head of his cock. He would have a hard time without
the benefit of conversation. On cue, it seemed, Sadie stepped into the dining room to clean
up.

Sadie took one look at Kelly’s empty chair, and raised an eyebrow at Calder. He
pretended bland innocence and gave her a cheerful, “Thank you, Sadie. Delicious meal.”

Sadie’s lips twitched. “Why, thank you, Master.” With twinkling eyes, she gathered up a
few dishes. With her free hand, she pointed beneath the table with a questioning look.

Calder nodded. It was getting difficult to maintain a casual air, with Kelly
enthusiastically cleaning all the icing off his now rock-hard cock.

Sadie gathered up the remaining dishes, leaving just the coffee carafe and cake. Winking
at Calder, she sauntered back the way she’d come.

Relaxing, Calder took his coffee cup and sipped. He spread his legs a little wider, and

fisted his free hand in Kelly’s hair. “Continue, lovely one,” he murmured.

“Yes, Master.”



Chapter Ten

Calder couldn’t believe what was happening. Kelly, the infamous Black Widow, had
“switched.” Was that the term? He would Dominate tonight, and he hadn’t a clue what to do

other than enjoy.

Then it hit him. Yes, he did. She’d shown him. The song “Life’s a Dance” ran through his
head. How appropriate to hear someone singing about leading and following, and learning as
you go. He’d do everything she had done to him, plus a few of his own ideas. Whatever he

could manage.

And hadn’t she said the subs tell you what works for them? If he didn’t know, he could

test it on himself first.

In the meantime, Kelly’s little mouth was driving him wild. She’d gotten through the
smear of frosting and was now very busily proving she could suck the chrome from her
motorcycle. He ordered his mind to concentrate on anything but the way her tongue
lavished the underside of his cock and its head at the top of a stroke before plunging back
down. Ordinarily, Calder might have stopped her before he came. But the time it would take
him to recover afterward would be the perfect opportunity to try out some of her techniques

on her very willing person.
Kelly tugged on his pants. “Please, Master?” she begged.

Calder felt like obliging, and stood long enough to drop his pants, revealing he had gone
commando in hopes of an evening of mutual enjoyment. Kelly crawled out from the table

and attacked his cock with an enthusiasm unmatched by any previous woman he’d ever had.



The braid she wore made a perfect handle. Calder reached down and grabbed it, using it
instead of her bangs as he had earlier. He began to thrust, fucking her mouth as a prelude of

what was in store later.

His balls tightened, signaling impending release. Calder closed his eyes to let it happen.
Kelly’s fingers found the spot at the base of his balls and began to stroke in time with his

thrusts. It was too much, and he growled softly as he shot into her receptive mouth.

Calder felt like he was emptying his soul. Something primal was coming to the forefront,
while Kelly licked and sucked every drop from his willing body. Now he understood, if
perhaps dimly, the full concept of the power exchange. Each gave and each took, trusting in

their partner not to do damage.
When the orgasm edged close to pain, he tugged gently on Kelly’s braid. “Stop.”

Kelly released his overspent penis and it fell, nearly flaccid, like a marathon runner too
exhausted to move. Her big blue eyes lifted with a satisfied twinkle, and she licked her lips

and smiled. “Yes, Master.”

That smile was an invitation to further improprieties, if ever Calder saw one. “I'd throw

you on the table and have you right here, but I don’t want to upset Sadie.”

“Sadie has gone home, Master. She was to bring in the coffee, remove the dishes and load

the dishwasher, and leave out the back door.”

“Now that you mention it, I hear the dishwasher running. Good!” Calder reached down
and picked Kelly up by her arms. He let her toes dangle just off the floor for a moment before
planting her butt on the edge of the table away from the end where they had eaten. “Down!”

he commanded.

Kelly obediently laid back, her grin never wavering. Calder stripped off her jeans with
expert ease, and found her commando, too. “Delightful!” In a flash of inspiration, he flipped
up her tee shirt, exposing her breasts, yet covering her face. Kelly giggled, so he knew he was
okay.

Improvise, improvise. Calder looked around the dining room and spotted one of the
unused napkins conveniently near Kelly’s head. He snatched it up, and looped it around her
palms so that both hands held it in an improvised bond, just as he’d held the ropes the night

before.
“By the rules of the game, beautiful,” he told his lovely captive.
“Oh, yes, Master!” she breathed.



Calder scooped up a large finger full of cake icing. He regretted ruining the symmetry of
the frosting job but counted it a small cost. If Kelly let him take it home later, he’d make sure

he destroyed the evidence.

He liberally anointed each pebbled nipple with a generous amount of frosting, eliciting a
gasp and squirm. The squirm worried him, so he whispered, “Drop the napkin if I do

something you don’t like.”
“Not bloody likely, gorgeous!” came the muffled reply from under the shirt.

Chuckling, he kissed the bump that probably was her pert little nose before feasting on
frosting and the nipple beneath. His left hand lifted the breast to a soft mound in his palm

while his right crept down to tickle her navel.

Kelly alternated between giggles and gasps of what he hoped were pleasure while his
tongue made sure to get every molecule of frosting. Only when he switched to clean the
other chocolate covered nipple did the gasps become more frequent, probably because his

right hand had moved lower to find a ripe clit to tickle.

By the time the second nipple was clean, his cock stood at rigid attention again. He
silently admonished it for its impatience, but didn’t resist the need. Calder pulled Kelly’s
squirming and ready body to the edge of the table, and put the head of his cock right at her

drenched opening.
Kelly spread her legs widely, and begged, “Oh, please! Please!”

Calder was more than happy to oblige the request, and slid home with a groan. Without
further ado, he began to pound her soft flesh, taking all he wanted, all she begged for.

Kelly was in heaven. Calder had made the switch like an old pro, catching on to her

game plan with perfect aplomb. Not even Sadie’s sudden appearance had thrown him.

And what a Dom he was! He’d improvised beautifully, with imagination many couldn’t
match. Most men would have stopped her before she was done sucking him blind, thrown

her over their shoulder, and headed downstairs, without creativity.

Instead, Calder had used what was available in the room. He had even remembered to
create a safe word, or in this case, a safe symbol. Now he was fucking her like he didn’t plan

to stop until the sun rose or she screamed, whichever came first.

Unable to see his face, Kelly resorted to the most common of tricks—her voice. “Yes,
Master! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” she begged. It was a rare man who wouldn’t redouble his
efforts to hammer her silly, and she intended to be so weak when he was done that she’d get

carried to the bedroom.



Calder was no exception. His thrusts became the subject of legend women bragged about
when men weren’t around to hear. Kelly just hoped the solid oak table could handle the
strain. She allowed herself to lose control completely, as any good sub would. Nothing
mattered but that Calder was hammering her like a man possessed, and her whole body was
responding.

He had a good grip on her ankles, but she managed to get them on his shoulders, and his

grunting moan was all the thanks she needed.

Every inch of her concentration was focused on what her pussy said felt wonderful. She
could feel his balls slapping her ass, his cock ramming home to the hilt, and even how the

pounding was stimulating her clit. It was all coming together as one giant nova of pleasure.

Calder’s harsh breathing told her he wasn’t that far from explosion, either. Kelly urged
him on. “Come for me again, please! Come again!”

“You first,” came a growling response.

No problem!“Yes, Master!” she screeched, and released. It was secondary from her point
of view that Calder learned subs could be trained to orgasm on command.

Calder followed, with a moaning roar that made her glad the house was empty. The tiny
little jerks of his hips kept her in aftershocks until both were spent enough to just stay where
they were and pant.

Only when Kelly’s hand fell away from the green napkin, to crash against the candelabra
did both jerk back to reality. “Oops!” Kelly giggled.

“You dropped the napkin,” Calder reminded her. “That’s naughty, right?” he added with
an 1nsinuating tone.

“Uh-oh! Does this mean you're going to take me down stairs and spank me?” She could
insinuate, too. Would he pick up on it?

“Since you suggested it, yes.” Calder picked her up without removing the tee shirt and
slung her over his shoulder.

“Eep! Me and my big mouth.”

“I have other uses for your mouth later.” Calder swung her toward the main hall, if her

sense of direction wasn’t totally screwed by not being able to see. Well, if he found his way
without her, all the better.

Kelly caught a whiff of the hot wax warmer and knew he’d found the door to the stairs
leading down to the basement. He fumbled briefly with the light switch, and almost dropped
her.



“Hey, this isn’t very romantic,” Kelly teased. Actually, it was. She was thoroughly
enjoying being hauled around like a sack of potatoes by a guy who showed little effort.

“It isn’t supposed to be. It’s supposed to be kinky.” He adjusted her more securely, even

patting her butt before beginning his descent.

The light illuminating the room was too bright, but at the bottom of the stairs, Calder
found the dimmer switch and dialed for softer lighting. That much Kelly could tell through
the fabric of her tee shirt.

He paused at the base of the stairs, as if contemplating his choices. Kelly wondered what
he would choose. She opened her mouth to tell him the spanking horse was behind the third
door to the right, on the same side as the kitchen, and then shut her mouth with a snap. It

was much more fun to let Calder use his imagination. What would he do?
“That would be interesting,” Calder commented.

That had to be rhetorical. She felt Calder stride forward a few steps, and then he swung
her around a few times to make her lose her sense of direction. Her low squeal of surprise
was automatic, but not without a certain amount of pleasure. “So, you've found a way to
confound me, have you, Master?” She put all the rich good humor in the compliment she

could manage.

Calder strode a few steps more. “This is a little feminine for my taste, but it will work.”
Sitting down, Calder put Kelly over his knees. Kelly caught a glimpse of her oriental carpet
and knew Calder sat upon her own “throne,” as he called her favorite chair in the dungeon.

What a lovely subtle symbol of who was in charge tonight!

With her bare bottom up, Kelly was reminded of the vulnerability of her position. She

squirmed to get comfortable, knowing what was coming and relishing the thought.

Calder played with her already well-used and excited pussy for a few moments. Then he
caressed her bottom in warning, and administered one good smack to one cheek while

continuing to finger fuck her with the other hand.

Kelly gasped. He knew how to spank! Her mind couldn’t focus on both pleasure and
pain, so her brain chose pleasure. Alternating cheeks, he spanked her until she was within
inches of an orgasm, and her butt was surely pink. She hung limply and trembled, ready to

beg to be fucked again. “Master,” she began, hearing the plea in her voice.
“Hush. I've one more little punishment in mind. You teased me last night, and I've a

little revenge planned.” His voice held a hearty chuckle. “But this time, 'm going to let you

see what is going to happen.”



Calder put Kelly on the floor on her knees and stripped away the tee shirt. She blinked

in the light and squirmed in her need. But Calder had ordered her to silence.

Now he stood and stripped off his own shirt, standing naked and hard before her. Where
did he get the strength? She eyed his hard-on hungrily.

Calder grabbed her and picked her up, this time using the classic in-the-arms carry

Scarlett and Rhett had made famous.

Kelly followed his gaze to the schoolroom door. She sucked in her breath as Calder
kicked open the door then put her face first on the huge teacher’s desk, bent over and ready,
her sweet pussy exposed and ready for plundering. She thought she’d die if he didn’t fuck
her.

“Never tease a man with your virginal white panties and pretty round ass. He might take

you up on the invitation,” Calder murmured before plunging home.

“No man has dared, before you!” she cried for the sheer joy of it.

It was a long time before he carried her to the Victorian bedroom and fell in bed next to

her. Kelly sighed and snuggled close, fairly certain she’d found her perfect partner.



Chapter Eleven

“You—you—what?” Brad sputtered and sat down heavily. He rubbed a hand across his
sweating forehead and reached for a cigarette. His fears redoubled like some logarithmic

formula with each passing moment.

Calder choked on a laugh, leaned forward to take the lighter from Brad’s trembling
hands and lit the smoke for his old pal. “You know, you say that a lot to me,” he commented,

his tone soothing.

Brad took a long, sucking drag on his cigarette and swore to himself for the umpteenth
time he would quit someday. Even he, “Mr. Numbers” as his clients called him, had lost
track. He regarded his latest irritation with narrowed eyes. “Then stop doing the unexpected,
Shrink,” he muttered. “Geezus Christ, Calder! What do you think you’re doing? One good
fuck with BW and I figured you’d have enough for your article. Aren’t you supposed to be
disappearing into your hole to type by now?” He tapped his ashes into the little glass ashtray
Angie kept for him on his desk.

Calder returned to lounge in the large brown leather armchair and didn’t bother to

smother his chuckles this time. “Never figured I'd have the stamina to keep up with Kelly?”

Calder’s arms were folded across his chest, betraying to his old buddy that he was hiding

more, much more.

“Quit trying to distract me. I know damn well you’re capable of a week in Vegas with a
dozen women if it pleased you.” Brad took note of the fact that Calder used BW’s name with
the casual air of long use. He shouldered aside the image of Angie’s face saying she hoped for

orange blossoms. Brad refused to believe it.



Calder stared at the coffered ceiling of Brad’s well-appointed home office. “Then what’s
your issue, Brad? So Kelly and I are enjoying each other’s company. We share a lot of the
same interests.” He caught sight of Brad’s worried face and winged an eyebrow up. “I'm not

using her, old man. I'm really liking this BDSM stuff, even if Kelly is keeping it light.”

Brad stifled a groan. So Kelly was hooking Calder and reeling him in to be a sub. It was
what Calder deserved, in a way, but the results could be disastrous. He decided to play it cool
until he wormed more out of Calder. This would take the patience of a full corporate audit.
He took another drag. “Okay, I admit that was a concern. I should have thought better of

you. Tell me how your research is going.”

Calder accepted the apology with a nod, but his green eyes lit up like yacht lanterns. He
planted his feet on the floor, and leaned forward. “I'm getting all I need, Brad. There’s a huge
amount of psychological factors, as well as physiological responses, to BDSM that bears
something even bigger than one little magazine article.” He gestured expansively. “Why,
there’s a whole book of shit I could write, and more sympathetically than some old prude’s

guesses based on lab results of pain studies.”

“Shit is right,” Brad agreed. The reasons behind what worked for players didn’t matter to

him, but he had to grin at Calder’s enthusiasm.

Calder ignored the comment and smiled back. “Yeah, yeah, I know you don’t care. But I
do. Damn, Brad, do you realize the stereotype of BDSM as all pain and nothing more is so

inaccurate as to boggle the mind?”

Brad let irony weigh his voice down, and his smile turned sardonic. “Yeah, I do.” He

flicked another ash and waited for Calder’s brain to catch up.

Calder jerked back a moment, and then began to laugh heartily. “Okay, I deserved that.”
Calder returned to sprawling in the armchair. “Fact is, there’s a book screaming to be written
on this. And I'm going to write it.” He returned to staring at the ceiling, and clamped his lips

shut, as if he wanted to say more, but wouldn’t.

Brad tried to make his mind function, and couldn’t. Calder was talking long-term
commitment without realizing it, and Brad would be damned if he’d point that out. “But

what about your magazine article?”

Calder put his arms behind his head and favored Brad with a look full of wry good
humor. “Oh, they’ll get it. I sent off an outline to my agent yesterday just before Kelly came
to pick me up for dinner. Ruben called my cell this morning, practically crying with joy. He

can’t wait to present it tomorrow morning.”



Brad felt his jaw drop and couldn’t have halted it if he tried. No more than he could stop
the next question that fell out of his mouth, one syllable at a time. “Kelly picked you up for

dinner?” he repeated. His cigarette was ash, so he stubbed it out and grabbed another.

Rubbing his stomach, Calder smirked with satisfaction. “Oh, yeah. Pot roast, mashed
potatoes oozing with butter, and a chocolate cake.” The smirk turned sensual. “Great cake. I
wheedled the rest of it from Sadie this morning. It’s a little worse for wear, but I'll destroy

the evidence.”

Brad had no trouble envisioning why the cake was slightly damaged. Denny had
confided to him how Kelly’s cake could be used. “So, Kelly made you a cake?” he asked with
a casual air. Maybe Angie had been right after all.

“Yeah,” Calder confirmed. “The rest of the dinner was made by Sadie. I could get to like
having subs do the work. Sadie’s a treasure. So is Kelly.” Calder looked at his watch. “Whup,
gotta run. Kelly’s got some pain sluts coming tonight, and we're having a light supper

beforehand. Sorry I don’t have any questions for you, Brad, but Kelly’s great at explanations.”

Calder stood and grabbed up his jacket. He paused at the door, and turned back to face
Brad, looking thoughtful. “Y’know, Brad, I can see why you’re into this now.” In an instant,
his gaze was piercing. “It’s more than pain, more than kink and more than a simple exchange
of trust. You can trust anyone, until that trust is betrayed. You give love, and get love in
return. It’s wonderful, really.” Then he turned and whisked out the door as if running from

something he knew would catch him eventually, and not sure if he wanted to be caught.

Brad tapped out the inch-long ash on his cigarette and drew on the cigarette
thoughtfully. He’'d just seen the emergence of a Dom. “But what are you going to do when
BW finds out you've betrayed her trust?” he whispered.

* ok K ¥ ¥

There was nothing guaranteed to gladden Kelly’s heart more than “Girl Day” with her
pal Angie. Once a month, Kelly and Angie got together to give each other the full spa
treatment. Sometimes they used submissives to provide massage, but today they had elected

to be alone. Even Sadie was not in evidence, having been sent out with a long grocery list.

“I am so glad that no subbie can see us look this silly.” Angie put the finishing touches of

the thick clay mask on Kelly’s upturned face and giggled.

Kelly pulled her foot from the hot water in the foot tub and flicked a tiny spray of water

in Angie’s direction. “I don’t want to be a Dominatrix for the next few hours. I want to



luxuriate in just being Kelly.” Her voice was just a little muffled from trying not to move too

many facial muscles, but the good humor came through anyway.

Angie put her own feet into her tub of hot soapy water and pushed her face forward so
Kelly could slather it with the thick blue goo. “Why not? You've always enjoyed being the
infamous Black Widow, with as many subs as you could get up until now. Is it because of
Calder?”

“Shaddup, or I'll accidentally on purpose shove some of this mask into your mouth,
Nosy.” Kelly mock-threatened Angie with a ladle full of the stuff. “Of course it’s Calder. He
treats me like a woman, not a goddess or his mommy.” Her voice held an edge of pure

contempt. The memory of Michael was still too fresh.

Angie nodded in between pats as the mask was applied. “I can see that. Gosh knows
you've had enough subs treat you like that to appreciate a refreshing change.” Her voice

turned sly and insinuating. “Is he as good in the sack as he looks?”

Casting her gaze skyward, Kelly moaned, “Oh, God, yes.” She could admit to herself she

was just a tiny bit “saddle sore,” and not just from the spanking.

Angie smirked and part of her mask cracked. “You’re walking just a tad more carefully
than usual, hon,” she observed. “You’d better take a hot bubble bath after I leave to ease the

ache.”

Kelly was suddenly very grateful that the mask hid her blush. “Guess so,” she agreed in

the most noncommittal tone she could manage.

They listened to the stereo, meditating to Brahms in companionable silence until the bell

timer announced their masks were dry.
“Okay, I'm going to pry now,” Angie began, no longer caring if she cracked her mask.

“You mean you weren’t before?” Kelly laughed mockingly through tight lips as she got
up to go wash the dried mask off her face.

“Get a grip.” Angie stood and followed Kelly to the sink, trailing water all over Sadie’s
floor. “Okay, blunt then. How’s the status of your heart? Calder is definitely a sex crime

waiting for a spot marked X, but you look like there’s more involved than your puss.”

Kelly gave Angie one baleful glare and stalled, washing the mask off with perhaps more
vigor than usual. Angie folded her arms and leaned casually against the granite counter. That
stubborn look on her face told Kelly she wasn’t going to give up prying, but the twinkle of

good humor remained in her eyes.



Kelly gave up, patted her face dry with a towel, and sighed. “Okay, okay. Yeah, I think
my heart has a few strings on it. Besides the obvious bedtime skills, Calder is intelligent, and

more than accepting of my profession. He likes classical music and old Bogart movies.”

Angie rolled her eyes. “You and he are peas in a pod, then. I swear you were born fifty

years too late.”

Kelly sniffed and pointed Angie to the sink. “You know darn well that old black and
whites are all that’s on at three AM when I've finally finished with clients and the dungeon

is clean.”

“That’s why I go to bed.” Angie splashed water on her face. “Geez, did you have to put
this shit on so thick?”

“Yeah, I did.” Kelly shook her head. “Ever hear of a good book, Angie?”

“Of course. But I like slasher movies and potboiler thriller books.” Angie snatched up the
towel Sadie had left for her and rubbed. Her strawberry pink tee shirt was soaked in front, so
she yanked it off and sat down at the bistro set in her bra. “You know me, the ex-nurse. I like

flying body parts and forensics.”

“That is so sick!” Kelly teased. She opened the doors to the laundry pair in the kitchen
and tossed the shirt in the dryer. “Aren’t you supposed to be a staid and stuffy accountant

now?”

“Why do you think I need a little excitement in my life?” Angie’s tone was again wry.

“And you’re a fine one to talk, since you get excitement from beating on people.”

Kelly threw up her hands, laughing. “Mea culpa/Okay, you win. But Calder has
introduced me to science fiction. This is cool stuff! Hang on a sec!” She ran to the living room
and pulled a well-thumbed book from off the sofa where she’d been reading when Angie

arrived.

When she came back, Angie was already painting her toenails some incredible shade of

pink that did not appear in nature.

Kelly brandished the fat paperback. “This is funny stuff! It’s Heinlein, about some guy
who’s over a thousand years old named Lazarus.” She read a passage that had them both
roaring with laughter, quoting the cynical immortal character. They took turns reading in
between coats of toenail polish.

When both had wiped their eyes and both sets of feet now sparkled with eye-blinding
pink, Kelly clutched the book to her chest. “He gave me this book and promised to find me

»
more.



It wasn’t until she saw Angie’s face that she realized how idiotic she must look. Kelly
cleared her throat and carefully put the book aside. It hit her harder than any paddle from
the dungeon below. “I've got it bad, don’t I?” she muttered, averting her eyes from the

amusement on Angie’s face.

“Let’s see. One, you have a sore butt and don’t care. Two, you're opening up to new

things. Three, you haven’t collared Calder...”

“All right! Your point is made. I'm sunk. Now what?” Kelly couldn’t keep the dread from
her voice. “What if he doesn’t feel the same?” She closed her eyes.

“Girlfriend, are you or are you not the Black Widow?” Angie barked.
Kelly nodded.

“Are you going to change who you are to please any man?”

Shock had Kelly’s eyes flying open. “Fuck no!”

“Then he’ll either like what you are, or he’ll go away and you’ll know he wasn’t Prince
Charming after all, now won’t you?” Angie put her hands on her hips. “Now you just listen
to Mama. Think like Black Widow. He should see all sides of you, shouldn’t he?”

Calder had only seen Kelly’s softer side. The kind that baked cakes and loved to fuck
until both collapsed in a heap. Angie was right. Calder needed to see the bitch that Black
Widow was.

“Uh, yes. Yes, he should!” Kelly got up to pace, trailing cotton balls from between her
toes. “He’s going to see the hard side of BDSM tonight. And I must be all Black Widow for
the client’s sake. Calder’s only had a glimpse of that.”

“If he doesn’t run screaming out the door, then maybe there’s a chance for him, right?”

Angie steepled her fingers together in front of her lips in a gesture of supreme confidence.

“Right! This evening, he sees the bad girl.” Kelly got a dreamy look of anticipation on

her face. “I wonder how he’s going to react to that?”



Chapter Twelve

Kelly looked up at the clock on the microwave, gasped, and snatched up the remains of

their dinner. “Shit! We only have an hour until they arrive. I lost track!”

Startled, Calder grabbed the last piece of garlic bread, well-softened with spaghetti sauce,
from his plate. He watched, amazed, as Kelly efficiently loaded the dishwasher and turned
off the burners on the stove. “Where’s Sadie?” he asked.

Kelly glanced up with an amused grin as she wiped the countertop. “Downstairs. She and
Devon will be the demo models tonight.”

Gulping, Calder assimilated the implications in a nanosecond. “Sadie’s into pain?” He
tried very hard to keep his tone casual. He wasn’t sure if he could help cause pain to a friend,

and he did count Sadie in that category.

Kelly came around the island and poured Calder more sweet tea from the pitcher before
starting to strip off her jeans. “Yup! It’s part of her pay. She’s not into hardcore S&M, but she
likes the release of a beating now and then.” She grunted, and stepped out of the jeans before
yanking off her tee shirt. She now stood in a patent leather singlet held up by a jeweled
chain that left little to the imagination.

Calder didn’t need his imagination. He barely kept his tongue from lolling out and

howling like a werewolf at the full moon.

She took one look at his face and shook a finger at Calder. “Nuh-uh, gorgeous.” Folding
her clothes, she laid them carefully next to her chair. “I'm Black Widow tonight, and
therefore untouchable. You keep your hands to yourself until after the party. If you still
want to rumba then, we’ll see if I'm not too tired.”



Calder noted an aura of reserve, dignity, and...his mind searched for the appropriate

word—well, authority was as close as he came...fall over Kelly.

“Is it okay if I ask why you wear that little number,” he gestured to the outfit, “if you're

untouchable?”

“Simple. Heat. I'm going to work up a sweat very soon. You'll see.” She sauntered out of
the room barefoot and padded to the front door. While she checked to make sure the door
was unlocked, by simply opening and shutting the door, she continued. “But first, I need to
teach you about wax play and send Devon up to act as doorman. Come on. We don’t have

much time.”

Calder followed BW down the stairs, musing to himself. He noticed even his appellation

for Kelly had shifted in his own mind to BW. That alone was an art form.

“I can appreciate the psychological value of that outfit, as well,” he commented as they

made their way down the stairs. “It screams sex, wealth, and power.”

BW’s hands were busy, pulling her shoulder-length hair into a ponytail and then
twisting it into a bun, but she nodded. She barely acknowledged Sadie and the handsome
male sub Calder assumed was Devon when they fell to their knees in the main “parlor.” But

Sadie was cheeky enough to give Calder a wink.

Calder followed BW to a room he’d never seen opened before. When she sailed into the
brightly lit room, Calder caught the strong scent of candles, that warm, waxy smell with an
undertone of herbs. The generously sized room contained a large, long, padded table
reminiscent of a doctor’s examination room, a rolling cart, and a table with a candle

arrangement.
“Come here, Calder.” BW’s tone was brisk, just a hair’s breadth below a command.
“Am I to be your subordinate tonight, BW?” he asked quietly.

“Actually, your official title will be bodyguard, and that will be your primary duty. The
client coming later tonight is a stranger. He has already signed the release papers and they
are filed, but a smart Domme never works alone with an unknown male sub. It’s for his
protection as much as mine.” BW’s tone was as coldly businesslike as he’d ever heard, and

her eyes were imperious.

“I get it. No chance of any accusations of assault, sexual or otherwise, as long as there’s a
witness.” Calder decided to stand a respectful distance away, and assumed a position similar
to “parade rest.”



BW gave him a tight smile and a nod. “Nice, but I need you to experience this.” She
waved a hand to a small display of three pillar candles, and then lit them as Calder
approached.

“Calder, which of these candle waxes is safe to use on human skin?”

Calder examined each pillar minutely. One smelled of beeswax and looked expensive.
One was pink and gave off a floral bouquet. The final candle was a cheap white pillar you

could buy anywhere.

“I'm going to eliminate the pink, scented one immediately. It could contain volatile oils

that could cause allergic reaction and might make it hotter,” he mused aloud.
“Correct.” BW picked up the pink pillar and blew the candle out.

Then a thought struck Calder, just as he was about to choose the expensive beeswax
candle. His physical therapist had used paraffin on his right hand after he’d broken his wrist
a few years before. Paraffin was cheap. On impulse, Calder pointed to the cheap white

candle. “That one, if it’s made of paraffin.”

If he’d thought BW was icy, then he was wrong. Her whole face lit up and her eyes
warmed. “Very good, Calder. You're right. Stick out a hand.” She picked up the beeswax

candle and blew it out.

Calder trusted her enough now to present his hand, palm down, without a second

thought. Kelly dribbled a tiny amount of wax from the white candle on the back of his hand.

Calder gave his lover a smile as full of promise as he could manage. “It’s warm, and
doesn’t hurt at all. And I can well imagine how this would feel on more sensitive areas of
someone’s anatomy.” He leered suggestively at the creamy white mounds barely restrained

by her bra-like cups.
Kelly giggled and colored like a schoolgirl. Then her eyes lit with mischief. She reached

under the table where the candles had been and pulled out a hollow wax form in the shape
of a long mound, with a used wick sticking out the top. Calder stared for a moment, then
looked inside and choked back a laugh. There was a clear definition of a penis inside.
“Michael?” he asked. He could clearly imagine his own hardened cock getting dribbled with

wax until the “candle” was formed. Michael would have had his lit, for the adrenaline rush.
At BW’s nod, Calder couldn’t contain his laughter any longer. He roared with it until a
small “Ahem!” from the door interrupted.

Sadie held out a bundle of black leather and chains, with a pair of black high heels on
top, to BW. Calder nearly slapped himself to keep his jaw from dropping. Sadie, who had

always dressed in a simple pair of khakis and polo shirt, now wore a plain red thong and



nothing else. Her smooth café-au-lait complexion was now rosy, and her nipples crinkled in

what Calder assumed was high sexual excitement.

Before Calder could say a word, BW dismissed Sadie with a “Go.” He put the odd
“candle” back under the table as Sadie fled the room. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw
BW return to that cool icicle that was her public persona by stepping into the shoes Sadie
had brought. The shoes added so much height; they would have been nose to nose if they

stood facing each other.

“Calder, I know this is asking a lot, but I'd like you to wear this while you're my
bodyguard. If you like it, consider it a gift.” BW thrust the leather bundle at him, looking

serious, even slightly worried.

Calder took the bundle and unfolded a pair of leather pants with a matching belt. A
chain contraption fell to the floor, but Calder was too stunned to care. “BW, this is a very
expensive gift.” He held them up to himself, and was surprised to see even the inseam length
might actually be long enough. He’d never thought he’d be able to own leather, though he’d
looked at the displays in stores plenty of times.

“I need you to look the part.” BW shrugged, but he could read she was pleased.

Calder immediately stripped out of his jeans and pulled the pants on. They fit like a
second skin, and required some undignified wiggling, but Calder was impressed with the

buttery feel. “How did you know my size?”

Impishly, BW grinned. “You left your jeans on the floor when you showered this
morning. The size tag was legible enough. Sadie and I took some educated guesses on the rest
of the measurements. The ones used to create this.” She picked up the chain contraption on

the floor. “It’s a chain bandolier. Would you mind?”

He eyed the bandolier dubiously. “Doesn’t wearing chains make me a sub?” He couldn’t

even figure out how to put the thing on.

“Suspicious, suspicious!” BW snickered. “No, Calder. Not necessarily. It is just part of the
costume. It will make you look mean.” She made a vicious face. “If I were going to make you
look like a sub, I'd put a collar on you. But that would be stupid. You couldn’t act submissive
if you tried, right now.” She held the contraption up where two large holes in the chains
were revealed. “Here, try it on, at least. I'll clip the back. If you don’t like it, I won’t make

you wear it.”

Relieved, Calder put his arms through the holes and BW moved behind him. He felt the

chains tighten, and then heard a click. He shivered as the weight of the cold chains settled on
his skin. “Shit! That’s cold!” he complained.



“It will warm up in a minute, I promise.” BW moved in front and gave him an assessing
look from head to toe. “Yum, yum, Calder. You look good, especially with your nipples all

crinkled.” She flicked a nail over one brown nipple.
“Tease! I'll get you later for this,” he growled, feeling his crotch tighten.
“Later,” she promised, and stepped closer, her eyes hot.
“Mistress,” came a voice from the door. “Whoa!”

Sadie stood in the open doorway with her mouth hanging open, staring at Calder. She

choked for a moment before continuing, “Master Calder, don’t you look fine!”

She blew out a breath and visibly got hold of herself, much to Calder’s amusement.
Maybe this costume wasn’t so bad, especially now that the chains weren'’t feeling like they’d

just come from the inside of the refrigerator.

Sadie turned to BW and was immediately deferential. “Mistress, your guests are arriving.
Oh, and the gentleman client called. The flight was delayed, so he’ll be a bit late, about an

hour.”

BW looked relieved. “Oh, good. That frees up a little more time for the demo.” She
smiled indulgently. “I assume Devon is getting petted as usual upstairs?” At Sadie’s nod, Kelly
tapped her chin with one finger. “Okay. Have Calder tie you to the table, then. I'll greet the
ladies and do the hostess thing. Calder can come get me when you're prepared. Make sure he

powders you well.” She swept out the door without another word.

Calder stared at the empty doorway. What the hell was he supposed to do now?

Sadie eyed Calder, and then smiled. “Don’t be scared, sugar. This is easy stuff.” She
walked over to the table and boosted herself up. Pointing to some ropes dangling from the
legs near the head of the table, she urged, “Grab those and put them on my wrists once I'm
laying down.” She suited words to action and rested her head on the little pillow.

Shrugging, Calder picked up the rope nearest him and slipped the loop around Sadie’s
outstretched wrist, securing one arm above her head. Cinching the loop tighter around her
wrist, he asked, “How’s that?”

“A little looser. Don’t want to cut off my circulation. Good. Right there.”

Calder moved around the table and performed the same service to her other wrist and
checked the fit. “Now what?”

Sadie nodded toward the table where the candle set BW had lit earlier resided. The
white candle was still lit. “See the baby powder? Sprinkle it generously all over me, from

neck to knees, please.”



Calder spotted the distinctive white plastic bottle and did as he was directed. The room
filled with the sweet scent, mixing with the smells of the candles. When Sadie’s dark skin
was liberally covered, he put the bottle back. “Now what?”

“Spread it all out. Make sure 'm covered as evenly as possible, especially my tits, and

dump the extra into my bellybutton. Don’t want wax collecting there.”

Feeling distinctly uncomfortable, Calder began rubbing the baby powder all over Sadie’s
body, saving her breasts for last. He was having a hard time with this concept, even while his
new pants tightened once more. “What’s the powder for?” he asked, trying to sound like he
rubbed baby powder all over a woman’s body every day of his life. He told his hardening

cock to shut up. It didn’t have a clue what it wanted.

Sadie looked at Calder full in the face for the first time since she’d lain on the table. “The
powder makes it so the wax doesn’t stick too much. When BW scrapes it off me with those

knives over there, it will come off cleanly.”

“Oh,” was all Calder could think to say. He glanced at the set of knives lying on a tray
where a right-handed person could easily reach. Some were standard kitchen knives, and
some were incredibly detailed knives with decorated handles. One looked particularly sharp

and vicious.

He scraped the small pile of excess powder toward Sadie’s navel and packed it in. “And
the powder here prevents it from collecting in your navel where it can’t be scraped out
easily?”

“Right. I hate picking wax out of my ‘innie’ for days.” She lifted her head and checked
his work. “Decent job. A little more on the right nipple, and then you can go call the

Mistresses down to play with me.”

Calder tweaked the right nipple with his powdered hands and watched Sadie’s eyes
burn. How odd to touch a woman like this and know she’d get her jollies from something

other than him. It was humbling, in a way. “What should I say?”

“You're a Dom, sugar.” Her voice was throaty. “Just say, ‘Black Widow, your sub is
prepared’ or something. They won'’t care. They are all going to be drooling over you and not
hearing a word you say anyway.” She lay back on the table and shut her eyes.

“Well, that’s flattering. I think.” Calder didn’t know what to say about being told so

blatantly he was a mere sex object.

“That’s what you get for being so damn gorgeous. Now go enhance the Mistress’s
reputation. I promise they won’t bite.” She paused and her gaze roamed admiringly up and

down his leather-clad form. “Well, maybe they will, the way you look.”



Chapter Thirteen

Calder was definitely not used to being eye candy. He’d wedged himself into the waxing
room, as he’d termed it, choosing a spot near the door. It didn’t have the best view of BW’s
lesson, but he was invisible to most of the women. One of them had had the nerve to pat his
butt when they’d all crowded down the stairs! He swore he’d never pat a barmaid’s ass ever
again.

The sub Devon wove his way in deftly and positioned himself next to Calder. The
generous room was now somewhat more crowded than Calder was comfortable with, but he

and Devon were several feet away from the students.

Kelly started off her lecture in the same vein as what she’d done with him. It amused
him that most of the students picked the beeswax candle and paid for it with a minor first-

degree burn spot on their skin.

Devon sniggered quietly, and leaned toward Calder. “Best they learn that now, before

they are allowed subs of their own.”

Calder glanced down at the slightly shorter man. “You mean they are all so new they

don’t have subs yet?” He kept his voice low.

Rolling his eyes, Devon whispered, “Hell, no! They’d hurt someone in their ignorance.

Most of them are just practicing on their significant others right now.”

Sadie seemed to have almost gone to sleep, she was so still. Kelly explained. “As you can
see, Sadie has gone into subspace just in anticipation.” BW’s gaze flickered to Calder for a
moment before returning to pin her students. “Your subs may not be as experienced. It may
be wise to perform the preliminary techniques we discussed in our last lesson to ensure the

correct trance state.”



Calder nodded his head a fraction of an inch. He got it. Kelly, er, BW had defined the

term “subspace” to him.

BW now picked up the white candle and began to dribble wax on Sadie’s sternum, then
her belly. BW never paused in her lecture. “As you can see, I started with the less sensitive
areas before moving inexorably to more and more sensitive areas. This builds tolerance in the
skin up until the wax hits the nipples,” she looked up to grin impartially, “or other

temperature-sensitive portions of the anatomy.”

Calder felt his penis do its best to crawl into his belly with the visual. It was one thing to
laugh at Michael’s “candle,” but BW was making it clear it could be done on any male. He

wished with all his heart his leather pants were camouflaged to match the walls.

By the sly glances some of the students shot him over their shoulders, they got the
visual, too. Calder stood up straight and returned their eager stares impassively. He was
doing his best to say with his body, “Don’t even think about it.” By the sighs and
disappointed looks, they got the message loud and clear.

Behind their backs, BW’s lips twitched and she winked. The witch. She knew they’d
react like that. She’d pay later. She cleared her throat, and got their attention back.

Devon was shaking with laughter. “That’s telling them, Master Calder. You let me
handle their little evils,” he whispered. His bright brown eyes twinkled.

When Sadie was wearing a wax breastplate that nearly covered her from neck to the top
of her thong, BW put the candle away.

Now BW pulled the rolling cart forward with the tray on top that held the knives.
Sadie’s eyes opened at the first rattle. Even slightly unfocused, her eyes held the sharp spurt

of fear, and her breath rate increased.

Calder couldn’t help the protective instinct that rose in him. Only BW’s sharp flicker of

a glance reined him in.

“Now, ladies, please note that this knife is a standard kitchen knife.” She held up a
normal chef’s knife so everyone could see. “Sadie is familiar with this knife, and it is the twin
to the one she uses every day. But her fear of knives is known.”

Calder, forewarned by Sadie, knew BW would merely scrape away the layer of wax from
Sadie’s prepared skin. But there was a moment when he did wonder if Sadie would be cut
before logic took over. If BW weren’t an expert, she wouldn’t be teaching. He forced himself
to stillness.

“How long has Sadie been taking these wax scenes?” he muttered to Devon.



BW’s lecture had given him a vital clue. Sadie was afraid of knives. Therefore, this was a

form of aversion therapy. His psych training took over.

Devon leaned close again. “Only a couple of months. She’s learning to love it. It’s sort of
like a roller coaster ride. You're scared silly, but you get addicted.” His smiled turned sensual.

“And she loves the reward at the end.” He paused. “So do 1.”

Fascinated, he watched BW scrape away the wax, using evermore sharp and dangerous

looking blades. The scrapings were frugally put into a bowl, presumably for reuse.

Sadie’s “fight or flight” reflexes took over. Her swarthy skin turned white as her body
sent blood to vital organs, and the pupils in her whiskey-brown eyes dilated. The rush of

adrenaline must have been incredible, Calder thought clinically.

When every last bit of wax was gone, Calder could barely keep himself from at least
going to hold Sadie’s hand, which was clenched so tightly in its restraints, it was a wonder

her nails weren’t cutting into her palms.

Devon laid a restraining hand on Calder’s arm, imploring him to be still. “Stop fidgeting.
Everything is fine. You'll see.” Devon cocked his head, listening to BW wrapping up the
lecture as she cleaned up the remains of the powder and wax from Sadie’s trembling body.

“When they leave, go with the Mistress. Try to remain unobtrusive.”

Calder would have asked more questions, but BW ushered her students out the door and
jerked her head at Calder. Then she looked at Devon and nodded. Calder followed the

students out, and BW shut the door, leaving Devon and Sadie inside.

The ladies trooped back upstairs, chattering like magpies. BW, ever the gracious hostess,
offered everyone refreshments and followed. Calder put his foot on the bottom stair just as
happy shrieks began to ring out from behind the closed door. When Calder hesitated, BW
turned and winked. Crooking her finger, she whispered, “Let them enjoy themselves in

peace. They’ll be up soon.”

Calder glanced back once before nodding. No wonder Devon said he enjoyed this.

Calder was beginning to wonder if he’d fly into a million pieces in his desire to ask Kelly
all the questions beating on the inside of his skull. The students had finally been ushered out
the front door. Calder was so grateful he could have cried. The questions and heated looks

from the students had reached ridiculous levels.



One horny little blonde had made her fantasies perfectly clear. She’d rubbed his bicep
and whispered, “I'd love to borrow you from BW for the weekend.” Calder had simply
pointed to his unencumbered neck and she’d walked away pouting. Maybe it would be

funny, someday.

Devon and Sadie had reappeared, and served drinks and canapés. Now they took the

depleted trays back to the kitchen, leaving Calder and BW alone.

BW dropped the persona of the Dominatrix and flopped down into an overstuffed

'”

armchair with a “whew!” She wrinkled her nose at Calder. “You looked great!”

Calder relaxed slightly. “I'm not used to being eye candy.”

Kelly chuckled. “You’d look good in a potato sack and no help for it. I noticed Linda
trying to get her mitts on you. Good thing you handled it.” Her eyes narrowed. “I'd hate to
have to kill her.”

Calder laughed at that small sign of jealousy. He walked over and leaned down to kiss
Kelly. “She never had a chance, beautiful.”

Devon walked quickly into the room. “Limo just pulled up.” He pulled at his abbreviated

briefs and adjusted his collar.

Kelly nodded her approval, and he ran for the front door. She stood and whispered
urgently to Calder. “Be silent, and be still. This is the hardcore tonight.”

Calder reached out and grabbed her hand. He kissed her knuckles in the courtliest
gesture he knew. “T'll be waiting for the return of Kelly.” He wanted to say more, but he

heard Devon greeting the client, so he returned to the wall and stood at parade rest.

Kelly stayed right where he left her, and he would have sworn he saw the sparkle of
tears before Black Widow was back. Her chin went up. Devon brought the client for

introductions, and then they all silently went downstairs.

Devon took the client into the room where the big wooden X, a St. Andrew’s cross, was.
Calder remembered the room. He now understood more of what that room was for: Pain. It
was the largest room, save for the “throne room,” with high ceilings and open floor space.
Calder steeled himself. He’d seen this before, in Brad’s dungeon. This was nothing new, he
told himself.

Kelly waited a few minutes until Devon reopened the door, then walked languidly into
the pain room. The man, who’d introduced himself as Earnest, was already naked and cuffed

to the cross.

Calder stationed himself beside the door, and so did Devon.



BW’s voice was cruel when she asked, “Have you been bad, Earnest?” Out of Earnest’s

line of sight, she was picking up the horsehair flogger.

Over Earnest’s whimper of, “Yes, Mistress! Please punish me!” Calder leaned toward

Devon.

“Isn’t she going to spray his back?” Calder whispered, and then winced as the horsehair

lashed out on the middle-aged man’s back.

“Already done,” Devon whispered back. “By me. Right after I cuffed him in. His
preferences were sent by email from his usual Mistress a week ago. Standard beating.
Nothing special.” Devon shrugged with an indifference Calder couldn’t hope to match. “Oh,
and by the way, Earnest is not his real name. He specified the use of a pseudonym. Can’t

blame him. He doesn’t know us well enough for that.”

Calder watched, and kept his face as impassive as possible while Earnest’s back bloomed
a rosy pink from the attention of the horsehair. Having felt the flogger, he knew what BW

was doing didn’t hurt, and was just a warm-up.

That is, until the last lash. Calder jerked and winced as the flogger sang out with one of
the stinging blows.

Earnest just gasped. “Thank you, Mistress!”

BW, not yet sweating or breathing hard, picked up a leather flogger. Calder gave himself
a pat on the back for knowing the terms now. She marched up and checked Earnest’s back.
Apparently satisfied with what she saw, she showed Earnest her flogger. “Your mistress tells

me how naughty you've been, Earnest.”

Earnest nodded eagerly. “Yes, Mistress! I have been! Punish me as you see fit.” He was
looking at the flogger with what Calder could only describe as lust.

“Very well,” she replied coldly. BW stepped back a few paces out of reach of the man’s
back, and began to swing the flogger in the figure eight pattern he’d seen her use the first
night. Then she walked forward until the flogger’s strips fell on the man’s back flatly.

Earnest was soon writhing, but in a pattern, like a slow dance to music only he could

hear. Still, there was no blood, no strips of flesh hanging.
Without warning, BW stopped and barked, “Give me a color, Earnest!”
“Green, Mistress! Green!” the man whimpered.

“Color?” Calder murmured to Devon. The beating recommenced with what looked like a

dowel from the hardware store.



“Standard stoplight system,” Devon whispered back. “Green means continue, yellow

means I'm done, red means stop and end all playing now.”

Calder berated himself for not remembering what he’d read in his research. “And the

dowel?” He didn’t remember a dowel.

“Deep bruising effect. Earnest will leave her with barely a mark on him, but by the time
he flies home to his regular Mistress, he’ll have a lovely set of bruises to show her that he was
properly beaten.” Devon sighed, longingly. “He’ll have bragging rights among other subs for

a good week or two with the pattern the Mistress is using.”

BW again demanded a color. She was now sweating, but not breathing heavily. In fact,

she looked no more mussed than if she had taken a brisk walk.

Earnest writhed a moment longer, then, his voice slurred, he answered, “Green.”

Another moment of mindless movement. “Finish me, please. I beg it.”

“Very well!” She picked up a short bullwhip.

Calder shut his eyes, but heard the crack.

A grunt.

Another stroke of the whip hissed.

A gasping moan.

Calder felt a comforting pat on his arm, and knew it was Devon. He ventured to open
one eye. As another strike caused Earnest to moan louder, Calder shuddered. Then the

thought hit Calder with the same force as the whip hit Earnest. Kelly’s voice saying, “All

Dommes must learn to feel what their subs do.”

He jerked upright. Some whip had touched Kelly’s skin. Someone had done this to her.

His eyes flew open wide with irrational urge to go kill that long ago Dominant.

The whip sang once more while Calder’s imagination went wild, imagining it chewing

into her soft, smooth skin.

The skin wrapped around the woman he loved.

Nothing in BW’s arsenal could have hit him harder. He was in love with the woman
wielding that whip.

The shrill scream of “Yellow!” rang out, yanking Calder back to reality. Earnest was

done.



Chapter Fourteen

Calder leaned back in his chair and winced. “Ruben, will you please calm down and stop

making my ears ring? I can’t understand a word you’re saying, for Chrissake.”

He slugged another mouthful of the blackest coffee he could make and tried not to
choke on the bitterness. The gourmet brew Kelly chugged had spoiled him.

“Okay, okay! I'll go slow. Sorry. I liked your proposal and the sample chapter you sent

in, and got the usual power lunch with Eddie and Theresa,” Ruben repeated.

The names meant nothing to Calder, but that wasn’t unusual. Ruben was constantly
forgetting that Calder never could keep straight what editor worked for what publishing
house. “And?” He sipped again.

“You're on the auction block, buddy boy, that’s what! Alpha Books and Pantheon
Publishing are now in a bidding war for your book on BDSM!”

The coffee made an impressive spatter on his monitor. Calder ran for paper towels to

clean up and blessed technology for a cordless phone. “How much?”

Ruben named a figure that had Calder tripping over his own feet. “Now, don’t get

excited, Calder. The bidding has just started, and you’re an unknown,” Ruben cautioned.
Calder’s hands shook as he used window cleaner and paper towels to clean his monitor.

“Hey, I'm happy right now.”

“Yeah, well, keep your shirt on. This may take a week or more. I gotta ask you about
terms. What are you willing to give up to get the higher numbers, how fast can you churn

this puppy out, you know.”



“No, I don’t know. Explain it to me slowly in small words a cop can understand.” Calder

wiped his forehead with the same towels he’d just cleaned the monitor with.

By the time Ruben hung up, Calder had a headache and a grin that threatened to split
his face in two. He started to dial the phone to tell Kelly when it dawned on him he couldn’t.
He hung up and stared at the phone. There was no one he could call. Brad was already eating

antacids like candy, now that Calder and Kelly had been together over two weeks.

Calder walked over to his desk. In prominent view was a small, careworn burgundy
velvet box. He opened it and looked at the tiny solitaire diamond his mother had worn right

up until the day of her death. The two matching wedding bands lay in his jewelry box.

He closed the box with a snap and put it by his keys. It was time to come clean with

Kelly and ask her if she’d accept the ring. He turned and marched to the shower.
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“Mistress, your tail is on fire!” Sadie exclaimed.

Kelly peeked from behind the living room curtains to see Sadie, dust rag in hand,

shaking her finger.

Pouting, Kelly emerged from the curtains. “Aw, ¢’'mon Sadie! I was just peeking to see if

Calder was here yet.”

“Worse than a ten-year-old on her birthday! Girlfriend, that man’s dick ain’t that much
better than any other’s.” Sadie shook her head, grinning.

Rolling her eyes, Kelly gave a roguish smile. “It’s not the size of the boat...”

“It’s the motion in the ocean. Yeah, I know. It’s only been a week since Master Calder
was last here. You're acting like you're starved.” Sadie sucked in her cheeks to imitate

hunger, and made her brown eyes huge and pitiful.

“Oh, but I am starved. That’s the point. It’s been a whole week since Calder kissed me at
the door and said he had to go to work.” Kelly sighed and peeped out the curtains again. “In
the meantime, I've had to deal with being Black Widow all week, or going to the hospice. I

want to be touched, made love to, and treated like just another woman.”

“Least he comes around on weekends. And how many hours are you spending on the

phone with one another?” Sadie asked indulgently.

Kelly colored as if she were the schoolgirl Sadie accused her of acting like. “Okay, you

got me. At least an hour every night.”



Sadie snickered. “And that doesn’t include the fistful of posies he left on the doorstep

Wednesday morning.”

Kelly’s blush heated up until she felt like she’d acquired a fever. The note had said he’d
been out walking and couldn’t resist a street vendor. The cheap bundle of daisies and

carnations meant more to her than a dozen of the finest roses.

Sadie laughed and gave her Mistress a hug. “I'll stop teasing you now.” Her eyes lifted
and looked out the window. “Especially since Master Calder just pulled up. Go put a cold

cloth on your cheeks.”

Kelly fled to the powder room in the foyer and listened while Sadie greeted Calder at the
door. As she pressed a cool, wet washcloth to her face, she muttered to the woman in the
mirror, “Okay, so you've been lonely. And you’re hornier than a three-peckered billy goat.
And Calder is everything you like.” The blushing woman in the mirror looked back at her
mockingly. “Okay, okay, I'm in love. I'll deal. I always have.”

The image in the mirror quirked a half-smile.

Kelly put down the cloth. “But first, I'm going to go get laid. And I'm opening the final

door. If he walks through on his own, he’s mine.”
She heard Calder ask, “Where’s Kelly?”

That was her cue. She came barreling out the door and jumped into his arms. “Hiya,

gorgeous!”

Calder kissed her as thoroughly as she desired, their tongues battling for supremacy,

before he released her mouth. “I keep telling you, that’s my line.”

“And TI'll keep ignoring it. You're a hunk, and it’s time you admitted it.” Kelly wriggled
seductively and laid a hand on his crotch. “Don’t make me lead you upstairs on the only

leash I can get my hands on right now.” For emphasis she gave a gentle squeeze.

“Since the phrase that ends with ‘and their hearts and minds will follow’ applies here,
lead the way.” Calder put her down and patted her denim-clad butt. “But I do want to talk
later,” he added.

“Oh, you look so serious. We'll talk later. I've missed you.” She gave one last caress

before turning to go up the stairs first.
Calder chuckled. “Since I'm a firm believer in the old ‘life’s short, eat dessert first’ adage,

I'm willing.” He wiggled his eyebrows when she turned to grin at him, giving Kelly the clear

impression she was “dessert.”



Feeling suddenly playful, she stuck her tongue out at him and raced up the stairs. “Then

you have to catch your dessert!”

God, this was fun. Denny had never chased her around the house, but Calder pounded
up the stairs as fast as his bum knee would allow, laughing. “Not fair, wench!” he yelled as

she disappeared around a corner. “I've never been up here!”

Kelly peeped out from her bedroom door just as he rounded the corner, stuck her tongue

out again, and ducked back. This was it. Her secret self was about to be revealed.
Calder ran into the room and skidded to a halt. “Whoa!” he exclaimed.

Kelly knew what he’d expected. Those few who saw her private sanctum often were

expecting elegant, but slightly macabre, decorating. Instead, they saw a tribute to innocent
fun.

Unlike the others, who always made a beeline for the poster of Mighty Mouse above her
bed, Calder went straight for a movie poster of the Keystone Kops. He stared for a few
moments, grinning, then looked down at the small table just below. Her memorial to her
father contained a picture of him in his police uniform, sitting astride his motorcycle, and his
posthumous medal for bravery. He touched the frame of the medal reverently, then turned

to Kelly. “Your dad was a cop?” He had a funny look on his face.
“Yes, in Columbus, Georgia. It’s where I grew up.”
“I see.” Calder paced up and stroked her cheek. “We do have a lot to talk about.”

Kelly was more puzzled than she’d ever been before about a man. “You have more twists
in your brain than a pretzel factory, Calder. Everyone else comments on Mighty Mouse, or

my alarm clock.” She pointed to her Scooby Doo alarm clock.

“Baby, if there’s one thing I've learned about you, it’s to expect the unexpected. It
doesn’t surprise me in the least that your private sanctum would be cartoons and laughter.”
He looked around the room. “I see heroes. The quirky ones. Your room says, to me, ‘I need a
fun hero.” He pointed to a stuffed Hong Kong Phooey sitting in state in her chair. “You don’t

get any more fun than him.”
“You don’t mind?” she asked, flabbergasted that he’d read her so well.

“Mind? Why should I mind?” He snatched her up in his arms and tossed her on the blue
and gold stars of her bedspread.

She managed one good bounce before he was on top and pressing her down into the
mattress. “Oh! Well, then!” Kelly wrapped her arms around his neck and let him unbutton

her blouse. “Want to prove how heroic you are?”



Calder laughed and buried his face in her chest. “Yep! Let’s see if I can match Hong Kong

Phooey’s energy before Sadie calls us for dinner.”

There was a laughing tangle as clothes were mutually ripped off bodies and tossed
haphazardly on the floor. Kelly noted that one of her pink socks covered her father’s picture
before she managed to get Calder’s briefs off him.

At the end of it all, she wound up on top and took advantage to tickle Calder’s exposed
ribs. And there, she found a weakness. He was ticklish and dissolved into helpless laughter,
crying “Mercy! I give! Help!”

“No quarter!” she yelled, and dragged her nails over his ribs.

“Wicked! Evil!” He laughed, and threw her down among her pillows. “I'm the hero! I
must vanquish the evil villainess!” Grabbing her hands, his knee went between her legs.
“And since you've discovered my secret weakness, I must protect myself by holding your

hands.” His other knee pressed her legs further apart.

Kelly, loving the game, pretended to fight and kick while helpfully spreading her legs

and raising her hips for impalement. “Oh! Oh! I must find a way to get to my secret weapon!”

Calder buried himself in her and murmured in her ear, “You're a secret weapon. And I

just found your trigger.”

Kelly couldn’t think of a suitable rejoinder while being so thoroughly fucked. “I guess

you did,” was all she could gasp out.

It was wonderful to have a secret fantasy fulfilled. Calder’s playful style had her undone
completely. The mattress bounced them both like it was a trampoline, adding to the sense of
fun while ensuring Calder buried himself deeply inside her with every impact.

She was building up to a screaming, tear-up-the-sheets orgasm when Calder suddenly
withdrew. Kelly looked up and growled, “I'm gonna kill you!”

“No you're not.” He snatched her off the bed and into a fireman’s carry.

“This is not dignified or romantic, Calder!” she muttered while her face banged into his
strong, muscular back.

“Dignified? Nope, pretty dolls like you don’t have dignity.” She heard scraping sounds, as
if something was being moved. Orienting herself upside down was difficult, and before she
could figure it out, Calder dumped her on top of her highboy dresser, sitting on her naked
butt like a doll on display.



“What the...” she started to exclaim, but Calder spread her knees apart and attacked her
pussy, since it was right in front of his face. Her exclamation ended with a moan of pure

pleasure.

Calder’s agile tongue was nearly as inventive as his mind, she decided. She fisted a hand
in his hair and leaned back to enjoy the interrupted orgasm building again inside her. When
it was finally ripped from her, she let it fly like Mighty Mouse, who grinned across the room

at her.

While she still panted and shuddered, Calder stepped away and wiped his chin with a
smug smile. “I think I've vanquished you, lovely villainess. But, just to make sure...” He

grabbed her hips and tossed her over his shoulder again.

This time, she hit the bed face-first, right into a star-shaped gold pillow. Calder was on
top and inside her before she could do more than squeal with delight at being

S0...s0...Mastered.

Calder lifted her hips from the mattress and began to pound furiously. All Kelly could do

was continue to orgasm and squeal into her star pillow. “I give! I give! You win!”

“Good!” He thrust harder and deeper with every word. “Because...I'm...not...

sure...who...vanquished whom!” He let go his own orgasm, and conquered her completely.

They both waited, breathing hard, regaining enough energy to think about moving.
Kelly moaned as he softened and slipped out, giving her one last intimate caress. Calder fell
off to lie beside her, still panting and grinning.

Kelly rolled away. “T'll get you a washcloth. Stay there.” She wobbled in the direction of

her bathroom, and tripped on his pants.

“I'll just throw these on the chair,” she began, but a small white card fluttered out of one
of the pockets. “Whoops.” She bent down to get it. When Kelly straightened, her eyes were
blazing. “Press Club?” she growled.



Chapter Fifteen

Calder sat up in bed, knowing it was too late, but hoping to forestall the inevitable.

“Now, Kelly,” he began.

“Don’t you ‘now Kelly’ me!” she shouted. “I trusted you! All I wanted was a happy little
roll with a handsome guy with no strings, no need to be ‘The Infamous Black Widow’ one

more time.” One fat tear rolled down her cheek, unheeded.

She still was magnificent, even when naked and pissed off. But Calder knew that wasn’t

what she wanted to hear. “Please, Kelly, let me explain.”

“Sure, why the fuck not?” Kelly tossed her head and stalked to the armoire, getting out a
thin black robe of some silky material. “It’s the least I can do before I toss your ass out on the

street to ruin me.”
“I won’t ruin you!” he shot back, stung that she’d think so little of him.

“No? Why do you think we Dommes avoid publicity? Because the press is constantly
painting us as whores, that’s why! I never, ever sleep with my clients. Why do you think I
have special release forms I make every client, no matter who they are or how well I know
them, fill out every time they visit? To avoid lawsuits, and so I have a leg to stand on in

court!”

“And very fine legs they are, too,” Calder muttered, getting up to put on his clothes. The
screech that resulted from his compliment should have shattered glass. He pulled on his
pants faster. Unless he talked his way out of this one, he might be out on his ear minus the
rest, and consider himself lucky if he got them tossed out after he landed. “Do you want to

hear what I've been writing before you toss me out, or not?”



The glare she gave him would have etched steel. “Not really, but I will anyway. And it’s

not because you're a hottie in bed.”

He couldn’t find his shirt. He gave up and grabbed his jacket, and slid into his loafers.
“You're pretty damn hot yourself, beautiful. Let’s go into your throne room.” Calder gestured

to the door.

A snort accompanied another toss of the head, and Kelly regally sailed out the door. “It’s
not a throne.” She sniffed haughtily.

Calder followed her out and down the stairs to the basement. He threw his jacket on a
chair, just in case he still had to leave. He could feel the little burgundy box in the pocket. “It
damn sure looks like one. And I'll tell you right off that I'm doing this so you have the upper
hand, Kelly. I want you sitting on your throne, knowing this is your home. Knowing you can

turn on the ice princess BW in her proper setting. I want you that way.”

“I know the psychological game. Don’t tell me how to play it,” she replied with a growl.

“I know you do, and that’s one reason why I'm here.” Instead of taking one of the chairs,
Calder deliberately took one of the pillows on the floor. Kelly’s eyes narrowed as he sat in a
tailor’s seat. “Yeah, so I'm graceless at this. Gimme a break, willya?” he muttered.

“Not on your life.” Kelly altered her tone and spoke in an affected accent, “Lucy, you got
some ‘splaining to do.” Her eyes were hot and full of restrained violence.

“God, I love your sense of humor.” Calder waved to her position in her chair. “You look
like a queen, and I am the supplicant. We've set the psychological scenario now, right?”

“So we have,” she said, not at all mollified.

“But that’s what my article was all about, Kelly. Psychology. Not an exposé into the
sinful nature of our local population.” He snorted. “I couldn’t care less about what the
morality of this whole business of BDSM is. Last time I looked, this was a free country.

There’s nothing illegal here.”

“Except what some might term criminal assault,” she snarled. Her fingers started
drumming on the chair in a rapid tattoo.

“That’s why you have the release forms, right? So you can prove they came willingly to
you for a service?”

“Get to the point, Calder. You aren’t making a case here. All you're doing is interviewing
me again.”

“Sorry, bad habit. Okay, from the beginning, then.” He sighed. “Yes, I'm a writer. A free-

lancer. I don’t work for the newspaper, TV, or radio. Let’s get that clear up front.”



Kelly cautiously nodded, her fingers still drumming, but more slowly. “So, that proves
what? You could be working for any gossip rag in the nation. I can see that headline now:

‘Infamous Dominatrix Exposed!””
“Psychology Today.”
“What?”

“Psychology Today. That’s the magazine that hired me.” Calder ran his fingers through

his hair. “Look, I know it sounds weird. Hear me out, okay?”

Kelly stood up, and Calder’s blood ran cold. Was she going to toss him out now? “All
right, Calder. I'll hear you out. But first, I want a brandy.”

He sighed with relief and cautiously begged, “May I have one, too?”

“You'd better stick with coffee, Calder. I'm still not convinced I shouldn’t throw you out

of here with a flea in your ear.”

Kelly walked to the basement’s kitchen, her long legs flashing in the low lighting. Calder
struggled to keep from running to her and begging for mercy. His only hope lay in logic and

compromise now. He heard mutters and bangs as cabinet doors slammed.

“What? You think I'm serving you?” she called out. “Get your gravity-defying,

journalistic ass in here and get your own!”

“Now who’s good with words?” Calder asked. “That didn’t sound like you wanted to
compliment me, but I'm taking it that way anyway.” But he moved to go get his coffee before

she threw it at him.

Kelly gave him another one of those fulminating looks, and handed his coffee over.
Calder considered himself fortunate that only a tiny portion splashed on his hand.

“Okay, back to explaining,” he stated, getting serious. “Psych Today has been trying to
get information on the BDSM thing for some time. The shrinks have all had their say, but
they needed the other side. But contacting people and getting them to talk hasn’t been easy.”

Kelly swirled her brandy for a moment, inhaling the intoxicating scent, and walked back
to her chair before drawling, “I wonder why?”

“Sarcasm is appropriate, yeah.” Calder had the sense to put his coffee down on a nearby
table before folding his legs up to get back on the pillow. “Someday, I hope you’ll explain

how this is supposed to be comfortable,” he muttered.

“Your comfort is not my concern right now, Calder. So you decided to—infiltrate—the
BDSM world on assignment?” The ice princess BW was back.



“Not exactly. I asked my college buddy Brad to help me. I knew he’d been into it back
when we shared a dorm room. Brad said the best way to learn was to observe.” Calder looked

up regretfully at Kelly. “That’s all I was supposed to do. Observe. I...”

“Didn’t expect to get invited to my home and get the rare opportunity to see how I

played?” she supplied in a dangerously low voice.

“No. I didn’t expect to find myself lusting after or falling in love with the beautiful Kelly,
who just happens to be The Infamous Black Widow.”

“You can’t be in love with me. You don’t know me.” Her voice rose to close to a squeak.

“Besides in the biblical sense?” Calder joked feebly. “No, I don’t know you well. But I can

tell you this, Black Widow. You weave one helluva web around a man’s heart.”

Kelly got up and began to pace, sipping her brandy. “I'll let that go for now. I still don’t

believe you. But what about your article?”

Calder smiled wryly. “I need to do a lot of research before I can present a fair and
unbiased article to the bosses. And I can’t write the article, or the book, until I understand

every aspect of your art.”

One winged eyebrow arched at him from over the rim of her snifter. “Oh, really?” she

said to her brandy.

Calder concentrated on his coffee cup for a few moments. “Yes, there is a lot of research
left to do. 'm not without some knowledge, Kelly. I majored in psychology in college.
Master’s program. You've only shown me the tip of the iceberg, and I've been on fire since I

first met you.” He put his coffee cup down on the table and got up to pace.

Kelly sat down on her chair arm to watch him walk back and forth. “Fire and ice are my

specialties,” she commented, putting her brandy down beside her.

Calder shot her a look that was a combination of lust and pleading. “That’s obvious. But I
want more than that, Kelly. Much more. I want your mind, too. 'm becoming—pardon the
pun—painfully aware that I can’t write the article, or the book my agent wants on BDSM
without you. And I don’t want to learn from anyone else. I don’t want to work with anyone
else.” He gestured, pointing at her legs displayed from the front of her robe. “Look at you.
You're so incredibly beautiful, so skilled, and dammit, so intelligent!”

He reached up and ran his fingers through his hair. “I'm fixated, that’s what [ am. And
I'm so tangled up in my own emotions I couldn’t write that book if I tried.” He grabbed up

his jacket from where he’d thrown it.



Kelly uncrossed her legs and stood. “Let me make this clear to you, Calder. You lied.”
She poked a finger into his bare chest, her nail cutting his skin. “Most was a lie of omission,

but a lie nonetheless. I don’t take well to deception in any form.”

“Not even when you neglect to tell me you've been training me to be a Dom, even to the

point of hoping I go through the submission process?” Calder asked shrewdly.

Kelly’s mouth opened and closed a few times. “That’s not the same thing. You have to

want it. You have to ask.”

“A deception is a deception, beautiful. You didn’t put qualifiers on your statement of
hatred of them. Did you think I wouldn’t figure it out? My logic and knowledge of human
nature goes beyond being able to put two and two together. I'll go, for now. But you need to

decide if I have a place in your life that goes beyond Dominance and submission.”

He turned to leave, then abruptly turned back around. Striding purposefully to Kelly, he
grabbed her by the arms and kissed her thoroughly. “I couldn’t leave without at least

thanking you for the best times of my life,” he murmured, rubbing his lips against hers.

Calder released Kelly, and gave her cheek one last stroke with a knuckle. “And I'll never

forget you, no matter what you decide.” He turned to go, and strode up the stairs.
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The soft bang as the front door closed echoed even down in the basement. Kelly
snatched up her brandy and gulped it down, hoping the fiery liquid would drown out the
tinkle of her heart breaking.

“Mistress?” the tentative voice of Sadie called down. “Are you down there?”

‘'m coming up,” Kelly called. She carried the snifter up, deciding she would be
courteous when she wanted desperately to shatter it up against the fireplace like some
dramatic movie queen.

Sadie stood in the foyer near the dining room doors, waiting. Her watchful gaze told
Kelly Sadie knew what had taken place downstairs. Sadie shrugged. “You were kind of noisy

coming down the stairs and shouting. I came out to see what the ruckus was.”

Kelly gave a shuddering sigh and forced herself not to burst into tears. “It’s not

eavesdropping when the whole world can hear, I know.”

“Come on.” Sadie put out a hand. “Screw dinner. You don’t need food. You need a hot

cup and an ear to bend. Let’s go into the kitchen.”



A hot cup of coffee, liberally laced with the thick chocolate creamer she saved for special

occasions, did help Kelly’s hands to stop shaking.

Sadie stirred her own steaming black brew, enhanced only with a dollop of molasses in
what she called Creole style. Her big brown eyes were sympathetic. “You gonna tell me what

happened or am I gonna get out the thumbscrews?”

It was a feeble joke in this household, but Kelly’s lips twitched. “Calder is a journalist,”
she blurted. It still hurt.

Sadie jumped up, her eyes wide. “No shit? A reporter?” Her stream of invective would

have amused Kelly any other time.

“In all fairness, no, not a reporter; a freelance writer. Believe it or not, his assignment
this time was from Psychology Today.” She sipped her coffee and tried not to sniffle. “Why

am I defending him? He still deceived us.”

Sadie slapped a handy box of tissues down in front of Kelly. “Besides the obvious reason
that he would have never known who you were without the deception, I'd say he had a good
reason to hide his profession once he got involved with you.” She sat back down and stirred
her coffee needlessly while Kelly blew her nose. “And we haven’t got any room to talk,
truthfully. Much as I hate to admit it, we weren’t exactly honest with him either, giving him

Dom training. We knew, and he didn’t, how that might affect him.”
Kelly looked up in surprise. “That’s what he said.”

“Damn! That man is way too intelligent. I suppose he figured it out from his books?”
When Kelly nodded, Sadie asked, “What else did he say?”

Struggling to remember, Kelly shut her eyes. “I had a bit of a red haze on, but he said he
wanted to write a book on BDSM and he couldn’t do it without me.” Her breath hitched.

“And he told me I had a decision to make.”
“Yeah? What kind?” Sadie had an odd, closed look on her face.

“He said I needed to decide if he had a place in my life outside D&s.” Now that she had
to repeat it, Kelly admitted to herself that Calder did indeed have a place in her life that went
beyond the dungeon. But she couldn’t get around the fact that he’d deceived her. “But I have
my pride. He lied. And he might ruin me, still.”

“You don’t believe that any more than I do,” Sadie stated flatly. “Girl, you're as full of
pride as an egg’s full of meat. And so is he, if I'm not mistaken. You both lied to one another.

You were both wrong. And pride is the only thing you have. So where does that leave you
both?”

Kelly folded her arms and stuck out her chin. “Impasse.”



Chapter Sixteen

Another ball of paper sailed across the room, impacting the wall before landing in the
vicinity of the overflowing trashcan. The locker room language that accompanied its flight

should have blistered the paint on the apartment wall.

Calder forced his reddened, bleary eyes back to the monitor. “It should be easy, dammit.
The outline is there, right in front of your face, asshole. Concentrate!” He poised his fingers

over the keyboard once more. “This is paint-by-numbers. Just fill in the blanks.”

The silence between his ears was deafening, as it had been for two weeks. He gave up.

Stomping to his mangled and lumpy couch, he threw himself down on its length.

His heart ached. Calder had never believed in that worn-out cliché until his own chest

hurt with every breath, sore with fighting the urge to do something so weak as cry.

The apartment he’d cherished as his private retreat now looked dingy and dull. Okay,
the pile of dishes in the sink and the inch of dust on all horizontal surfaces didn’t help. The

only shine in the whole place was his computer; sleek and glistening like a recrimination.

Calder snarled at the winking display of his screensaver. “Oh, be quiet. I'll get back in

the groove. Eventually.”

The normally soothing Mobius strip of colored lines flickered endlessly, lulling him into
the first sleep he’d had in three days. He dreamed of holding Kelly and telling her insistently
and repeatedly how much he loved her. “I'd do anything, literally anything, to keep you!” his

dream self shouted over a pounding rock beat.

Calder jerked awake, still hearing the pounding. It took him a moment to realize it

wasn’t music’s backbeat he heard, but his apartment door being hammered on.



“Keep your shirt on, I'm coming!” he yelled, combing his hair with his fingers.

He yanked the door open to find Sadie leaning in the doorframe as casually as an old
friend. “I doubt seriously if you're coming, and I will, thank you,” she teased as she brushed
past him. Sadie stopped just short of the center of his apartment, wrinkling her nose as the

odor of unwashed male and equally unwashed dishes hit her.

Calder closed the door carefully. He let Sadie look her fill, knowing she saw the pile of
discarded balls of paper and the neglected computer with the same sharp eyes that spotted
every speck of dust.

“How can I help you, Sadie?” he asked cautiously.

“You already did, Master Calder. You told me what I came to find out.” Her white teeth
flashed in the late afternoon sun. “Actually, you were shouting it to the neighborhood.” She

nodded toward the open window.

Calder winced. “I was?” His embarrassment was enough to make him want to move. “I,

uh, was having a bad dream.”

“I figured.” Her tone dripped with sarcasm. “But I figure there’s some truth in dreams.”
She marched over to the kitchen sink, muttering about getting a sub in here. “Now what are
you going to do about your desires, since you aren’t denying them?” She turned on the water

and started loading the dishwasher.

“Stop doing my dishes. I'll get to them eventually.” Out of courtesy, Calder remained a
decent distance away. He could smell himself, and that was bad enough. “And I assume Kelly

told you everything?”
“Yep. Not surprising, all in all.”

“Would have been, if I'd been allowed to tell on my own,” he muttered. He pulled the
ring box out of his pocket, where it had not left his side since he’d walked out of Kelly’s

house.

Sadie’s breathless “Ohhh!” as he opened the box was a tiny consolation. She looked up at
Calder, her face serious. “Okay, now I really believe you. And I ask again, what are you

gonna do about it?”

“I don’t know, Sadie. I'd do anything. Even submit.” He shuddered, but squared his

shoulders. “But I'll bet she would slam the door in my face.”

Sadie shook her head. “And I thought you were smarter than that, Master Calder.” She
pulled her cell phone from her jeans pocket. “I got a plan.” There was a knock at the door.

“And Step One just arrived,” she added smugly.



Calder opened the door, admitting Brad, who was lugging a heavy suitcase. “Geez,

Calder, you stink. I got the stuff, Sadie.” He flung the suitcase on the coffee table.
Sadie shoved Calder toward the bedroom. “Go bathe!”

“What did I agree to? I don’t remember agreeing!” Calder yelped when Sadie swatted his

ass.

“You said you’d do anything, sugar. Well, I'm going to make you prove it!”
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Kelly wandered listlessly into her office. Sadie had been handling all her business

transactions for the past few days while Kelly moped.

“I have to get over this,” she muttered to the china kitten holding down the paperwork
that needed her personal attention. The cat didn’t answer, but it was sitting on a new client
file. Kelly flipped open her appointment book. The client was for that night, nine o’clock.

The client numbers from the book matched those on the file, so the cat got moved.

The file was distressingly thin. “No previous Mistress to consult,” she commented to the
cat. “Oh, boy. I got a virgin. Shit. Where the hell is Sadie?”

“'m here. Figured you'd be looking, since it’s after five.” Sadie strode in, looking
disheveled.

“What the hell happened to you?” The file was momentarily forgotten.

“I ran out of milk. Had to run to the store.” Sadie set a glass of milk on the desk. “I know
better than to make you eat, but I can hope you’ll at least drink something nutritional. You

can’t live on coffee and air.”
“I don’t feel like eating.” Kelly felt her lip tremble and reined it in by biting it—hard.

“That’s obvious. You haven’t eaten enough to keep a mouse alive. I'm just grateful you
aren’t one of those stress eaters who sucks down a half-gallon of ice cream when she’s
depressed.” Her smile was gentle. “Not only would that mess up my carefully organized

kitchen, but I don’t think we could let out your costumes.”

“Speaking of, what’s this with the new client?” Kelly flipped open the file once more.
“Limits list is signed, but nothing checked.” She couldn’t read the signature, but that wasn’t

unusual.

“According to my conversation with him, he doesn’t have limits.” Sadie crossed her arms

and looked firm.

“A virgin with no limits? Get real!” Kelly scoffed.



“I questioned him closely. Made him define a few terms to make sure he knew what he

was getting into. Perfect score. Come on, Mistress. How long have I been your sub? I know
this stuff.” Sadie looked slightly offended.

Kelly turned the page to the Scene Request. “Scene request is blank. Open?”

“Yup. Dealer’s choice. He did request that the scene start with him hooded, naked, in
chains, and the room candlelit. He won’t speak. Says his voice is recognizable.” Sadie was

amused.

Kelly sighed. “Damn. This one is being secretive.” She flipped to the front. “Pseudonym
for the evening is Supplicant?” She raised puzzled eyes to Sadie. “What’s his shtick?”

“Dom training. Full program.”

“Aw, shit. Does he understand how much money he’ll be forking out and how long that
might take?” Kelly was awed. Normally, she knew potential Doms, sometimes for years,

before they took training. And a male Dom went to another male most of the time.

Sadie pointed out a receipt clipped to the back of the file. “Paid in full. I understand he

borrowed it. Bank certified check. I deposited it while I was out.”

“You're pretty positive of this one. Normally you wait until I've put him through his

paces,” Kelly commented, slightly disgruntled.

“Im sure. This one is so Dom, I'm amazed he’s submitting.” Sadie chuckled. “He’s just

what you need right now.”

Kelly choked back a sniffle. “Yeah, I guess so. I need to get over Calder.” Even saying his
name hurt. “But he’s not called or even left a goddamn dandelion on my doorstep.” She gave
up and let the tears come. “Guess I blew it. He’s probably pounding on his keyboard in that

damn dingy apartment, setting out to ruin me.”

Sadie reached for one of the many boxes of tissues she’d set strategically throughout the
house and handed her Mistress a tissue. “I doubt that. But one of you is going to have to give

on your damned pride, and that’s the truth.”
“I can’t, Sadie. I just can’t. I won’t be used again.” Kelly blew her nose. “Never again.”

“And what would you do if Calder came to you with a fistful of posies and an apology?”

Sadie’s voice was intense.

“I don’t know. It would have to be a pretty powerful apology. Something I could really
believe.” She stood and turned fully on Sadie. “And don’t you go matchmaking. He’s got to

do it on his own!”

“I won’t. 'm not leaving this house!” Sadie threw up her hands in self-defense.



“Fine. Long as we understand each other. I'm going to take a long bubble bath. Since
Devon is off tonight, you get to prepare Supplicant. I'll see what he’s made of.” Kelly squared
her shoulders and walked sedately to the door.

“I'm sure you will, Mistress.”
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At nine PM sharp, Kelly descended to the dungeon. She could smell the wax candles,
and the rooms were all dark except the pain room. There, the glow of candles told her that

this was where Sadie had put Supplicant.

Kelly pulled at her costume. The bustier with the black widow hourglass didn’t fit as
well as it had a month ago. “Sadie’s right,” she muttered. “I need to eat. Can’t have my shorts

falling off my ass.” She gave the shorts a tug as well.

She stopped at the doorway of the pain room. Barely visible in the meager candlelight, a
naked man waited on the cross. A hood covered his face, but his back and buttocks were

beautifully on display.
“Yum, yum!” Kelly commented aloud to let the man know she was there.
The man jerked upright as much as he was able, since he was firmly cuffed to the cross.

Kelly walked over to her toys, noting that his skin glistened from the preparation
formula Sadie had sprayed on him. Those butt cheeks could have been sculpted out of
marble, and the fine muscles of his back would have made any Domme sigh. “You're very
beautiful, at least in the body. If your face matches the rest of you, I'm going to be forced to

train you separately. You realize other Dommes will covet you, don’t you?”

Supplicant’s head nodded again, slowly.

“I understand you want the full program of Dom training. Do you understand that
means submitting to me, completely?”

Another nod. This time, it was accompanied by a shudder that shook him from his toes.
It was hard to see him in the candlelight, but that shudder told her he knew what he was
getting into.

Kelly’s heart softened a little. “Are you afraid, Supplicant?” she asked softly.

The answering nod was jerky and short. Then the head fell forward slowly to rest on the
V of the cross. The collar Sadie had put on his neck, complete with spider medallion marking
him as hers, winked in the candlelight. Sadie had neatly tucked the hem of the hood under

the collar, in case Supplicant needed to be leashed.



“T'll take it you are, but understand, you must feel everything a sub feels to be a good

Master.”
She got her answer in his tiny nod, his forehead never leaving the cross where it rested.

“Very well, then, Supplicant. You can rest easy tonight. I start training at the sensual

level. No pain, I promise.”

That got a reaction. His whole body jerked. In fact, he damn near tried to flatten himself
against the cross. Just as she suspected, he thought that included sex. Well, she’d flatten that

idea.

Her voice hard and cold, it was BW who answered. “Don’t even think about it,
Supplicant. I don’t have sex with my clients, or my trainees. You'll have to seek release

elsewhere if you need it.”
The reaction was the oddest she’d ever seen. Instead of radiating disappointment or even

confidence, Supplicant’s body relaxed.

“I see relief in your body language. Are you gay?” If he was, she was sure she could find a
gay male sub to help Supplicant along with some of the training. Subs would trip all over

themselves for this body, even if Supplicant’s face were uglier than a homemade mud fence.
A strangled sound came from the hood while the head shook violently back and forth.

Laughter? “Well, okay, whatever. Your problem,” she replied indifferently. No matter
how pretty his body was, she told herself she wasn’t interested. A small, horny part of her
mind did wish wistfully she could see the whole of it in full daylight. She told her pussy to

shut up and behave. It was on short rations, no matter what her battery bill looked like.

Kelly walked over and picked up a rabbit fur. “Let’s begin, Supplicant.” She stepped close
to Supplicant’s back. “This is a rabbit fur mitt. It is used to stimulate the skin.”

His body tensed against the cross.

“You're so weird, buster. I tell you something won’t hurt, and you plaster yourself up to
the cross like you're in agony.” The mute nod was slow, and almost pitiful. “Now hold still.
Virgins!” she muttered, exasperated.

The shuddering began almost immediately. Kelly was ready to freak out when she

glanced down at Supplicant’s hardening cock. Even in candlelight, she knew who it was.

“Calder,” she growled.



Chapter Seventeen

Calder sighed in relief, as much as he was able, when Kelly reached up and snatched off

the hood. It had been difficult to breathe easily.

Kelly’s harsh bark of laughter yanked him back into reality. She studied the ball gag in
his mouth, and even checked the buckle holding it on. “A ball gag!” she chortled. “Well, that

ensures your silence, doesn’t it?”

Calder nodded in answer to what he hoped was a rhetorical question. All he could do
was plead with his eyes. The gag was well designed. The red ball in his mouth assured he
could do nothing but make small inarticulate sounds. Another person would have to remove
the black straps that held the ball in place as long as he remained cuffed to the cross.

She tapped a finger on her chin thoughtfully, her eyes full of anger mixed with mischief.

“Well, we certainly don’t need the darkness and candlelight anymore.”

With that, she marched over and flipped on the overhead light. Calder winced as his
eyes adjusted. Out of his line of sight, he heard her noisily blowing out the candles that
littered the room. His back still tingled from the effects of the spray.

Kelly stomped back into his line of sight a little bit to his right, but close enough to
touch him. All he could see over his arm was her face and the top of that mind-blowing

leather bustier. His cock remained rigid in response.

“Let me see if I can puzzle all this out,” she purred, her tone dangerous. Her arm moved,
as if she was fiddling with something in her hands.

Calder prayed it wasn’t any of the many pain-inducing devices decorating the walls of
the room. But the point was to be helpless, so he steeled himself for whatever she chose to

dish out.



“Sadie had to know who you were when she put you in here. I'll make her pay later,”
Kelly swore. “Additionally, it goes without saying that you put yourself in this position
voluntarily. That was a big risk, Calder, knowing what I am. It implies a lot of trust, as well

as a certain level of desperation.”

Calder nodded vigorously in agreement. All he could do was speak with his eyes and his

body. He continued to plead, and knew she could read that.

“Very well. I must say it’s an effective way to get my attention, and a start on convincing
me of your sincerity.” Her arm moved. “However, Calder, I have some issues to work out. I
never wanted your submission, but I'll take it now.” Her eyes glittered. “Do you still submit,

Calder? Are you sure?”

He nodded, this time more slowly. And he let her see the small amount of fear he felt.
What was she going to do to “work out those issues”?

Kelly was all Black Widow when she held up a red ball. “You see this, Calder? Do you
know what it is for?”

He knew. It was a “safe word” of sorts. He flexed his right hand in answer. She would
give him the ball. If ever he chickened out or couldn’t take anymore, all he had to do was
drop the ball. But this time, dropping the ball meant more. It meant he gave up on the
relationship. He opened his cuffed hand slowly, to signify a thoughtful response.

“I see you understand.” She put the ball in his hand and watched him grasp it tightly.

Calder decided he needed to let her know fully of his decision. He bowed his head and

lowered his eyes. It was, in the language of BDSM, an offer of full submission.

“Hmph. We'll see if you can hold to that, Calder. You've lied before. Two lies, as a
matter of fact.” Black Widow held up a pair of glittering nipple clamps. Calder recognized
them and shuddered, but nodded. “That’s right, Calder, one for each lie. The first for not
telling me you're a journalist.”

The clamp was put on his right nipple. It stung, then settled into a dull ache.

Black Widow moved behind him, coming around to his left. “The second lie was not
telling me you're an ex-cop.” The second clamp stung just as much. “Did you think I

wouldn’t ream Brad and find out about that?”

Calder looked into her impassive blue eyes. How could he say he found that detail

unimportant? The best he could come up with was a shrug and a shake of the head.

“I see. You figured since your career was over, it was a dead issue?”



Calder nodded. His nipples throbbed with every heartbeat and were impossible to
ignore. Worse, his arms were going to sleep. Soon, he’d be in severe pain. He set his jaw as
best he could around the gag. He could take it. Kelly would not do permanent damage. But

he couldn’t help the small adjustment his body made in response to the growing discomfort.

“Getting uncomfortable, Calder?” Kelly asked in a dangerous voice. “It’s about to get
worse. You see, I accepted your submission, and I now accept your wish to take training. I
can both punish you for deceiving me and train you simultaneously.” She stepped out of
sight.

Calder felt her soft hand on his left buttock. She was stroking it. Her hand moved to the
right cheek, repeating the caress. He shut his eyes and tried to reconcile the soft, pleasant
strokes with the discomfort of his chest. When she moved her hand to caress the underside
of each cheek, the pain went away. “Very nice, Calder. You can take more than I might have
given you credit for.” The purr in her voice was back. “You lied, and I lied. The rest of this is
all for the purpose of making you hit subspace. I want you to see and feel what it is to
submit, totally. Then, we’ll talk.”

The rabbit fur replaced her hand. He kept his eyes closed and stood rigidly still. With his
legs spread almost to the level of discomfort by the ankle cuffs of the cross, he wasn’t
surprised when the fur caressed between his legs and squeezed his balls tenderly. His eyes

popped open, and his cock swelled further.

Kelly moved around to his right again, but her head was bent to look directly at his
hard-on. “Hold still, Calder. Be very still,” she cautioned.

Her small hand grasped his cock firmly and pulled it away from his body. It had been
nearly flat against his pubic mound. It felt so good that he had to groan.

He couldn’t see, but something slipped down just below the head of his aching erection.
A cock ring, perhaps? No, it was soft and flexible. His hips twitched before he could stop
himself.

“It’s only cotton rope, Calder.” Kelly’s voice held a touch of amusement. The rope wound
around his cock, down to the base, firmly holding him up and hard. “This will restrict blood

flow just enough so you can’t lose your erection, no matter what happens.”

Calder thought he’d lose his mind when she positioned the rope carefully between his
balls, separating them. He felt them try to move inside his body for protection, but the rope
trapped them in their individual sacs. The pleasure was close to excruciating. He couldn’t
stop the moan that escaped around the ball gag.



“There’s more, Calder.” A rope cinched around his waist. It didn’t seem to be connected
to the first, until BW pulled the first firmly and attached it to the “belt.” A knot now rested

expertly against his anus. His eyes flew open wide.

Kelly moved back to his right, and leaned casually up against the wall where he could
see her clearly. “You see, Calder, that knot serves a purpose,” she began conversationally. She
reached over and tugged at his rope belt, and the knot moved, rubbing his ass. His breathing
hitched. “Did you know that the male G-spot is in a man’s ass? Makes sense, doesn’t it?” 7ug.
Calder’s eyes glazed. “Oh, by the way, Calder. The rope around your cock ensures you can’t
come, either. I can stimulate you all night, and you’ll never get a drop of release until I

permit it. Understand?” 7ug.

Agonized, Calder could only shut his eyes and nod. He now understood pain and
pleasure, in combination. His entire body screamed. It was like passing through a barrier, and

he floated in a world where both resided simultaneously, where the pleasure was winning.

From far away, Kelly’s voice still came in loud and clear. “You're writhing, Calder.
You've hit subspace. Good.” Distantly, he felt the fur caress the head of his cock, and he rode

a new wave of pleasure.

Kelly’s voice floated in. “Now, everything I say will be imprinted deeply within your

memory.”

Every fiber of his being heard her. He thought he nodded, but he couldn’t be sure

anymore.

“You never asked, but I'm telling you about my husband anyway. I don’t think Denny
really loved me. He said he did and showered me with gifts, but he never showed it with the
little things that are free and easy to give. A spontaneous kiss, a flower plucked and handed

to me fresh, all the small romantic things.”
All the things Calder had done. It made him happy to hear it, and he floated further.

“Denny was an investment realtor. He only worked with the wealthy, making million-
dollar deals. He was gone a lot, and when he came home he didn’t want to hear voices, or a
phone ring. He demanded absolute quiet, not even music. And he certainly didn’t want to

hear about his wife’s day.

“The only time he wanted me to talk was when I was beating him. Yep, I was the
Domme, not Denny. I tried now and then to interest him in switching, just for me, but it
didn’t work. He was a lousy Dom. It was probably the only thing we had in common.”

Calder attempted to nod. He’d dominated Kelly, just the once. He’d be happy to do it

again. Especially now that he understood subspace.



She shrugged. Were his eyes open? He guessed so. “What did I have to talk about
anyway? How I burned the biscuits daydreaming and had to make a fresh batch? How I went
shopping? He didn’t care if I redecorated, as long as I hired a professional and it looked

elegant and expensive.

“And as long as I remained elegant and expensive, too. I had to be the perfect
decoration—discreet, quiet, and well-dressed. I ran from shopping, to the gym, and back

home to either cook dinner or get dressed for an evening out with clients.”
God, that sounded boring, Calder mused absently. The furry caressing had stopped.

“Finally, my brain was turning to mush. I craved human conversation and feeling
intelligent. I also was rebelling against that vapid, perfect little wife who never stepped a toe

out of line.” Her voice hitched, like she was trying to hold back tears.

“So, I turned pro. Worked for an escort service, since I was already great arm candy. But,
when my client went back to the hotel room, I picked up my kit and performed BDSM

services. Never sex. Never. Denny couldn’t be jealous of that.

“It took a year to build up the client base and the infamous little black book. I renovated
the basement into a professional dungeon, and took clients there. Denny loved it. Not only
was | making money hand over fist he could invest for me, but also the dungeon was his
little playground. Managing both our businesses was a nightmare of organization, but at least
I was busier than I ever thought possible. My appointment book was full of dinner parties
with Denny in the early evening, clients late into the night, and I slept all day while Denny

worked.” Her voice was contemptuous.
Something in Calder’s brain snapped into awareness. He was coming back.

“The hell of it all was I was still neglected emotionally. Denny figured since I was so
busy, I didn’t need any romance. My clients brought me flowers, didn’t they? Yeah, just
before they hit their knees and begged for a beating.

“I've been the vapid trophy wife, and I've been the Black Widow. Never an equal. Never

just a woman with a brain and a heart.”

A tear tracked slowly down her cheek. “You did that for me, Calder. You were innocent

of Black Widow’s influence, and didn’t need or want a status symbol.”

Calder writhed violently in the cuffs, no matter what the cost was in pain. He wanted,
more than he’d ever wanted anything, to cuddle Kelly. He thought his hands would fall off,
but he clutched the ball so tightly he thought it might burst. His eyes glazed, and he thought
he might pass out.



Kelly’s eyes narrowed, and she regained some composure. “No, Calder, not yet. I've
made my decision, as you suggested. I want you in my life, but you get to choose how. And

I’'m not removing the gag until you know the full scope of your choices. Deal?”

Calder nodded, so weak he could barely hold himself upright. The logical part of his
brain was clicking online. This must be the shock portion of submission. It didn’t help to

know that. The rest of him didn’t give a damn.

“Fine. Fight to stand upright, Calder. I'll release your ankles first.” She suited words to
action. As tenderly as she’d treated her first sub, she unbuckled his legs and held them until
they found solid purchase on the floor.

Calder couldn’t describe the relief. The rope belt still had him in discomfort, but at least
he was standing, if a bit wobbly. He was now grateful for the cuffs on his wrists that kept
him upright.

“Calder. Calder, listen to me,” came the gentle voice of Kelly. “I'm going to release your
wrists. You will have to remain upright as best you can. You're too big for me to carry. Once
you're free, 'm going to make you kneel right at the base of the cross. I won’t make you

walk. Can you do this?”

Calder forced himself to nod. He felt like his bones were jelly. It was an effort to plant
his feet firmly and make them take his weight. He felt Kelly release his left cuff. He leaned

on the cross, sacrificing pride so he wouldn'’t fall on her.

“Okay, Calder. I'm going to release your right wrist.” She touched his hand, and took the
ball. In his muddled state, he tried to grab for it. It was his lifeline to Kelly.

“It’s all right, Calder. It served its purpose,” she crooned into his ear. “You proved your

sincerity and didn’t drop it. I've got it now.” She unbuckled the cuff.

Calder sank to his knees slowly, using the cross to make it a controlled fall. Kelly caught
him halfway down, and eased him into the kneeling position. He took the ball back as soon
as it came into range of his vision.

Kelly brought him a cool cola, its sides dripping with condensation, and a chocolate bar.

She set them near him.

“Here’s your choice, Calder. Before I un-gag you, you must decide. If you choose to
continue the Dom training as it stands now, we will be no more than friends. I don’t have sex

with my subs. There are too many complications.

“However, you have a second choice. You can be my partner. I will teach you all the

aspects of my business, but privately, and in my own good time. I don’t need a sub. I'd prefer



a partner. In exchange for this, I'll help you with your book. And, we can enjoy a healthy

sexual relationship.”

Calder allowed the gag to be removed. He still couldn’t speak, so he pointed to a table in
the corner. There, hidden from casual sight, was the burgundy box. He waited, and opened

his cola can with trembling hands.

Kelly went to the table, and found the box. Glancing once at Calder with an unreadable

expression, she opened the box.

Calder slugged down the cola to get his throat wet. “I accept the partnership offer. But

I'd prefer a partnership based on marriage, if you'd accept.” He swayed, but didn’t fall over.

Kelly closed the box and knelt in front of Calder, then put the chocolate in his hand.

“Eat. You aren’t far enough out of subspace to make a marriage proposal at this time.”

Calder took the candy, but smiled weakly. “No, I had it in my jacket pocket the night we
discovered the truth about each other. But things got out of hand. I love you, Kelly. All of
you. And I want you to be in my life. More than a partner. More than BDSM. It’s all or
nothing.”

Kelly bit her lip. She reached over and removed his nipple clamps. The rush of
pain/pleasure was indescribable. Calder closed his eyes and forced himself not to tremble. He

bit into the chocolate, hoping it would help.

Kelly pondered, and fingered the worn little box in her lap. “All of me? Not just Black

Widow?” she asked in a small voice without looking up.

“I admit to a fondness for other aspects, like the girl who watches Bogart with me at
three AM and has a Scooby Doo alarm clock, but yeah, you're a package deal.” He quirked a
smile. “And I'm looking forward to more, uh, training, but as your partner. I've got a lot left

to learn.” He put down his cola and took another bite of chocolate. It was helping.

Kelly made a sound that was somewhere between a snort and a snigger. Her arm reached
behind Calder and released the rope between his legs.

The immediate rush of circulation made Calder yelp. Before the sound echoed back off
the walls, Kelly had pounced, tossing Calder on his back. “Then I accept! And your training
continues right now!”

Calder moaned as she kissed him very thoroughly, and slowly unwound the rope from
his still hard cock. He moaned again and wrapped his arms around her. The release from the

rope was close to an orgasm. “Does this mean I get to come now?”

“What? Do you think I'm going to make you wait until our honeymoon?”






Epilogue

Ruben Grimes sat in the back of the room and sniffed happily at the aromas coming from
the reception banquet. It was worth the trip to Denver to see his newest best-selling author
team finally tie the knot. 7he Tie that Bindshad hit the NY Times Extended list incredibly
quickly. Ruben had found it both funny and very profitable.

At least the wedding march was traditional, but Ruben was having trouble adjusting to a
large portion of the wedding guests being dressed either in leather or nearly nothing at
all. Good thing Calder warned me not to bring the missus. Ruben chuckled to himself. Cassie

would have started with a conniption and worked up from there.
Calder appeared, flanked by the best man. Both were in leather tuxes, and Ruben
smothered another chuckle. Calder had certainly relaxed in recent months.

The bride swept by, marching on her own, with one attendant following. Ruben had to
gasp as he nearly broke his neck at the attendant’s lack of attire. He didn’t call that scrap of

red cloth covering the bare essentials anything like clothing.

The bride’s black leather bustier, bouquet made of leather strips on handles, and tiny
thong wasn’t exactly traditional either, but Ruben wasn’t about to complain. He wasn’t going
to complain about anything, not when fully half the crowd carried nasty looking whips and
things he didn’t want to name.

“Who comes before us this day?” boomed the official.

“I am Kelly Forsythe, The Black Widow.”

“And I am Calder Burgess, now called Demon Lord.”



The official called out to the crowd, “If there be any here who object to this bondage,

give tongue that we may hear and consider what you have to say.”

There was a pause. Ruben could have sworn he would have heard a mouse sneeze, had
there been one with the temerity to interrupt. The official smiled and continued. “This bond

is not meant to be a fetter. We have enough of that.”
The crowd chuckled, and some even laughed.

“A bonding is a partnership, not two people becoming one. Two minds cannot fuse, two
souls cannot merge, and two hearts cannot keep to the same time. If two are foolish enough
to try this, one must overwhelm the other, and that is not love, nor is it compassion, nor
responsibility. You're two who choose to walk the same path, to bridge the differences
between you with love. You must remember and respect those differences and learn to

understand them, for they are part of what made you to love in the first place.

“Love is patient. Love is willing to compromise. Love is willing to admit it is wrong.
There will be hard times; you must face them as bound Dominants do, side-by-side, not
using the weapon of your knowledge to tear at each other. There will be sadness as well as
joy, and you must support one another through the grief and the sorrow. There will be pain,
but pain shared is pain halved, as joy shared is joy doubled, and you must each sacrifice your

own comfort to share the pain of the other.”

“We know of pain,” Calder and Kelly answered together. “We pledge to face it, with joy,
together.”

“And yet you must do all this and manage to keep each other from wrong actions, for a
bonding means that you also pledged to help one another at all times. You must lead each
other by example. Guide and be willing to be guided. Being bonded does not mean that you
accept what is truly wrong; being bonded means that you must strive that you both remain
in the right. You must not pledge yourselves thinking that you can change each other. That
is foolish, and disrespectful, for no one has the right to change another. You must not pledge
yourselves thinking that there will be no strife between you. That is fantasy, for you're two
and not one, and there will inevitably be conflict that will be up to you to resolve. You must
not pledge yourselves thinking that all will be well from this moment on. That is a dream,
and dreamers must eventually awaken. You must come to this bondage fully ready, fully

committed, and fully respectful of each other.”
“We so pledge these things,” the couple intoned.

Ruben had to marvel at their perfect unison. He didn’t get this BDSM thing at all, but
apparently they did.



“Bind each other, then, as you have pledged,” commanded the official.

Kelly handed her attendant her bouquet and exchanged it for a leather collar with a

leash. Calder got his collar from his groomsman, and it too had a chain leash.

Ruben forced his eyes not to bug out as Kelly and Calder put the collars on each other.
He supposed it was the BDSM equivalent of wedding rings.

“I will now say a version of the Apache Wedding Blessing.” The official took a deep
breath. “Now you will no longer fear the storm, for you find shelter in each other. Now the
cold cannot harm you, for you warm each other with love. Now when strength fails, you will
be the wind at the other’s back. Now the darkness holds no danger, for you will be the light
to each other’s path. Now you will defy despair, for you will bring hope to each other’s heart.
Now there will be no more loneliness, for there will always be a hand reaching out to hold
you when all seems darkest. Where there were two paths, there is now one. May your days

together be long upon the earth, and each day blessed with joy in each other.”

A smattering of applause broke out, and ended as soon as the official acknowledged it.

“You may exchange your gifts to one another,” he intoned.

Calder and Kelly each received a bundle of leather strips on a handle from their

attendants. Floggers, Ruben suddenly remembered from reading 7he 7ie that Binds.

Kelly handed Calder a blue and gold one. Ruben didn’t get it when Calder chuckled and
handed Kelly a red and black one.

The official smiled, and pronounced them man and wife. The cheers that erupted didn’t
stop Calder from yanking Kelly to him for a kiss that should have raised the indoor
temperature by ten degrees.

When the kiss finally broke, Calder and Kelly turned to the crowd and said, “Let us
proceeded to the reception!” They grabbed each other’s leash and paraded down the aisle to
applause.

Ruben leaned over to the lady next to him as the happy couple led their guests to the
sumptuous wedding feast and reception. The cool-looking matron sitting next to him was

regally waiting for the crowd to thin.

“Pardon me, madam,” Ruben asked, “but could you explain to me why no one escorted

the bride to give her away?”

The silver-haired matron raised one perfectly sculptured eyebrow. “The Black Widow

gives herself away, young man!”
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“What the hell is Adhara VII? Where the hell is Adhara VII?”

“Devin, Devin. Adhara. The second-brightest star in the constellation of Canis Major.
You've surely seen it. Adhara VII, for lack of a better name, is the seventh planet in the sun’s

orbit.”
“Ah. That. Yep, Carlton, I've seen it. And I don’t want to go there. Period.”
“I'm not asking this time, Dev. I need you to go, and you need to leave now.”

Devin Tremaine gave his benefactor a long, hard look. Carlton Starkey had plucked him
from the gutter when he was ten and handed him the world. And never in the twenty-five

years since had Carlton ever given him an order. Until now.

“I'm not so oblivious I don’t know what’s happening, Carlton. The APC are at Adhara

VII sniffing around. What'’s there that your Consortium needs to muddy the waters more?”

“I'm not sure. There’s no filed survey of any kind available on that planet. Nothing. So
why are they interested? The UFPA is sending the Avery McKenna out in all due haste, with

Dr. James Winston and his team onboard. I need you to find out why.”

“Why don’t you just hack into the UFPA computers? Oh, don’t look shocked, Carlton. I

know you know how to do that.”
Carl smiled weakly. “I confess, then. I did. There is nothing there.”

That sent a shiver of real worry down Devin’s spine. Dr. James Winston was the
premiere archeologist of the modern era. The members of his team were the créme de Ia

créme in their fields.

Devin didn’t bother to question Carlton on his facts. If Carlton said there was no
information in the computers, then there was none. Devin knew where to go, though. Men

like Devin had a buddy network. A low-life buddy network.

Men like Devin didn’t usually sit in multi-million-credit homes in real leather chairs
surrounded by real books, printed on real paper, with real gold leaf lettering on their spines

either. Devin felt equally at home in Carlton’s library as he did in any dingy bar.
“What’s on the rumor mill about Winston?” Devin asked as Carlton refreshed his drink.

“That is the question, isn’t it?” Carlton said as he dropped into an armchair and sipped

his bourbon.
The words fell out of his mouth before Devin could stop them.

“I've got another one for you. How do you know the Avery McKennais headed there?”



Carlton smiled into his drink. Devin clamped his jaw firmly shut. He should have never
let that pass through his lips. To Carlton’s credit, the smile was gone when he looked up at
him.

“One hears things. I'm sure you hear things as well.” Carlton regarded Devin evenly.

“Put it behind you, Dev. She did.”

Devin tossed back the remainder of his drink. Money did buy the best, he mused, as the
fiery liquid landed in his belly.

Corri Dunn. Even now, after five years, just thinking her name made him want to snarl.
The most beautiful brown eyes he'd ever seen. Little rich girl playing starship captain.
Long, strong legs that wrapped around a man’s ribs. Class-A bitch.

A mouth that knew how to make a man insane. The best fuck he’d ever had.

“It’s behind me, Carlton. It was behind me the minute the door closed,” he said levelly.

Carlton inclined his head and raised his glass, then downed the rest of his bourbon.
Devin wanted to snarl at his friend and benefactor, too. Well, let Carlton think what he
wanted. Corri Dunn was in his past.

“Can the Stargazerbeat the Avery McKennato Adhara VII? The McKenna'sin space
dock for some critical repairs and it will be a week until she can depart.”

“Are you paying the passage through the portals?” In response, Carlton flipped him a
data chip.

“The fees are already paid, my friend.”

Devin grinned. Oh yeah, he could beat her there. No problem.
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What people are saying about

Across Time
With a cleverly executed plot and lush love scenes, Across Timeis erotic romance at its

finest! Corri and Devin's passion will defrost your freezer and set off your smoke detectors as
you read. Rayne Forrest is an author to watch.

-- Lani Aames, writing as Lanette Curington, author of Starkissed (Amber Quill Press)

Rayne Forrest’s Across Timeis crammed with plot twists, adventure and, of course,
romance. Corri and Devin fight and love their way through different worlds and many
betrayals to reach the truth and each other. It’s well worth the read.



-- Treva Harte, author of Every Good Boy Deserves Favor (Loose 1d, July 2004)

Rayne Forrest's debut novel Across Timeis an entertaining read. The world she paints is
vivid and intriguing. Corri is strong, intelligent and witty. And what can one say
about Devin, except...Yum. Ilove a story that keeps the pages turning and makes me smile.

-- Kally Jo Surbeck, author of For the Love Of... (Loose 1d, July 2004)

Morals, Politics, Money, and Misunderstandings comprise a tangled tale that Rayne Forrest
slowly weaves into an intricate tapestry that rivets you. I will look for more of Ms. Forrest's
books in the future!

-- Lena Austin, author of Black Widow (Loose 1d)



