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Chapter One

 

 

“I know what he wants, and I want it to be you, Liza.”

The words rang in my ears as I tried to digest what Helen was saying to me. Was she out of her mind? I mean, who actually tries to find someone for their boyfriend to fuck, and what’s more, who wants to organize it for him on a regular basis? This had to be some sort of sick joke at my expense.

Helen looked at me intently, leaning in across the table so the other patrons of the restaurant had no chance to catch anything she might say.

“Okay, here’s the deal,” she said. “I know Steve enjoys having other women join us, now and again. I also know he’s always had a thing for you. He can have pretty much anyone he wants, and I accept that. But we’re friends. I trust you, and we get on well. You wouldn’t try and steal him away from me, right?” Helen laughed as she twirled her glass of iced water around in her hands.

I suddenly realized it wasn’t as easy for her as I’d thought. She was actually quite stressed about all this, and the way she couldn’t look me in the eye told me she wasn’t the usual confident woman I had got to know over the last year or two.

“He’s made it clear what his agenda is, Liza. He wants someone else in the equation, and he always gets what he wants.” Her thick dark hair swung around her as she checked left and right to make sure we had privacy. She lowered her voice and said, “Steve has particular tastes when it comes to sex. Did you know about that?”

“No, not really,” I admitted. “I mean, the few times he’s been at my place, he’s always come across as the strong and silent type—but always professional.”

I had been working part-time for him, cleaning several business premises after hours. He’d told me he’d taken over running the cleaning agency about six months ago, and I’d recently agreed to help out to earn a little money to help pay tuition fees for a management course I wasn’t even sure I wanted to do anymore. Anyway, newly single, I had nothing but free time.

If I was completely honest with myself, I wanted to be around him in any way I could and had taken the cleaning job even though I knew I’d be able to manage financially without it. The problem was, he wasn’t available, and I wasn’t the type of girl who messed with another woman’s man. He made it very difficult, though.

The truth was I never knew how to act around him. He frightened me a little, and strangely, that seemed to be an attraction for me. He put me out of my comfort zone, especially when he was physically close. And it felt like he knew it. His sheer size was overwhelming, and he always appeared to be too big for my little apartment.

Steve seemed to ooze danger, out of every pore. He looked and acted like he could have whatever he wanted. He was tall and extremely muscular, with dark, cropped hair and bright blue eyes. I had noticed a couple of tattoos on his arms, and had silently wondered if he had any elsewhere, and how much fun it would be to find out. However, the fantasies I played through in my mind didn’t portray who I was in real life.

It could be fun, I suppose. The last thing I wanted right now was a repeat of my last relationship with Mike, the 9-to-5 insurance guy who wanted a sweet little showpiece on his arm to impress his boss. I wanted something that would push my boundaries, and I certainly wasn’t averse to Helen’s offer. I just didn’t know how far my self-confidence would allow me to go. For one, I’d never been with a woman before. And I’d certainly never had a threesome.

I was jarred out of my thoughts when Helen spoke, “Liza, Steve’s not an average guy when it comes to sex.”

“I don’t think he’s average when it comes to anything,” I replied with a smile.

She grinned. “Well, yeah, fair point. But I need to be totally honest with you.” She paused, and I wondered what she was going to tell me now. “Steve’s a Dominant, Liza, and I’m his submissive.”

There was a weird silence as I digested this piece of information. “You mean he ties you up and, you know, spanks you and all that?” I whispered.

“Yes, among other things. It’s what we both want and need sexually. I’ve been a sub for a few years now. While I don’t pretend to be an expert, I get the feeling you would enjoy it as well.”

“I…I don’t really know what to say.”

“Well, think about how you reacted when I told you. Does the whole idea repulse you?”

I thought about letting a man restrain me, then bending me over and spanking me, and I instantly felt myself dampen with desire. Holy shit.

Helen smiled. “I guess from the expression on your face, the answer to my question is no. Steve could have offered the cleaning job to anyone, but he chose you, Liza. I wonder why? He never does anything without a reason, I can guarantee you that.”

“Helen, I would never do anything to hurt your relationship. I’m not like that. If a guy’s with someone, then he’s off limits to me, okay?”

“I know. That’s why I asked you.”

“Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Why don’t you come to my place later and have a couple of drinks?” Helen asked casually, leaving a tip on the table after settling the bill. She smiled and put her hand on my arm. “You’re beautiful, and it could be fun, just the three of us.”

I hesitated, knowing there was more to this than met the eye, but finally nodded.

She bent and kissed my cheek. “See you about eight.”

As she walked away, it dawned on me that, if I went to her apartment, I would be agreeing to more than just drinks. The question was—did I want to be his temporary fix, with Helen in the number one spot pretty much calling the shots?

Glancing at my watch, I sighed and grabbed my coat and bag. Time to get back to work; I really couldn’t put it off any longer.

My footsteps slowed down to a snail’s pace the nearer I got to the office. The truth was, I was bored out of my mind. If I’d known, for one minute, how I was going to feel, sitting for eight hours a day, processing insurance claims, I’d have kept my hostess job at the club.

The nightclub was where I had met Steve about three years ago. I was friendly to all the patrons, but I’d enjoyed chatting to him and did so way more than my job required.

A few months after we met, he’d brought Helen to the club with him and the two of us had quickly become good friends. I had started going out with Mike by then, and it wasn’t long before my new boyfriend persuaded me to apply for a job at the insurance company where he worked.

Instead of listening to my gut instinct, I’d listened to my mother. I’d endured yet another lecture on how I was wasting my life at the club, how right Mike was about my career. Even the business class had been her idea.

“Work your way up like I did, Liza. In a few years, you could start your own business,” mother had said. Blah, blah, blah.

Naturally, she’d loved Mike. Anyone who could kiss ass to that level was bound to score brownie points with her. Pity he hadn’t been able to kiss anything of mine with the same ability. In fact, it hadn’t taken too long for me to figure out that if it came down to a choice between sex with Mike or an eight hour work day, I’d rather process the insurance claims. Useless prick.

I made a huge effort to push my thoughts and worries to one side as I walked back into the office just in time for the prick in question to look up from the pile of papers in front of him. Working with an ex who was never going to get over me dumping him was another really great reason to find a new job.

He gave me a sarcastic glare. “You know, I think you’re the only person I’ve ever worked with who can never get back from lunch on time.”

Flinging my bag on my desk and throwing myself into the chair, I muttered under my breath, “Yeah, well, I think you’re the only person I’ve ever slept with who could never satisfy me at all.”

Someone gave a slow round of applause behind me and I shot around, feeling my face going red. “Jesus, Carly, you nearly gave me a heart attack.”

“Sorry L. Great verbal counter-attack. Maybe a little louder next time so the asshole can hear you.”

“You know, when I’ve got a new full-time job to go to, I’ll shout it from the roof tops.”

“Amen to that.”

Carly shared my opinion of Mike; she just hadn’t been stupid enough to have a relationship with him.

We both glanced up and caught him frowning in our direction. Raising our eyebrows at each other, we parted company and started wading through the afternoon’s work. It sucked having to work on a Saturday.

* * * *

It was no good. I just could not get focused on work after my conversation with Helen. Could I ever be brave enough to go to her apartment knowing I’d be expected to participate? I could not imagine myself submitting to a man, but holy crap, just thinking about it made me feel hot and damp. I was really turned on by all this.

But what if I made a fool of myself? I was new to all this. And I didn’t know how to react to Steve on a regular everyday level, except when I’d been at the night club, surrounded by other people. How on earth would I cope with being in a bedroom, probably naked, with Steve and Helen wanting me to do God knows what?

Then again, maybe this was why I always got bored so quickly in relationships. It was never enough just to go on dates, to the movies or parties, then back to his place or mine for predictable twenty-minute sex. Foreplay, penetration, and then snoring—with a two minute cuddle before the snoring, if I were lucky.

I couldn’t imagine that kind of monotony with Steve.

The last time Steve had come around to my place to pay me, I’d been struggling down the street with two enormous bags of groceries. He pulled up in his car and got out, greeting me with a, “Hello, gorgeous. You look like you could do with some help,” in that deep sexy voice of his. He loaded the bags into the car, opened the front passenger door for me and had taken me home.

I thanked him as he pulled up in front of my apartment, assuming he would pay me and leave. However, he asked for my key, grabbed both bags as if they weighed nothing, let himself into my place with me hovering behind him. He was so commanding, a fact that made me want him even more.

After he’d put the bags in my kitchen, he walked back up the hallway to the front door. I trotted behind him. He’d turned and gave me the envelope containing my wages. We stared at each other for a few seconds, and then he brushed my cheek with his hand. When he bent and kissed it just where his fingers had been, every part of me had wanted to grab him and kiss him back, but I hadn’t had the nerve.

He told me, in that amazing voice of his, that he would see me soon, and I just nodded like a virginal schoolgirl. He grinned at me and let himself out, and I stood there, rooted to the spot, feeling turned on, a pulse throbbing between my legs for the first time in a long while.

Frustrated, I pushed away from the desk and stood, deciding to go and make a coffee to take my mind off the coming evening, and to keep myself going for the next four hours of drudgery and boredom.

Stopping by Carly’s desk, I gave her a “do you want a coffee” gesture and she nodded eagerly, rolling her eyes as she calmed an irate customer on the phone.

I crossed the hall and walked to the office kitchen.

“If I didn’t know you better, I’d think you were following me, Liza.”

I jumped, startled as Mike straightened up, a soda in his hand. He slammed the door of the fridge, a smirk on his face.

He crossed the room to stand in front of me.

I took a step back. I couldn’t leave now and let him think he got the better of me, so I decided to take the defensive route instead.

“That’s the whole problem, Michael. You’ve always been under the impression that you actually knew me well.”

A frown darkened his face. “Why do you behave like a bitch and deliberately wind me up? And you know I hate to be called Michael.”

“Look, I came in here to make coffee; no other reason. So why don’t you leave me in peace? In fact, let’s make it a point not to talk to each other. At all. I think it’ll be a relief for both of us.”

I walked around him and reached for the carafe. As I filled it at the sink, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. I could sense him right behind me now, but there was no way I was going to give him the satisfaction of seeing me unnerved by him.

His voice took on a whole different tone. “Come on, baby, don’t be angry with me. I’m glad you came in to make coffee. I think we should talk, and I also think, under that tough little exterior of yours, a part of you wants to work things out with me, maybe start again, huh? What do you think?”

His hand moved under my hair to stroke my neck. I instinctively pulled away, repulsed. “Don’t. Touch. Me.”

I slammed the kettle down on the counter, all thoughts of coffee now gone. I just needed to get away from this smarmy creep before I punched him square in the face.

He grabbed my wrist and spun me around as I tried to push past him in my haste to leave.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he snarled. “You know I’m good for you. I got you out of that lowlife club and into a decent job. I treated you well; we were good together and you know it.”

I wondered if he had a multiple personality disorder. One minute he was cooing all over me, the next, he was getting physically aggressive and spitting his words.

He leaned toward me, his nose nearly touching mine. “You know what, Liza? Maybe you’re just not good enough for me, after all.”

I could smell his breath when he spoke and realization dawned on me. I yanked my wrist free of his grasp and walked as steadily as I could to the doorway. When I reached it, I turned and looked him straight in the eye.

“If you ever touch me again, not only will I report you for sexual harassment, but I’ll inform every person in this building that you came back from lunch drunk and were abusive toward me.”

Mike stared me down, a deep frown on his face. His eyes became narrow slits. “You’re just a dick tease, baby. You know that? A frigid, snobby little dick tease.”

I flinched at the cold, harsh words, but I had just enough pride left not to lash out and behave how he obviously expected. Instead, I did the one thing I knew would get to him the most. I laughed, certain that both my laugh and my mock expression of pity would show him exactly what I thought of him.

God, it felt so good to see his face, mouth open, unable to come up with another retort. Then I turned and walked calmly away. Actions really did speak louder than words.

* * * *

At half past six, I was ready to go Helen’s house. Dressed in a long, tight, black dress and killer heels, I felt pretty relaxed, drink in hand, Nickelback pounding in the background. By seven, I wanted to get into a pair of sweats, lock up for the night and put in “Pretty Woman.”

After about twenty minutes of pacing up and down, I told myself to stop acting like a fucking baby and walked out the door to meet the taxi.

It worked.

After paying the taxi driver, I walked up to Helen’s apartment, slightly breathless from nervousness. I reached out to knock on the door. Before my fist reached the wood, the door swung open and Steve was standing there, smiling that wicked smile that turned my insides right around.

“Hey, cutie, you look great.” He reached over and kissed me softly on the lips, putting his hand on the back of my neck possessively as he did so. “Go on in; Helen’s waiting for you inside. I have to go out for a little while, but it shouldn’t take long.” He grinned. “I guess I should pick up some more alcohol on my way back. I know how you ladies are when you get together.”

God, he was just way too hot.

I pulled myself together and managed to smile back. “I’ll try not to drink Helen out of house and home while you’re gone.”

Steve ran a finger down my cheek then turned and walked away, down the hallway, toward the stairs. I watched him for a couple of seconds, realizing just how much I really wanted this big intimidating guy.

It had been a very long time since my stomach had actually churned in anticipation of the night ahead. I could imagine those big hands of his on my body, and his large frame pressing down on top of me. I couldn’t even imagine what being dominated by this man would feel like, but there was a big part of me that definitely wanted to find out. Yes, I was nervous, but that only added to the adrenalin pumping through my body as I thought about what was about to happen during the next few hours.

I entered the apartment and slowly closed the door. The last time I had been there was for an erotic underwear party Helen had thrown, about three weeks before. Steve had not been there and the place had been crowded with laughing, slightly drunk women trying on crotchless panties and comparing enormous, brightly colored vibrators.

I walked down the hallway, passing a good sized bathroom on one side and a couple of bedrooms on the other. The kitchen was on the left, next to the bathroom, and as I glanced inside, Helen appeared, glass in hand, out of the second bedroom. Quite small, slim, with big, brown eyes and long, dark hair, she was dressed to kill in a pair of straight black jeans and a tight, cream top.

“Hey Liza. You look amazing.” She smiled and gestured for me to follow her into the sitting room.

It was large, with a brick fireplace, rugs and two big couches dominating the room.

“I’m sorry about Steve disappearing like that. It happens quite a lot, with him and his businesses. This deal he’s working on seems to be very hush-hush, but he shouldn’t be long. Here, try some of this, it’s really good.” Helen poured a pretty large measure of vodka into a glass, then added some orange juice and a couple of ice cubes.

I thanked her and we both sat down on one of the couches.

“I’m glad you’re here. I thought you might change your mind.”

I realized I hadn’t actually said anything constructive since Steve had appeared in the doorway. Pull yourself together for God’s sake, I thought. She’s going to think you’re a complete idiot.

“I did think twice about whether it was a good idea, but here I am.”

Glancing around the room, I spied a really great collection of music. As my nerves about the night ahead seemed to be getting the better of me, I decided to get back up and walk over to the packed shelves. I started to look through them, and I felt, rather than saw, Helen come up behind me. The hairs on the back of my neck stood as she leaned really close and picked out a couple of CDs.

“Drink up,” she said, sliding the CD into the player. Def Leppard filled the room from every corner. “Steve loves all this old rock. I guess I do too, now.”

“That makes three of us,” I said. “I listen to all this stuff way more than chart music.”

We sat back down and I took a few more sips of vodka to relax. The two of us spent the next half an hour talking and laughing about music, the clothes we’d worn when we were teenage teenyboppers, stupid pranks we’d got up to in school, and old boyfriends. The vodka kept flowing, and I began to enjoy myself in Helen’s company.

“Let me tell you what I learned from my last relationship,” I said, mock-seriously. I paused for a few seconds, frowning and staring off into space. “Wait a minute…I nearly had it then.”

We looked at each other and cracked up laughing. When we both finally stopped laughing, Helen stared at me quite seriously and picked up a strand of my long red, wavy hair, gently curling it around her finger.

“Liza, you do understand what kind of relationship Steve and I have, don’t you? I mean, exactly the roles we both have when we’re together.”

I studied her intently, the fun all but forgotten with the question she was asking and where she might possibly be going with this. “Only what you mentioned at the café. You let him take charge. I mean you are...submissive. That’s the word you used earlier today, right?”

“Yes, he’s my Dom and I belong to him.”

I gulped down the last of the alcohol in my glass. “You asked me here to join the two of you for the night. I mean, not like his girlfriend or anything, but just for some fun, right?”

She smiled. “Yes, just for some fun. But let’s not worry about what comes after that, okay?” She dropped the lock of hair and stood up, still smiling. “Will you go to bed with me?”

For a second, I thought I had imagined it. The words were almost innocent-like when she’d said them, spoken in a soft, inviting tone.

“Well, pass me the bottle and I’ll let you know in a few minutes,” I laughed lightly.

“Oh, no, my dear,” she smiled. “I need you fairly clearheaded for this. Are you up for it?”

I regarded her, checking for any signs of insincerity, but all I could see was a small smile that definitely reached her eyes. I had thought if anything happened at all, it would be with the three of us. But Steve was MIA, and here I was, wanting something new and different in my life. I wanted a little excitement. I needed to let go completely and see what would happen when I did.

“Yes.” The word came out as a soft croak, but before I could take it back, Helen removed the glass from my hand and put it on the wooden coffee table in front of us. She took my hand and led me out of the sitting room and down the hall to the bedroom I’d seen her come out of when I first entered the apartment.

The room was decorated in deep reds and creams, with a large dark wood four poster bed, dominating the room on the far side. Two big mirrors on the walls faced each other either side of the bed and a dark wood dresser stood against the wall opposite the bed.

I could still hear the music coming from the sitting room as the door stood ajar. Helen turned to face me and gently kissed me on the lips, caressing the back of my neck as she did so.

“You haven’t done anything like this before, have you?” she asked.

I flushed at my obvious lack of experience and turned my head slightly.

“Don’t turn away. I love that you trust me enough to do this. Come and sit with me.”

The bed was high and I practically had to jump to sit with Helen on the end. I’d had enough to drink to tell myself to stop being such a little prude and get on and have some fun, so I looked at her and slowly ran my fingers over her lips, replacing them with my own after a couple of seconds. When her lips parted and I slowly sucked on the lower one, Helen made a small noise of enjoyment, and I felt my courage grow.

Helen undressed me, pulling the straps of my tight, black dress down until my breasts bounced free from the fabric. She smiled and stroked my cheek, then reached up and undid her shirt, letting it fall to the floor, with her bra and jeans following quickly after.

I stood up and slid my dress down the remainder of my body, stepping out of it and kicking it to one side.

Helen stood up, and when she reached out and ran her finger down between my breasts, I shivered. She cupped them, one by one, kissing and caressing each nipple with her tongue then gently pinching them between her fingers until they jutted out, aching for her mouth again.

A deep tremble of arousal worked its way through my body as her fingers left my tits and traveled down toward my black, lace panties. I felt my pussy throbbing, getting wetter by the second. When she slipped her finger under the fabric and stroked my hot, wet folds, I moaned, arching my back, my breasts grazing hers and my legs spreading slightly in anticipation.

Two seconds later, the front door opened and I froze. Shit. I looked at Helen, eyes out on stalks, expecting her to stop immediately and move away from me. Instead, she smiled warmly.

“Well, this should be fun. Steve has no idea that you and I getting to know each other in an intimate way is on the agenda.”

I was horrified. “Oh my God, you didn’t tell him anything about our conversation?”

“It’s okay, Liza. Just relax, everything’s fine. Honestly.”

Part of me was feeling really exposed and vulnerable, but if I was really honest with myself, a greater part definitely did not want her to stop. I was already missing her mouth on my breasts and feeling her finger gently pushing into my aching core was driving me crazy.

Fuck it, I thought. I’m in it this far, I may as well settle down for the ride.

Just as Helen slid two fingers into my wet pussy and I groaned with pleasure, Steve walked in.

I could see him taking in the situation slowly, silhouetted just inside the door, with the hall light behind him. He looked menacing, standing there with a beer in his hand: big, silent, and shoulders not much narrower than the doorway itself.

Helen stopped what she was doing, and I let out a sigh of disappointment as she turned to face him. He moved toward her and opened his mouth to say something, but she put a finger to his lips and, holding his arm, she led him to a big, comfy chair next to the dresser. She said just one word. “Watch.”

I stood tense, holding my breath, waiting to see if Steve was going to do as she said. Apparently, he wasn’t used to being told what to do, and he glared down at her for a long moment before slowly lowering himself into the chair. Helen hesitated for just a fraction of a second and in that time, he gave her a slight smile, leaning back and taking a sip of his beer. She sauntered back to the bed and climbed up on it, giving Steve a good view of her butt sticking up in the air as she did so. I instinctively followed her lead, knowing the time had come to step it up and be a real part of this.

We knelt on the bed, facing each other. The kisses were deeper this time, my tongue exploring her mouth, suckling both lips and then moving lower and lower until I found her nipples, returning the sensations she had given me, teasing and pulling the buds until they stood hard and erect. Helen sighed with pleasure and the sound gave me more confidence, my hands reaching out to cup her ass and pull her toward me.

My hand slowly moved to the front and slid between her thighs, and I copied her earlier action, sliding two fingers into her soaked pussy. Her sigh turned into a low moan. She began to move back and forth against me in a steady rhythm as I moved my head level with hers. She kissed my mouth, pushing her tongue in and out. My thumb found her clit and I rubbed it gently, moistening it with her own wetness as I slipped another finger into her soft, wet cunt. We moved faster and faster, and I realized, amazingly, I was about to make a woman come for the first time in my life. I felt her climax against my fingers, her pussy throbbing, head thrown backwards in pleasure.

Slowly she lowered her head until she was looking straight into my eyes. Smiling, she kissed me and took back control of the situation. I allowed her to push me back onto the bed, where she knelt beside me. Glancing over, I saw that Steve had hardly moved. He was sitting back in the chair, watching quietly, an unreadable expression on his face as we came together before him.

Helen reached over and spread light kisses down my abdomen, circling my belly button with slow warm licks and moving in a trail toward my aching center. Moving to my thighs, she started the trail again, this time moving up as my legs, tensed in anticipation.

I moaned quietly as she found what I needed her to touch so badly. Her lips flicked my clit, and I gasped and gripped the covers, hoping that I wouldn’t come too soon and end the incredible bliss I was feeling. Instead of feeling self-conscious that I had an audience, I felt liberated. I wanted him to get hard just seeing my intense pleasure.

Just as her mouth took complete control of my body, Helen moved on top of me, ass in the air, and slid a finger into my pussy. Groaning, I writhed on the bed, and when she added another finger, stroking and teasing, I whimpered, knowing that I was going to come, completely out of control and absolutely loving it.

I moaned as wave upon wave of pleasure hit me and my body rocked against her mouth and fingers.

When Helen raised her head and smiled at me, I felt like a million dollars. I had never been so free of inhibitions. As she sat beside me on the bed, I leaned over and kissed her on the mouth, tasting myself on her lips.

Both of us turned in Steve’s direction at the same moment. He looked at each of us in turn and then stood up, putting the empty bottle on the dresser as he did so.





 

Chapter Two

 

 

Crossing the room, Steve seemed to grow larger with every step he took and, for the first time that evening, I began to feel scared, not having any clue what would happen next.

He loomed over us as we sat on the edge of the king sized bed and I suddenly felt exposed. My skin flushed under his intense regard. I searched for my clothes, but they were scattered on the floor.

“It’s a little late to worry about modesty now, sweetheart,” Steve said. His voice was deep and sexy, with a slight sarcastic edge to it. He took a step back from the bed. “Stand up, both of you.”

We both immediately did as he ordered.

It was obvious that Steve was well over six feet tall; my eyes met with his chest. I was taken by surprise when he leaned down and kissed us in turn, then in a soft tone, told Helen to fetch two robes from the closet. After we put them on, he gestured for us to sit, making me feel even smaller and more vulnerable.

Turning to Helen, he looked deep into her eyes and said quietly, “Thank you for entertaining me. However, I am going to have to punish you for doing this without my permission.”

My head snapped up in attention, wondering just for a second if he was joking. When I saw his expression, a light clicked on inside my head and everything that Helen had hinted at in the past began to make sense. A small thrill of excitement tingled inside my body, and my nipples hardened again at the thought of what was about to happen next.

His head turned toward me and my heart jumped into my throat. At that moment, it became apparent what ‘fight or flight’ meant, and just for a second, I actually toyed with the idea of making a run for the door.

“If you really want to leave, that’s okay, sweetheart. I’m not into forcing someone to be where they don’t want to be.”

Steve smiled, and I was shocked that he had read my facial expressions quite so easily.

I weighed his words. Something my grandmother used to say suddenly came into my mind. “If there’s no missed opportunities, then there’s no regrets.” I wasn’t sure if this particular situation was what she had in mind, but hell, it worked for me.

I took a deep breath. “I’d like to stay,” I whispered.

Steve stroked the side of my face with large, slightly rough fingers and then kissed me where the fingers had been. More tingles swept through my body and I quivered with anticipation.

“Turn around, both of you, and bend over the bed.”

The gentleness he had shown only a moment ago had been replaced with a stern sexy drawl.

Was he kidding? He wanted me to bend over as well? I thought I would have to watch, or something. I mean, Helen was the submissive one here; she had explained that to me earlier. I didn’t know he would want to punish me like I belonged to him as well.

Helen had already bent over the bed, and I looked up at Steve. I had to do something about the predicament I was in.

“Look, I didn’t realize exactly what you meant when you asked if I wanted to stay. I’ve never done this before and I don’t know…”

The words dried on my lips as he shook his head and put two fingers over my mouth.

“Do you want to learn about being submissive, Liza? Your eyes, and the way your body is trembling, tell me that you do. However, I’ve already said I’m not into forcing people against their will.”

I knew deep down that I wanted to learn more. Wetness gathered between my legs, and the thought of Steve spanking me, or whatever it was he had in mind, thrilled me right to my core.

“I do want to learn,” I whispered.

“Good girl for being honest with me, and yourself. Helen is waiting for you. Go and bend over the bed.”

I obeyed him and bent over the end, heart thumping, feeling the fear and arousal spread through my body as I waited for what was coming next.

I sensed him getting closer to us, and I jumped slightly when he spoke right next to my head. “It’s time I took back some control after your little exhibition.”

I lay with my face turned away from Helen. Every muscle in my body was tense, waiting for the crack of his hand on my rear. My nipples were hard as rocks as they rubbed against the fabric and pressed into the bed with every breath I took.

I felt the bottom of the robe being lifted and cool air caressed my ass.

Instead of his hand smacking down on my bare skin as I expected, his fingers slid down my ass and up into my pussy, which was still throbbing from Helen’s attentions. My body flinched, and he gave a rumble of laughter.

“Spread your legs, Liza.”

I immediately obliged, gasping as another finger slid inside, the first caressing my clit, teasing until I groaned with delight. Turning my head, I watched Helen and it dawned on me that Steve was doing exactly the same thing to her.

His fingers stroked from one end of my pussy to the other and heat spread through my body, my ass bucking each time he stroked my throbbing clit, and I realized he had complete control over me—a feeling I had never experienced before.

Knowing that Helen was right next to me, totally under his spell as well, hearing her cries and gasps mingle with my own, made me almost lose it. But I knew I had to hold back as long as I could.

I felt my hot juices begin to run down me again and my cries grew louder as two fingers rubbed my clit in torturous circles that made me want to explode with delight.

My legs spread wider as he began to finger-fuck me, gradually getting faster as he probed deeper and deeper into my aching core.

“You both belong to me tonight. Don’t forget that.”

Both of us were sighing and groaning, almost in unison, and I saw that Helen was gripping the bed covers as hard as I was. I knew I was going to come at any second.

My muscles tightened around his fingers as they fucked me harder and harder.

“Do you want to come now, baby?” Steve was leaning over, his mouth near my ear.

I moaned and nodded.

“That’s not good enough sweetheart,” he said in a low, growling voice.” I need to hear you ask my permission. Come on Liza, what do you want? Tell me what you want right now. And the proper address in this situation is ‘Sir.’”

He withdrew his hand when I failed to answer him and I cried out in desperation.

He slapped my ass and put his head right next to mine.

“Well?”

“Pl…Please, Sir, please may I come now?” I was begging him. I couldn’t fight the intensity and depth of my need; it was going to wrench away any control I had in seconds.

“Much better. Yes, little Liza, you may.”

Immediately my body started to shudder, and I cried out as wave after wave hit me. I closed my eyes, drowning in the sensations I was feeling.

“Oh my God,” Helen gasped.

Steve turned to her. “Is there something you want to ask me?”

“Please, Sir, may I come now as well?”

“Yes, Helen, you may.”

Her body shook as she came right beside me.

Steve slowly withdrew his hands and stood up behind us. I wondered if this was the punishment he had been talking about. But it couldn’t be. I could hardly describe what had just taken place as a punishment of any kind.

I didn’t have to wait long to get an answer to my unspoken question.

“Stand up, Liza, and turn around. Helen, you stay as you are.”

My robe fell back around my legs as I stood up and turned to face him. Shit, he really was an intimidating man, but even so, I wasn’t frightened anymore as I looked up into his blue eyes. He had a fair amount of stubble and I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like rubbing against my thighs as he lapped at my aching cunt.

“Go and fetch two pieces of rope and a belt from the chair in the other bedroom,” he instructed.

I hesitated. Oh shit.

“Now, Liza. I don’t like having to tell my submissives twice.”

I left in a hurry and opened the door to the second bedroom. This room was obviously more than just a guest bedroom. Besides a bed, chest of drawers, and a large leather chair, I spied a shelf with assorted sex toys and other bondage implements, some of which I didn’t even recognize.

As I passed a full length mirror, I did a classic double take and backed up to take a second look. I saw flushed cheeks and glittering blue-gray eyes staring back at me, and my thick copper hair was a mess of tangled curls tumbling down my back.

As I studied my reflection, I realized that I had never seen myself this way. I had been stumbling along with life for far too long. I was bored with the direction I was going in and I needed to change my whole way of thinking. I didn’t want to be a good girl anymore. I wanted to push boundaries. I no longer wanted to be held back by society’s rules and restrictions.

Regular sex with a typical guy was…boring. Just plain uninspiring. Steve could be brooding and dangerous, issuing orders and making demands. The next minute he was kissing me and showing a much gentler side that made me feel protected, and cared for. The unpredictability was addictive, and the truth of it was, I wanted more. A lot more.

I opened my robe and touched my nipples, feeling their taut buds, wishing it was Steve’s hands and not my own.

With a start, my mind jumped back to the present and what I was supposed to be doing. I spotted the ropes and belts hanging on the back of the leather chair and picked up two soft pieces of rope, about three feet in length. There were four different belts to choose from, and I wondered what each would feel like on my ass. My clit began to throb just thinking about it and after a couple of seconds, I chose a thin, black belt with a small brass buckle.

Opening the door back up, I was met with an unexpected scene. Steve was sitting on the chair, and Helen was naked, lying over his knee, ass tipped high in the air.

“We’ve been waiting, Liza. How long does it take to fetch rope and a belt?”

“I’m sorry.” It was all I could think of to say.

“I’m sorry, what?”

His eyes bore into mine and instinctively I peered down at Helen, lying there: silent, expectant.

“Don’t look at Helen; look at me!”

I slowly raised my eyes to meet his and said, “Sir.”

“I was going to let you wait in the other room, but now I think it would be better for you to watch and learn how you should be behaving,” he explained. “Take off the robe and come here.”

Immediately I untied the belt and let it drop to the floor, walking as I did so, not wanting to irritate him further.

“Take one piece of rope and tie her hands together in front of her.”

He took the other rope and belt as I gulped and looked at Helen, bent over his knee, quiet, submissive, waiting for her punishment.

“Do. It. Now, Liza.”

I quickly crouched down and tied the rope around Helen’s hands, making sure it was not too tight, a feeling of guilt washing over me for being a part of her upcoming pain and humiliation. I stood up and took a couple of steps back, my hands automatically moving to protect my modesty.

Steve shook his head and crooked his finger at me, signaling for me to come back over to him at once.

“Turn around,” he ordered, motioning for me to comply. He grasped my hands and, before I understood his intention, had my wrists securely tied behind me with the other rope. He nudged me back around. “Don’t move.”

I stood frozen in place and watched with morbid fascination as he trailed the belt slowly down her back.

“Do you have anything to say to me, Helen?”

I figured she was going to say she was sorry and beg him not to use the belt.

“Please teach me to remember to ask your permission first, Sir. I just wanted to give you a nice surprise, but I know now that I should have waited.”

“I’m happy to teach you because I know how much you want to please me.”

The first crack of the belt on soft skin made me jump and gasp. I waited for her to cry out in pain, but instead her ass tipped even higher and she moaned in what was obvious enjoyment.

“Count out loud, Helen. We will stop at ten.”

Each time the belt connected with her ass, she counted. I watched, riveted, rooted to the spot. My nipples became hard and my pussy throbbed as the spanking went on.

Helen moaned with an obvious need and started to writhe around on Steve’s lap. He stopped immediately.

“Did I say you could move?”

“I’m sorry, Sir. Please, please don’t stop.”

“You will not come until I give permission. Is that understood?”

“Yes, I promise... Please, Sir.”

Her voice sounded desperate and I realized that, although this was supposed to be a punishment, Steve dominated her while allowing pleasure, as well. I was beginning to learn.

He stroked her ass cheeks gently for a few seconds, then ran the belt slowly across them. She quivered slightly, before becoming completely still again.

“Good girl. That’s better.”

Raising the belt into the air, he brought it down again with renewed vigor. I watched as angry welts formed on her skin, but still he carried on strapping her. After what felt like an age, she gasped out the number ten and he lowered his hand, dropping the belt on the floor.

“Are you ready to come for me, baby?”

“Yes, Sir,” she breathed.

“Open your legs.”

She immediately complied with his order. His hand disappeared between them and within seconds she cried out, her body shuddering over and over.

When she finally became still again, he gathered her from his lap and into his arms and carried her to the bed. After he untied her wrists, he tenderly covered her with the comforter.

As I stood there, taking it all in, I grew wet with desire and wanted nothing more than to have Steve pull me over his knee and mete out my punishment as he saw fit.

He kissed Helen like a loving husband. “Thank you for taking your discipline so well, sweetheart. You know I only want to reaffirm the need for obedience.”

“Yes, Sir.” She reached up and kissed him again

“Go to sleep now, baby. I’ll see you in the morning.” He left the bed and, as he passed, grasped my upper arm and marched me to the door. “Come with me, Liza; I haven’t finished with you yet.”

I began to tremble as he pulled me down the hall and into the spare bedroom. Panic, excitement and desire all warred within me. Damn, I wanted whatever he was going to dish out; my whole body was on fire for it, but I was also apprehensive—what plans did he have for me? It was going to be just me and him. Alone.

With a gentle shove, he propelled me inside and closed the door behind us. He turned and looked long and hard at me. My knees shook and my palms were sweaty. I fiddled with the rope binding my wrists behind my back.

“I think you enjoyed watching me punish Helen, and I think your eyes are being opened to all the pleasure I could bring you.”

A warm flush crept over my face.

“Do you want to show me how much you need this, Liza?”

Eyes on the floor, I gave a hesitant nod.

His hand moved under my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. “Answer me properly.”

“Yes…Sir,” I added, a thrill passing through me at his obvious desire to dominate me.

“Then kneel down and show me.”

I took a deep breath and, struggling not to topple over, lowered myself to my knees. My hands, still bound, upset my balance, but he made no move to help as I dropped down hard. Even so, arousal and trepidation rushed through my veins.

I peered up at him, awaiting his next command.

He unzipped his jeans and his hard cock sprang out in front of my face. I let out a small gasp.

Steve laughed softly. “It’s all yours.”

I leaned forward and took the long, thick shaft into my mouth, sliding my lips over the warm flesh. I skimmed the ridge with my tongue and heard him groan with pleasure.

Running my tongue up to the slit, I did the same, flicking the sensitive tip. He juddered and I licked up the pre-cum greedily.

I closed my mouth around the head of his cock and then took him right to the back of my throat. Sliding my lips back and forth along the shaft, I sucked his hard length, knowing I was pleasing him. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and began thrusting harder and faster between my eager lips.

My knees spread wider to keep my balance and I moaned with anticipation as I imagined him thrusting into my aching cunt over and over until I was screaming with pleasure.

I felt him shudder and he groaned. His cock pulsated in my mouth and he came with a shout, shooting hot semen down my throat. I swallowed it all, loving the fact that he’d come and I was responsible. I licked him clean, his cum tasting wonderful: warm and a little salty.

He reached down and helped me back to my feet. Untying my hands, he threw the rope on the floor and lifted me into his arms.

“I’m going to fuck you, sweetheart. You need to know that you answer to me now, and only me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said in a stronger voice. My confidence was growing now that I’d learned what he wanted to hear.

“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

“I want you to have a safeword. If anything becomes unbearable, or you start to panic in any way, I want you to use it. Okay? You need a word familiar to you, one you can think of quickly.”

“Rose; it’s my middle name,” I suggested nervously.

“Elizabeth Rose. It’s a beautiful name.”

“Rose was my grandmother’s name,” I said, a touch defensively. It was not easy to forget the teasing I’d endured at school about how old fashioned it was.

At the frown on his face, I changed my tone. “I’m glad you like it, Sir.”

He raised an eyebrow, but didn’t comment. He walked across to the bed and put me face down on it, spreading my legs wide. “Don’t move.”

I pressed my forehead into the soft sheets, acquiescing to his control. He was in charge now. His tone did not allow for argument.

Leaning over me, he stretched out each arm toward the small bedposts, and I felt cold metal surround my wrists. Shackles held me fast as my breathing quickened and my pulse raced uncontrollably. I was at his mercy, and I loved that. However, the vulnerable position—naked and spread eagle and shackled to the bed—frayed my already tense nerves. The contradiction between the two extremes left me breathless.

I turned my head to view the man who wanted to own me so completely. Lust pounded through me, every nerve on edge as I began to understand just exactly what I’d been missing all this time. I looked at his body, muscle rippling under skin as he threw the last of his clothes to the floor, and I saw that, even though he had just shot his load so deliciously in my mouth, his cock was growing hard again.

He walked out of view and I felt two hands on my hips, lifting my ass up into the air.

He leaned down, his breath warm on my neck and spoke in a low, soft voice, “Tell me what you want, Liza. Tell me right now.”

I hesitated, self-conscious, too embarrassed to say the words.

He spanked my ass, the sting making me yelp with surprise.

The throbbing inside me intensified as my cheek smarted from his hand. “Please, Sir,” I gasped. “Fuck me. I need you inside me so badly.”

My ass bucked as a finger ran over my clit. He pinched the swollen nub. “So wet, sweetheart. It better be just for me from now on.”

When I didn’t respond, he spanked me again, harder.

“No, don’t! It hurts!” I protested.

“Answer me now, or it’s going to hurt a great deal more.”

“It’s only for you, Sir,” I promised.

My ass cheeks were burning, but then the feeling of pain turned to one of sweet pleasure and my pussy pulsed with a new kind of longing. I wondered if maybe his punishments were something I could learn to like.

He knelt behind me and pressed his hardness between my spread legs, running the smooth shaft between my soaked, aching folds. Helplessly, I pulled on my restraints, desperate to free my hands and take back some control.

He chuckled. “Oh, no, Liza. I’m the one in charge here. And you don’t come until I tell you to. Remember that.”

I cried out as he drew me toward him and slid his long, rigid cock inside me in one hard thrust. My muscles clamped around his length and he let out a groan, pulling out then burying himself deep into my tight pussy.

“You’re mine now,” he growled. “Do you understand that? I want to hear you scream when I make you come. This sweet pussy belongs to me, and I’m going to fuck it again and again.”

His hands cupped my breasts, pinching my nipples as he pounded in and out of me, his cock ramming harder and deeper than I’d ever experienced before.

I pushed back against him, not wanting him to hold anything back. I could take everything he had to give. The pleasure and the pain…

I moaned in protest when his hands left my nipples, but seconds later, two fingers found my swollen clit, pinching and circling it until I thought I might lose my mind.

“I’m gonna make you come now, Liza. Is that what you want?”

“Oh, God, yes. Please, please, Sir,” I begged.

His hands moved back to my hips and, gripping them hard, lifted my ass even higher. He plunged full on, plowing into me until I threw back my head and screamed out in sheer ecstasy as wave upon wave of pleasure shot through me.

Steve groaned and shuddered, exploding inside me, leaning over my body and pumping every last drop of his seed deep into my core.

A few seconds later, while I still trembled from my orgasm, he released my hips from his grasp and slowly pulled out of me. He kissed my shoulder tenderly then leaned back, letting me ease myself down on to the bed again. Getting up, he went to my hands and removed the shackles. As I knelt up, rubbing each wrist in turn, he took them both in his hands, gently massaging them to return the circulation.

“Is that better?” he asked.

When I nodded, he turned and walked across to his clothes. He pulled his jeans back on, not bothering to fasten them, then picked up his white tee shirt from the floor. He came back and slid the soft material over my head. Putting my arms through, I could smell his warm, fresh scent. I looked up at him, loving the way he was so forceful one minute and so gentle the next.

He pulled me upright and his tee shirt brushed the tops of my thighs. Putting his hands on my shoulders, he leant down and brushed my lips with his own. His hands ran down my sides and he slid them under the material, caressing my warm ass with his large, rough fingers.

“You’re beautiful, Liza. Thank you.”

“What for?” I stared at him, confused. Shouldn’t I be the one thanking him for the best sex of my entire life?

“You trusted me, sweetheart. You put yourself in my hands without question. Not many people can do that right off the bat.”

I felt warmed by the compliment because for once, I was being myself. In the past, when I tried to explain any desire I had for my partner to be more kinky in the bedroom, my admission was either met with an awkward silence or, worse, laughter.

Putting a hand under my chin, he lifted my face up to his.

“Always tell me what you want, Liza. There’s no judgment here. All I want to do is satisfy you in every way I can. The deal is that you’re mine now. You belong to me.”

But that was not what Helen had offered, my heart cautioned.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, he pulled me onto his lap and kissed me hard. “Are you okay with that?” he asked.

I looked him straight in the eyes and knew I had fallen for this huge, tough man, who was able to make me feel more cherished and sexually satisfied than I’d ever been.

“Will Helen be okay with that?

“Knowing what I know now, yes, I think she will be.”

Even though I wondered what he meant by that, his words elated me.

“So,” he repeated, “Are you okay with that?”

“Shockingly, yes. I’ve never felt so okay about anything in my life. I don’t think I could keep away from you if I tried.”

To prove my point, I jumped up out of his lap and tried to push him down, so I could climb on top of him and show him my new found devotion. My efforts didn’t budge him in the slightest. Was he made of steel?

Laughing deeply, he stood up and turned me around. “You need to rest now. Come on, into bed.”

I pouted, not making any attempt to move. He turned me back to face him, and the look he gave me made me wish I had done as he asked. Spinning me back around, he clamped a hand down on my back and bent me over, spanking me hard on the ass.

“You’re going to have to learn obedience, little one. And I’m really looking forward to teaching you.” He spanked me even harder, twice more, and my ass burned.

Letting me stand back up, I quickly climbed into the large bed and dived under the covers.

Even after his punishment, I was desperate not to be separated from him so soon. I wasn’t ready to give up the taste and touch of him. Despite my sore ass, my whole body was quivering for more. Like an addiction, I was craving him—his domination, a drug that made me feel alive, sensuous and begging for his attention.

“You’re going to be receiving a lot more discipline from me, Liza, if you don’t curb the attitude.”

I peeked up at him. His eyes moved to the chair and I followed his gaze, seeing a couple more belts hanging on the back. I looked back at him, worried. A small smile was tugging at his lips, but there was a definite warning tone in his voice when he spoke again.

“You’re mine now, and my word is law. Remember that, Liza.”

I nodded and saw his face begin to frown.

“Yes, Sir,” I added quickly.

His expression softened and he leant down, kissing me on my forehead. He stood back up and I watched him walk away from me, broad shoulders, long muscular legs and a nice, tight ass.

He turned at the door. “I’ll be back in a while, so get some sleep now.”

Steve closed the door firmly and I lay back, going over the last few minutes in my mind. My ass felt tender, but the rest of my body felt warm and sated. Just thinking of what was to come made my insides quiver with anticipation.

It had grown dark and the room was bathed in the glow of a tall lamp standing by the dresser. I watched the second hand of an old fashioned clock on the nightstand go around three times before I fell into a deep, satisfied sleep.





 

Chapter Three

 

 

A loud, angry voice and a slamming door dragged me from my dreamless sleep. Startled, my eyes snapped wide open and I sat up, staring groggily around the dark room. Someone had turned the lamp off and closed the curtains. I sat there in the darkness, not quite knowing what to do as Steve continued to rant furiously right by the bedroom door. Apparently, someone had really pissed him off.

The conversation ended abruptly and I lay back down, quite still as Steve entered the room. He left the door ajar, and the hall light allowed me to watch him move silently to the dresser. He took out a shirt, pulled it on and grabbed a jacket from the chair next to it. As he did so, it occurred to me that he must spend quite some time here if he kept clothes in the spare room. Even after what had passed between us, I still felt very much like the outsider.

“I’m awake,” I said, my voice sounding small, in the large room.

He swung around in surprise and reached to turn on the lamp before coming to sit on the bed, close beside me. Glancing at the clock, I saw I’d been asleep for a few hours.

He had a hardened expression, but his words reassured me.

“I’m sorry I woke you, sweetheart. I have to go out for a while, but I want you to stay right here. Helen is next door if you need anything.” A small smile broke his serious expression and he lifted a finger to gently stroke my cheek. “You are just as beautiful when you’re sleeping.”

I smiled back, wanting to run my hand over the stubble that had begun to appear since I saw him last. “Is everything all right? You sounded so angry in the hallway. I don’t mean to pry or anything,” I added as a frown returned and his mouth set in a grim line.

“I just have to take care of a small problem,” he answered, his appearance almost menacing in the dim light.

I must have looked worried because he immediately reached over, pulling me to him, my breasts crushing against his chest, his lips, hard and demanding, finding mine. I wound my arms around his neck as his tongue pushed into my hot mouth, intimately dancing with my own. Dampness grew between my legs and a familiar ache throbbed in my pussy. God, he could kiss.

After a minute, his deep chuckle reverberated against my lips and he slowly pulled away from me. I reluctantly sat back, missing his mouth.

“You have no idea what I want to do to that warm, sexy body of yours,” he murmured.

“Will you show me? …Sir,” I added.

He grinned. “You’re learning fast.”

I climbed to my knees and crawled toward him seductively.

Shaking his head, he held up the comforter and gestured for me to get under it again.

I hesitated and he stared at me, raising an eyebrow. I was making him wait, but any resolve I had faltered under his steely gaze. I did as he asked.

“Good girl. Unfortunately, it will have to wait until later, but I promise you that every part of your body will be exhausted when I’m finished. Sleep well, Liza.”

For the second time that night, he left me to rest, but this time I was wide awake, knowing that sleep was going to evade me. I heard the front door close and I sat up in frustration. How could he expect me to just fall back asleep after saying those words?

Annoyed, I threw myself back on the pillow. I tossed and turned for a while, my mind flooding with images of his thick, hard cock slamming into me—my wrists restrained with ropes as he sucked on my nipples, pulling them into tight buds, rubbing my clit over and over, ramming into my burning pussy until I screamed with ecstasy.

It was no good. Throwing the covers back, I sat on the edge of the bed, tapping my fingers impatiently, contemplating what to do next. I felt hot and bothered, so I pulled off his tee shirt and padded, naked to the door.

Quietly, I walked into the bathroom, doing a classic double-take as I passed the mirror over the sink. I grimaced at my disheveled hair and smudged eyes. Christ, if this was how I’d looked the last time he saw me, no wonder he’d decided to leave.

It felt much cooler in here, and I decided to make use of a lavender, silky robe that was hanging behind the door. I slipped it on, covering my nakedness, figuring that after what had transpired between us earlier, Helen wouldn’t mind if I borrowed something of hers.

Standing at the sink, I washed off the smudges and ran fingers through my unruly hair. Patting my face dry with one of the soft burgandy towels from the rail beside me, I studied my reflection, taking in the heart shaped face, still slightly flushed and the serious, blue-gray eyes that stared back at me.

I didn’t look any different on the outside, but as I stared hard into the mirror, self-consciousness began to settle over me. I tried to figure out why I was feeling like this. I had loved every minute of the evening and had discovered another side of myself that had let me strip away so many of my inhibitions. I had been able to explore and experience deep, secret desires that I’d had locked inside for years. So why, after happily committing myself to Steve, was I standing here now, feeling so vulnerable?

It was all very well getting caught up in the moment, making promises and handing over control to another person. What about in the cold light of day?

Self-doubt settled in my stomach, making me feel a little nauseous. I grasped the edges of the sink and rocked slowly back and forth. Okay, pull yourself together, right now. You can’t stay here for the rest of the night, I told myself.

I walked back out to the hallway and stopped between the two bedrooms. Make a decision. Either get your clothes and leave or get back into bed and wait for Steve, I thought.

Oh shit. The thought of facing both of them was just too much. I had to separate myself from the situation and think about it all. It was just the way I usually handled things.

I tip-toed into Helen’s room and picked out my clothes from the heap on the floor. A warm blush crept up my face as I glanced at the dark shape breathing deeply under the covers. Images of earlier entered my mind before I could stop them and I quickly left the bedroom.

Going to the sitting room, I dressed and searched for my bag. Finding it on the floor by an armchair, I grabbed it and pulled out a pen, debating on whether or not to leave a note explaining that I’d had a great time and would call soon. It seemed so lame, writing a thank you note. Deciding against it, I shoved the pen back and walked to the front door.

I paused, my hand on the doorknob. It was okay, I reassured myself. Steve would understand. I had made a sort of commitment I supposed, but hell, I didn’t belong to him everyday 24/7, did I? I just needed a day or two to process what had happened and re-group, ready for whatever lay ahead. Or, a small voice whined, you are completely spineless and are just too chicken shit to face them both in the morning.

Yeah, whatever.

Heels in hand, I twisted the lip on the handle to lock the door knob and clicked the door shut behind me and, leaving the building, walked to the main road. I took out my cell and called the local cab company I always used, then stood in the darkness, wondering if I’d done the right thing.

A cold ten minutes later, I jumped into the taxi and, glad of its warmth, let it take me safely home.

* * * *

Within half an hour, I was standing under my shower head, letting the hot, cascading water soothe away the tension in my neck and shoulders. I washed vigorously with soap and shampoo that smelled of coconut and strawberries. As I ran my hands over my body, I saw Steve’s hands in my mind, touching and exciting every part of me. I felt myself blush as I remembered how high my ass had been raised in the air and how my body had reacted to the smacks Steve had given me.

My wrists were still a little tender from struggling against the shackles, but surprisingly, the tenderness gave me a strange desire to experience more.

I had to pull myself together. There was no denying it; this was what I wanted. To give control over completely to a man—this man, was what my future held. Just imagining what he had in store for me caused a slow, deep throbbing to pulse in my core.

I stepped out of the shower feeling invigorated and full of an energy that meant sleep was not an option. Toweling myself dry, I walked into my bedroom, glancing at the clock beside my bed as I threw the towel on the big armchair next to my dresser. It was just after 5:00 A.M.

There was a definite chill in the air and I shivered as I stood there, wondering what to do next. I felt restless and hyped up. I needed to expel this energy so I could calm down and decide what to do.

After pulling on my favorite sweats, I grabbed my iPod and put on running shoes, then grabbed my keys. I took the front door key off the ring, slung the others back on their hook, and stepped outside my apartment. I pushed the lone key to the back of the ledge above the door. I know it wasn’t the safest option, but I was too afraid of losing it while jogging to take it with me, something that had already happened once before.

The sky held the first signs of morning light and the cold air was pleasantly bracing. Moments later, I was jogging across the main road and into the large park just a few hundred yards from my apartment.

The running track around the park was deserted, and after completing two circuits, my mind felt clear and my body had expelled all the excess energy that was rattling me earlier. I slowed to a brisk walk and headed home, figuring that I would call Steve as soon as the hour was decent.

It was Sunday, the one day I had completely to myself where I wasn’t processing insurance forms or cleaning offices. As I walked, I wondered excitedly whether Steve, Helen and I would be able to spend some time together later that day. I wanted to really get to know them both—to see how far they took the dominant/submissive lifestyle and how much they wanted me to be a part of that.

I felt like a kid about to be set loose in a candy store. I wanted to try all the different kinds of treats and see which ones I liked the best. Damn it, I couldn’t wait until later. I decided I would call as soon as I got back, and if no-one picked up, I could at least leave a message.

Swinging the front doors open, I ran into my building, tore up the stairs and grabbed the hidden key from the ledge. Slamming the door behind me, I flung the key on the table and ran straight to my cell phone, which I’d left on the arm of the sofa. My hand reached out to grab it.

“Must be a real important call.”

I gasped, whirling around, almost losing my balance and the phone. Steve sat calmly in my armchair, long legs stretched out, crossed at the ankles, hands resting on the arms. I’d been in such a hurry, I’d looked neither right or left as I’d rushed to get my phone to call the man staring long and hard at me from across the room.

“I…what the hell…?” I garbled, my heart hammering in my chest as I took in the bright blue eyes that bored right into me.

“I’d find a better hiding place for your key if I were you, honey,” he drawled in his low, throaty voice, a dangerous smile playing at his lips.

I stared at him, not knowing what to say as his steady gaze held me rooted to the spot.

“I told you to get some rest and I’d be back in a couple of hours. You ignored my instructions and left without as much as a note to explain your actions. We made an agreement, Liza. You expressed a wish to be a part of this lifestyle, and that means obeying my commands, or having a damn good reason why you didn’t.”

A feeling of dread washed over me. I’d screwed up at the very first opportunity.

“Well?” he prompted.

I jumped, not knowing how to explain my actions, but realizing that I’d better figure it out pretty quickly.

“I…I’m sorry. I felt awkward and kind of restless being there after you left. I couldn’t settle, so I thought I’d just come home for a while. I was about to call you, but…well, obviously, I…”

My voice dried up as Steve uncrossed his legs and sat up in the chair, frowning.

“Not good enough, Liza.”

My heart sank.

“Answer me honestly, right now. Do you want to be a part of a dominant/submissive relationship with me?”

Hope flared inside me as I realized not only was he giving me the opportunity to put my mistake right, he had also used the word “relationship.”

“Yes…Sir,” I added quickly.

A smile flickered briefly across his face. It was gone in a second, but I felt relief flood through me.

“I’m going to punish you for disobeying me and then we will talk about the right way for you to act in the future.”

I took a small step back as a knot formed in my stomach; anxiety instantly replaced the feeling of relief I’d just had.

“Come and stand in front of me,” he commanded.

I walked across the room, not wanting to piss him off any further, and stood right before him, wondering what form of punishment I was in for.

Obviously, he could read minds.

“You get a spanking for leaving without any explanation, and in the future it had better be a matter of life and death before you disobey me again.” He glared at me. “Strip.”

I swallowed nervously. He couldn’t be serious. In the cold light of day. Right here, in my own sitting room? Instinctively, I took another step back.

“Now, Liza. It’s not a request.”

Heat suffused my cheeks. I began to take off my sweats, my hands starting to tremble as I slid them over my hips, and down my thighs.

“Hurry up, or I’ll take them off for you,” he growled.

Pushing them past my knees until they gathered at my ankles, I stepped out of the pants and kicked the puddle of fabric out of the way. Next I tugged at the hem of my sweatshirt and, with a resigned exhale, dragged it over my head and dropped it to the floor. Embarrassed, my eyes never quite reached his. I knew what he expected. I still had my undergarments to remove.

Deciding to be done with it, I took a deep breath and quickly peeled off my bra and panties.

I stood in front of him, naked, my trembling hands trying to shield my modesty from his hard blue eyes. Luckily the dark curtains were still pulled across, and the early morning glare of sunlight couldn’t fill the room. The semi-darkness made it easier somehow.

“Hands by your sides.”

So much for that. I let them fall, fisting them at my hips. I had never felt so exposed in my life as he sat there taking in every curve and swell of my frame.

Reaching out, he ran his hands gently over my breasts and I gasped as my nipples instantly hardened beneath his touch.

He chuckled softly and then pointed down at his lap. “Across my knee, Liza. Right now.”

My heart was thudding so loudly, I was sure he could hear it. I hesitated for just a fraction of a second.

He grabbed my wrist, brought me to his side and pulled me over his hard thighs. “It’s going to be fun teaching you to do as you’re told without question.”

I lay over his lap, rigid, my breasts resting on the side of his leg and my arms hanging down to the floor. My ass was stuck up in the air, but apparently, it wasn’t enough for Steve, and he pulled me over further and adjusted me higher until it pointed straight up at the ceiling.

I wriggled just a little, and a strong arm clamped down on my back, holding me firmly in place. He ran rough fingers across my butt, and I bucked as they ran down the length of my crack.

“Be still, or every time you squirm, I’ll add another three slaps to the ten you have coming,” he warned in a deep, growling voice.

I froze and he lifted his hand from my ass. Tense, I waited for the first slap. Instead, he lifted the arm that had been restraining me and brought his hand down past my face to my nipple, pinching it gently between his thumb and forefinger. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through me as his other hand spanked my ass.

An unfamiliar cry escaped my throat, half yelp, half moan. He continued teasing the other nipple, twisting it slightly then rubbing it until both nipples became hard and taut, my nerves tingling straight to my clit. It ached in anticipation.

He spanked me again, harder, but with his fingers playing with my nipples, the spanking felt almost pleasurable. He spanked each cheek in turn, and when he reached six, he let go of my nipple.

A small moan of disappointment slipped past my lips and he laughed.

“Spread your legs, Liza.”

Another order. I obeyed instantly.

“Much better,” he murmured. His hand slid over my ass cheek then between my legs.

“Oh,” I gasped as he slipped his fingers through my wetness, running one finger right across my clit. The bundle of nerves swelled under his touch and I rocked my hips instinctively. I froze, but it was too late.

“That’s three more for you,” he stated, strumming my pulsating clit until I moaned again, moving ever nearer to the orgasm I could feel building inside me.

“Oh God… Please, I need to come, Sir.”

“No. This is a lesson in self-control as well as a punishment. You don’t come until I give my permission.”

I wanted to show him I could do as I was told, so with difficulty, I curbed my aching need, tensing every part of my body, willing myself to keep from exploding with pleasure.

“Good girl, that’s better”.

His hand moved from between my legs and spanked my already sore bottom again. It started to burn as the spanking got harder still, and as I winced at the sting, his other hand returned to my nipples, pinching, rubbing, rolling them between his fingers.

Pleasure and pain mingled together and I let out an animalistic whine.

Undeterred, he spanked me the remaining three times, each one harder than the last. As soon as he finished, his hand returned between my legs and I parted them even wider, welcoming his fingers to my soaked pussy once more.

“Come for me now, Liza,” he said, plunging two fingers inside me while his thumb pressed down firmly on my clit, rubbing it back and forth. His free hand moved between both breasts, twisting my nipples in a sensual rhythm.

I screamed, ecstasy washing over me in great waves of pleasure as my orgasm shook my body.

“Again,” he demanded.

And I did, immediately, proving to us both that he had complete control of me. This climax was near all-consuming, blinding in its strength, great spasms racking my whole body. When I came back down to earth, I lay inert across his lap, not sure if my legs would hold me up if I moved.

Steve returned one hand to my sore cheeks and gently rub them. After a minute, he stopped and stroked my hair.

“Can you get up?” he asked gently.

Lacking any grace at all, I struggled to a standing position, my legs wobbly.

Steve sat back in the armchair and pulled me to him. I tried to resist, feeling embarrassed and humiliated even though it was one of the best orgasms I’d ever had.

Infuriatingly, he laughed, my resistance pointless as his large hands turned me easily sideways and pulled me closer, so I had no choice but to lean against his solid, muscular frame.

“Let me take care of you, sweetheart. I’m proud of you, and as a Dom, I need to know that you’re okay.”

But I wasn’t okay. How could I feel this way? What was wrong with me? I was confused. I didn’t understand how I could experience such intense orgasms, after taking a spanking like some wayward child. I felt almost shameful. It was one thing to do this in a bedroom setting as foreplay, but another thing in normal, everyday life.

“Talk to me, Liza.”

I shook my head.

Rather than order me to tell him, which was what I expected, he simply wrapped his arms around me. After a quiet moment, I relaxed in his warmth and snuggled closer to him. After all, he had said he was proud of me, and I loved his approval.

Just when I thought I might fall asleep in his arms, he spoke. “Liza, if you can’t trust me enough to tell me how you are feeling, then this will never work between us. It wouldn’t be safe. Communication is essential in our type of relationship.”

I took a deep breath. “I guess I don’t understand how I could react like that, when you just spanked me. I should feel anger and humiliation, but everything was…I don’t know…amazing. I feel ashamed at being so weak.”

My voice sounded small and pathetic, and I decided to try and get out of his lap, away from my shame. My attempts were futile as his arms surrounded me, hard as rock.

“Don’t ever say you’re ashamed, sweetheart. Your responses to me were beautiful. Not everyone can let go to that level and put their faith in someone unconditionally. You certainly are not weak. I’m proud of you for opening up to me and letting me please you that way.”

Spying a blanket on the back of the chair next to his, Steve leant over, holding me to him, and grabbed it. Shaking it out, he covered my nakedness with the soft material, tucking it in around me as I snuggled in even closer.

Maybe this was what real submissiveness felt like, and I knew, at that moment, this was something I could really learn to love. Safe, secure, and maybe even cherished.

I felt suddenly exhausted, after being up really late, followed by a three mile run and then dealing with the stress and euphoria of my punishment.

I looked up at him shyly and he smiled, lowering his head to kiss me deeply, his tongue pushing into my mouth exploring every crevice. I returned the kiss eagerly and he wrapped his arms around me again, smiling when our mouths finally parted.

“You need to understand what it means to be in a D/s relationship, sweetheart. Part of my job is to protect you no matter what, and when I don’t know where you are or what you’re doing, my hands are tied. You need to trust me with your wellbeing.

“A sub gives herself to her Dom, mind and body, but only because she chooses to. As a Dom, I want to push you beyond any sexual boundaries that you may have, but because you want to experience what that is like. I would never force you. Part of the joy of being a successful Dom is to watch my sub learn about herself and see the pleasure she gets from trusting me to be the one to help her do that.”

His words had a deep effect on me. I knew in that moment that I wanted him to own me, to take me as his sub and teach me all I needed to know.

I took in the strong outline of his jaw and the hard contours of his body. “I’m really sorry I didn’t let you know what was going on,” I said. “I guess I didn’t realize what I was supposed to do. I’ve had to take care of myself for such a long time that it feels strange, imagining handing that control over to someone else. But I want to try. I promise.”

He looked at me long and hard, and seemed to be weighing something up.

“Do you forgive me?” I whispered up at him.

His slight frown turned to a smile and relief swept over me. “Yes, little Liza. You’re forgiven.”

I sighed contentedly, warm again. After a couple of minutes of being snuggled up to him, his warm hands gently rubbing my naked body, my eyes grew heavy. Before I had time to say anything else, I fell into a deep, comfortable sleep.





 

Chapter Four

 

 

“I’ll be there in an hour or so. It sounds like a plan, Seb… No, there won’t be any trouble. I’ll see to that. Okay, see you around twelve.”

His deep voice pulled me from sleep and I shifted my position in his lap, trying to put some sense to his words. He had said Seb. Surely he didn’t mean my old boss at the club? They knew each other, I thought, still only half awake. I decided I’d ask in a minute.

My eyes were open, but I wasn’t ready to move out of the warm confines of Steve’s body. Even though I was naked, being wrapped in the blanket, the hardness of this chest and arms securely around me, I felt safe and taken care of. It had been many years since I’d had those feelings, and I didn’t want them to disappear yet.

I closed my eyes and decided to fake it.

“You slept well, sweetheart. I’ve enjoyed having your body curled up against me.”

Damn, I thought. How did he know I was awake?

Steve laughed and the sound rumbled right through me. “It’s no good pretending, little Liza. I’ve been listening to your breathing for nearly three hours.

Reluctantly, I raised my head and looked up at him, feeling shy again. These constant feelings of bashfulness and trepidation were certainly new to me. I’d always been fairly self-reliant and confident, despite my miserable childhood where I was often told I was “not good enough.”

I smiled. “I was so warm and comfortable, I didn’t want to move.”

“I’d love to stay and enjoy that beautiful body of yours some more, but duty calls. I have to go now, gorgeous.”

My heart sank. I couldn’t believe how his leaving could make me feel so empty.

“I want to take you and Helen out to eat tonight. The three of us have things to discuss.”

I felt relief surge through me as I wouldn’t have to wait long before I could see him again. Even if it did mean sharing him with Helen.

This is not good; Steve is hers. It was no good getting all territorial over him. I knew the state of play and I had to abide by that.

I forced a smile. “Yes, it’s fine. Where shall I meet you?”

He frowned, and I wondered what I could have possibly said to upset him so quickly.

“I will be picking you up at seven, Liza. You’re with me now, and I’m here to take care of you. I do not want you walking around on your own at night. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do, but really, I’ve been thinking about getting a car for ages, so it won’t be a problem. I’ve always taken care of myself.”

I realized I was rambling, but I didn’t want him to think I was weak and overly dependent.

Steve stood with me in his arms then set me down in front of him, the blanket still around me. Putting a hand under my chin, he tilted my head up till our eyes met.

“I can see that. But part of our lifestyle is you being able to put your trust in me, and let me take care of you. I know you’re a strong, feisty woman, and I love that.” He smiled. “But one of the things I’m looking forward to the most is teaching you to let go and put yourself in my hands.”

I shivered slightly with anticipation more than anything else. “Okay, I’ll try, I promise.”

“Good girl. Now, I have to go, so get some clothes on before I rip the blanket right off and take you, bent over the nearest table.”

I let the blanket fall. “Didn’t you say something about a table?”

His deep laugh was infectious, and I grinned back, loving that I had that effect on him.

“You’re going to be a real handful. I like a challenge.” He pulled the blanket back up, turned me around and swatted my ass. “Clothes. Now.”

I went to the bathroom, grabbed my robe and quickly returned to Steve, who was waiting patiently by the front door.

He pulled me roughly against him and his mouth found mine, taking it possessively, forcing his tongue between my lips. I opened to him immediately, my own tongue returning his actions.

He held me so tight I could feel his cock hard against my hip as my hands wound around his neck. All I wanted was for him to pick me up and take me to that table he’d mentioned.

Eventually he released me and I was forced to let him go.

He grinned dangerously. “You’re quite the addiction, you know that?” He turned and opened the door and, stopping on the threshold, looked over his shoulder. “Okay, little Liza, I’ll be back here at seven.”

With that, he left me standing in my entryway, feeling flushed and excited, wondering what was going to happen next.

* * * *

Something was definitely up. I could feel the tension in the car as we sped down the interstate toward St. Louis. Steve and Helen sat in the front of the sleek, silver Mercedes that had arrived at my place promptly at seven.

There had been smiles and greetings all around, but after spending eighteen years in a house full of tension, the ability to sense an atmosphere had stayed as sharp as ever.

Eye contact between the two of them was minimal, and the distance between them, although limited due to the confines of the car, spoke volumes. I decided to give it until the entrée was served, and then, whatever the consequences, I was going to say something.

Here I was, taking my first tentative steps into a Dom/sub relationship, and already the two other people involved seemed to be showing signs of displeasure. I hoped it wasn’t me, but after the last few years of one disastrous relationship after another, I was not going to just let my anxiety sit there, festering.

I loved seeing the city lit up at night, and after crossing the Poplar Street Bridge, we headed downtown and parked near the riverfront.

Steve opened my door, and as I stepped out, he smiled, letting his hand brush over my cheek before pulling me to him and kissing me possessively.

When he broke the kiss, he murmured in my ear, “Did I mention how hot you look tonight?”

I nodded. He’d complimented me on my outfit when he’d arrived at my place earlier. It was something I wasn’t used to and I was starting to enjoy the fact that he paid me so much attention. I thought I’d feel self-conscious but, in fact, it made me feel desirable.

If I were truly honest, the thought of being “owned” by someone like Steve excited the hell out of me.

The restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and music, and after being seated in a quiet area near the window, I sat, regarding each of them in turn.

Helen glanced up and caught me staring at her. She tried to give a reassuring smile, but I didn’t buy it, and after a couple of seconds, she dropped her eyes once more, attempting to appear engrossed in the menu.

“Are you hungry, Liza?” Steve asked, rubbing my arm as I picked up my own menu.

I smiled at him. “Yes, starving. This all looks wonderful.”

Helen and I gave our orders to the young female waitress who arrived at our table, and as Steve spoke, I noticed how close she stood, hardly taking her eyes off him long enough to write his order.

Glancing around the room, I saw several more pairs of hungry female eyes gazing longingly at him. A territorial kind of possessiveness washed over me and, as I glared right back at them, some of the eyes darted away.

He really did look hot tonight, in dark pants and a soft, black shirt that fitted snugly around muscular arms and wide shoulders. With that lazy smile and those bright blue eyes, it was little wonder he was being so appreciated by the other women around him.

The waitress arrived with the bottle of house white he’d ordered. He smiled at her and she smiled back coyly then leaned forward to collect the menus, giving him a face-full of ample cleavage. If she’d moved any closer, she’d have been sitting in his lap. It crossed my mind to punch the bitch out. As she sauntered away, I must have let my displeasure show, because he caught my eye and smiled wickedly. After pouring all three of us glasses of the white, he raised his in a toast.

“To the truth,” he said softly, staring straight into Helen’s eyes. She glanced at him then dropped her gaze, her expression showing her unhappiness.

What the hell was going on with the two of them? I thought.

“Liza, I need you to know that I’ll always be honest with you,” he stated.

I stared at him, a feeling of panic building inside me. Could he have changed his mind about us? Maybe Helen had changed hers and they’d fallen out about it. Perhaps that explained the atmosphere in the car.

I stayed silent, waiting for the bomb to drop.

“I had lunch today with your old boss, from Traders Club,” he said.

I had not expected that. So it was Seb he’d been talking to at my place.

“We had a very interesting conversation about the both of you.”

Helen’s head snapped up, a frown creasing her forehead.

“What did he say about Liza?” she blurted nervously.

“I allowed you to greet Liza earlier and order your food, but I haven’t given you permission to speak otherwise,” he warned.

She immediately looked down, clearly upset.

I opened my mouth, but quickly closed it when he shifted his gaze to me.

“It’s all right, Liza. Only Helen needs to be silent right now. I don’t usually insist on being a Dom in a public place like this, but tonight she’s in trouble. A lot of trouble.”

I nodded, casting uneasy glances between the two.

“Some D/s couples have a contract between them,” he continued, “setting out the rules they wish to abide by while they’re together. Helen and I have never felt the need for one, but we both agreed that if, at any time, things changed for one of us, we would be honest and upfront with the other person. Helen decided not to honor that part of our agreement.”

Helen’s eyes filled with tears and I so wanted to comfort her, but Steve’s expression told me that would not be my best move.

“It appears Helen has an interest in Master Seb, but until this afternoon, chose not to tell me.”

“Wait. Seb’s a Dom?” I asked incredulously. “I had no idea, and I worked for him for over three years.”

Steve smiled. “We prefer not to broadcast the fact, sweetheart. We play our cards pretty close to out chests. I met Seb at a BDSM event here in St Louis. When he mentioned Traders back across the river, even though it’s a regular nightclub, I decided to take a look. That’s when I met you, and a year after that, Helen met Seb.

Helen raised her eyes to meet Steve’s, giving him an imploring look, as if to beg him to stop; but he was relentless.

“About two weeks ago, I overheard Helen on the phone with a friend. It appears she’s conflicted about her feelings for me, and her growing attraction for Seb and his particular talents.

“Please, Steve—” Helen choked mid-sentence as Steve threw her another warning stare.

“I approached Seb about the matter, and he definitely showed an interest, but said he would like to get to know her better. However, she would never have said a word about it if I had not confronted her this afternoon before we picked you up.”

Helen peered up from lowered lashes, her face stricken. I could see she was desperate to say something to him, but knew he wouldn’t allow it.

“Unfortunately, rather than being honest, she decided to be manipulative, dragging you into this under false pretenses.”

“What do you mean?” I whispered, a knot forming in my stomach.

“Our relationship is not a romantic one; it’s based on our love of the lifestyle. Also, until last night, I have never, nor would I ever, so blatantly disrespect my submissive and enter into a relationship with another. However, since Helen pretty much offered you to me in a bid to get us together so she could get out, I took her up on it.”

“It’s not like that,” Helen cried. “I knew you liked her, and she liked you. You two just needed the opportunity. I gave that to you.”

Steve’s fist thumped the table. “It was not your place to make that decision.”

The look of horror on my face must have registered with Steve. He exhaled, as if to collect his anger, and gave me a reassuring smile. “Let us enjoy our dinner. We can discuss it more later.”

Steve studied us, obviously noting the sympathy I had for her. He leaned back as our plates of food arrived. When the waitress finally stopped ogling him and sashayed her ass back across the room, Steve turned to Helen.

“Do you have anything you want to say?” he asked her, not unkindly.

She nodded miserably.

“Go ahead, you may speak now.”

“I’m so sorry,Sir,” she whispered. “I didn’t want to make you angry. You know I have trouble sometimes, being able to open up completely. I couldn’t face being the one to screw everything up.”

Fresh tears fell and I watched as Steve wiped them away. He looked long and hard at her. “I should have pushed you to tell me. I knew you were keeping something from me. It’s my job to find out what it is and help you to solve the problem.”

“Are you still angry with me, Sir?” she asked tentatively.

He brushed the last of the tears away. “I’m getting over it,” he said with a hint of a smile. “By the way, Seb will be joining us for dessert and coffee in a little while.”

Steve watched Helen’s reaction to his news. She reminded me of a deer caught in the headlights.

“He’s coming here, and you told him how I feel about him?” she asked in a fearful voice.

“Yes, we met today to finalize the deal and he’s aware of everything. He is not pleased with your behavior, but if he becomes your new Dom, I know he will see that you don’t keep secrets or manipulate your friends again.”

Helen picked up her fork, her face giving away how concerned she was as she took a small bite of food.

I was confused. If it was over between them, where did that leave me?

He turned to me and ran a finger across my brow. “So many thoughts running around in there. Don’t worry, sweetheart. Everything is about to work itself out just fine.”

He sounded so sure of himself, but I found it hard to concentrate on the delicious food in front of me, with so much on my mind.

The three of us ate quietly, each lost in our own thoughts. I had just plucked up the courage to open a conversation and try to relieve the tension when Steve’s eyes traveled across the room and he tipped his head in greeting.

Turning around, I saw Seb being shown to our table by a raven-haired hostess, all teeth and smiles. She acted as if she’d like to devour him and had to drag her eyes away from his face when they reached our table.

“Thank you, honey. I’ll take it from here,” he said, giving her a devastating smile.

She walked away, clearly miffed at his dismissal, though Seb seemed completely unconcerned. He shook Steve’s hand then bent down and kissed me on the cheek.

“Liza, you’re as gorgeous as ever. It’s good to see you again.”

He was as blond as Helen was dark. Not as tall as Steve, but with the same big, muscular frame, the two men drew attention from just about every red-blooded female under sixty in the room.

I realized at once how much I’d missed him and thought yet again how stupid my decision had been to quit my job at the club.

Seb’s gaze turned to Helen, the smile fading as he assessed her like one might a newly acquired possession. The blood drained from her face as she stared up at the Dom, as if realizing that same truth. As her friend, I could empathize with every flicker of emotion that sparked in her eyes and I had to give her credit; at least she didn’t faint face first into her salad.

“Aren’t you going to say hello, sweetheart?” Steve asked her mildly. “He came here for you.”

“Hello,” Helen whispered.

Steve covered her hand with his in reassurance. “It’s all right, Helen, we’ve cleared the air. It’s done and over with, so why don’t you pour Seb a glass of wine and relax.”

Seb grinned. “Sounds good to me. What’s for dessert? I haven’t eaten for a good forty five minutes, so you know I’m starving.”

Steve and I laughed. I’d forgotten about Seb’s enormous appetite and his ability to snack from dawn to dusk. The heavy atmosphere began to lighten up right in front of me. We perused the dessert menu, choosing decadent treats to go with the wine.

“I have decided to buy into Traders and become a partner,” Steve explained. “I’ll be taking over here while Seb opens a new nightclub in Springfield.”

My mouth dropped open in surprise. Steve managing Traders and Seb moving away?

Steve and Seb discussed business for a while, tossing ideas back and forth about improvements, introducing food and specialty nights, and it was clear they had formed a solid friendship. They included me in the conversation, asking my opinion, which I enjoyed, and I felt happy and relaxed as we talked and laughed for quite a while. Helen was quieter and more reserved. I caught her staring at Seb a lot, and I recognized those looks for what they were. Obviously, she was extremely attracted to him and I wondered how the evening would end.

After we finished eating, Seb ordered coffee all around. Steve looked at me and smiled warmly. My insides squirmed with excitement at the thought of what could happen after we left the restaurant.

When our coffee arrived, I gestured to the inviting fire in the lounge area. “May Helen and I go sit by the fire?”

“Sure,” Steve replied. “We’ll join you in a little while.”

I smiled back at him, as we got up with our coffees and left the men to talk.

It was quiet by the fire and we settled comfortably into two armchairs, both of us gazing into the flames. I so badly wanted to ask her all the questions that were running through my mind. Was she sure about what she was doing? Was she really ready to give up her relationship with Steve? Where did that leave me? Was I just a distraction that she had hoped would work for Steve while she pined for Seb?

After a while, Helen put her cup on the side table by her chair and looked at me. “Liza, I’m so sorry. I should have been honest with you, too. Everything I said at the café was utter bullshit. I’ve fucked this up so badly. Look, when we met for coffee and I put this whole idea out there about Steve wanting another woman, it wasn’t true. I should have just told you everything, you know, about my feelings for Seb and wanting you and Steve to get together so I could leave.”

“I can’t believe you lied to me,” I said. “Why bother inviting me into your relationship if you liked someone else?”

“I knew you liked Steve, and him you, and I wanted you to feel safe and agree to meet with him.”

I pulled my eyes away from the flames. “How did you know I felt something for Steve?”

“Are you kidding? Do you have any idea how many times I’ve caught you staring at him, and vice-versa, when Steve and I would come to the club?”

“Shit, I must have looked really desperate.”

Helen laughed for the first time that evening. “No more than him.”

“Yeah, sure. I doubt he’s ever been desperate about anything his entire life. He just goes and gets what he wants; no questions asked.”

Helen reached out and put her hand on my arm. “I really am sorry, Liza. Can you forgive me, about not being honest with you from the start?”

I took in her worried expression and then smiled. “Yes, of course I do; and I have to be honest with you, too. I am really attracted to Steve, in a big way, so there is a part of me that is kind of relieved that you want out of your relationship with him.”

“Do you want to enter into what could become a permanent Dom/sub relationship with him?”

I thought for a while, my eyes back on the roaring flames. “I wasn’t sure at first, but I don’t think I could turn back now. I never felt really satisfied before, you know? It was like something was always missing when I was with a guy. After Steve took control that first time, it all became clear; what I wanted and needed. I had thought to be a submissive would make me weak and pathetic, but I’ve never felt so alive and sexual in my life.”

“I’m glad to hear that, little Liza,” a deep voice said right behind us.

We both jumped and looked around. The two big Doms stood there, smiling, and I felt a blush spread up my neck and face.

“Oh, that’s just great,” I muttered under my breath.

“Are you frowning at me, Liza?” he asked, the smile disappearing, being replaced by a look that made me rearrange my facial features instantly. I guessed he was back to being my Dom, whether I was ready or not.

No, Sir,” I replied, trying to look innocent and surprised at the same time.

Seb laughed. “You are going to have your hands real full with this little sub, my friend. She was certainly a handful when she worked for me.”

I forced myself not to reply with a sarcastic retort, and sat in silence instead. Both Steve and Seb laughed at the huge effort I had to make not to answer back.

Helen was looking nervously from one man to the other. Steve caught her obvious discomfort and moved to her, holding out his hand to help her up. After she stood, he kissed her sweetly on the mouth and placed her hand in Seb’s.

“We didn’t have a formal contract,” Steve said, “but it’s all right for our arrangement to end now. I wish you every happiness, Helen. Seb feels the same attraction that you do, and he would like to see where this could take both of you. I couldn’t have let you go to just anyone. Trust him, confide in him, but most of all—be honest with him, always.”

“I will, I promise. Thank you for understanding,” she replied, tears beginning to fall once more.

“Come on, don’t be a crybaby. I’m not that awful.” Seb grinned and the atmosphere lifted as we all laughed.

The two Doms shook hands, and made arrangements to meet for business the next day. Helen let go of Seb’s hand and he glanced at her, but didn’t stop her as she walked over to me.

“See you soon, Liza. Thanks for being okay about everything. Good luck.” She grinned, and hugging me, she leaned in close and whispered in my ear. “If anyone’s a handful, it’s Steve.”

I giggled, then clamped my hand over my mouth at once. It was too late; he’d heard me, and as I looked over Helen’s shoulder, he raised an eyebrow quizzically.

“I stand corrected. We’ve both got our hands full,” Seb laughed.

“Apparently so. Come here, Liza.”

I quickly went and stood next to him and we all said our goodbyes. As they walked away, I saw Seb put an arm possessively around Helen’s waist, and I was genuinely pleased things had turned out so well for her.

My situation, however, didn’t seem quite so settled. Steve guided me back to the chairs by the fire and we sat. He stared at me long and hard.

“Good luck? Am I really that much of an ogre?” Both eyebrows were raised this time.

I decided to go the humorous route. “Well, not in my opinion; although I can’t speak for any other subs you’ve had in the past.” I grinned up at him.

His eyes crinkled and he broke into a big smile that sent shivers of delight through me. “You are a breath of fresh air little, Liza. I love that you’ll take the risk of pissing me off just to see if I’ll laugh.”

I basked in his praise and we sat for a while in companionable silence. I wondered if I he was upset about Helen leaving and was just putting on a front.

“What’s on your mind, Liza? Talk to me. Ask me everything you need to so we can move on from this.”

I took a deep breath and, true to my nature, decided to plough straight in. “You’re okay about just handing her over like that?”

Steve frowned. “I knew about Seb two weeks ago, and I accepted that she clearly wanted to move on. I was just waiting for her to be honest with me. A D/s couple can’t exist without the honesty and communication. You know that now, right?”

I nodded. “Did Seb know that she felt that way about him?”

“He did after I told him. Look, Helen didn’t say a word until I finally confronted her today, which I did because she dragged you into this. I couldn’t put up with the secrecy any longer. I just won’t play that sort of game. I spent time with her this afternoon. I made her tell me exactly what she was looking for, now that she’d discovered her needs had changed.”

“What needs could Seb meet that you couldn’t?”

“Helen wants to push her boundaries a lot further than I’m comfortable where pain is concerned. They make an excellent match. He can explore those needs with her safely, because he’s a good Dom and I trust him. I wouldn’t have settled for anything less.”

“She’s lucky to have had you as her Dom,” I said, feeling better about what had happened.

He smiled and rubbed my cheek with warm fingers. “What else is it sweetheart? That brain of yours is still churning something around.”

He missed nothing, and I felt myself begin to blush again. “Well, I’ve read a little about… you know… BDSM stuff, in the past.”

He grinned. “You’ve read up on the D/s lifestyle, huh?”

I looked down, embarrassed.

He put one finger under my chin and lifted my head to meet his gaze. ”Would I be right in thinking you’d like to go and try a few things you read about?”

He gazed into my eyes and smiled wickedly, and I found myself grinning right back at him.

“Yes, please. I thought you’d never ask.” I sounded brave, but underneath my words, I wondered just what I was getting myself into, putting myself at the mercy of this commanding dominant.

His deep laugh made my core begin to pulse with anticipation, and as we walked through the lounge toward the exit, Steve’s hand rubbed my ass possessively. I smiled self-indulgently at a couple of the women who had glanced up as we walked by, and felt childishly triumphant. “That’s right, ladies, he’s all mine.”

I put on my coat and we headed back to the car. He opened the door for me and as I slid inside, he lowered his head until it was level with mine.

“I hope you know what you’re in for, Liza, because I intend to explore every part of that hot body of yours until you’re screaming with pleasure.”

The air around me seemed to heat up at his words, and I was filled with trepidation and excitement at the thought of what was to come.

Heading back across the bridge, I studied Steve’s profile as he guided the car through the late night traffic. He was one of those men who just oozed confidence and a certain strength that made people realize he wouldn’t be messed with. I looked at his large hands on the wheel and let my mind wander, imagining those same hands tying me, spanking me, making me scream…

“Do I pass inspection?”

He looked over and, embarrassed, I mumbled an apology.

“I liked it, Liza. Relax.”

“Okay.”

“Okay?” He glanced at me with a frown.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Better.” His eyes returned to the road and I settled back in the comfy leather chair, ready to enjoy the journey back to his place. I stared out the window, enjoying the glowing cityscape.

“Strip, Liza,” he commanded.

My head whipped around and I looked at him in astonishment. “Here? Now?” I stammered. “I can’t. People might see.”

“You can. Unless you want me to pull over and do it myself,” he replied calmly.

Horrified at the thought of being stripped at the side of the road, I shrugged out of my coat and placed it behind me on the back seat.

“You look beautiful tonight, and I apologize for not paying as much attention to you as I would have liked. There were things I had to sort out, but that’s no excuse.”

Warmth spread through me at his words, but my hands still shook as I undid the halter neck of my tight, red blouse. I leaned forward and tried to find the zipper at the back.

“Here. Let me help you.”

I dropped my hands and Steve reached over, finding it at once with his right hand as the left stayed on the wheel. Goose bumps broke out at his touch, every nerve ending responding to him.

The clasp for my bra was at the front, and I undid it, letting my breasts spring free of the thin fabric. I felt so exposed, even half-undressed. I couldn’t imagine sitting here, totally naked beside him. Just thinking those words however, caused my nipples to harden into tight buds from anticipation, as well as the cold night air.

“Very nice, sweetheart.” I shivered as his knuckles brushed across them, sending little jolts of electricity straight down to my pussy.

He took his hand away, to turn up the heat, adjusting the vents, so warm air blew gently across my breasts. His hand returned, taking each hard tip in turn, rubbing it between two fingers.

My back arched in response as my clit throbbed and dampness formed between my legs. He licked his fingers and pulled gently on each nipple, the moisture leaving them over-sensitive in the now warm air.

“I meant completely naked, Liza.”

With an effort, I pulled my mind back to the job of removing my clothes. Hands fumbling, I undid the zipper of my black pants and peeled them down my thighs, over my knees and let them rest at my ankles. Steve put his hand back on the wheel to negotiate an exit, and I took the opportunity to slip off my high heels, then the pants.

The car sped up again and he glanced over as I slowly pulled the dark red, lace panties down, my heart pounding. The scrap of lace lay with my pants and I sat on the warm leather, completely naked.

I felt so exposed and vulnerable with Steve fully clothed beside me, but strangely this aroused me, and I felt the need to yield to whatever he might desire. Every nerve was on edge and I craved for his hands to touch me again.

“Open your legs.”

I complied instantly. His right hand slid between the soaked folds and lightly grazed my clit. I gasped with pleasure as his thumb rubbed over it twice more, then he slowly removed his hand and licked his fingers. I sat, frustrated, wondering why he’d stopped so soon.

“You taste real good, sweetheart, but now it’s your turn. Make yourself come for me, Liza.”

I froze at the request, my hands gripping the seat, and I sat there, feeling stupid, knowing he wouldn’t take no for an answer.

He frowned, eyes still on the road. “What, Liza? Tell me what it is, right now.”

I knew it was an order. I was embarrassed, but he was my Dom now and that meant no secrets.

“My mother,” I spluttered. His look of annoyance was replaced with one of surprise. “She…caught me, when I was a teenager, you know—masturbating,” I confessed, humiliated.

“So she told you it was dirty and disgusting, right?”

“And I’d go to hell if I ever did it again,” I whispered.

“And have you done it since she walked in on you that time?”

What was this, twenty questions? I really didn’t want to talk about any of this, but I knew he would be relentless until I answered.

“I know it’s pathetic, but I’ve had a sort of hang up ever since. Not on anything else—just that. The few times I tried, I just felt ashamed, and my mother’s words haunted me. It ruined the whole experience.”

“Not anymore. I told you I’d push you, and I meant it. We’re going to get past this problem, okay?”

The “we” part of that statement made me feel better.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied.

He looked over and smiled, causing a warm feeling to spread through me, like coming out of the shadows into sunshine. I had never wanted to please a man like this. It was a new feeling and I found I liked it.

Putting his large hand over mine, he placed it on my mound. Then taking two of my fingers, he slid them down between my legs. I tensed as I felt my own fingers gently begin to stroke my pussy, under his guidance.

“You are beautiful, Liza. Nothing you do could be dirty or disgusting. I want you to believe and accept that.”

His hand being right over mine was so reassuring, and though I heard his words, I had become so caught up in the sensations my fingers were creating, I forgot to answer.

His hand led me to my clit and I felt it swell as I rubbed gently back and forth. A soft moan escaped my lips and then I gasped as his fingers took control again and pushed mine inside me, reaching deep inside then back out to caress my swollen nub once more.

The need to pleasure myself became overwhelming and I took control, plunging my fingers inside, picking up a rhythm as my other hand reached for my taut nipples that ached to be rubbed and pinched.

Steve’s hand released mine, but I barely noticed, my need to come growing stronger every second. I could feel my climax getting closer, my legs rigid as I strained against the seatbelt.

“Good girl, sweetheart. Come for me, Liza.”

“Oh!” I shouted, my eyes squeezed shut. “Oh God, yes.” My hips jerked uncontrollably and I cried out as my body shuddered with an orgasm that sent ripples of pure pleasure surging through me.

It took a few seconds for my surroundings to come back into focus, and my body to relax back against the seat. My breathing slowly returned to normal and I looked over at Steve, self-consciously, when I realized how loud I must have sounded as I’d cried out.

“I’m proud of you, Liza. I think that’s one ghost that’s on the way to being laid to rest.” I smiled at his praise. “However, I don’t want anyone else seeing that lush body of yours right now.” He gestured toward my window.

I shrieked as I saw traffic slowing in front of us and frantically looked for my coat. Steve reached around and grabbed it, putting it over my body in one swift movement.

After we picked up speed again, he nodded toward my pants on the floor at my feet.

“We’re almost back now. You have my permission to get dressed.”

I obediently slipped the panties and pants back on, just in time for the next set of lights. I pulled the coat tightly around me and Steve laughed as he steered the big car onto a side road. Suddenly, I realized where we were.

Disappointment hit me hard as it became obvious that the evening had come to an end. We turned into the parking lot and, a couple of seconds later, he slid the car into the parking space allotted for my apartment.

I gathered up my halter top and bra, undid my seatbelt, and started to get properly dressed.

“Don’t bother with the bra or blouse; you won’t be needing it. I’ll help you with your coat, seeing as you’ll have to walk a little way to the door.”

“You mean you’re coming, too?” I asked, not able to keep the hope from my voice.

He smiled that big, lazy smile again. “If that’s okay, sweetheart?”

“Yes, it is.” I smiled back, feeling shy once more.

He helped me with my coat and I slipped on my shoes, stuffing the bra and shirt in my bag.

He put his hand under my chin and turned my face to his. “Let yourself in and leave the door ajar. Go to the sitting room and take off your shoes and pants. Bend over the table, pull your panties down and wait there in silence. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. My whole body tingled as waves of excitement pulsed through me.

He gave a smile. “I have a surprise for you. I hope you like it. Now off you go.”

For the first time, I felt nervous entering my own apartment. Leaving the door slightly ajar, I took off my coat in the hallway and dropped it on the floor with my bag.





 

Chapter Five

 

 

Following his instructions, I went straight to the living room, removed my shoes and pants, and bent over the large table at the side of the room.

I slowly pulled down my lace panties, leaving them halfway down my thighs. The cool air caressed by bare ass as I waited. Wetness formed between my legs, and every part of my core ached with anticipation.

Finally, I heard my front door close and his footsteps walking down the hallway. My hands grasped the edges of the table as the sitting room door closed and I felt, rather than saw, him walk up behind me.

He placed something on the floor beside the table, and I jumped as he leaned over me, putting his face close to mine.

“Good girl, sweetheart. Now, spread your legs for me.”

I did as I was told and was rewarded with warm hands that stroked my ass cheeks. My body began to relax and he let a hand run lazily across toward the crease. He slid his fingers down between my cheeks and I gasped and tensed as one finger ran over my anus.

“No!” I instinctively tried to stand up, but a rock hard arm came down on my back and held me in place.

“Be still, Liza. Stretch your arms out in front of you and keep them there, unless you want me to bind them.”

I complied after a second, although my body was trembling, and not in a good way.

Steve went back to stroking my cheeks, until I relaxed and then let his hand travel down and into my pussy, exploring my wetness and then teasing my clit, rubbing then softly pinching until I gasped with pleasure.

“I want you to tell me what happened to make you react that way, Liza. Did someone force you to try something and then hurt you?”

His hand moved back to my ass and set up a rhythmic pattern across it. It was so calming that after a minute, I felt able to talk.

I sighed. “No, not exactly. A guy I was seeing wanted to have anal sex, and I agreed just to see if it was something I could learn to like. He pushed so hard and it hurt, and when I cried, he felt terrible. We split soon after that.”

“I’m sorry that happened, baby, but I want you to put all your trust in me and believe that I won’t hurt you. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, gaining strength from his words. I had come this far, and nothing bad had happened. My body craved more and this would prove that I was stronger than I had thought.

“My brave little Liza.”

He released his arm and I lay still, over the table. I heard him open what sounded like the zipper on a bag, and after a couple of seconds I felt a cool sensation around my most private place.

It didn’t feel too bad until something small and hard pressed against my anus, and the muscles there instinctively pushed against the intrusion. I bucked, but he held me in place, and to my horror, slipped the smooth object in. The nerves there sprang to life as new and unfamiliar sensations whipped through me. I couldn’t decide whether it was pain or pleasure.

I continued to fight against the arm holding me in place and he smacked my ass with his free hand. “Stop!” he commanded.

I froze at his tone.

“Are you in pain, Liza? What do you feel? Tell me the truth.”

I thought for a second. “No, not painful; it feels different, but okay. And I’m embarrassed,” I added, annoyed with myself for being so weak.

“Your body is beautiful. All of it.” He stroked my back and ass. “I love it when you quiver under my touch.”

Letting his free hand slide between my legs, he slipped two fingers into my pussy and pushed against the anal plug. Every muscle there contracted and my breath drew in sharply as I felt an instant arousal. He let his fingers slide slowly in and out of me, each time pressing against the plug. I moaned as I felt myself begin to climb toward an orgasm.

“You will not come without my permission, Liza.”

The intensity of the double penetration had me squirming fitfully beneath his hand. When he stopped and removed his fingers, I almost whined with frustration. I felt him slide my panties down even further.

“Step out of them and stand up.”

I managed to do as he asked, even though my body ached for his fingers to continue what they had been doing, and stood before him, looking up at the hard contours of his face.

“I said I wanted to explore all of you. The plug will stretch that area and it can heighten your pleasure, if you relax enough.” Picking up his bag, he placed it on the table.

Now what? I thought.

“Give me your wrists.”

My pulse quickened as I held my wrists up to him. He reached in the bag and pulled out a roll of tape. It was black and shiny, and he bound my wrists together efficiently, testing to make sure it wasn’t too tight.

“It won’t rub or chafe you; it’s bondage tape,” he explained.

Anger flared up suddenly at his words as embarrassment made me defensive. Here I was, in my own sitting room, wrists bound, ass plugged, and apparently I should be thankful my skin wouldn’t chafe.

“Oh. Well, as long as my skin stays soft and supple and my asshole stretches to the desired width,” I snapped sarcastically.

The second the words were out, I regretted opening my mouth. Steve’s face hardened into lines of anger, and his eyes bored into mine until I took an instinctive step back.

“Oh no, sub. You don’t get to speak to me like that and then step away.”

In one swift move, he picked me up off my feet and swung me over his shoulder. Grabbing his bag, he marched out of the room. He then kicked open my bedroom door, flicking on the light as he entered. Striding to the bed, he threw his bag on the floor and sat, pulling me face down over his knee.

He held me fast with one arm and reached into his bag. I struggled with all my strength when I saw the large paddle he took out.

“I’m sorry. Really, I am. Please—don’t.”

“You need to learn how to be silent. That mouth has earned you a punishment and you know what will happen if you struggle.”

I became still instantly, remembering the extra spanks I’d received when I’d moved the last time he’d punished me.

I was relieved when he gently removed the plug from my ass, but then realized why he did. Before I had time to prepare for what was coming, the paddle came down on my ass cheek and I let out a yelp. It stung and the pain had only just diminished when the paddle descended again, this time on the other cheek.

Oh, my God, part of me actually liked this. Little sparks of arousal shot through my core every time the paddle struck.

But four more hard swats and the pain started to outdo the pleasure. I cried out and begged him to stop.

He did.

“I’m very sorry, Sir,” I said in a small voice. “I promise I won’t be rude again.”

He dropped the paddle into the bag and, to my dismay, reinserted the anal plug before setting me on my feet.

“Seb was right. You’re going to be trouble, mouthy sub. And just to let you know, I’m going to be right there, every time, to correct you. Now, turn around.”

I turned, flinching when his fingers ran over my sore bottom. After he’d rubbed both cheeks a few times, he spread them. I just managed not to squirm away from his touch.

“Good girl, you learn fast.”

With that, he pushed gently on the butt plug and I gasped, as the pain I’d expected was actually pleasant, making my pussy throb and little jolts, like electricity, flow through me.

Steve came to stand in front of me, cupping my chin with one hand and stroking my nipples with the other. Immediately they stiffened to hard nubs and he smiled.

He reached down into the bag and took out the shiny, black bondage tape again. My stomach lurched as I wondered what was in store for me.

“Lie down on your back and spread your legs,” he commanded.

I walked to the side of the bed and sat on the edge, swinging my legs up. Not being able to use my hands, I shuffled to the middle, lay down and parted my legs nervously.

Taking each ankle in turn, he taped them to the small posts at the corners of my bed. After testing each one for tightness, he reached across, grabbed my hips, and scooted me down toward him. My knees bent as my ass reached the edge and I felt myself blush when I saw that I was totally exposed, right there, in front of him.

As I lay there, my breathing sped up and I started to panic. I was completely trapped. Before, it had just been my hands that were bound, but now, my feet pulling against the tape, I was at his mercy. He could do anything he wanted, even if I hated it, or it hurt. What was I doing, putting myself in this situation?

“No, Steve, I can’t. Take the tape off. I’m scared. Please take the tape off.” My voice had risen to a shrill and I pulled frantically, trying to get free of the tape that was clearly not going to give.

“Liza, look at me. Look at me now!”

I managed to focus on him beside the bed, his face close to mine.

“Breathe, baby. It’s all right, just breathe. I promise you you’re safe. This is the first time you’ve been completely bound, right?”

I kept my eyes on his and nodded, my breathing slowing a little.

“Remember you have a safeword. What is it, Liza?”

“Rose,” I whispered.

He leant over and kissed me deeply, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Do you want to carry on? Tell me the truth.”

I thought about how it had felt to be over his knee, and how my body had reacted to him, at his house, when my hands had been tied and he’d taken me hard and fast to heights I’d never been even close to before.

“Yes, Sir, I do.” My heart was pounding, and I felt a little shaky, but I wasn’t a quitter. “I just panicked for a minute. As long as it’s you, I’ll be okay.”

He smiled and kissed me again, then stood up and went to the bedside table, turning on the lamp. Crossing the room, he turned out the overhead light, and the room was filled with a soft glow that began to relax me. He returned to the bed.

“You look so gorgeous lying there, open and ready for me,” he murmured.

Kneeling down, he ran his fingers slowly over my slick folds and my body instantly became aroused with a hot, pulsating need that went right through me. Even though I had lost my nerve for a minute, my body was showing me that this was exactly what I was craving.

One finger grazed over my clit and my thighs trembled with excitement that grew every time he slid a wet finger across my sensitive clit. When he stopped, I didn’t have time to register any disappointment because the finger was instantly replaced with his hot, wet tongue.

I gasped and one of my bound hands gripped the sheet above my head. He first circled and then flicked my clit expertly, sending sparks shooting up and down my body. His warm breath caressed my folds, and the need to come grew with every passing second.

I tried to keep still, but my legs fought against the restraints, my hips trying to lift off the bed. His finger pushed against the plug, and I thought I would lose all control, my body jerking uncontrollably, each time his tongue flicked over my soaked pussy.

I groaned in frustration when he decided to stop. He chuckled and I heard him pull something from his bag. A second later my whole body jumped in surprise as I felt cool plastic push against my hot, swollen labia.

My taped wrists instinctively came down over my head and tried to reach the intrusion.

“Put your hands back above your head, or I may decide to keep you tied down till morning.”

I obeyed with difficulty, knowing that he meant what he said. When they were back above my head, he slowly pushed what was obviously a vibrator into my over-sensitive pussy.

“Ohhh…” I moaned, feeling so tight and full with the anal plug in as well.

Suddenly, the vibrator came to life and incredible sensations traveled through me, taking me straight back to the edge. When I managed to open my eyes, Steve was studying my face intently.

“Not yet, Liza. Not until I say so.”

“Oh, please, Sir. Please let me come.”

“Are you my sub now, Liza? Do you belong to me?”

All I wanted was to give myself completely to him, mind and body. The knowledge that he controlled everything and I was totally at his mercy made me so hot I could hardly stand it. I had stopped feeling embarrassed and vulnerable and had surrendered to him, loving every second of his absolute domination.

“Oh, yes. God, yes. Please, Sir, may I come now?”

“You asked so nicely. Yes, sweetheart, you may.”

With that, he reached down and ran his thumb right over my clit then squeezed it between two fingers as he increased the speed of the vibrator. I screamed, finally going right over the edge, falling into waves of sheer ecstasy. My whole body shuddered as spasm after spasm went through me.

I felt rather than saw him remove the vibrator, as my eyes were still squeezed shut. I was still gripping the sheet and my breathing was heavy in the now still room.

“You look beautiful when you come; your cheeks are all flushed.” His voice sounded so close, and when I opened my eyes, he was leaning over right above me.

He took one nipple in his mouth and lazily pulled on it, running his tongue around the taut bud. After doing the same to the other, he stood back up and undid his zipper.

Was he kidding? My body was still pulsating inside from coming just a minute before. I didn’t know if I could take any more.

I watched nervously as he freed his smooth, hard cock from his dark pants. Thick as well as long, I wondered how I was going to take all of him with the plug still in me. He was just too big.

“Please, Steve, I can’t, not with that plug in me as well. It’ll hurt too much.”

“You can handle it,” he said softly. “Just relax, baby. I promised you I’d never hurt you and I meant it.”

He pressed the head of his cock against my swollen entrance. Slowly he pushed up into me, leaning right over my trembling body, and taking my mouth in a firm, hot kiss. Without thinking, my bound wrists came down and went over his head, pulling him in toward me as his tongue plunged deep into my mouth.

He pushed in further, and the sensation of tight fullness sent strange pulses of pain/pleasure through my core.

When he’d finally filled me completely, he moved back and forth, watching my face intently as he quickened the pace. Every thrust that brushed the thin membrane separating his large cock and the anal plug caused me to whimper with need. I wanted to lift my hips to take him deeper, but the restraints prevented me.

“Good girl,” he praised as I felt my pussy clench around him, needing him to move faster within me.

Steve reached one hand above my head and I jumped when I heard the vibrator being turned on again. I gasped when I felt the tip of it vibrate against my swollen clit.

Restrained and helpless beneath him, and his thick shaft vying for space with the anal plug he’d inserted earlier, I realized my body wasn’t mine to control anymore. It was his now—his to command, to bring to pleasure, or to punish, and to use for his every whim.

Everything else in the room disappeared as he kissed me possessively, pushing his tongue into my mouth in the same rhythm as his cock driving into me. I groaned, balancing at the edge of the precipice, about to go over.

He removed the vibrator, letting it drop to the ground, and two strong fingers squeezed my clit. My mouth pulled away from his and I screamed. Like a crumbling dam, I came, hips jerking, every nerve tightened and every muscle tensed as wave upon wave broke over me.

He slowed down and leaned even closer, until my breasts grazed his chest, and his lips were next to mine.

“I could feel your pussy gripping me when you came,” he murmured, thrusting slow and deep. “I love that, little Liza.”

I was just catching my breath when he lowered his head and took one nipple in his mouth. He sucked and nipped gently on it and, unbelievably, I felt little electric shocks travel straight to my clit. How could I have anything left to give after that orgasm?

He chuckled and started to pound into me. “Again, Liza.”

Was he kidding?

However, after a few seconds, he changed position, his hard length moving toward the tight plug. I whimpered as the tender nerves in my ass began to spasm uncontrollably and my hands gripped his hair as I was sent straight back to the edge of an orgasm.

When he took each of my nipples in turn, nipping them with his teeth, I screamed, coming again, my ankles pulling against the tape, and I bit his shoulder.

His thrusts came deeper and faster, his tight balls slapping hard against my ass, and just when I thought he couldn’t reach any further inside me, he came with a roar, plunging his shaft deep into me, gripping my hips and drawing my body up to his with his final thrusts.

He lay spent on top of me and I welcomed the feel of his hard body on mine as I stroked his hair.

After a while, he ran rough fingers down my back and ass cheeks, before carefully removing the plug and disposing of it. Taking my wrists, he undid the bondage tape, kissing my fingers before moving to my ankles. When the tape came off, he rubbed my skin before releasing them and I marveled at how he could be so forceful one moment and so tender the next.

“Are you all right, sweetheart?” he asked.

I nodded and smiled.

He moved to the side of the bed and scooped me up in his arms.

“Where are we going now?” I asked with a frown.

“To my favorite armchair,” he replied with a grin.

After putting me in the same chair we’d shared before, he went to the kitchen and returned with two bottled waters. After putting them on the floor beside the chair, he lifted me up and sat, pulling me back down on to his lap.

He grabbed the same blanket as before, snuggling me in, and then handed me a bottle. I drank thirstily and then curled into a comfortable position, my head against the same shoulder I’d bit minutes earlier.

“Thank you for trusting me,” he said, kissing the top of my head. “It’s not easy to give yourself to someone like you did. You are one gutsy little sub.”

The praise warmed me as much as the blanket. “I was scared at first. It all felt so unreal, you know? Everything happened so quickly over the last couple of days, it’s hard to believe.”

“Is that a good thing for you, or is it all just too fast?”

I thought about how wonderful I felt at that moment: warm, secure and sated. “I knew there was something missing in my relationships. I just had no idea I wanted to be, you know, dominated.” I dropped my gaze, feeling self-conscious at saying the words aloud.

He put a finger under my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes. “You are a brave, beautiful woman, who is a natural submissive. I don’t want to see you hang your head when you admit to that.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said with a smile. “You know I was stuck in this rut, not really going anywhere, and now look at me.”

“Okay. I will.” He grinned and pulled the blanket off me, covering one breast with his big warm hand.

I laughed, loving the way his face was so relaxed now. Such a lot of the time it seemed to be made up of hard lines and frowns. I snuggled in closer as his fingers played absently with my nipple, brushing over the tip, sending tiny sparks through me.

“Do you like this part of being a Dom? I mean holding me afterwards?” I asked.

He looked serious again and released my nipple, much to my disappointment. “It’s just as important for me as it is for you, sweetheart. We both need to be okay with everything that happened.”

It made perfect sense, and curled up on his lap, warm and contented, I wanted to find out more about this man who had such an effect on me.

“Have you always been a Dom?” My question was met with a long silence and I grew uncomfortable. “I’m sorry, it’s none of my business,” I added.

Why couldn’t I have just kept my mouth shut and enjoyed the moment?

“It’s all right. You’ve been open and honest with me and I need to be the same with you. I don’t usually talk about myself, so it’s not easy.” He paused, took a swig from his water bottle, and then settled his arm around me again.

“I’ve always known I was sexually dominant. I had a couple of regular relationships, but it was never enough. I started to look seriously into BDSM and visited the clubs around where I lived at the time. I kind of eased into the lifestyle and it was great—no judgments or looks. I had a few relationships, nothing too serious, and then I met Anna.”

The expression on his face told me the next part wasn’t going to be easy.

“We clicked, and after a year or so I decided I’d found someone I could spend my life with, so I asked her to marry me and she agreed.

“Two weeks after I proposed, I found her in our apartment, facedown and spread-eagled, tied to our bed, her other Dom paddling her bare ass. I guess she wasn’t as committed as I was.” He stopped talking.

“I’m so sorry that happened to you.” It was all I could think of to say.

He kissed the top of my head and continued, “It was a long time ago. I joined the military soon after and spent a few years overseas. By the time I got back stateside, I knew I couldn’t be happy unless I was a Dom, so I returned to the lifestyle with no long term commitments.

“After a couple of years, I got out of the military and set up a security company with a couple of ex-soldier buddies of mine. It grew into personal protection and venue security. That’s what I do now. I met Helen soon after the company really took off. We both knew it wasn’t a permanent thing, but it worked for a while.”

He paused and I studied his face, wondering what was going through his mind.

“I’m glad she’s with Seb,” he said. “They could really make a go of it. He’s exactly what she needs.”

We sat in companionable silence for a while, and I digested everything he’d told me. Of course, protecting people and places was the perfect job for him. He had the kind of personality that let people know he wouldn’t take any crap from anyone.

“What made you start up a cleaning business?” I asked, puzzled. It didn’t seem like it fit into the chain of events he’d just described to me.

He took a deep breath and then answered my question. “The cleaning company belongs to my brother, Nathan. He’s in prison right now, doing two years for being stupid.”

Steve sat for a minute, not saying anything, and then he continued with his explanation.

“He has a gambling problem, a big one. I thought he had it under control, but he was lying to himself, as well as me. When the funds ran out, he begged, borrowed and then finally stole. He got caught, and it serves him right. But he’s my brother, so I decided to try and keep the company going, for when he gets out.”

“He’s a lucky man to have a brother like you,” I said softly.

Steve pulled me in closer to his body and I snuggled contentedly against him.

“What about you?” he asked. “Tell me about your life so far. I don’t like knowing so little about you.”

He wasn’t the only one who felt uncomfortable sharing. I took a deep breath.

“It sounds a bit melodramatic, but my mother didn’t really like me, even as a little kid. Love never came into it and I grew up aware that my brother could do no wrong and I could do absolutely nothing right.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

I shrugged. “It became normal everyday life for me, to experience that kind of dislike. I just learned to live with her disapproval. My dad spent my entire childhood overcompensating for her behavior and I loved him for trying. He still does now, every time I visit, but nothing ever changes. I’ve tried for so long to win her approval. Now I just go out of my way to piss her off. It’s easier, you know?”

“That’s really fucked up.”

Somehow, his angry comment made it easier to continue. “My poor brother was constantly mortified at her clingy, desperate love, and spent his childhood needing reassurance from me that I didn’t hate him. You’re right, it was totally fucked up. He left home the minute he turned eighteen and joined the Air Force. At least he’s doing well now.”

He pulled the blanket off my shoulder and kissed it softly.

“You haven’t told many people about yourself, have you? That can’t have been easy to say, sweetheart.” He smiled. “I think you’re one tough cookie.”

“Not always, but thanks.” I gave him a smile.

We lapsed into silence again.

“Right, enough of the emotional stuff. I might need to ravage that body of yours in the near future, so get your sexy ass off my lap and into bed where you belong.”

I broke into laughter and the atmosphere lightened up at once. It was just what I’d needed to hear and, when I was being pulled along the hallway to my bedroom by my grinning Dom, I realized I was dangerously close to falling, big time, for the man who could be tough as nails one minute and funny and tender the next.

I climbed naked into my bed and lay there waiting. It felt weird. I had never gone to bed while a man turned off the lights and checked to make sure the front door was locked. This was what being married could be like. I stopped my train of thought immediately. Steve had said nothing about a permanent relationship, and to start going down that road would only bring disappointment.

He walked into the bedroom and I watched him in the glow of the bedside light. Putting my hands behind my head, I lay there smiling at the view.

Steve glanced up and did a classic double take as he caught me watching him undress. He gave me one of his lazy grins as he pulled off his pants and shrugged out of the black shirt. He wasn’t wearing any underwear. My breathing quickened while I took in the powerful frame and taut muscles. Not to mention his cock, which stood erect and proud.

“Are you going to give me marks out of ten?” he drawled.

“I wouldn’t want you to get any more big-headed,” I shot back, my smile widening.

He got in and pulled me over so I was tucked in right against him, his arm wrapped right around my middle.

“Did you just sass me, Liza?” he said quietly in my ear.

“Absolutely not, Sir,” I replied, hoping he couldn’t tell I was still smiling.

I wriggled against him, getting comfortable and he smacked one still sore ass cheek.

“Stop squirming, sub, or neither of us are going to sleep at all tonight,” he growled.

His hard cock brushed against my thigh as he spoke, and all I wanted was for him to be inside me again. This was new to me, this constant sexual appetite, and I was beginning to realize just how much I had missed out on until now.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I replied, in a suitably apologetic voice and laid still.

I waited ten seconds and then gave one deliberate wiggle. His wicked laugh made my insides squirm with delight.

“Sub, you’re going to get it now,” he warned.

I squealed, trying to escape across the bed, but two big hands reached over and grabbed my hips, flipping me over easily on to my front. He knelt up behind me and swatted my ass, gently, a couple of times.

“Get on all fours,” he ordered.

I obeyed, heart racing and heat coursing through me.

He leaned over me, placing a hand in the middle of my back, pushing me down till my bottom stuck straight up in the air. “Don’t move.”

Kneeling on the bed, facing my ass, and keeping a hand pressed down hard on my back, he began to spank me, my already sore cheeks stinging immediately.

I yelped with surprise, struggling to push back up. His arm was like a rod of iron and he held me there with no trouble at all. I had no choice but to take the spanking. It hurt a lot; however, even with the pain, my pussy throbbed with hot desire. What was the matter with me? Each time I was punished, my body hungered for more.

His hand came down harder every time, and my eyes watered even as my pussy got wetter and wetter.

After five more swats, he stopped. “That’s for lying about sassing me. I won’t tolerate lying, even while joking.”

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

His hand caressed my ass cheeks and then he let one finger slip into my wetness. “Your body tells me that you enjoy being punished, even when you try to show me you don’t. Maybe I should organize a daily spanking time for you, and we’ll see how long you can keep up the pretense of hating it.”

My body betrayed me again when he slid a finger inside my cunt and the muscles clenched around him. He laughed.

“Mmm, what a nice reaction; I think we’ll try that. Don’t worry, sweetheart, my job takes me away for days at a time, so your pert little ass will have time to recover between punishments.”

He lifted his arm from my back, and got off the bed. Walking around, he came and stood right next to my head. “Back up on all fours, turn around and face me.”

I did as I was told and found my face right in front of his massive erection.

“Take my cock in your mouth, sweetheart. I want to feel your lips tight around me.”

I let my tongue run the whole length of his hard shaft before closing my lips over the smooth, velvet head. I sucked gently on the tip, almost releasing him, then took the tip back into my mouth again, tracing the rim of the head with my tongue, over and over.

Wanting to taste more, I leaned forward and enveloped his whole cock, my mouth drawing on the hot shaft, and pulled him right to the back of my throat. He groaned, and I began to suck, hard and fast at first, then I slowed down, taking just the head again and flicking the rim of it.

He grabbed my hair, thrusting himself forward, pushing himself into my mouth. He gradually slowed down and I could hear him trying to gain control of his breathing.

“Your mouth feels so damn good, sweetheart, but we have to stop. I need to be inside you, right now.” His large hands grabbed my hips, turned me around, and pulled me to him.

Immediately, his hand delved between my legs and two fingers pushed into me. I cried out as my vagina contracted around the intrusion. Instant arousal turned to urgent need as his fingers thrust in and out of me and ran over my clit in swift movements.

All of a sudden, everything stopped.

“No,” I shouted in dismay.

A hand came down on my ass, hard. “I think you have forgotten who is in charge, sub. Tell me now. Who is in control?”

“You are, Sir,” I replied, hating the whine in my voice, but needing him to finish what he’d started instead of asking me questions.

“Then beg me to continue.”

I hesitated and he slapped my thigh. I flinched at the smarting pain.

“Please, Sir. I promise I’ll remember who’s in charge from now on. Please continue, Sir.”

He stroked the thigh he’d slapped. “Better.”

Grabbing both hips, he propelled me back, straight on to his thick, hard shaft, filling me to capacity. I cried out, feeling almost too full, but as he pulled out and then slammed back in, my pussy accommodated his size.

Holding my hips, again and again he thrust in and out of me. Even though I was not tied or restrained, I felt more dominated than ever, and I knew, beyond any doubt, who was in complete control.

My body tensed as the orgasm building inside me threatened to push me over the edge. “Please, may I come, Sir?” I gasped, knowing that I couldn’t hold out more than a few seconds.

“Yes, Liza. Come right now.”

Steve slammed hard into me and I screamed over and over as I came, grabbing the sheets with both hands. His thrusts slowed as every part of my core spasmed, then shuddered, but he gave me no time to recover. Just as I let go of the bunched sheets, he hammered into me again, harder and faster, until I felt him explode, deep inside me.

Leaning over me he kissed my shoulder possessively. “Your screams were beautiful to hear, baby.”

I buried by face in the sheets, feeling myself blush. God, had that really been me?

“Don’t ever feel embarrassed about letting your emotions show like that. I need to see your reactions to what I do. It’s important to me.”

He pulled out of me and I climbed under the covers. He moved me so I was tucked in right against him, his arm around me.

“Are you going to keep still this time, or are we going to do this all night?” I could tell he was smiling when he spoke.

“I’ll keep really still, Sir, I promise.” I loved feeling him lying behind me, and when he cupped my breast, settling his hand there, I sighed with contentment.

“You have to work tomorrow, right?” he asked.

“Yes,” I groaned miserably, not wanting to return to the drudgery of the office and another week of Mike’s attempts to humiliate me in front of my colleagues.

“Do you dislike your job as much as it sounds?”

I nodded. “I feel like I’m wasting my life there, to be honest.”

“There is another option. Come back to the club and work with me.”

“You’d give me my old job back?” I asked excitedly, not daring to believe he meant it.

“No, not your old job. I’d want you as an assistant manager. Oh, and no more cleaning contracts. Interested?”

I lay in stunned silence, then leapt up, the covers falling off me, and threw myself on top of him. “That’s an incredible offer. Really, thank you so much.”

His deep laugh made me break into laughter as well, and I lay there hugging him, my breasts crushed against his chest, as I tried to cover his face with kisses.

“You are irresistible, you know that?” He stroked my hair. “Completely submissive one minute, then all flushed and excited like a kid at Christmas the next. If you hadn’t sassed me a couple of times with that sharp tongue of yours, I’d have worried you might be too sweet to handle all the problems there are bound to be. But I think you could manage just fine.”

He re-arranged my body back where he wanted it, then spoke again, “I have to go out of town for a few days on a job. I want you to think seriously about my offer. Be absolutely sure, okay? I’ll be back by Friday, so I can pick you up from work and you can tell me your decision then.”

Before I could comment, he reached over and turned off the bedside light, then pulled me right in next to him, kissing the back of my neck.

“Go to sleep, sub, you’ve worn me out.”

I smiled in the darkness, running all the events of the last couple of days through my head. I’d endured months of boredom, and suddenly, all of this. Life was certainly unpredictable.

Sighing, I snuggled in as close as I could get and listened to Steve’s breathing as it slowed down and evened out as he fell asleep. I closed my eyes and waited for sleep to claim me, too.





 

Chapter Six

 

 

It was a struggle to get out of bed the next morning. I was not used to having someone hold me while I slept, and I wasn’t ready to move out of my warm nook though the clock on the bedside table showed I had no choice. After watching the second hand move around half a dozen times, I sighed and carefully eased out of the bed. I turned to watch Steve sleep in the early morning light. Shit, he was just too gorgeous. I was hooked; there was no denying it.

Standing in the shower, I wondered how I could walk without bow legs. He’d taken me again in the early hours, gently pinching my nipples until I stirred. Then holding my wrists above my head with one large hand, he’d taken me from behind, thrusting into me until I moaned and came, my pussy clamping down on his hard cock.

Insatiable, he’d then pushed me onto my stomach. He parted my legs with his knees and leaned over me, still with my hands pinned above my head, and pounded into me until, with a growl, he came with his shaft buried deep inside me.

By the time I finished with my shower, Steve had awoken and brewed fresh coffee. I had a quick cup and we chatted. When I was ready to leave, he insisted on dropping me off at work.

As we sat in his car outside my office, he made sure I had his cell number then took my face in his hands, kissing me deeply. I responded in a way I was getting to recognize, letting his tongue invade my mouth, arousal starting to burn deep in my core.

“Mmmm,” he said. “Nice and responsive. I’m finding it hard to let you go, even for a few days.”

I was warmed by his words. This weekend had changed everything that was “normal” in my life. All I wanted was for these next few days to fly by and I hadn’t even got out of his car yet.

“I feel the same,” I murmured.

“I’ll call you tomorrow, when you’ve had a chance to think about my proposition. Be good, little Liza, and make sure you call me if you need me for anything. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir!” I said, making a mock salute, a smile on my face.

A wicked grin lit up his. “You know I could flip you over my lap right now, pull your panties down and spank that lush, round ass of yours until it glows red.

I gulped. The fact that the car was in the office parking lot changed my mind about smarting off at once. “I promise to call if I need you for anything. Really, I will.”

He laughed. “That’s better. See you on Friday.

I smiled in return. “Bye.”

I got out of the car and watched him drive away, round a corner and out of sight.

Carly was waiting at the entrance. “My God, Liza, who in the hell was that and when can I meet his brother?”

I laughed, thinking it would probably be a while before that could happen. “I’ll tell you later. Can you do lunch at twelve?”

“Sounds good, if I can wait that long.”

* * * *

Half an hour later, I sat staring at a blank screen. If it wasn’t for the soreness of my whole personal area, it might all have been just an incredible dream. Here I was, back at the office, like a regular Monday morning, but it couldn’t be the same because I felt like a whole different person. My eyes had been opened to what I really wanted, I just hadn’t known before now.

I had the overwhelming urge to give myself utterly to this man; relinquish all control and be dominated, restrained and spanked. But not necessarily in that order, I thought with a smile. My insides quivered just thinking about what Steve had done to me in the last forty-eight hours.

Hearing footsteps approaching from behind, I turned, smiling, expecting to find Carly with two steaming mugs of coffee, not able to wait till lunch. Patience and Carly didn’t often mix. The smile died on my lips as Mike stood there, glaring at my screen with contempt.

“Hard at it, I see,” he drawled, gesturing in the direction of my computer.

Amazingly, unlike any other time that Mike had sauntered over looking for trouble, I really couldn’t be bothered to retaliate. His pathetic, needy behavior caused me to feel pity, not irritation.

“Hi, Mike, how are you?” I replied pleasantly.

Obviously not knowing quite how to react, he tried again.

“Oh, I’m great. I was just wondering if you were intending to sit there all morning, mooning over lover boy, or did you actually mean to do any work?”

So that was it. Carly wasn’t the only one to have spied Steve dropping me off. Wow, could he really be that insecure?

“You know,” I said, “I think I’m going to moon for about another three minutes and then I’ll be done. By the way, sweetie, whoever told you that tie matches your shirt should be shot.”

Laughing, I turned back to my desk. Oh well, at least I hadn’t sworn at him. Maybe I’d rise above his sniping next time.

After his footsteps receded, I turned on the screen and clicked on my profile. All the employees had put one together for the firm and I studied the words in front of me that I’d written, back when I’d got the job.

Really, there was no huge decision to be made. I knew what I had to do. I had to shake things up, make some changes and do something with my life. I was going to take the job Steve offered me.

I clicked off the profile and spent the next twenty minutes typing up my letter of resignation. No big deal. Decision made.

* * * *

Carly sat opposite me, mouth open, coffee up halfway to her mouth, eyes out on stalks. “Holy fuck.”

She had said those same words approximately every sixty seconds since I’d begun to talk. I’d told her almost everything that had happened during the past couple of days. I’d left out the butt plug and the masturbation; after all, a girl did have her pride. However, it seemed she had enough to cope with processing what I had told her.

I finished my story and we sat in silence.

“He’s got a nice car, though,” she commented drily.

We looked at each other and then burst out laughing.

“No really, I mean, shit, Liza, what do you want me to say? It’s incredible. All I did this weekend was go to my sister’s baby shower and play ‘spin the baby bottle.’”

I laughed, feeling good about being able to tell someone. Carly was a good friend and I knew I could trust her.

“You’re actually quitting?” she asked.

“I can’t afford to miss this opportunity,” I replied. “He’s giving me a chance to prove myself, and the fact that he has faith in me is important. I really loved working there and I should never have quit.”

“Well, good for you. I’m going to miss you like crazy at work, but we can still get together, right? I mean, you’re not going to turn into one of those joined-at-the-hip couples, are you? Shit, maybe you will—I mean, he could probably attach you to him in a hundred different ways. Cuffs, rope, tape. The possibilities are endless.”

She ducked, grinning as I threw my plastic coffee stirrer at her. “Very funny, but seriously, Carly, let’s not lose touch, okay?”

I must have appeared apprehensive because she took my hand and gave it a squeeze. “Of course we won’t. I’m going to be bugging you for all the juicy details every single week!”

Work beckoned and we left our favorite lunch time pasta house and headed back for another afternoon at the office.

* * * *

To say the next two days dragged by would be a serious understatement. My boss had accepted my resignation letter and said all the appropriate things about missing me and wishing me luck in my new endeavors. I’d promised I would work until the end of the following week, but by Thursday afternoon, all I wanted to do was clear my desk and vacate the building. Oh, and murder Mike.

My mother had called me just as I was thinking about calling it a day. I had been focused on wrapping up the cases I had outstanding, and really felt like I was getting somewhere, when my cell vibrated on the desk.

Seeing the number flash up, I crossed my fingers, hoping it was my dad, and answered in a bright and cheerful voice.

Unfortunately, it was my mother, informing me that Mike had called to inform her that I was throwing away my career and leaving the firm to pursue “God knows what.” She went on say that I had been a fool to lose someone like Mike who, apparently, had been keeping in touch with her regularly, hoping that she could convince me to change my mind about quitting my job and him.

I was so angry, I simply sat in silence while she rambled on, then in a curt voice, I informed her that I had to take a call and hung up.

So much for working on my self-control. Rising above him was just not going to be an option.

I had been proud of the way I’d bitten my tongue, right up until that call, even when he had informed me that I “obviously couldn’t cut it in the professional world of insurance.”

What I wanted to do was inform the whole office that Mike had been a pathetic excuse for a boyfriend, a lousy lay, and seemed to have an unhealthy relationship with my mother. I knew that, much more, and the lid was going to blow.

I’d left soon after her call, slamming the front door to the building, ready to strangle someone.

As I walked home, I thought about calling Steve, but I didn’t want him to think I couldn’t handle a difficult work situation, especially if he was going to be my future employer.

I’d talked to him every evening, and the tensions of the day had dissipated as I’d listened to his deep, gravelly voice tell me about the security job he’d been doing, protecting a high-profile politician as he traveled through the state. I had yet to tell him the big news about my resignation, deciding to wait until we were face to face.

* * * *

I relaxed on the sofa, idly watching the evening news report, knowing that Steve should be calling soon. When the phone rang, I picked up and immediately felt better when he started to tell me something funny that had happened.

There was a pause when he finished his story. “Are you okay, Liza? You’re quieter than usual.”

He sounded concerned and I tried to reassure him.

“It’s just work, you know, the usual. I hate it there now. Carly is the only thing that keeps me sane.”

“Is that all?”

“Yes, really. That, and I guess I’m tired.”

“Well, you better rest up for when I get back tomorrow. I’ve had four days to think of all the things I’m going do to your luscious body the moment I lay my hands on it.”

I felt ridiculous, sitting alone in my apartment, blushing, but my pulse picked up as he spoke, and I felt a tell-tale dampness form between my legs as images passed through my mind.

“Where are you?” he asked casually.

“Um, you did call my house phone…” I giggled.

“Very funny, Liza. You’re lucky I’m not there.”

“Sorry, Sir. I couldn’t resist. I’m sitting on the sofa.” It was a strange question and I wondered what he would say next.

“I think we need to work a little more on that hang up you had the other night in my car. Just to make sure you are over that.”

He had to be joking. He was well over a hundred miles away, on the phone. Was he crazy?

“Strip from the waist down.”

My heart skipped a beat. “But… You mean now?”

“Right now, Liza. It’s not a request.”

I toyed with the idea of pretending, but of course, I was sure he’d be able to tell. He was intuitive like that. Anyway, I wouldn’t have felt right about lying.

The self-consciousness I’d had since childhood began to raise its ugly head again. I really didn’t want to deal with this now, especially after the shitty day I’d just had, but it was this or share my troubles with Steve about my bastard ex and my pain-in-the-ass mother.

“Liza, tell me how you’re feeling.”

“I’m okay; a bit anxious, but okay.”

“Do you trust me, sweetheart?”

I could do that much. “I do.”

“Open your legs wide then lick your middle finger.”

With that, I pushed my worries to the background and concentrated on his authoritative voice, but I faltered. I couldn’t. I just couldn’t.

“Steve, I can’t.”

“I really don’t think you want to make me drive nearly two hundred miles to punish you for disobeying me, but if I have to…”

He left the sentence unfinished, but I got the message. Bracing myself, I focused on his command and did as I was told. The whole of my core throbbed in anticipation.

“Now slide your finger through your gorgeous pussy and play with your clit.”

I obeyed, and each time my wet finger rubbed over the sensitive nub, I flinched with pleasure that pulsed through me over and over. I heard myself sigh and then, as the arousal grew, my breathing turned heavy.

“Move it in and out, nice and slowly. Does it feel good, Liza? Tell me.”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Yes, what?” he demanded.

“Yes, Sir. It feels good.”

“Good girl. Now, remove your finger and go to the table. Tell me when you’re standing in front of it.”

I got up and walked to the table, hit the speaker button and placed the phone in front of me.

“I’m here,” I said shakily, remembering what had happened the last time I’d stood there naked.

“Bend over the table and spread your legs,” he commanded.

I complied and waited breathlessly for his instructions, my heart beating fast and hard.

“Stroke your pussy, Liza. Your breathing is heavy and your voice is shaking. I hear your need.”

I ran two fingers across my core and delved into my hot, wet pussy. My muscles clenched around them, and I moved them up and down slowly, instinctively.

“Use your other hand to play with your nipples. Tease and pinch them. Rub over that sensitive swollen clit with your thumb as you do so.”

I did as he said and moaned, my desire searing through me. My clit hardened and swelled beneath my thumb.

“Are you fucking your pussy, sub? Answer me now.”

“Yes, Sir.” My voice didn’t sound like my own. I was fighting to maintain control, the urge to come threatening to overwhelm me.

It was unbelievable that he had such a powerful hold over me. He was hundreds of miles away, yet he was calling every shot, and I wanted him to. I needed to hear his commands and submit to him totally.

My fingers moved harder, faster, and I started to pant, knowing I was about to explode around my own hand.

“May I come, Sir. Oh, Jesus. Please, May I?”

“You may, sweetheart.”

I cried out and my hips bucked as an orgasm roared through me, sending shocks of delight along every nerve in my body. As ripples traveled up and down my heated limbs, he encouraged me and my passion.

“You are a joy to me, baby. I want you to know how proud I am that you put so much trust in me.”

I managed to stand up straight and retrieved the phone. Walking unsteadily to the couch, I sat, clicked talk and put the phone to my ear.

“Thank you, Sir.” It was all I could manage at that moment, and those words came out quite breathlessly.

“Okay, little sub, go and get warm and rest up now. I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon and I’ll collect you from work at four.

“Yes, Sir, I will.” I waited a second, and then added, “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, sweetheart.”

The phone clicked and I put it on the end table, grabbed my clothes and did as I’d been told. Sleep came easy.





 

Chapter Seven

 

 

Finally, it was Friday and I clock-watched at work all day, mentally counting down the hours until his Mercedes would pull up outside. It was crazy to be this excited. It was like being in high school and waiting for a date to pick me up, although this particular date had proved to be a lot more hard core than the boys I’d dated in high school, to say the least.

Mike had done his best to wind me up on and off during the day, but I hadn’t bitten, not once. He’d taken a long lunch and it was a relief to work in peace without constantly checking over my shoulder to see if he was watching me.

By a quarter to four, most of the staff had left for the day. There was a meeting upstairs with a couple of the regular staff and the bosses, and I decided that nobody would miss me if I clocked out for the day.

I logged off my computer, locked up the hard copies I’d been working on in the cabinet next to my desk, and stood up, shrugging on my jacket. I grabbed my purse and weekend bag.

“Leaving so soon?”

I jumped out of my skin and swung round. Mike stood just a few feet from me with a stupid smirk on his face.

I took a deep, cleansing breath and regained my composure. “What do you want, Mike?” I decided to keep it short and to the point.

“I want you to come to your senses and stop acting like a love-sick school kid. I’ve seen you checking the clock for the last couple of hours. Can’t wait to see lover boy, is that it?”

His school analogy was too close to my own and it really pissed me off.

“What the hell has it got to do with you?” I asked. “Tell me, seriously, why would you call my mother and tell tales? I can’t believe you would so something so pathetic. If you knew me at all, you’d know it would have the opposite effect to the one you clearly want.”

“Listen, Liza—”

“Why Mike? Is it the fact that I dumped you and not the other way round? Is your ego so fragile that you had to go out of your way to try and get back at me?” My voice was rising and so was my temper. I checked myself. “Look, I’m leaving in a few days and we’ll never have to lay eyes on each other again. Okay?”

“I told your mother because she is concerned about you and the decisions you’ve made recently.”

I laughed humorlessly. “Concerned? I think you got the wrong mother, my friend.”

He ignored my comment. “I talk to her quite often. She really hoped things would become permanent between us. They still could, Liza.”

“No, Mike they really couldn’t.”

I took in his pale, insipid face and lean, wiry body. Another face and body flashed through my mind: big, strong and protective. Someone who could make me tremble with lust and fear, yet could push my mind and body to incredible heights of passion that I’d never come close to before.

“I’m leaving now, Mike. Just let me work out my notice in peace. No more jibes and sarcasm, okay?”

He didn’t move, so I walked around him into the hallway and headed to the front door, deciding to wait outside for Steve. I needed to put plenty of space between Mike and myself.

I opened the door and was taking a step forward when my hand was shoved off the handle and the door pushed shut.

“What the fuck?” I exclaimed, spinning round angrily.

Mike grabbed my arm and tried to pull me back toward the office. “Liza, we are going to talk about this some more. You’re not just going to walk away like that. I told you, I want us to work this out and be together.”

I resisted, trying to unlock his fingers from around my forearm, all efforts at calmness and control going right out of the window. “Have you lost your fucking mind? Get your hand off me, now!”

“I want to sit and talk, to get you to see how great we could be together. Your mother told me you’d always been stubborn and bull-headed. You’ve made the wrong decision to leave, Liza. Can’t you see that?”

“Let me go, Mike, I’m warning you. You’ve lost your damn mind. We are finished, and you’re going to have to accept that. Now get off me!”

My free hand grabbed the hand holding my arm and tried to pry him off. I twisted away from him, panic building inside me, but his grip was too strong. His face darkened at my words and his fingers dug into my arm so hard I winced.

“You made a fool of me, letting me get you this job then dumping me. Payback’s a bitch and so are you.”

As he spoke, he tried to drag me back down the hallway. Fear took a real hold. There wasn’t anyone else around. Just the bosses on the floor above at the other end of the building, and they weren’t going to hear me yelling. It was an old building with thick walls, extra sound-proofed for customer privacy.

“Come on!”

He yelled right in my face, and then I smelled it: alcohol.

“I’m going to teach you just who’s in charge. You don’t get to call the shots any more, Liza.”

He spat the word at me and I cringed. He could pull me into any of the rooms and beat me, or rape me even.

Terrified, I struggled frantically, but his grip on my arm only tightened as he managed to drag me several feet further down the hallway.

I kicked him hard in the shin, but instead of releasing me, he belted me across my cheek with the other hand. I stumbled backwards and would have fallen if not for his hold on me.

A door opened just ahead of us and Carly appeared, taking the scene in with astonishment. “What the hell?”

Mike shoved me away from him so hard that I hit my head on the wall and crumpled to a heap on the floor, feeling a pounding start in my skull.

I heard a crashing sound behind me. I turned and relief flooded through me as I saw Steve just a few feet away. The crash had been the door hitting the wall as Steve entered, and the expression on his face was one of pure fury.

He reached Mike, and in seconds, had his hand pinned behind his back and his whole body pressed up against the wall. Steve’s free arm held him still, braced across Mike’s upper chest, as my ex stared up at Steve, shock and fear clearly visible on his face.

“Liza, can you get up?” Steve asked.

I nodded.

“Call the cops for me and then sit down in the waiting area over there, sweetheart, you’re shaking.”

Carly walked forward and took my arm. She led me to the chairs and carefully helped me to sit. Walking past Steve and Mike, she retrieved my bags, which had fallen during the struggle, and brought them over to me.

“Thanks, Carly,” I managed, still trembling uncontrollably.

“It’s okay, I’ll call.” She took the phone out of my purse and dialed.

Steve’s voice had been utterly controlled and he radiated strength and power as he held Mike fast.

“They’re on the way,” she said to Steve and then put an arm protectively around my shoulders.

“Thanks, honey,” he said.

His eyes hadn’t moved from Mike’s since I’d sat down and I watched them bore right down into his terrified face.

“The cops are going to be here soon,” he said to Mike in a deadly voice. “So I want you to listen to me very carefully. If you ever put a hand on her again, if you say one word to her—fuck, if you even look her way, I will hunt you down and squeeze the life right out of you. Do you understand?”

Mike nodded, his head bobbing up and down, apparently scared out of his wits.

Steve turned to us. “Carly, right?”

She nodded.

“Do you know who else is here?”

“There’s a meeting upstairs; the bosses and a couple of guys from this floor.”

“Okay. Call up there and get them down here as quickly as you can.”

Carly squeezed my hand and ran to our office. I heard her talking and just a few seconds later, she was back, her reassuring arm around my shoulders again.

There was a box of tissues in the waiting area and she grabbed a few, gently pressing one against my cheekbone.

“You’re bleeding, Liza. —It’s okay, I’ve got it.” She dabbed a few times and then held the tissue to my face again.

“I didn’t realize,” I said, touching my cheek and wincing.

Footsteps pounded overhead, and then on the stairs to my right. Four men burst through the door, taking in the scene in astonishment.

Steve still held Mike, whose head had drooped, all the fight gone out of him.

My boss, Andrew, looked at Steve and Mike and then audibly drew in his breath, his face registering shock as he saw Carly tending to my face.

“Jesus Christ,” he said angrily. “Have you lost your God-damned mind?” He glared at Mike in disbelief, then came and sat by me, taking my hand in a fatherly type of gesture.

Ian, one of the other three men I worked with, cautiously approached Steve, whose face was still creased with anger.

“Carly said the police are on the way. Maybe you should take a step back,” he suggested. “We can make sure he doesn’t go anywhere,”

Steve looked at Ian, and then nodded, slowly easing his grip on Mike. All three men came and stood around Mike, who leaned against the wall, head hanging down.

Carly removed the tissue and inspected the wound on my cheek “Thank God I decided to stay late for once in my life.”

I nodded and squeezed her hand, my head throbbing with every little movement I made. I looked up, wincing, at the sound of approaching sirens. Steve walked over and knelt in front of me, taking the tissue from Carly. He checked the wound and gave me a smile.

“It’s almost stopped. Do you feel nauseous or faint, sweetheart?”

I shook my head very slowly. “It just throbs like hell,” I replied.

He stroked my good cheek and rose up as the police entered the building.

The next two hours passed in somewhat of a blur for me. Mike was handcuffed and taken away in a patrol car. Statements were taken there at the office and, after I’d promised Carly I’d call her the next day, Steve drove me to the hospital since I refused an ambulance. An officer had arranged to meet us there to take photos of my injuries for evidence.

The drive to the hospital was short, Steve’s hand holding mine: firm, warm and reassuring.

Once at the hospital, he never left my side. The officer took photos then a nurse cleaned the cut on my face and put strips across it to help the wound close. After the on-call doctor was satisfied, the police officer checked both our statements and turned to me.

“Look after yourself, Miss Turner. You’ve had a nasty shock, and I’d rather you weren’t on your own, at least for the next few hours.”

“She won’t be,” Steve said firmly. “We’ll both be at my house for the weekend, if you need to reach us.”

“I don’t foresee any problems at this point,” the officer replied. “He’s been charged and will appear in court in the next couple of days. At some point, you both might need to go to court, to testify and give evidence, but try not to worry about that now.” He smiled at me. “Just try and take it easy, all right?”

The two men shook hands. “I’m glad you arrived when you did,” the officer said. “It could have been a very different outcome if you hadn’t.”

The same nurse who had dressed my cut returned with the paperwork, and we were then free to leave.

We drove to Steve’s house without talking, each of us apparently lost in our own thoughts. I couldn’t get the police officer’s words out of my head. “It could have been a very different outcome.”

Images of Mike pulling me into an empty office and raping me, with no one hearing me scream for help, made me grip the sides of my seat. I started to tremble at what could have happened instead of focusing on the fact that it hadn’t, and by the time we pulled up in Steve’s driveway, I was crying silently, the tears pouring down my face.

Steve turned to me after switching off the engine. “Shit,” he exclaimed and jumped out of the car, running to my side while I tried to undo my seatbelt, fumbling with the clasp, not able to see through my tears.

He wrenched to door open, unclicked the belt and pulled me up into his arms. The second I leant my face against his chest, and strong arms were tight around me, I let go, uncontrollable sobs wracking my body.

“It’s okay, Liza, I’ve got you. It’s all over now and you’re safe, I promise.”

Pressed against him, his deep voice rumbled through me and I gradually calmed down, enveloped in his arms. My body ceased trembling, and his warmth seeped into me. I’m not sure how long we stayed like that before he spoke.

“I need to get you inside, sweetheart. Let’s go.”

With one arm around my waist now, we entered his house and he led me straight upstairs to his bedroom.

“Oh, I left my purse and overnight bag in the car,” I said as Steve sat me down on the edge of his enormous bed.

“I’ll fetch both later. I want you to get out of those clothes and in the shower. You’ll feel a lot better, I promise.” He crossed the room to a closet and pulled a large, black button-down shirt from its hanger, then returned. “Put this on when you’ve showered. I know it’ll look better on you than it does on me. I’m going to fix us something to eat, so meet me in the kitchen when you’re ready.” He leant down and kissed me so tenderly, the tears built up behind my eyes again.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered.

Steve grinned at me. “That’s more like it.”

One more kiss and he took my hand, led me to the bathroom, and gave me a light swat on my bottom. “See you in a while,” he said.

In the shower, I let the hot water cascade over me for several minutes, then soaped myself thoroughly, mentally wanting to be rid of any traces of Mike. After washing my hair with Steve’s shampoo, doing my best to keep the wound dry, I stepped out, feeling warm and refreshed.

Dried off, I slipped Steve’s shirt on and rolled up the sleeves. It only came down to mid- thigh. I folded my clothes and padded down the hallway, back to his bedroom. He had put my bags on the bed.

After retrieving a pair of panties from the overnight bag, I rummaged through the toiletries, completing the necessities before finding a comb, lip gloss and mascara. After washing off every scrap of make-up, I felt too self-conscious to let Steve see me bare-faced. Yet another hang up I was going to have to work on.

I put a coat of gloss and mascara on and combed through my hair. I ruffled it a bit and then studied my image in the mirror above his dresser. It would have to do.

A great aroma had spread throughout the house and my stomach let out a rumble of protest when I entered the kitchen.

Steve glanced up and laughed. “That’s a good sign.” He checked my appearance. “You’re gorgeous; I knew you’d look hot in my shirt. Have a seat.”

He gestured toward the breakfast bar, so I hopped up onto a stool and watched him expertly finish cooking a stir fry. He’d put two glasses of iced water on the bar so I took one, enjoying the cold water after my hot shower.

His kitchen was big, with a large fireplace on one wall, surrounded by comfy armchairs. An old-fashioned oak table took pride of place in the center of the room, with the cooking area and breakfast bar at the other end.

“Your house is beautiful,” I commented as Steve took two plates from an overhead cupboard.

“Thanks. It took about two years to renovate it, after I left the military. It was a foreclosure, so I got it for next to nothing.” He grinned. “I paid for it in sweat and hard labor, though.”

He served up the meal and sat next to me, taking a long sip of his drink. “I’ll show you the outside tomorrow. That was an even bigger mess than the house, but I’ve just about won the battle out there as well, thanks to the help of a couple of young guys looking for work.”

I loved that it was just the two of us, casually eating a meal together even after the horrible events of earlier. Watching him, I realized he’d let his guard down and was really relaxed for once.

“How’s the head?” he asked after we’d sat for a while. He checked the dressing and frowned. “Do you need any ibuprofen?”

“I’m fine, honestly. The shower helped a lot, and the food.”

He nodded and went back to eating. After we’d finished the meal, I went to collect the plates. “Let me; you cooked after all.”

I rinsed them off and put them next to the sink. I was conscious of how little I was wearing, but was determined to help clean up. I felt his eyes watching my every move as I ran the hot water into the sink.

“Come here, Liza.”

I recognized that tone, and turning off the water, walked to him. He opened his legs and took my hand, pulling me between his hard thighs and up against him.

“I’m sorry this happened to you. I wanted to kill that stupid fuck when I saw what he was doing. You bring out a different kind of protectiveness in me I thought I’d buried a long time ago.”

“Thank you for being there and for staying with me,” I said, looking into his strong, re-assuring face. “I don’t want to think about what might have happened. He was going to pull me into a room and…” I broke off, choking on a sob, and hung my head, not able to meet his gaze. “Shit, I wasn’t going to cry like a baby anymore.” I swallowed, regaining some self-control.

Steve tilted my chin up until our eyes met. “How long had that prick been bothering you?”

“Ever since I broke up with him. I mean, not like today but, you know, sarcastic remarks, criticism of my work, just general harassment.”

“Why didn’t you tell anyone?” Steve asked in a stern voice.

“I thought I could handle it. It was just words, and I had decided to search for another job, anyway. Carly knew, but we both put it down to him being a first prize douche bag.”

A hint of a smile crossed his face at my choice of words, but it was instantly replace by a frown.

“I told you to call me if there was anything wrong. I spoke to you every night while I was away, and you told me nothing. Listen Liza, from now on, if there’s a problem, any problem—work, family, anything at all, you are to tell me. Is that understood?”

“Yes,” I replied quietly.

“Yes?”

“Yes, Sir.” Noting the expression on his face, my heart beat faster.

“I should bend you over and spank you for not telling me, or your boss. He could have put a stop to the douche bag before it got out of control.”

My eyes widened in annoyance and I frowned at his words. “I had been trying to deal with it myself because I didn’t want to go running off, being a tattletale,” I replied, my voice showing him I didn’t agree with him at all.

“Are you going to argue with me now?”

His face took on a menacing expression and I bit my lip, shaking my head. “No, Sir”.

“I’m glad to hear it, although a good spanking still sounds appropriate. However, I’ll go easy on you, seeing what you went through today.”

Although I breathed a sigh of relief, I had to acknowledge that, even after the trauma of that afternoon, my panties were damp at just the threat of a discipline from Steve.

He ran his hands down my sides and then over my ass, sliding under the shirt, as my pulse raced.

“I don’t like my sub wearing underwear in my house. I prefer them to wear nothing at all, but definitely no panties.” He yanked them down to mid-thigh in one harsh movement and lifted the shirt up to my waist.

“Better,” he growled. Pulling me tight to his chest so the shirt stayed up, he ran his hands over my exposed cheeks, sliding one hand down the crease between them, till his fingers found my telltale wetness.

“Just thinking about me punishing you makes you wet, doesn’t it, Liza.”

It was a true statement, and I blushed at his words.

“Open your legs for me, sweetheart.”

I did as he said and immediately he pushed one finger right up into my pussy. I took a sharp intake of breath, my face pressed to his chest, and then I let out a moan, another of his fingers finding my clit and rubbing over it repeatedly.

“I can’t punish you because the doctor told you to take it easy, at least until tomorrow.” His mouth was right next to my ear and he whispered the words, making my whole body shiver. “Maybe I can think of something else.”

He took his hand away and I whimpered in protest. Pushing me back, his shirt dropped over my ass again, and he undid the buttons, one by one. He slipped the material over my shoulders and down my arms. The shirt fell to the floor and I stood before him, naked, except for the panties, halfway down my thighs.

“Remove them,” he ordered.

After I obeyed, he took my wrist and led me down the hallway to what I assumed was his office.

It was a large room, dominated by a massive old fashioned oak desk, facing a full length window that overlooked the grounds in the back. I felt exposed and vulnerable in such a male room, but even though I felt that way, my body was aroused just by being naked.

An old-style leather sofa sat against one wall with a matching chair and a drinks cabinet on the opposite side.

Steve took me to his desk and I did a classic double take when I saw the wall above it. Arranged on hooks was a large display of paddles and things that looked like whips, but with long, leather strands hanging from them, each one slightly different in style and size.

Below them, to one side of the desk, was what reminded me of an old fashioned umbrella stand. Instead of umbrellas, though, it held a collection of canes, and what seemed suspiciously like a couple of riding crops.

“This is where you will usually come if you need to be punished while you are staying at my home,” he said, watching me taking it all in.

I was shocked, there was no doubt. He had a whole armory of weapons at his disposal, to use on me if I angered him in any way. Or, a voice said in my mind, if you actually want to be punished.

I stared at Steve, my mouth open, not knowing what I was supposed to say.

He reached over and teased one nipple, pulling gently and twisting the bud between two fingers until it hardened under his touch. “Don’t worry, I promised to go easy on you tonight, so take a seat on the couch; I’ll be right with you,” he instructed.

I went and perched nervously on the edge of the soft leather, then watched as Steve went around the desk, opened a drawer and took out a long piece of silky material about the width of a scarf.

He walked over to me and held out his hand, palm upwards. “Wrists, Liza. When I hold out my hand this way, you will give me both wrists.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I placed them in his hand and he tied them together with the silken sash. Then he said, “Lean back, but keep that sweet ass near the front of the seat,”

I did as he instructed, feeling cool leather against my back. He took the end of the sash and leaned over me. When I caught on to what he was doing, my heart skipped a beat. I watched him feed it through a metal ring—one of three that were set into the wall above the couch.

He pulled the sash through the center until my arms were raised above my head. Satisfied, he tied a knot and I was held securely in place.

My breasts had been raised up as well and he smiled. “Very pretty. Maybe I’ll find something to decorate them with tomorrow.”

What did he mean decorate? I pushed the question to one side as he stepped back and surveyed his handiwork.

“Open your legs for me.”

I opened them a fraction, still wary of feeling restrained and open in front of him.

“More, Liza, unless you want me to tie them open instead.”

I complied, opening them quite a bit wider until, blushing, I was full exposed to him, everything on display.

“Good girl. Keep them open, do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

His large frame leant over my body and he placed his hands either side of me on the back of the couch. “You had a shitty day, sweetheart, and it’s my job to make you feel better now.”

He ran his tongue over my lower lip then sucked gently on it, and reaching one hand down to caress my nipple, sent shivers of desire through me. Then he took my mouth possessively, pushing his tongue in to dance with mine, kissing me long and hard.

I pulled on my restraint, wanting to reach out and cling to him, but I was held fast, completely at his mercy once again.

His lips moved lower, kissing trails down my neck and across my shoulder. I shivered with delight at the tiny sparks that traveled over me with each kiss.

He knelt, the trail moving down between my breasts, and my breathing sped up when his lips replaced the hand that had been playing with my nipple and he pulled on the hard, sensitive tip with his mouth. I arched my back, pushing my breasts forward, needing his mouth and hands on them desperately, excitement coursing through me veins each time his mouth touched my body.

The bud became so hard and erect, it almost hurt. He teased the other till it matched the first then flicked each in turn with his hot, wet tongue. I gasped, my head tipping back, wrists pulling again, but to no avail.

He lifted one heavy breast and I jumped when he ran his tongue underneath then left kisses along the trail he’d made. I’d never been kissed there before, and the sensation made my pussy clench with need. He did the same with my other breast before he took his mouth away.

“No,” I cried in a breathless voice. “Don’t stop, please.”

“No? Did you just tell me no? Maybe I should paddle your ass despite what the doctor said,” he commented, frowning at me.

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to. It just felt so good.” My voice took on a begging quality. “Please, please don’t stop, Sir.”

A small smile played on his lips, as he put a finger under my chin, making us meet eye to eye. “Don’t test my patience again, Liza.”

“I won’t, Sir, I promise.”

I felt his fingers travel slowly up my thigh, then run across the crease at the top of it. They moved over my mound and then down. Just one finger slid further, over my clit and into my soaked pussy.

I moaned, pushing my pelvis against his hand, my pussy clenching around his finger. He took it out and I just managed to contain my frustration.

“That’s better, you’re learning to use some control now.” He ran his finger over my lips. “Suck it,” he ordered.

I took it between my lips, tasting my own juices, sucking them from his finger.

“Good girl. I can tell how much you want to submit to me.” He replaced his finger with his mouth, running his tongue over my lips. Then he lowered his head between my legs and licked my hot, wet folds from front to back.

“Ohhh,” I exclaimed, my hands gripping the sash, pulling on it futilely.

When he took each of my labia in turn and sucked on them, I cried out, my thighs quivering as an orgasm instantly threatened to overwhelm me.

“Not yet, sub, not till I say you can.”

How was I ever going to wait until he gave me permission, I didn’t have a clue.

I pushed against his mouth while his tongue thrust in and out of my wet pussy. Then he lifted my ass right off the couch, one hand on each of my cheeks.

He took his mouth away from me. “Wrap your legs around me, Liza.”

I wound them around his neck and he plunged back into my pussy, in and out, till I thought I’d go crazy with desire.

“Come now,” he commanded. He ran his tongue over my clit then sucked it firmly.

I screamed and my hips bucked wildly as my orgasm exploded right through me.

He lapped my juices from me, then tongued my clitoris so hard and fast that I came again, at once, crying out as shockwaves pulsed through my body.

Lowering my ass cheeks back on to the couch, he kissed each quivering inner thigh as my feet returned to the floor.

“You taste so good, sweetheart. All I want to do is take you right here, bury my hard cock in your pussy, but we have to stop, doctor’s orders. I have to take care of you and I don’t want you to overdo it.

I smiled at him, my legs still trembling, not knowing if I could put a coherent sentence together at that moment.

Steve chuckled. “My sub, lost for words. There’s a first time for everything.”

I glared at him. “I’m fine,” I managed.

He slapped my thigh softly, a smile still on his face. “Lose the frown, sub.”

I did as I was told.

He knelt up and examined my damaged cheek. Satisfied, he stood and released the sash, undoing my wrists and checking the bruising already forming on my forearm, courtesy of the douche bag.

By the time his inspection was over, my breathing was almost back to normal. “Sir, can’t I, maybe, please you now?”

I saw the huge bulge in his jeans as he stood over me and I wanted so much to show him appreciation for the heights he’d just taken me to.

“As tempting as that sounds, we will both have to show restraint until tomorrow. I won’t have you putting a strain on that cheek. You were supposed to rest when you got here. The doctor would not be happy.” He smiled. “You are so irresistible, Liza. You have no idea. Now, I’m taking you to bed, before I get carried away again.”

I looked up, hopeful at the mention of taking me to bed.

He laughed his sexy, deep laugh; my favorite. “Insatiable sub, I love that.” He pulled me up from the couch and smacked my bottom. “Tonight the bed is for sleep only. Let’s go.”

Upstairs in his room, Steve sat on the edge of his bed with me warm and comfortable under the covers. “I have paperwork to finish up and some work to do on the plans for the new bar at Traders. I’d like your input on that, maybe over breakfast. But for now, you rest. Okay? I’ll be up in a while.”

I nodded, feeling suddenly exhausted, sleep threatening to engulf me at any moment.

He smiled, kissed me once on the forehead and then left, closing the door behind him.

* * * *

I woke, feeling groggy from a deep sleep, and saw that Steve hadn’t come to bed. The digital clock on the night stand told me it was two thirty in the morning, so I got wearily out of bed, grabbed his tee shirt from a pile of clothes Steve had left on the chair, and went downstairs in search of him. My head was hurting again, so I decided to grab some medicine while I was downstairs.

He stood in the sitting room, his back to me, staring out of the window into the darkness.

“Hey,” I said quietly.

He turned around, his expression dark and serious. “I thought I told you to rest,” he said in a cold, curt voice.

“I’m sorry,” I replied, hurt by the unnecessary sharpness he’d used. I turned to leave.

“Shit,” he exclaimed. “I’m sorry, Liza, I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

“I was just wondering if you had any headache medicine, that’s all.”

“Of course, I’ll get it for you.” He walked over to me and took my face in his hands. “I really am sorry. Look, can you sit down for a minute?”

I nodded and perched on the nearest armchair, worried that maybe I’d upset him in some way.

Steve paced up and down the room and then came to a stop, back near the window. He stared at me intently, then sighed and looked down. “I’m not good at telling people what I’m feeling,” he confessed. He sighed again and walked closer to me, then decided to sit on the sofa.

He studied my face and then spoke in a soft voice. “I haven’t felt serious about anyone, since Anna. As I told you, both Helen and I knew it wouldn’t be a long term thing, but that’s the most time I’ve given any relationship since. Up until now.”

I sat in silence, not wanting to interrupt, but my stomach had developed a case of butterflies at his words.

“You walked in while I was trying to figure out exactly what the hell I’ve been feeling for the past few days. I don’t find all this relationship stuff easy anymore. That’s no excuse for barking at you though, sweetheart.”

“Really, it’s okay,” I replied, attempting a smile. “Shall I leave you alone now?”

“No, no. You need that medicine. How bad is the pain?” he asked, a look of concern on his face.

“On a scale of one to ten, about a five. I’ll live,” I said flippantly, trying to relieve some of the tension.

“I’ll be right back,” he stated and left the room, his face tight and drawn.

My heart sank. He apparently wasn’t one for serious commitments and I had no choice but to accept that, even though my feelings told me otherwise. He returned with a headache pill and glass of water.

“Thanks.” I took the pill and sipped the water.

Then we both started to talk at the same time.

“Go ahead,” he offered.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll be out of your hair first thing in the morning. I should be at my place anyway, and I’m fine, honestly.”

“You’re not going anywhere, Liza. I mean it. I have a past that rears its ugly head every time I’m with a woman more than a couple of days. This is about me, not you. The truth is you are the first person who’s actually made me want to do something about it.”

“I am?” I asked tentatively, hope replacing my fear of losing him. “I mean, I’m glad, because I kind of like you a whole lot.” I laughed to cover my embarrassment at saying the words out loud.

“I’m not sure how much I can promise you in terms of a real relationship,” he said, pulling me up and against his chest, making me feel instantly warm and protected.

“You don’t have to promise me anything. Why can’t we just take it a day at a time and see what happens,” I suggested.

He ran a hand down my cheek. “It’s different with you, like it was with her.” I knew at once who ‘her’ was and what his reservations were because of the way she had treated him.

“I know it’s just words,” I offered, “but I couldn’t ever do that to you. All I can say is that she was an idiot. It wouldn’t be like that; not with me.” He was huge, scary, tough and dominant, and he’d shifted my world to a new place that I’d discovered I really wanted to be.

I decided to lighten the atmosphere, so I reached up and planted a firm kiss on his lips. “I’ll get breakfast tomorrow, okay?”

His expression changed right in front of my face and he grinned wickedly, looking me up and down. All the tension lifted from the room.

“Is that my tee shirt, Liza?”

“Yes, I borrowed it, is that okay? I just grabbed the first thing I could find.”

“For tonight, yes it is, but tomorrow, while you’re cooking my breakfast, you will be naked, that’s an order. Maybe you will stay naked during the day, too. We’ll see.”

My eyes widened. Naked all day? “But… you don’t really expect me to do that, do you? I mean I can’t—”

“Get back to bed, sub, and remember what happens when you don’t do as you’re told.”

His tone was full of fun, but his expression left me in no doubt as to who would make the decision about whether I was dressed or not.





 

Chapter Eight

 

 

I woke a few hours later feeling rested and refreshed. Thankfully, the headache had gone and my cheek, although sore, had stopped throbbing. I realized Steve must have slept next to me at some point in the night. The pillows on the other side of the bed were dented and the covers thrown back. I stretched, wondering if he was as hungry as I was, and then I remembered. Shit. I was fixing breakfast—naked.

I decided I couldn’t dwell on what my state of dress, or lack thereof, for the rest of the day. Right now was enough to deal with. It was something about being naked in the daylight, with Steve fully dressed, that was too humiliating.

Slipping out of bed, and keeping his tee shirt on, I used the bathroom then crept downstairs, padding silently to the kitchen. There was no sign of Steve, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe I could get away with this part.

I crept to the fridge and found eggs, milk and a pack of bacon. It took a while to locate all the things I needed, especially while trying to make no noise in case he was nearby, like working in his office or something. But eventually, with everything gathered, I whisked the eggs and milk together, cringing at the sound it made.

Just as I began to pull strips of bacon out of the packet and put them in the frying pan, someone cleared their throat behind me. I yelped and spun round, clutching the pack of bacon to my chest. Steve was standing near the doorway, arms crossed and eyebrows raised.

“What do you think is going through my mind right now?” he asked me, his voice calm and even.

I stared back at him, wishing I could turn the clock back and start my day again. Naked. Then something he was holding caught my eye, and my heart skipped a beat. It was the large wooden spoon I’d taken out of the drawer. Oh my God.

I answered his question, nervously, hoping I was going to be wrong, “You’re going to spank me for having my clothes on. I’m really sorry, Sir, honestly I am. I just wanted to treat you to a great breakfast, to thank you for everything you did for me yesterday. I can take everything off now, and I’ll stay naked, I promise.”

Even I could tell I was rambling, and I definitely was not doing a good job of it. I tried again. “The only reason I kept the tee shirt on was so I wouldn’t get burned if the bacon spat up at me, Sir.”

I saw a flicker of a smile cross his face, and then disappear. “You are digging the hole deeper and deeper, sub. Maybe I should give you two extra swats for feeding me such a line of bullshit. Tell me, what is that, hanging over there?”

I followed his finger and saw, to my dismay, the kind of BBQ apron someone would wear while they were cooking. “An apron, Sir,” I replied miserably.

He walked to the table and took a seat on one of the large, wooden chairs. “Come here, Liza.”

I swallowed and crossed the kitchen to stand right in front of him.

“I’m sorry, Sir, really, I’ll—”

“Silence, sub.”

His voice was harsh and I immediately stopped talking. He really was pissed.

“You appear to be having trouble taking orders from me, and my patience is at an end. I make the rules here, and you need to obey them without question. I gave you some slack after your ordeal at work, but you told me last night that you would like to take things a day at a time and see what happens.”

He studied me closely. “This is what happens. You have deliberately disobeyed me and I am going to punish you. Bend over, Liza.”

I knew that I had no choice but to do as I was told, so I bent over his lap and felt the tee shirt rise as I did so. He slid me further over his legs until my ass stuck right up in the air.

Unbelievably, a pulse throbbed in my pussy as I lay there, waiting for my punishment.

“You will count, sub,” he ordered.

“Yes, Sir.”

He lifted the tee shirt right up around my waist and then brought the spoon down on my ass. The first swat was not too bad.

“One,” I said.

It came down again. “Two.”

He spanked me harder.

“Three,” I gasped.

The spoon hurt so much more than his hand, and I held back tears as it came down relentlessly three more times.

By six, my ass was on fire.

“Ow, seven! I won’t disobey you again, I promise Sir,” I pleaded. “I’m really sorry.”

“Very well, that was a nice apology.” He stopped and laid the spoon on the table. Gently, he rubbed my throbbing bottom and I winced as his hand caressed my stinging cheeks. After a minute or so, the throbbing eased, and as I lay limp over my Dom’s lap, I decided I would never disobey him again.

“Stand up and bend over the table,” he said.

I struggled off his knees and bent over the oak table, bracing myself for more. I didn’t understand why he’d agreed to stop when I apologized if he was going to continue to punish me, just over the table instead.

“Spread your legs, sub.”

I did as I was told and jumped when I felt his fingers slide into my folds, so obviously wet with my desire; I blushed, knowing that he would see how turned on I was.

“You took your punishment well, Liza. You are forgiven,” he said. “Now, tell me the truth. How much do you like it when I punish you?”

I knew the evidence of my wetness would speak for itself, but I had to give him an answer. “I like it a lot, Sir,” I whispered. I was sure I blushed a deep red, as I felt the heat in my face.

“Good girl for being so honest with me. Maybe the daily spanking I mentioned before should be first thing in the morning, with breakfast. What a great way to start the working day.”

For him, possibly, but my poor ass was in for a rough time. What I couldn’t get my head around, though, was how I could dread the thought of a spanking, but have that thought immediately replaced by excitement.

All thoughts disappeared when his fingers slid forward and found my clit, swollen with need, and I moaned softly as he rubbed my own juices over it. When he took away his hand, I groaned with displeasure, and then let out a yelp as his hand immediately slapped my thigh, hard.

“You don’t get to complain when I move my hand away, sub. Stand up and take off the tee shirt.”

I stood up and pulled it over my head, placing it on the table beside him. Shit, I just couldn’t do anything right today.

He took my wrist and led me, naked, to a corner of the kitchen. “You will stand here, in this corner, nose to the wall, until I say otherwise. Do I make myself clear?” His voice was cold and stern as he stood aside.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Standing in the corner was what naughty children were told to do in old-fashioned storybooks. This was ridiculous.

I risked a glance at him, and his hard, determined face instantly told me it was not only going to happen in books. I opened my mouth then closed it again.

“Good call,” he remarked drily. “Now, stand still until I return.”

I stood facing the wall, listening to his footsteps recede. I was angry, there was no denying it, but as I stood there, and the minutes ticked by, my anger dissipated, and instead, I could feel arousal taking its place. It felt like I was giving up another piece of my control, that, until recently, I had had all to myself. I was beginning to accept that letting this man dominate me was everything I wanted and desired.

My senses working overtime, I heard him enter the room again. The need for him to touch me was overwhelming, and I had to stop myself from turning to him, knowing if I did so, he would be displeased with me again.

He took one wrist and I felt a soft material being secured around it. He attached the same to my other wrist, and when I tried to move my arms, I realized he had bound them securely.

“Move closer to the wall. Your nose should be almost touching it. Don’t stand with your legs locked; bend your knees slightly if you start to feel at all lightheaded. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, wondering just how long I would be standing there in disgrace.

Suddenly, the phone rang, and I heard Steve take a step back from me. “Hey Alec, what’s up?”

He sounded like he was relaxing with a beer, not standing behind his naked sub, banishing her to a corner. I froze at his next words.

“Yes, I’m at home. I’ll be in for a while longer this morning. Well, if you’re that close, you may as well bring them round now. Okay, I’ll see you in a minute.” I felt his hand on my ass, but my earlier need had turned right around to fear. “You will stay in the corner, while Alec is here, Liza.”

Was he stupid or something? Did he actually think I was going to wander into the hallway and greet his visitor?

“Yes, Sir,” I managed, not quite able to keep the tension out of my voice.

I felt Steve’s breath on my neck as he leaned in close, continuing to rub my ass cheeks. “Just to let you know; Alec is one of my landscapers, and it seems he has taken an interest in pursuing this lifestyle. I will be checking on you while he is here, and if I see you have moved, even an inch from where you stand now, I will have no problem showing him how I discipline an unruly sub. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, mortified at the thought of a complete stranger walking in here, seeing me naked and watching Steve do God knows what to me.

I tensed at the sound of an approaching vehicle. Shit, shit, shit, this was so not okay. If he brought that guy in here, I would absolutely freak. Being submissive to Steve was one thing, but I just couldn’t let this man witness me being punished.

Steve kissed my neck, smacked me gently on the ass, and left the room.

I heard the front door open and men’s voices, as the two of them chatted. I stood absolutely still, terrified of making any sound and drawing attention to myself. Thankfully, the sound of their talking grew fainter, and I knew Steve had taken this Alec guy to another part of the house.

I relaxed a little, realizing that I had been holding my breath, and then, horrified, I saw, in my peripheral vision, a shadow approaching the window, just to the left of me. Steve had brought the guy outside to the backyard and in any minute, this Alec was going to see me fully naked, standing in the corner of his employer’s kitchen.

Both Steve and Alec came into view, and I stood as still as a statue, willing the stranger not to turn around. I could see Steve had positioned himself deliberately so that Alec was facing away from me, but at that moment, I couldn’t work out whether to pull down the blinds and run, or prove to Steve I could do as he wanted, no matter how overwhelmed I was feeling.

My feet were rooted to the floor, and I decided it would be safer to stay absolutely still, especially when I saw him staring at me intently while Alec pointed to something down the yard.

After what felt like hours, the two of them moved away from my window and a minute later, I heard the front door open and close again.

“Well, it all looks good, Steve. I’ll bring the rest of the saplings round as soon as I get them. Listen, I hope I didn’t call too early and interrupt your morning.”

“No, not at all. In fact, you did me a favor. I was disciplining my sub when the phone rang, and you gave her the opportunity to prove to me that she could do as she was told while I was otherwise engaged.”

There was a telling silence and then I heard the other man’s voice. “Oh shit, you were…, oh God, you should have said. I would hate to get in the way of that kind of thing…I mean really—”

“It’s okay,” Steve interrupted, and I could hear the laughter in his voice. “Like I said, you did me a favor.”

“Oh, well, I’ll say goodbye then.”

Within seconds, I heard the door open and an engine start up, and what sounded like a crunch of gears as the young man left in an obvious hurry.

I heard the sound of Steve’s deep laugh and the door closing. His footsteps sounded on the kitchen tile and then I felt his hands undoing my binding.

He kissed the top of my head. “Good girl. I know how easy it would have been to run for cover. I saw you weighing up your options when we were in the yard. I’m proud of you.”

His words warmed me, and I was surprised how important it had become to please him in that way. He turned me around and pulled my body to his, kissing me thoroughly, his mouth crushing mine and his tongue pushing into my mouth to play with my own, His hands roamed freely over my body, and I welcomed them, all traces of my earlier indignation and anger gone.

The fear and worry I’d had just a couple of minutes ago immediately disappeared and I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing myself against him, needing to feel his hard body against mine.

He eventually finished exploring my mouth. “I think young Alec may not be quite ready for this lifestyle,” he commented. “What do you think, Liza?”

I stared at him for a second and then grinned. “You are a cruel man, Steve. That poor boy was more terrified of meeting a sub face-to-face than I was about him seeing me naked in the corner.”

Steve laughed at my words and smacked my bottom affectionately. “It seems I’m not ever going to be able to stay angry with you for long. You know how to make me smile, my little sub, and it’s been a long while since anyone has been able to do that. Now, go and cook our breakfast, woman, I’m starving. Use the apron if you need it.”

I walked back over to the stove, thinking the same thing about Steve. I had been really pissed at him when he put me in the corner, but that feeling had disappeared quickly, and all I wanted now was to prove to him that I could do exactly as he had asked.

I felt as if I was on an emotional roller-coaster, and even though it could sometimes be scary, I wanted to stay on for the ride.

My self-consciousness at being naked took a back seat, and when I’d served up the bacon and scrambled eggs, Steve took them over to the table, pulling me on to his lap, my legs astride his, facing him.

I giggled when he balanced small pieces of the bacon on my nipples, and then drew in a sharp breath as he took the meat with his mouth, grazing his teeth over the sensitive bud. I couldn’t help noticing the huge bulge in his jeans.

He fed me my breakfast, deliberately spilling some of it so that he could eat it from my body. When we had finished, I went to get up, but he held me fast and picked up my bruised arm.

I felt his body tense as he examined the bruising and I saw an expression of cold anger take the place of the relaxed expression he’d had a second ago.

“Does it hurt a lot?” he asked in a clipped tone.

“It’s tender, but as long as I don’t put any pressure on it, it’s okay,” I replied, trying to make light of it.

“I should have killed the son of a bitch,” he said quietly, almost to himself.

I had to lighten the atmosphere. “I’m glad you didn’t,” I replied, running a finger down his cheek affectionately. “Coz I’d have had to make you one of those cakes with a file in it, and I really suck at baking.”

He looked up at me in surprise, and then roared with laughter. “You are something else, you know that?” he said, still laughing.

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” I grinned.

His face took on a look that suddenly reminded me I was naked, sitting astride him. His hand reached down and unzipped his jeans, releasing the long, thick shaft I’d spied earlier. Not taking his eyes from mine, he put both hands under my ass and lifted me up and onto his cock.

He filled me completely and I gasped, grabbing his biceps to steady myself, letting my body adjust to the invasion. He let me hold on to him, and then when I loosened my grip he took my mouth, kissing me hard and flicking my tongue with his.

Eventually he took his mouth away from mine. “Put your hands together behind your back,” he instructed.

When I did so, my breasts jutted forward and he grabbed one nipple with his hot mouth and sucked hard, instantly making it grow hard and dark pink. He did the same to the other, all the while lifting my hips and then bringing me down on to his thick hardness.

I moaned when his teeth nipped each erect bud, throwing my head back, my arousal taking over my senses. He began to thrust harder and faster, slamming me down on his cock with a need that matched my own.

I could feel myself heading quickly to an orgasm and all I wanted to do was lean into him and hold on to his body when I came. Instinctively I moved my arms from behind me, then checked myself, putting them back, not wanting to earn his displeasure. I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer.

“Come for me now, Liza.”

“Oh God,” I cried as I came instantly.

I fell against his chest, my hands moving from behind my back, holding on to him, the orgasm pulsating through my heated body over and over.

He lifted me up and then thrust me down on to his thick shaft just a few more times while I clung to him, my breasts crushed against his chest. Then he shouted and came hard, his breath hot on my face.

We sat there together, his head now bent and buried in my neck as I stroked his hair.

After a while he lifted his head. “You looked so amazing when you came, your eyes tight shut and your head thrown back. God, you make me hot, Liza.”

I hid my face in his shoulder and he laughed. When I sat up, yet another blush was warming my cheeks. I groaned and he laughed.

“Let’s get more comfortable,” he said. Carefully, he lifted me off him and we stood up. He led me to the armchairs in front of the fireplace.

We had just settled, with me comfy in his lap, when his cell rang on the breakfast bar.

“Shit, that’s work,” he muttered. With a sigh, he lifted me out of his lap and went to grab the phone. Answering it, his first words were, “This better be important, Joe.”

He walked back over and sat, pulling me into his lap again. “Yeah I was busy. I got a hot, naked woman on my lap, so make it quick.”

I swung round, indignant, and struggled to get off his lap, but he laughed, holding me still easily. “Now I got a hot, pissed woman. Thanks a lot, man.”

I sat rigidly, until he stroked my inner thigh. Then I melted, easing my body back against him again, listening to one side of the conversation with interest.

“You got to be kidding. Tomorrow? Where’s Tiny? Oh shit, okay I’ll be there. Yeah, yeah, stop kissing my ass, I said I’ll do it. Okay I’ll tell her you said sorry about interrupting. See you tomorrow.”

He clicked off the cell and sighed. “I have to head up security at a two-day conference in Bloomington, sweetheart.” He frowned. “Fuck, this changes everything. I’ll be away for a couple of nights, and I’ve got builders arriving at the club on Monday to start renovating the bar.

“I could go to Traders and oversee the work,” I said. “I mean, if I’m going to be assistant manager, it’s part of the job, right?”

We sat in silence and I watched Steve’s face as he thought about my offer.

“What about finishing your two-week notice?” he asked.

“Screw that. I’ll call my boss on Monday morning and tell him I’m on sick leave ’til Friday. I’ll go in and clear my desk then. He’s a good guy, and after what happened, I know he’ll understand if I don’t want to be there anymore.”

“You’ve made up your mind then, for sure?”

“Yes, I gave in my resignation on Monday.”

He kissed me on the top of the head. “Okay, consider yourself on the payroll from Monday. I guess you’ve earned a reprieve, for right now, as far as being butt naked is concerned.”

“I have?” I asked, wondering what he meant.

“Well, we’ll have to go over the plans at the club today so you can see exactly what I want.”

“If that’s what you think is best, Sir.” I grinned and he laughed.

“We’ll have to be back by about four. Our guests are arriving at five.”

The grin disappeared from my face. “Guests?” I felt a knot in my stomach. People were coming to his house and he said he’d wanted me naked when I was there.

“Don’t look so worried. Seb and Helen are coming down for a meal, and they’ll probably stay the night, that’s all.”

I swallowed nervously. “Do I have to be naked?” I asked in a small voice.

He glared long and hard at me. “If I say so,” he replied.

I bit on my bottom lip. Oh shit, naked in front of my old boss. Still, I trusted Seb; he had always been one of the good guys. And it was certainly better than having a complete stranger see me naked, like Alec almost had. It would be really weird though; I had worked for Seb, and the thought of standing in front of him with no clothes on, being submissive to Steve, blew my mind. But, the expression on Steve’s face said that now was not the time to argue my case.

Steve tapped the side of my head with his index finger. “That brain of yours is going to spontaneously combust with all that worry. Focus on the here and now, baby. Go and get dressed.”

I sighed and stood up. Laughing, he swatted my ass. “Hurry up. It’s nearly eleven already.”





 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Stepping into the bathroom, I hurried and washed my face, put on some moisturizer and applied mascara and liner. I studied myself one more time. Clean blue jeans, a black shirt and black suede ankle boots. I put in my favorite silver hoop earrings. It would have to do.

Steve stood in the foyer, smiling as he watched me rush down the stairs. At last, I came to a halt, out of breath, in front of him. “Okay, I’m ready,” I said.

“Very nice,” he commented, lingering on the tight, black shirt that showed the swell of my breasts where the fastened buttons ended.

Getting in the car, we began the drive to Traders. The day was unseasonably warm and he opened the windows, letting in a breeze. “It’s so warm, you should be able to swim later,” he commented.

“You have a pool?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes. I keep forgetting, you haven’t seen around the back of the house yet. Do you like to swim?”

“Yes, but I didn’t know to pack a swimsuit,” I replied.

“Oh, you won’t need one, sweetheart.” He turned and grinned at the expression on my face.

We parked at the back of the club and Steve unlocked the large, black, staff entrance door. It felt strange, being back again. Everything looked just the same until we entered the public area. There, I saw at once that the bar was gone, together with all the tables and chairs. Only the dance floor remained, on two levels, with a stage on one side for the live bands that played there regularly.

We spent a couple of hours in Seb’s old office, pouring over the plans as Steve explained exactly what he wanted from the builders. I asked questions and threw my own ideas in the mix—some of which he really liked. We didn’t agree on everything, but he listened to my point of view and made me feel as if my input was relevant; even conceding that I was right and he had been wrong a couple of times.

There was no sign of dominant and submissive in the work place and I was grateful for that. It was important to me that we were completely equal in that capacity, and it became apparent that we were going to enjoy a good working relationship.

We finished our first business meeting at just after three, and after locking up the club, Steve drove to a nearby restaurant and we indulged in freshly ground coffee and sandwiches.

“You have a good eye, Liza. It’s going to be fun, getting the place ready to re-open, with you.”

I smiled warmly at him. “It’s so good to be back there. I really missed the club and the people.”

“Most of them are staying on. One or two left when they figured the place was going to be closed for a while. So I’ll need you to advertise for a couple more bar staff. Okay?”

“That’s fine. I guess you won’t have a problem if you need extra security or cleaners, right?”

He chuckled. “Actually, one of my guys will be heading security when we re-open. You’ll meet him next week.”

We chatted for a while and then headed back to the car, Steve’s arm around my shoulders, holding me close at his side. I felt happy and relaxed as we drove back to his place and I suddenly realized that I hadn’t thought about Mike for hours.

Steve parked close to the house and took my hand when we got out of the car, leading me round to a tall wooden gate attached to the side of the garage. He unlocked it and led me through to the back of the property.

High fencing ran down both sides of the large back yard and at the end I saw what looked like fairly dense woodland.

We walked over to a patio, with a path that led down to a large pool, and I was impressed at how much care had gone into the whole back yard.

Young fruit trees had been planted around the patio area, and there were several pots with spring flowers arranged by the pool. Rockeries and flowerbeds had been dug in front of the fencing. Someone had evidently spent time landscaping the whole area.

“Wow, this is beautiful,” I said.

“I’m helping Alec and a friend of his with their landscaping business,” he explained. “They come round a couple of times a week, and in exchange, I let them photograph the yard so they can put a brochure together.”

“That’s really nice of you. It’s a great back yard; I love it.”

He looked at his watch. “Come on; let’s get you upstairs and unpacked properly.” We walked back around to the font of the house, his hand on my ass. We entered and he steered me toward the stairs. “I’ll be in the kitchen, organizing some drinks.”

As I walked up the stairs, he called up to me, “Make yourself at home up there. You know, spread all that female stuff you women use, all around the bathroom.”

I laughed, and when I unpacked my overnight bag, I was careful to put any toiletries neatly in one spot on the bathroom counter top. “Jerk,” I thought, with a smile. However, it felt good that he wanted me to make myself at home.

After taking out the clothes I’d brought, I decided on a short, black and red dress. The temperature was up in the seventies, and I was glad to get out of my boots. I slipped my feet into a pair of black, pointed heels and re-touched my make-up, applying a darker shade of red lipstick.

Somehow, dressing provocatively gave me confidence, and when I reached the kitchen doorway, I took a deep breath and entered.

Steve was taking cold beers out of the fridge. He straightened up and turned around, his eyes taking in my appearance, checking me up and down.

Putting the bottles on the counter, he beckoned to me, grinning. I went to him and he kissed my lips, then murmured, “You look good enough to eat, so maybe I will, right now.”

He slipped a hand under my skirt, then stopped, a frown on his face.

“Panties, Liza? Are you kidding me? Take them off immediately.” He held his hand out, and I slipped the blue satin off, putting them in his outstretched hand, wondering just how angry he was. He stared at me, and then threw them in the trash.

“Hey, what are you…” His expression stopped my words midstream.

“Strike one, sub. If you get to three, you go to my office, pick out a paddle, and your ass ends up in the air. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. There was no way I was going to let that happen. God, the thought of Helen and Seb witnessing my punishment was too humiliating to even think about. So why did I suddenly feel damp just imagining it?

I was saved from trying to work out my feelings by the doorbell. Steve took my hand and we walked to the door together.

There were hugs and kisses all round, and then the four of us went, chatting into the sitting room.

Seb and Helen were suitably horrified when Steve explained the wound on my cheek and my bruised arm.

“Did you damage the asshole?” Seb asked.

“Not enough,” Steve growled. “Maybe I’m getting soft in my old age.”

“Not that I ever noticed,” Helen commented drily.

“Still as lippy as ever, huh?” Steve laughed. “Is she running you ragged, Seb?”

“Oh, I think she’s learning her place well enough,” he replied.

Helen flushed a dull red and both men laughed.

“Go and undress and then come and join us for a drink,” Steve instructed.

Helen and I left the room and went upstairs. Once in Steve’s bedroom, she studied me carefully.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked, nodding at my cheek. “I can’t believe some prick did that to you.”

“I’m fine now. To be honest, I’m more concerned about getting naked.”

“Oh, it’ll be fun,” she encouraged. “Don’t be shy around Seb. He’ll love your body. Maybe I should be worried,” she added, grinning.

“Please don’t be. I can hardly deal with one pushy Dom, let alone two. So much for putting this outfit together; I’ve worn it for about ten minutes!”

We laughed, and the feeling of camaraderie helped me to push my fears to one side as we took off our clothes.

Just before we got to the sitting room door, Helen squeezed my hand. “Relax and have fun, okay?”

I nodded, attempting a smile. I’d been naked in front of Steve and trusted him enough to put myself in his hands. Now I had to let him lead me further into his world. It was frightening, but this was part of a lifestyle that I wanted to learn about and experience. I had to do this. I’d thought endlessly about what it might feel like, to let other men see me as a submissive, and now I had to take the next step.

I followed Helen into the room and both men turned and smiled as we approached them. Steve kissed me and rubbed my ass as he handed me a drink. I caught Seb’s eyes on me and blushed, but his smile was genuine.

“I knew you’d be beautiful, Liza.”

“Thank you,” I managed, trying desperately not to blush but failing dismally.

Both men sat down, and Helen knelt at Seb’s feet. My mouth fell open. Was she kidding? Kneeling at my Dom’s feet was not something I’d envisioned having to do.

Steve chuckled at my obvious shock. “Down here, Liza,” he said and nodded toward the rug

I saw him raise his eyebrows as I hesitated. It was a warning, so I swallowed my pride and knelt down as well. Helen gave me a small smile of encouragement.

The men talked and I drank my rum and coke quickly, feeling the alcohol warm my insides.

Steve pulled me between his legs and rubbed my shoulders, while he chatted with Seb, and after a while, I relaxed. Here I was, naked in front of two men and a woman, kneeling between my Dom’s feet. Instead of my earlier feeling of humiliation, I felt arousal begin to burn in my core, as I thought of what was to come.

As if on cue, Steve looked down at me. “Come up here, Liza. I want you on my lap.” I got up and he pulled me down on to him, settling me against his body.

He continued to talk to Seb about the new club up north, but played with my nipple as he did so. Knowing that the other Dom had a full view of this, I blushed, trying to turn on Steve’s lap.

“Keep still, Liza, or I’ll cuff your hands behind your back,” he warned. His hand moved down my stomach and on to my mound. I jumped and then clamped my legs together instinctively, not wanting Seb to witness Steve’s hand going between them.

“Strike two, sub. Right now, in this house, you belong to me and you will do as I wish. Open your legs. Now.”

Not wanting to go straight to strike three, I opened them, turning my face into Steve’s shoulder in embarrassment. His hand slid down and expert fingers stroked across my folds. I felt a rush of wet heat as he did so, and my pussy clenched in anticipation.

“Do you like what I’m doing, Liza?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, still hiding my face.

“You’re wet, baby, even though Seb is right here, watching what I’m doing.

“Oh God,” I groaned, not understanding how I could feel so aroused with another man and woman there, all of them watching how I responded to Steve’s touch.

“Helen, bend over and spread your legs.” Seb’s command startled me and my eyes darted open. She had done as she was told, and Seb was parting her ass cheeks and inserting what appeared to be a lubricated anal plug.

I wondered if Doms just carried that sort of thing around with them, but my thought lasted only for a second. Steve adjusted his position and then pushed me back, until I lay right across him, legs wide open.

He slid two fingers into my pussy and I closed my eyes, a fierce arousal building inside me; my legs quivering and my body yearning for more.

I heard Helen cry out across the room, then Steve’s thumb rubbed over my clit, making my hips thrust up toward him.

“You’re so wet. You want me to make you come, don’t you?” he murmured.

I didn’t answer him, and he instantly stopped.

“No!” I exclaimed. “Please don’t stop, Sir.”

“Then answer my question, sub.”

“Yes,” I said urgently. “I want you to make me come, Sir.”

With that, he lifted me to my feet so I stood facing him. “Open your legs and put your hands behind your back,” he ordered.

I looked over my shoulder and saw Seb kneeling in front of Helen now, his head buried between her legs. Steve smacked my thigh, and I jumped, in shock.

“Keep your eyes this way and spread your legs. I won’t tell you again.”

I did as I had been told. He sat on the edge of the couch and plunged two fingers back inside me.

“Oh!” I gasped, the intrusion sending sensations of desire shooting through me. His fingers plunged in and out of my pussy as he thumbed my clit, my legs shaking each time he pressed down on it, and I knew I was going to lose control as I stood before him.

I heard Helen cry out to the side of me, just as Steve took my nipple in his mouth, nipping it gently then sucking hard, flicking the taut bud with his tongue. He thrust in and out with his fingers and then removed them, taking my clit between thumb and forefinger and pinching as his teeth grazed my overly sensitive nipple.

“Ohhh! Oh my god!” Pulse after pulse of delight throbbed right through me.

My knees buckled and Steve caught hold of me, pulling me back on to his lap before I fell forwards. He kissed me hard, drawing my bottom lip between his, and then released it, plunging his tongue deep into my mouth.

When he finally pulled back he studied my face, a serious expression on his.

“You’re blushing again, Liza. Why is that?” he asked.

“I…I shouted out in front of the others, Sir,” I whispered, feeling self-conscious. Seb and Helen were sitting together on the chair again, and I really didn’t want them to hear our conversation.

“You trust me, don’t you?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, feeling warm and safe in his arms.

“I don’t usually let another Dom touch my sub, but I think it would help you get over any issues you may have with embarrassment.”

I sat up at once, shaking my head in disbelief. He couldn’t be serious.

“No, please Steve, I won’t be self-conscious or anything anymore, I promise,” I begged, but his face was resolute.

“I’ve grown tired of you telling me no, Liza. Strike three.” He sounded really annoyed as I sat there, staring at him, in horror.

He shifted his gaze to Seb and raised a brow. My eyes widened as I realized his intent.

Seb nodded. “I’d be happy to discipline your sub for you, Steve.”

“A sub needs to be punished when she cannot do as she’s told,” Steve said to me. “Maybe this will teach you who is in charge once and for all. Go to my office, fetch a paddle, and when you return, give it to Seb.”

I climbed off his lap and walked out of the sitting room, not believing what was about to happen to me. I opened the door to the office and took in the display of floggers and paddles, hanging on the wall.

I’d really blown it this time. Why had I kept on saying no to Steve? I wanted to submit to him; to give all control to him, but I couldn’t seem to stop arguing.

I stood there, trying to work out exactly what I was feeling about Seb punishing me. I felt fear, but a small thrill pulsed deep inside my core as well.

I decided on a medium sized paddle with a black handle, and then returned to the sitting room to receive my punishment.

The patio doors were open and I caught a glimpse of Helen stepping into the pool. It was all right for some, I thought, but then again, Helen hadn’t been stupid enough to argue with her Dom.

I handed the paddle to Seb, not able to meet his eyes. Steve sat on the armchair that Seb had vacated, and watched in silence.

“Bend over the back of the sofa, Liza,” he commanded.

I did as I was told, my ass up in the air. His warm fingers ran up my thighs and over my cheeks, and I shuddered, but not with dislike. It wasn’t Steve’s hand, but it was okay. He leaned over me and caressed one breast, then the other. My nipples hardened at his touch and I felt relief as well as arousal. Maybe I could handle this after all.

“Part your legs,” he said in a firm voice.

It was too much to ask. He wasn’t my Dom and I had only been expecting the paddle. Seb smacked my ass when I didn’t comply, and all my relief disappeared instantly.

“I don’t appreciate having to repeat myself, Liza. Do it now or I’ll carry you outside, tie them open and spank you there.”

The thought of him carrying out his threat made me spread them reluctantly, and I jumped when his hand ran down the crease between my ass cheeks and settled between my legs. He parted my labia and slid a finger into my pussy.

Dismayed, I felt a dampness form between my legs. What was wrong with me? Surely I shouldn’t be enjoying this.

“I can feel your arousal Liza. Do you like my finger inside you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I admitted, deciding honesty was the best policy.

“Good girl for telling the truth. I’m going to give you five swats of the paddle for arguing with your Dom. Then you may ask your Dom for his forgiveness.”

He withdrew his finger, and immediately brought the paddle down on my bottom, hard.

I drew in my breath sharply at the sting, but I was determined to see it through without crying out. The paddle came down again, just as hard, this time on the other cheek and I grimaced, as this time, it burned as well as stung.

The next two were lower, on sensitive skin near the top of my thighs and I bit my lip to stop from making any noise. I could handle one more. It arrived, right in the middle, between my cheeks, and it was considerably lighter than the others. I wondered if he was rewarding me for not crying and making a big deal of the punishment.

It was over and Seb’s hand slid across my cheeks, gently rubbing where the paddle had been. It helped with the sting, but also created an erotic sensation inside me, the pain of the spanking and the pleasure of his soft touch sending arousal rippling through me.

He took his hand away and helped me to a standing position. “Go back to your Dom now,” he instructed.

I walked over to Steve and stood before him. “I’m sorry I argued with you, Sir,” I said quietly.

He stood up and put a finger under my chin, tilting my face up to meet his. “You are forgiven, Liza. Go outside and join Helen in the pool. It should help to cool down certain parts of your anatomy, if you’re lucky.” He let go of my chin, and I went out of the sitting room on to the patio.

I saw Helen at the far end of the pool and she smiled, gesturing for me to join her. I walked to the steps and descended into the cool water. I swam over to her, amazed at how different and sensual it was, swimming naked. The water caressed my skin as I moved through it, and my nipples had turned to hard, sensitive buds by the time I reached her.

“From the look on your face, this is the first time you’ve been in a pool without a swimsuit, right?”

“Oh my God, it feels incredible,” I replied, taking in the beautiful late-afternoon sun. I leaned against the wall and took a deep breath.

Helen studied my face closely. “Are you okay? Seb didn’t go too hard on you, did he?” she asked.

“No, it wasn’t too bad. The water certainly helps though,” I added in a relieved voice.

“Yeah, I think they really love it when we screw up. But if I’m honest, I kind of enjoy it, too.”

“Does that make us kinky freaks?” I asked with a frown.

“No, that makes us honest and open about our sexuality,” she responded.

She grinned at me and after a few seconds, I smiled as well. I thought about her answer as my sore ass became soothed in the water, and I acknowledged to myself how turned on I’d been when Seb had served me my punishment.

“You’re right. I guess I’ve been stuck in a big rut for a long time,” I said to her.

We swam around for a while and then when we reached the shallow end, both of us settled on the steps, enjoying the last of the afternoon warmth.

“So how is it all going with the two of you?” Helen asked. “Steve looks really relaxed for once. This is the first time, since I’ve known him anyway, that he’s invited people over for a get together.”

“It’s going pretty well. I mean, the whole dominant/submissive thing is very new to me, but I’m learning all the time. We’ve got to know each other better over the last few days, that’s for sure,” I said.

“Did he tell you about the bitch fiancée?” she asked, a scowl on her face. “God, she really screwed him up.”

“Yeah, he told me what she did. I guess I can understand why he keeps away from any serious commitment,” I replied, trying not to appear too concerned.

“Well, from what I’ve seen, ever since he first laid eyes on you in the club, if there’s anyone who can change the way he feels about relationships, it’s you, hon.”

I felt warmed at her words. I knew it was a risk, getting involved with someone like Steve, especially with his past, but it was a chance I was going to have to take.

I turned as Steve called from the top of the patio. “Come on, you two, the food is ready. Come out and get dried off.”

We got out of the water and found two big, fluffy towels on the lounge chairs by the side of the pool.

I caught Steve watching me and I smiled. ”Thanks for the towel,” I said when I reached him.

“You’re welcome. You didn’t get that cut wet did you?” he asked, coming over and examining my cheek.

“No, it’s fine,” I replied.

He pulled me to him and kissed me possessively, rubbing my bottom with one large hand. “The water helped here, right?” he asked with a wicked grin.

“Yes, Sir, it did. Thank you for asking,” I said in a polite, formal tone, smiling all the while.

He laughed deeply. “You’re welcome. Now, be a good girl and help me fetch the food from the kitchen.”

I followed him, puzzled, knowing that no-one had prepared any food at all. When we reached the kitchen, my eyes widened in surprise. Trays of steaks and salad, crisp French bread and coleslaw covered the breakfast bar.

“It was delivered while you were swimming,” he said, taking in my confused expression.

“Oh my God, what if they saw us!” I exclaimed, mortified that some complete strangers could have seen me naked.

“Liza, you are going to have to credit me with more sense. It would be nice if you could show a little more trust as well. It’s completely secluded back there. The delivery guy only got as far as the front door. I’m very particular about who can see my woman naked,” he added, stroking my nipple as he spoke. The bud immediately hardened and he smiled. “Hmm, nice and responsive. Let’s hurry up and eat. Then I get to play some more with my little sub.”

My pulse sped up, and I helped Steve carry the trays outside, wondering what was in store for me after we finished eating.

Helen and I were allowed to sit with our Doms, and we ate, wrapped in our towels, all four of us around the big, wooden patio table next to the pool.

It was a fun meal, with Helen, Steve and I laughing at the huge amounts of food Seb managed to put away.

The two men arranged that Seb would drive me home after breakfast in the morning, seeing as Steve would have to leave so early.

We chatted about the two clubs and both men listened as Helen and I gave our opinions on décor and seating.

“You ladies have some good ideas. I’m impressed,” Seb commented. “But, you know, it’s been over half an hour since we finished eating. I think I’d like to take my sub and go and play for a while, if that’s okay,” he said, taking Helen’s hand.

“Please go ahead, and feel free to use any of the toys you want. You’ll find them in the office. Helen can show you the way,” Steve replied.

The two of them left, going back inside the house, Seb with a protective hand on Helen’s ass.

“Let’s take a walk, Liza. I haven’t shown you the whole property.”





 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Steve stood up and pulled off my towel, taking my breasts in his hands to kiss them. He licked my nipples, flicking them with his tongue and I sighed with pleasure. I pushed my hips toward him, tilting my pelvis forward, wanting him to touch me there, too.

“All in good time, my eager little sub. I have a present for you first.” He reached into his pocket and took out a small item, wrapped in tissue paper. He smiled and gave it to me, gesturing for me to open it.

I removed the tissue and two small metal clamps, with bright blue feathers attached, lay in my hands.

“I think you’ll enjoy these,” he commented. “Let me attach them for you.”

He took one of the clamps and carefully attached it to my taut nipple. I gasped at the feeling. Every nerve in my sensitive bud became alert, and when he tightened the tiny screws at the side, I drew in a sharp breath.

“Too tight?” he asked, watching my face closely.

“No, it feels okay,” I replied.

“Good girl.”

He did the same with the other clamp and tightened it just the same as the first. The blue feathers blew slightly in the breeze, and when he took my hand and led me down a path toward the bottom of the yard, each step I took caused my breasts to jiggle. The nipple clamps pulled at my overly stimulated buds and the action sent pulses of erotic sensation sweeping through me.

My pussy became damper with every step I took. Steve stopped and turned me to him, pulling gently on the clamps as he did so.

“Ohhh,” I moaned, my pussy throbbing instantly with arousal. It was like my breasts were directly linked to my core, everything I felt with them was being repeated down below.

We continued to walk until we reached the woods at the very back of the property. Steve took us to a particularly dense area and stopped right between two thick trees with low limbs stretched out above our heads.

He reached for me, turning me around and pulling my body against his. Hands slid over to my breasts, tugging on the feathers, sending more jolts of desire through me.

“Hold out your wrists,” he commanded.

I did so at once, my pulse beginning to race, as he took out soft, nylon cuffs from his jeans pocket, turned me back to him and expertly restrained me. While he walked to a nearby tree, I tested the strength of the thin but sturdy chain connecting the two cuffs. It held strong, as did the Velcro keeping the lightly padded shackles around my wrists. At least the material was comfortable.

Steve released a chain that was hanging from one particularly thick limb. Taking my arms, he stood me under the limb and attached my cuffs to the long chain, pulling on it until it picked up the slack and my hands were raised up over my head. He wound the excess around a metal hook sticking out of the trunk and stood back to admire his handiwork.

“Open your legs for me, Liza.”

When I didn’t, he walked right up to me and took my chin in his hand.

“Are you in any pain,” he asked.

I shook my head.

“Do you remember your safeword?”

“Rose,” I whispered.

“Good. Now, open your legs.”

I slowly parted them, my heart hammering in my chest. He was so close to me, I felt each breath on my face as he whispered in my ear. “Does being punished turn you on, sub?”

I raised my eyes to his and my body shivered in the rapidly cooling air. “Yes, Sir,” I murmured.

Steve released me and stepped back, his eyes never leaving mine. He reached behind him and pulled a black object from his waistband. My breath hitched as the object unfurled into a cascade of leather strands and I realized what he held. Oh shit!

Following my gaze, he chuckled. “That’s right sweetheart, that’s what I’m going to use.” He approached and held it right near my face before gliding the handle between my breasts. “It’s called a flogger. These leather strands are going to make your bottom nice and pink for me.”

“Please, Sir, couldn’t you just use your hand?” I pleaded, unable to take my eyes from the instrument.

“I want to see how you react to something a bit more interesting than my hand.”

“Seriously, I’m good with your hand. I find it very interesting.”

“I have some more toys that we could use if you want to discuss it further.” He pulled an anal plug from his pocket, just like the one he’d used before, only this one was larger.

My eyes widened as I stared at it in horror. “No, no, please not that. I won’t say another word about the flogger.”

He laughed and rubbed a hand over my ass. “I want to have you there as well.”

I tried to move away from his hand as it slid down between my legs. He explored my slick folds for a moment then removed his fingers and held them up so I could see my arousal glistening on his fingertips.

“I think you want to experience more, Liza. Your body tells you yes,” he said, licking his fingers, “but that brain of yours keeps disagreeing.”

Steve went behind me and I braced myself for the pain and discomfort I was sure would come. I heard a small flick, like the closing cap on a small bottle. Moments later, I was squirming to get away from the cool, lubricated fingers delving between my ass cheeks.

“Be still, sub.”

“No, please,” I squealed, feeling panicked and trapped as I pulled on the chain holding me in place. “No, no, no.”

Steve stopped and came back around, gently capturing my chin with his other hand. I stopped squirming as he stared deeply into my eyes, as if willing my breathing to match his own. When I had calmed, he finally spoke.

“Do you trust me?”

I nodded.

“Have I ever given you anything you couldn’t handle?”

I shook my head—well, as much as his hand would allow.

“Do you think I would start now?”

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. Because if I truly trusted him, I would have to answer “no” to that question. If I answered “yes”, then I didn’t trust him as much as I liked to think.

He seemed to sense my dilemma.

Steve released his hold and took a step back. “The three most important components of any proper, consensual D/s relationship are trust, communication and safety. And in my opinion, the third one cannot truly be achieved unless the first two elements are well established. Do you understand?”

I nodded, welling with tears.

“So I ask you again, little Liza. Do you trust me?”

My life as a sub flashed before my eyes. True, it was a short review since our relationship was still so new, but I could not find one reason not to trust Steve. I consented to the relationship, and while he pushed my boundaries at times, he always did as he promised… He took care of me. He kept me safe. And he made me feel like I could accomplish anything.

“Yes, I trust you,” I whispered.

Steve gave a curt nod and moved to return to his position behind me when he froze in midstride. He came back and cupped my head. He kissed my lips ever so softly before leaning his forehead on mine and closing his eyes.

“Safeword?” he murmured.

I smiled sadly as the tears spilled over. For one, deep in my heart, I knew that—despite his pained past, and despite our brief time together as Dom and sub—he really cared about me. Second, I finally understood how much power I had in this relationship. Not only because I could stop a scene with a single word, but it was so obvious to me now how my lack of confidence affected the usually confident man. I realized he was worried about me, and worried about pushing me too much, too far.

“It’s rose,” I replied quietly, “and I really trust you, Steve. I swear it.”

He lifted his head and looked into my eyes.

“Sir,” I corrected, smiling. “I trust you, Sir. Will you please have your wicked way with me?”

He smiled, shaking his head. “You are amazing, as brave as you are beautiful. Do you know that?”

It was on the tip of my tongue to disagree and reject the compliment, but I could see from his smoldering gaze that he was already back in scene mode and practically daring me to contradict him.

Ha! I wasn’t falling for that trap.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Smart sub.” He grinned, releasing his hold and returning to his position behind me.

I tensed, waiting for in inevitable, but feeling good about it. I could do this. I knew Steve would not give me anything I couldn’t handle, and in the slim chance it did become too much, I had a safeword I could fall back on.

Though my face crinkled in distaste, I kept relatively still as Steve’s fingers parted my ass cheeks and glided lubrication on my sensitive nether hole. “Relax,” he instructed.

I inhaled deeply and exhaled the whole breath, and he inserted the anal plug with relative ease. It was fairly painless, considering that I wasn’t as relaxed as I probably should have been.

“Good girl,” he said. “I’m proud of you.”

Strangely enough, I felt proud of myself, too.

The flogger swept against my ass, and I went rigid, expecting the worse. But a few more strokes later and there was no stinging. It actually felt kind of nice.

I relaxed a bit, knowing I could cope with this, if that’s all there was to it.

As time went on, he used the flogger a little harder, and my breath began to come in little gasps. He stopped and pushed two fingers into my pussy, sliding them up and over my clit as my hips bucked at the intrusion.

“You’re so wet, sweetheart. When I’m done flogging you, I’m going to have to take you right here; pump my cock so hard into your pussy, you scream for more.”

He stood back and the flogger connected with my skin once again. The leather strands were cool on my tender ass and, after a few more strokes, he let it hit the very tops of my thighs with some force. I cried out at the sharp sting.

He was undeterred, and cautioned me to use my safe word if I needed it.

Each time the flogger struck me, the clamps on my nipples sent extra shocks of electricity traveling straight to my clit. Just when I thought I could take no more, he threw the flogger on the ground and came to stand in front of me.

He undid his jeans and yanked them down, then grabbed my ass and lifted me right off the ground. “Wrap your legs around me, Liza. I need to be inside you right now.”

I did as he commanded, and with a growl, he plunged his massive erection into my desperately soaked pussy, his cock vying for room against my clenching vaginal muscles and the considerable anal plug.

He slammed into me, his balls slapping against my tender ass with every thrust as my body gripped tight to his shaft and the anal plug that, due to his vigorous movement, vibrated against the ring of nerves holding it in place, making the pleasure so potent is was almost unbearable.

He continued to pummel into me, harder and faster, supporting my weight as I struggled to hold my legs around his waist. I leaned back so he could reach even further inside me, and his next thrust hit right on to my G-spot. The rest of the world faded around me as I was thrown straight into a mighty orgasm and I came, over and over again, until I had no strength left to hold myself up. “You know what I want,” he growled in my ear, “but I want you to want it. I want you to beg for it.”

Before I knew what I was saying, my desire to please him—to give back the pleasure he gave me—prompted my reply.

“Yes, do it,” I panted.

“Do what?”

Uh… “Show me how much I trust you.”

Steve laughed and kissed me hard. “Not exactly what I had in mind, but good enough.” He gently untangled the vice grip of my legs from around his waist and caressed my cheek. “But seriously, I want to make this good for you. I think you’ll love it. Thank you for trusting me enough to try.”

Steve moved behind me as I tested the strength of the chain, in case I chickened out and had to flee. Option unavailable—my bonds held fast. He nuzzled the back of my head as he removed the anal plug from my body. I would have been relieved if it was not about to be replaced with something more filling.

I heard the telltale sound of foil being ripped, and realized he had slipped on a condom. “Relax,” he whispered in my ear as my cheeks carefully parted to give way to his length and girth. When I felt the tip press against my tight hole, I squeaked.

“Trust me,” he murmured, sliding a large hand, palm flat, warm against my stomach.

Easy for him to say. This was, in my life, the one thing I said I would never try again. And yet, for this man, I was willing to push that boundary.

His grip did not allow me to lean away from the firmness pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

“Breathe,” he ordered. “Relax, Liza.”

His hand moved up my stomach and cupped a breast, strumming the clamped nipple until I gasped and moved back into him, allowing him to slip ever so slowly into my ass.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “That’s it, nice and slow.”

His encouragement gave me more confidence. Here I was, naked and outside, chained to a tree, and after receiving a flogging, was fucked senseless; and this made me aroused to a point of sexual bravery. I was drunk with it. I felt powerful, facing my fear and giving him, what I believed to be, my ultimate submission.

True to his word, it wasn’t as painful as it was uncomfortably full. I realized it was a test of restraint for him as well. He was ever so slow and careful, shaking with his controlled effort, until finally, he was fully seated inside of me.

“You need to breathe, sweetheart.”

On command, my lungs kicked in. I was amazed at how he could read my body language so succinctly, but my thoughts were lost as I felt new sensations pulsating deep inside in my most private area.

“You’re doing so well.”

His words of reassurance began to sink in, and I felt the tension start to dissipate. Everything was so tight, but instead of pain and humiliation, the tightness aroused me, making me want to take him deeper inside.

I gave small gasps of delight as his gentle, slow thrusts increased in depth until I moaned with pleasure. His warm, rough hands caressed my breasts, and any self-control I might have had faltered as he strummed my clamped nipples with thumb and forefinger.

“Oh, my God—oh, I can’t—I just…oh God, Steve—” I was right at the edge. There were so many sensations flowing through my body, I thought that I might explode.

“I know, Liza. It’s okay, I’m right here. Let go, baby, just let go.” One hand traveled down over my abdomen, lower and lower, until I felt him between my legs. He pinched my swollen, sensitive clit.

I flew right over the edge of the cliff, screaming and screaming as one of the most intensely earthshattering and exquisite orgasms I had ever experienced washed over me.

I knew he had come when he thrust deep and let out a mighty roar.

As we came back down from the passionate explosion, he held me tight against him, stroking my body, supporting me as my limbs quivered and shook with the ecstasy of the last few minutes. When we finally caught our breaths, he let my feet rest back on the ground and let go of me.

“No, please, don’t leave me,” I cried out.

“It’s all right, baby, I just need to remove the chain.” He did so quickly and then took off the cuffs, catching me as I fell forward into his arms.

He picked me up as if I weighed nothing, and carried me back up the yard to the house. As we neared the patio door, I heard Helen screaming from the direction of the office.

Steve smiled. “It sounds as if they are having as much fun as we just did.”

“Mmm,” I murmured. “Maybe, but I doubt it.”

Steve’s deep laugh vibrated through me and I snuggled further into his arms as he walked into the living room and sat on the sofa.

“You are a sight for sore eyes, do you know that? All curled up in my arms, any Dom would be proud to have you as his willing sub.”

I heard his words, but I was deep in my own place at that moment, reliving what had just taken place between us.

My mind pulled itself back into the present when I heard Seb and Helen come into the room. I struggled to sit up, but Steve held me close. “It’s okay, Liza, stay where you are.”

I didn’t argue. At that moment, it felt like the best place in the world.

Seb laughed. “Looks like you wore your sub right out, Steve. You want me to get the two of you something to drink?”

“Thanks. I think we could both do with it.”

Seb returned with a beer for Steve, a bottle of water for me, and two large blankets. I smiled and took the bottle, opening it and taking a huge swig. I replaced the lid and put it down next to the blanket that he had left there.

Seb and Helen settled into the armchair together, and I noticed she sat very gingerly on his lap. As she adjusted herself, I caught a glimpse of burning-red ass cheeks and thighs. Steve had been right. She liked pain big time, although, she was smiling and seemed very content to curl up against Seb.

Helen and I were covered with the blankets and I lay there, listening to the two men talk. It had grown dark outside, and after a while, Steve lifted me onto the sofa and went to turn on some lights throughout the downstairs.

When he returned, he had a large, white box in his hands. “Anyone for desert?” he asked with a grin.

It turned out to be an enormous strawberry gateau, and I was suddenly aware of how hungry I was. Steve and Seb looked at each other and smiled, and I wondered what the joke was. Helen shrugged at me, obviously none the wiser.

“Lie back, Liza,” he said.

I glanced over at the other two and Helen had been instructed to do the same.

Steve reached over and carefully unscrewed one of the clamps. My nipple stung when he took off the clamp and I gasped. He immediately took a small bit of gateau and placed it on the sore bud, licking and sucking it off, killing the stinging straight away.

“Now for the other one.” He did the same thing with my other nipple, licking it all over and sucking the sting right out of it.

Then he cut a large slice of the cake and pulled me back on to his lap, feeding me pieces and then taking huge bites himself. Helen and Seb were laughing as more cake seemed to get on the chair then anywhere near either of our mouths.

The four of us ate an unhealthy amount and Steve decided to put on a new movie he’d bought.

He clicked the remote and the TV came to life.

“Wrists, Liza,” he said quietly, holding out his hand.

I opened my mouth to complain, but when he raised his eyebrows, I decided to do as I was told. The last thing I wanted was to be flipped upside down and spanked again, this time in front of the others.

He took the pair of soft vinyl cuffs from his pocket and fastened them around my wrists. “I don’t want you squirming around on my lap while I’m trying to watch, so keep still,” he ordered.

I bit my lip with annoyance. “Asshole,” I thought, crossly.

“Do you want to tell me what you’re thinking?” he asked in a challenging tone.

“No, it’s okay,” I replied nervously.

Both men laughed, and then Steve pulled me close and we settled down to watch the movie. It was a comedy and Helen and I sat, curled up with our Doms, all of us laughing and enjoying the film.

After a while, I felt Steve’s hand move over my thigh and slide right between my legs. He pushed a finger up into my pussy, never taking his eyes from the screen. I breathed in sharply, glancing at Helen and Seb to see if they’d noticed. My eyes widened as I realized that neither of them were watching the film anymore.

I had been sitting on Steve’s lap with my back to them, and Helen was now astride Seb, her body moving up and down, and her wrists shackled behind her.

Steve’s finger moved in and out of my pussy, and he added another, this one finding my clit and rubbing it in rhythm with the one inside me.

“I thought you didn’t want me to squirm around,” I said, not able to stop my hips from responding to his actions as they pushed against his fingers.

“You’re right, we better stop. I don’t want you disturbing Seb and Helen with your fidgeting.”

I stared at him in surprise.

He grabbed my waist and lifted me off his lap, putting me on my feet in front of him. I stood there watching as he unzipped his jeans and then took my wrists, removing the cuffs. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back, Liza.”

He re-cuffed me after I had done so.

“I want you to kneel down and suck my cock, sub.”

I glanced over at the other couple again.

“Don’t pay them any attention, just focus on me.”

I knelt and leaned forward, taking his long, thick erection in my mouth. I couldn’t believe I was doing this in front of other people, even if they weren’t watching. Steve had been there for me, though, and after our conversation the previous night, I wanted to prove that I could be the kind of sub that he needed. So I sucked, long and deep, taking him to the back of my throat, feeling the muscles in his abdomen contract.

Then I released him and moved lower to his tight balls, licking and sucking them until he groaned. I ran my tongue between them and then carried on, up the underside of his cock, giving tiny nips as I went.

He grabbed a fistful of my long, red hair, and when I reached the tip, I took just the head into my mouth and pulled on him, sliding my tongue around the rim.

I heard Helen cry out and then Seb gave a groan of obvious satisfaction. I tried to focus on what I was doing, and took the whole of Steve’s shaft back in my mouth and sucked on him, long and hard.

Helen asked Seb something and they both left the room. Doors opened and closed and then someone returned to the sitting room. I heard Seb say something quietly then silence.

I pulled on Steve’s hot, thick member, determined to make him come while I knelt there, when suddenly I froze feeling someone touch my ass. I struggled and tried to get up, but Steve’s arm came down on my back, his hand still wrapped in my hair and I was trapped.

“It’s okay, Liza. You’re safe. Trust me,” Steve crooned as Seb ran his large, warm hands down my back and then over my bottom.

His fingers slid further, and he pushed gently, through my labia and into my pussy. I moaned, my mouth still around the head of Steve’s cock.

“Good girl,” Steve murmured and stroked my hair.

I hesitated, then took him deep in my mouth again. Seb added another finger, and began to fuck my pussy, harder and faster as I set up my own rhythm with Steve’s huge shaft.

When Seb stopped, I groaned, this time in complaint, and Seb chuckled and playfully slapped my ass. “I have something else for you, Liza. Be patient.”

Then I heard a whoosh of air and something stung my ass. I jerked, accidentally grazing my teeth on his shaft.

“Not too hard, Seb; she doesn’t like as much pain as your sub, and she’s got something very important to me in her mouth right now.”

Knowing that Steve was still in charge reassured me. Seb slid the tip of whatever he was using between my legs, and when I felt the end of it pushing and stroking against my pussy lips, I realized it was a crop.

I felt my arousal return when Seb slid the crop back across my ass and whipped me again, the sting sent what felt like jolts of electricity straight to my clit. I had my Dom’s cock in my mouth and another Dom behind me, punishing me. Surely this was wrong. I shouldn’t be enjoying what was happening, but it felt so hot; I couldn’t believe how turned on I was.

Desire burned through me and the pain and pleasure of the crop whipping my ass and Steve’s cock deep in my mouth was almost overwhelming.

It was much harder to concentrate on Steve, but I was not going to let him down. I slid my mouth up and then down his shaft, gripping him with my lips, knowing it wouldn’t be long before I went over the edge, out of control.

Seb let one finger slide across my clit while he whipped my ass, and when he rubbed over it firmly, I felt my whole core spasm and I came, my hips bucking, my voice making a guttural sound as I held Steve’s shaft in my mouth.

I felt Seb move away from me, and when I had my breathing under control, I carried on, feeling ripples still moving through my core as I tended to my Dom. Both his hands were in my hair, my lips working his thick member until I felt his body tense, and his cock spasm.

He came with a roar, shooting his seed far into my throat. I milked his shaft, and then sat back, my body covered in a sheen of sweat, my hands still cuffed behind me.

He helped me up and, after removing the cuffs, pulled me into his lap, holding me close. I clung to him, my arms wound tightly around his neck, my face buried in his taut, muscular shoulder.

“You were wonderful,” he said into my hair. “I’m so proud of you.”

“You are a lucky man, Steve,” Seb added.

I had forgotten that Seb was still in the room and jumped at the sound of his voice. I glanced up at him and he chuckled.

“Your little sub is blushing. I need to go and find my own, so I’ll say goodnight and leave you two in peace.” He stopped in the doorway and turned to me. “You are lovely, Liza. I knew you would be. I’m really glad you’ve gone down this road and discovered how good it is for you.” He smiled. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

Steve grinned at me. “Come on, woman, time to get some sleep.”

“Is it that late?” I asked.

“It’s almost eleven. Not that late, but I have to leave around four in the morning for work. I’ll be driving back on Tuesday morning, so I’ll probably come straight to the club.” He lifted me out of the chair and stood.

I glanced back at him as we crossed the room. “I don’t know if I like you calling me ‘woman’, you know,” I said in a school principal kind of way.

Steve laughed heartily. “Woman, get up those stairs right now before I call Seb and take turns with him, spanking you with half a dozen paddles from my office.”

I yelped and made a run for it up the stairs, laughing all the way to his bedroom.

I slept pressed to Steve, my back to him and his arm curled around my waist. I loved the feel of his hard body against me, and when the alarm sounded at three fifteen, neither of us had moved at all.

Steve reluctantly left the bed, showered and dressed, and within twenty minutes, was packed and ready to leave. I got up and made coffee, and we sat together in the kitchen, talking about the next couple of days.

“If there are any problems at the club, make sure you call me,” he said seriously. “I mean it, Liza. No trying to deal with everything by yourself.”

I nodded and grinned. “For the seven-hundredth time, I promise I will.”

“Point taken. Now come and kiss me goodbye.”

He stood and I followed suit, winding my arms around his neck. Standing on my tiptoes, I kissed his face, all over, till he laughed. His hands cupped my ass and he kissed me back, full and hard on my lips. When he finally put me down, he grabbed his bag and headed for the door.

“I might not be able to call tonight, it’s going to be crazy there, but I’ll call you tomorrow morning.” He gave me one last kiss, smacked my ass with a grin, and walked outside to his car. “Be good, sweetheart, see you on Tuesday.”

“Bye,” I whispered, unnerved at how much I wanted him to stay. It wasn’t a good idea to get this attached to him; it was too much of an emotional risk.

I saw him sling his bag onto the passenger seat and then watched as the Mercedes went down the driveway and disappeared out of sight.

A couple of minutes later, I lay in bed, wrapped tightly in the covers, determined to get back to sleep and not lie there, analyzing my feelings.

Sleep was a long time in coming.





 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

I woke to the sound of loud music and the smell of bacon cooking. I was still tired, and groaning, I dragged myself from the bed, pulled on some jeans and a dark red hoodie, and went to investigate.

“Good morning, lazybones.” Seb was cooking up a feast while Helen laid the table, putting out crockery, juice and a fresh pot of coffee. “Steve got off okay?” he asked.

“Yes, he left around four,” I replied, going to the stove to see what I could help with.

“It’s all right. I’m going to wait on you ladies this morning. Go and chat with Helen and I’ll bring it right over.”

“Thanks,” I said, smiling at Seb, wishing I could be that bright and cheerful first thing in the morning.

It wasn’t till I sat down that I noticed the big clock over the fireplace.

“Oh my God, it’s ten thirty. I’m really sorry I slept so long,” I said, feeling guilty.

“You obviously needed it.” Helen smiled at me. “I guess you were just worn out, huh?”

I didn’t smile back, and I wondered if Seb had told her what happened after she left the sitting room last night.

“Don’t look so worried. It’s okay, Liza, I know what happened. Why do you think I quietly retreated? I knew Steve would want to see how you’d react to something like that. Did you enjoy what happened?” she asked in a reassuring voice.

I stared at her, feeling self-conscious, especially with Seb so close by. “I felt like I shouldn’t have enjoyed it at all, and it was wrong; but I did. It felt so good,” I broke off, embarrassed.

Helen grinned. “Yep, it sure does. Don’t worry though, that’s as far as Steve will go—with sharing, I mean. Some Doms will let others have their subs, but not him.”

“Yeah, I learned that at the restaurant the other night.”

Helen had the good grace to look sheepish, but I grinned.

She waved me off. “You should be thanking me. I knew you two would be perfect for each other. And I was right.”

Seb brought the food over and we tucked in, the atmosphere light and easy going as we chatted. He kept us entertained as he regaled stories of all the teething problems they’d encountered at the new club.

By eleven thirty, Helen and I had done the dishes and Seb had checked the house, making sure all the doors and windows were locked and the house was secure, telling us he would never live it down if he left something unlocked at the house of a friend who ran a security company.

We packed up our stuff and drove the few miles to my place in Seb’s Hummer. I saw the way the two of them interacted as I sat in the back of the vehicle, and it made me miss Steve all the more.

It had been such a short time, and I knew there was a real possibility that Steve couldn’t commit to any sort of proper relationship, but until he actually told me it was over, I had to just hope he would see that I wasn’t Anna and that this could work.

There were hugs and kisses all round at my apartment, and I promised both of them I’d call if I needed anything while Steve was away.

Helen gave me one last hug. “Let him work it out for himself. He’ll get there, hon. Anna fucked him up, but I think he’ll figure out what you two could have. You’ll see.”

I nodded and smiled.

She got back in the car, and I waved as they drove off.

It felt good to just kick back and relax, and after I’d unpacked, I lay on my couch with my feet up, listening to my answer machine.

Andrew, my boss, had called twice, upset about Friday, and I called him back immediately. He sounded concerned, but I reassured him that I was okay. I just couldn’t face being there after what had happened, and I wanted to make a fresh start as soon as possible.

He understood and we chatted for a while, arranging that I’d come in on Friday morning and clear my desk. I would miss him; he had been a great boss, but there was absolutely no turning back now.

Checking my other messages, I found there were three from Carly. I couldn’t understand why she hadn’t called my cell, but when I went and got my bag and searched through it, I realized it was gone. I sat there, wondering when I’d used it last, and suddenly it dawned on me. I never put it back in my bag after Carly had called the police. Shit, it must still be at work.

I called Carly and she answered on the first ring.

“Are you okay, Liza? I’ve been calling you for hours.”

“I’m fine. I’ve been at Steve’s place. Listen Carly, do you remember what happened to my phone on Friday?”

“Jesus, didn’t you hear my messages?” she answered in an exasperated voice.

“I clicked to each one, but I didn’t actually play them through.”

“I’ve got your cell, don’t worry. It fell between the chairs in the waiting room. I saw it after you left for the hospital. Anyway, how are you? Is everything all right? Shit, Liza, I wish you’d given me his number or your passcode to your phone. I’ve been really worried about you.”

“I’m sorry, Carly. I should have called you. Everything is fine. I was at Steve’s house until this morning. He’s got to work for the next couple of days in Bloomington. Listen, I’m working at the club from tomorrow. Do you think you could meet me there, for a long lunch?” I asked, hopefully.

“I think so; that sounds great.” Carly’s voice suddenly took on a serious tone. “Look Liza, I’m so sorry I didn’t get to you sooner at the office. I’d been cooped up in that office for ages, making copies and putting a meeting agenda together. I had the music cranked up and I just never heard what was going on. I feel really bad.”

“Hey, don’t you dare feel bad. You saved the day,” I replied, trying to keep my tone light.

“Yeah, right. Me and Rambo. Holy crap, your guy is something else. I can understand why you feel so safe with him. He’s amazing,” she said in a slightly awed voice.

A warm feeling spread through me. “Yes, he is. That’s something I want to talk to you about tomorrow.”

I really needed Carly’s view on what she thought about Steve and me. She had a great way of pointing out the obvious, and even though the mere thought of settling down brought her out in hives, she gave great advice on other people’s relationships.

“Okay, well I’ll see you at the club tomorrow then. About twelve?” she asked.

“Sounds great. Bye, Carly.”

I spent a while catching up on my mail and having lunch. Then, in the afternoon, I settled down and studied the club paperwork and plans that I’d brought home with me.

Confident I had everything covered, I put the plans away an hour or so later, settled myself on the couch with my feet up again, and put on a movie. I was just about to fall asleep, when the phone rang. It was my brother, Mat, and as soon as I heard his voice, I remembered. My heart sank. I’d completely forgotten about the family get together that my mother insisted on holding every Easter, without fail.

“Hey, brother. Please tell me you called to say that the day of doom has been cancelled.”

Mat laughed. “Sorry, little sis, no such luck. But I did call to say that I can swing by and pick you up early on Friday, and we can travel up there together—you know, solidarity and all that.”

I groaned. “I can’t believe you’d waste your leave on this, Mat. Surely you would rather be anywhere in the universe than there.”

“I guess I can put up with one day a year. We have to go, Liza, to check on dad. You know, make sure he’s still able to deal with her shit. He’s not getting any younger.”

I sighed. “Okay, what time on Friday?”

“I should be at your place around eight in the morning.”

“Yeah, sounds fine. God, it’s a total contradiction in terms, calling it Good Friday. There’s absolutely nothing fucking good about it for me, being there,” I grumbled.

“It wasn’t good for Jesus either.” Mat laughed loudly. “Suck it up, sis. I’ll see you on Friday.”

We said goodbye and I put the phone down, feeling miserable.

I sat there for a while, thinking about all the years I’d gone to my parent’s house, full of hope that maybe this year it might be different. Every time, I’d been let down and hurt by her total disapproval and dislike of my life and the choices I’d made.

This could be something else in my life that I could change. I was definitely on a roll. Maybe this time I’d tell her exactly what I thought about the way she’d treated me all these years. Yes, well maybe not. I’d left it this long. What made me think I could change anything now?

I decided to talk to Carly about it when we had lunch, and then I put it out of my mind. The rest of the day passed in peace and quiet, and at around ten thirty, I locked up and went to bed, determined to be at Traders well before the builders the next day.

I was up by seven the next morning, and showered and dressed by half past. I ordered a cab and arrived at the club in plenty of time.

I made a mental note to look for a cheap car to get me to work, if this was going to be a permanent arrangement. A taxi, twice a day, for five or six days a week was crazy; I needed to be independent, and it felt good making another change to my life.

I decided to set up camp in the main office for today. When Steve was here as well, we’d have to decide where I would work, but this would do for now.

In the past I had spent many nights after closing with Seb, discussing how the night had gone and having a drink before we went home. If someone had told me that one day I’d be naked, sucking on my Dom’s cock with Seb whipping my ass as I did so, I’d have thought that they were out of their mind.

I pulled my mind back to the job at hand and made some coffee. I wanted to get off on the right foot with these guys, and freshly brewed coffee seemed a good place to start.

I needn’t have worried. As soon as Robbie, Mac and John walked through the door, I knew we were all going to get on like a house on fire. All three were total charmers; fun, easy going and excellent at their job.

By ten o’ clock, I’d learned that Robbie and Mac were brothers and John was their cousin. All were local guys, married, with eleven kids between them, and all three had the dirtiest sense of humor I think I’d ever experienced. My mother would have hated them on sight. I thought they were awesome.

The office phone rang at ten fifteen, and Mac laughed as I practically dived onto my desk to get it.

“Must be love if she’s that desperate to answer it,” he said.

I made a face at him and answered the phone, pulling it out from under a pile of paperwork. It was so good to hear Steve’s rich, sexy voice, and it scared me how much I’d missed him.

“How are you, sweetheart?” he asked.

“I’m fine, busy working and keeping those three characters you employed hard at it. They slack off every chance they get, but don’t worry, I have it under control.”

All three men started shouting comments at the phone, and I laughed at their mock-furious reaction.

“No seriously, they’re great, and everything is going well. Robbie said they would be happy to install the new tables when the bar is done, and I’m just about to sort out the adverts for the jobs you want filled.”

“You’re doing great, Liza, thank you,” he said in what sounded like a strained voice.

“Are you okay? Is anything wrong?” I asked worriedly.

“I guess I’m just tired, that’s all. It’s been a long thirty hours or so.” He sighed. “I should be back by tomorrow lunchtime. I hope so, because I need to see you and hold that hot body of yours.”

“The feeling is entirely mutual,” I replied, pushing my worry to one side. He did sound tired, and I hoped that was all there was to it, especially after the conversation we’d had about his past. I couldn’t help wondering if he’d had time to think about getting involved with me, and was having second thoughts.

“Shit, Joe’s calling me, I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?” he said, now distracted.

“All right, I’ll see you then.”

His phone clicked, and I stood there, happy he’d be back the next day, but worried at how he’d sounded despite his reassurances and my attempt to take him at his word that everything was okay. He’d been clear about how he’d felt with commitment. I just couldn’t shake the fear that had settled within me. I was so new to this type of lifestyle. Maybe he didn’t want the hassle of being a Dom to such a beginner. What if he’d had second thoughts, now the weekend was over and we were apart.

Jesus, all this maybe and what if was going to drive me insane, if I didn’t stop.

“Come on, honey. Never mind lover boy, we need liquid refreshment over here; time for a refill.” John held his cup out and gave me a hopeful smile.

I laughed, trying to push my thoughts firmly to one side, and went to put on another pot of coffee. While it was brewing, I placed the ad for the bar staff just as Carly arrived, laden with sandwiches.

“Hey, Liza, I thought seeing as you were here with the builders, I’d buy lunch in bulk and feed you all.” She tipped an armful of subs on to my desk, and flopped down on the nearest chair. “So, how are you? How’s your face?” she asked, scrutinizing my cheek with a frown.

“I’m fine. It’s a bit sore from time to time, but that’s all. It’s the bruising that’s the real bitch.” I pushed up the sleeve of my sweatshirt and Carly gasped, as she took in the dark red and black bruises that formed a ring around my forearm.

“Holy shit, that asshole. I still can’t believe it happened,” she said angrily. “Andrew called a meeting, by the way, to stop any rumors spreading. He told everyone what happened, so you can imagine their reaction. Mike is now public enemy number one, and obviously, he’s been fired.”

“I spoke to Andrew yesterday and he was fine about me not going back. I’ll stop by and pick up my stuff on Friday…Oh shit!” I exclaimed.

“What?” Carly asked, looking up from the pile of sandwiches, a ham and mustard in her hand.

The door to the office opened and Mac stuck his head in. “We’re taking a lunch break now, okay boss? Just wanted to let you know.”

“Of course,” I replied. “Mac, this is my friend, Carly. She brought you guys lunch, by the way.”

Mac came in and took Carly’s hand, giving it a kiss. “Two beautiful women, and lunch as well. What more could a man want?”

Carly laughed in surprise as Mac scooped three subs off the desk and saluted us both before he left the room.

“So what was the ‘oh shit’ about?” Carly asked, frowning.

I groaned and leaned back in my chair. “I told Andrew I’d get my stuff from work on Friday, but it’s get-together time again, for the big, happy family, in Springfield. Mat called me yesterday and I’d completely forgotten about it. Fuck it, if it wasn’t for my dad, I’d be so done with all that crap.”

“So you are going then?” she asked, taking a bite of her sandwich.

“Yeah, I need to see dad, and I don’t want to bail on Mat. He took leave especially. But the way things are going, this will probably be the last time. It seems like I’m changing everything in my life right now, so maybe it’s time to change this too.”

“Okay, well, stick to your guns this time, and don’t let your mother get to you. Just see your dad, spend some time with Mat and then come back home; that’s my advice,” Carly said. “Oh, and don’t worry, I can pick up your stuff and drop it around anytime.”

“Thanks, C, you’re a great friend. Do you know that?” I asked with a grin.

“Yes, I do actually. I’m pretty fucking fantastic.” We laughed and I picked up the only sandwich left, a ham and cheese, and took a bite.

“How is everything with macho man then?” she asked, changing the subject and raising an eyebrow.

“Fine,” I replied, although a nagging feeling pulled at me, after the way he was on the phone.

“What’s going on?” Carly asked, perceptive as ever, and studying my face intently.

I told her about the conversation Steve and I had had at his house, and the one on the phone that morning.

“It seems to me that he was very open and honest with you,” she said. “Did it ever occur to you that he might actually be tired, like he said?”

“You think I’m being paranoid?” I asked with a sigh.

“It has been known. Look, you’ve had a bad run with relationships for a while now. I get that you would think the worst, but if I were you, until he says forget the whole thing, stop worrying.”

“I told myself the same thing, but it’s hard. You’re right, though. I’m reading way too much into it,” I said, attempting a smile.

“Of course I’m right, I always am,” she replied, and we both laughed.

I walked Carly out to her car when it was time for her to get back to work, and she turned to me before getting in. “Stop worrying, Liza. I’ve got a good feeling about this. Just trust your instincts.”

We hugged, and arranged to talk in a couple of days, before I left for my parent’s party. I had reached the office before I realized that I hadn’t mentioned going to see them, to Steve. He’d be back tomorrow, I thought, so it would have to wait until then.

* * * *

By four o’clock, the guys were ready to call it a day, and so was I. They had made a really good start, and I had also made headway with possible color schemes and new menus. I was looking forward to Steve seeing the progress the next day.

Mac insisted on driving me home and I gratefully accepted. After I locked the club and climbed into their big truck, we laughed and joked the few miles back to my apartment, and I wearily ascended the stairs to my front door.

I couldn’t be bothered to cook, so I made a quick snack and ran a hot bath. An hour later, I had just settled back on my sofa to watch TV, when my phone rang. I sighed and grabbed it from my bag, not bothering to check the number before I said hello.

“Hi, is this Liza?” The voice was a deep, Southern drawl and I had no idea who it was.

“Yes, it is,” I replied cautiously.

“This is Joe, I work with Steve. I think you were at his place when I called last.”

I felt a warm flush travel up my face. Oh shit, I was the hot, naked woman Steve had mentioned. “Um, yes, that’s right,” I replied.

“Look, I don’t want to worry you, but Steve is not doing so well,” Joe said.

A feeling of dread hit me instantly. “Oh my God, has he been hurt?” I asked. My voice sounded shaky and I braced myself for his reply.

“No, it’s nothing like that. He didn’t feel so good when I met him this morning, but being the stubborn ass that he is, he shrugged it off, and we went to work. I guess he got worse during the afternoon, because I found him, a couple of hours ago, slumped against a wall in one of the bathrooms at the venue we’re doing security for.”

I listened silently, wondering if he was going to tell me that Steve was in the hospital, already planning how I would get to him.

“He wouldn’t go anywhere 'til I’d got some cover for us, but I called in a lot of favors, and it’s been taken care of. Your man sure is obstinate, honey,” he said.

“Tell me about it,” I muttered under my breath. “How is he now?” I asked.

“Well, I took him to an urgent care not too far from where we were. They wanted to get him to a hospital to get treatment for dehydration, but of course, he refused. The doc thought it was a virus that’s been going around, and apparently it’s knocked a lot of people off their feet, literally. His temperature was 103 when I got him there.”

“It was that high, and he refused any help?” I was angry as well as worried.

“Well, I’ve got some meds for him and I’m driving him back down to his place. He wanted me to call and tell you what’s happening, but he’s pretty out of it right now.”

I was already in the bedroom, getting my hold-all back out of the closet.

“Okay, I’ll get a cab and meet you there. How far away are you?” I asked.

“Not far now, about forty-five minutes,” Joe replied. “Do you want me to swing by and pick you up?”

“Oh no, I’m fine. I’ll see you at Steve’s place,” I said, grabbing clothes out of drawers and throwing them in the bag.

“Okay, honey, I’ll see you soon.”

I spent the next few minutes packing then called a cab. Steve was obstinate; Joe was right about that. If things were the other way around, I knew Steve would have taken Joe to the hospital, no matter what.

I locked my apartment back up and waited outside for the cab. I really needed a car, I thought again as I paced up and down. It arrived soon after, and I got to Steve’s place in plenty of time.

It wasn’t too long before I heard a crunch of tires and two cars appeared, pulling up close to the front door.

The man who got out of Steve’s Mercedes was almost as tall as Steve, but was built like the side of a barn. He had a big, friendly face and lots of shaggy dark hair. Pulling a bag from the back seat, he strode up to me, smiling.

“Liza, right? Hi, I’m Joe. If you can open up, I’ll bring him in, okay?”

I nodded, feeling a little overwhelmed by this giant of a man. He handed me Steve’s keys and bag and I quickly opened the door, dropping the bag inside, and then went back out to help.

Joe was already holding up Steve, together with the guy from the second car, and I saw that he was as white as a sheet as they helped him to the front door.

“Okay, buddy, one step at a time,” Joe said, supporting Steve on his own so they could fit through the door. “This is Jason,” Joe said, and the other man smiled as he followed them in.

“Can I help?” I offered, feeling redundant, just standing there.

“Why don’t you go on ahead upstairs and make sure the door is open for us, honey,” Joe said.

I rushed up the stairs and opened the door to Steve’s bedroom, going straight to his bed, pulling back the covers and turning on the bedside light.

Joe arrived soon after, supporting Steve, who hadn’t uttered a word, all his concentration focused on just reaching the bed.

We undressed him between us, and I drew the curtains across, returning to the bed to sit near Steve. His face was tight and drawn, but as soon as I sat down, he managed to smile and stroke my cheek.

“Hey, baby, don’t look so worried. I’ve been worse than this before; just ask Joe.”

Joe chuckled. “Yeah, true. You, me and that bottle of Jack wasn’t a pretty sight, that’s for sure.”

I raised my eyebrows and went to fetch his bag. After making sure he had a bottle of water on the nightstand, I turned off the light and we left him to rest. Joe gave me Steve’s medicine, explaining what the doctor had instructed at the urgent care place.

Jason was waiting by the door. “Everything okay, boss?” he asked Joe.

“Yeah, he’ll be fine in a couple of days,” Joe answered. Then he turned to me. “Liza, are you sure you can manage? I hate to just drop him off and run, but we’ve got to get right back up to Bloomington.”

“I’ll manage, don’t worry. He’ll probably sleep for the rest of the night now, anyway,” I replied.

“Well here’s my cell number, I’ll call you soon, but make sure you call me anytime if you need to, all right?” he said, handing me a business card.

“Thanks Joe,” I said, with a smile. I liked him a lot and I could understand why Steve enjoyed working with him.

He bent and kissed my cheek when we reached Jason’s car. Jason got in and wound down the window. “It was good to meet you ma’am,” he said.

Joe leaned across him and smiled. “Don’t take any crap from him, okay?”

I laughed. “I’ll try not to. Bye, and thanks, both of you.”

“Bye, sugar,” he said and I watched as they drove down the driveway. Then I went back into the house, going straight upstairs to check on my patient.





 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

It was an awful night, and I sat up for most of it, sponging Steve down, and getting him to drink sips of water whenever he was awake. His temperature raged at a hundred and three degrees, and I decided, sitting on the edge of his bed in the middle of the night, that I would risk his anger and somehow get him to the hospital if he didn’t show any improvement by daybreak.

By about four in the morning, he was sleeping more restfully, so I pulled a blanket over me and grabbed a couple of hours sleep on the armchair in his room.

I woke at six thirty to find Steve holding the edge of my chair, on his way back from the bathroom. I jumped up and helped him back to bed.

“You need to get some proper sleep,” he said while I put his covers straight and handed him his water.

“Actually, you don’t get to boss me around right now. I’m taking care of you, and that’s all there is to it,” I said firmly.

He glared at me and then his face broke into a smile. “Do you know how hot you look when you get all pushy like that?” he asked.

I folded my arms, trying not to smile. “Go back to sleep, Steve.”

* * * *

By eight that morning, I had found the contact number for the builders and had called Mac, who assured me that everything would be okay, and they would drive over, pick up the keys to the club and lock up when they were done.

When Mac arrived at the house, we chatted for a while and agreed that he would keep hold of the keys until I managed to get to the club. Knowing that it was taken care of was a relief, and after Mac left, I went back up to Steve to tell him that everything was okay with the builders.

Apart from drinking water and taking his medicine, Steve slept for most of the day. I checked on him regularly, and spoke to the guys at the club a couple of times throughout the day.

For a while, in the afternoon, I just sat on the bed next to Steve and watched him sleep. His face was relaxed and his arms were thrown over his head, as he slept soundly. I was getting way too attached, and I knew it.

I tore myself away and went downstairs to make myself something to eat, determined not to go up there unless he actually needed me.

By the evening, I had cleaned the whole downstairs, including the fridge and the stove. I watched some TV, and then crept upstairs to check on Steve. He was sitting up and drinking some water when I went in.

“You look better,” I said with a smile. I walked over to the side of the bed and felt his face. “The fever’s broken too, that’s great.”

He caught hold of my hand and pulled me down beside him. “I feel so weak, it’s pathetic. I should be up by now.”

“You should be in the hospital,” I admonished. “Why do you have to be so stubborn?”

He grinned. “I guess it just comes naturally.”

“Do you think you could manage some soup?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, I could eat a horse,” he replied, throwing back the covers.

“No way, Steve. Come on, if you collapse, I’m never going to be able to pick you up. Promise me you’ll stay in bed until tomorrow, and I’ll bring you something to eat.”

“It would be a lot easier to promise if you were naked, sub.”

“I’ll get the soup.” I left the room quickly, hearing him laugh as I went downstairs.

I was glad he was feeling better, but I knew he still had to rest. He was very pale still, and the fact that he hadn’t argued when I told him to stay in bed told me that some of what I’d seen upstairs was an act, to reassure me.

Still, there was no reason I couldn’t do as he said. So I made the soup, putting it on a large tray with toast, and some juice I’d found in the fridge. Then I took off all my clothes and picked up the tray, making my way back upstairs to his bedroom.

When I walked in, Steve was facing the other way, back under the covers.

“Here’s your soup, Sir,” I said, walking toward the bed.

He turned over in bed and opened his eyes, then broke into a huge grin.

“Now that is what I call service,” he said, sitting up and taking the tray from me.

I backed away and he frowned.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he asked. “At least sit with me, if I can’t have you right now.”

I got into the bed next to him and he ate some of the soup. I was worried at how much was left when he put the tray to one side, but at least he’d had something.

We lay together for a while in our favorite position, with my back to him and his arms around me. I sighed with contentment when he moved his hands to my breasts and caressed them, gently rubbing each nipple between his thumb and forefinger. There wasn’t any need for words as we lay there together, and after a few minutes, his hands stopped moving.

I thought he’d gone back to sleep, so I jumped when he suddenly spoke. “I want you to take my car to the club tomorrow, Liza. You have a license right?”

Apparently, he had just been lying next to me thinking, not sleeping, and I was surprised at how much I minded that his hands had left my body while he did so. However, I told myself that he was ill, and tired, and I needed to push any anxieties I had about that to one side and answer his question.

“Yes, but I haven’t driven in a while. Are you sure you trust me with it?”

He was silent for a minute. “I’m trying hard to trust you, no matter what,” he eventually replied, and I knew he was referring to Anna and our conversation the other night.

I decided to lighten the moment. “Well, okay. If I crash it, just take it out of my wages.”

He chuckled. “There’ll be a lot bigger punishment for you if that happens.” He ran his hands over my breasts.

“Okay, I’m out of here,” I said, slipping out from under his hands. “You need to rest and I’m stopping you from doing that.”

“Get back in here and we’ll go to sleep together,” he ordered.

With a sigh, I slid back in under the covers and he turned off the light next to him.

It was so good to be wrapped up in his arms, and before long, I heard his breathing slow to a steady rhythm. I closed my eyes and soon fell into a deep sleep.

The next morning, I was up and showered before Steve even opened his eyes. When he woke, he seemed better than the day before, and I made sure he ate something and took his meds before I got ready to leave.

He grabbed his keys from the night stand, where Joe had left them, and handed them to me. “Call me if you need to, sweetheart. I’ll be awake.”

I took the keys from his hand and bent to kiss him. “I’ll be back by lunchtime. Promise me you’ll rest while I’m gone.”

“Get out of here, woman, and let me rest in peace.” He grinned, and as I turned to leave he smacked my ass. “Yep, feels good. I must be getting better.”

The action confirmed what I had thought about him being over-tired, and I smiled, glad that he sounded more like his old self.

Driving Steve’s Mercedes to the club felt really good. It was an easy car to drive and I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed being behind the wheel. Pulling into the parking lot at the club, I made a mental note to buy a car as soon as I got back from visiting my parents.

The work inside was going really well and I spent a while talking with the guys, letting them know how Steve was doing and going over what was going to be done today.

In the office, I found I’d had several responses already to the ads I’d placed, so I worked for a while setting up appointments, and then gave Carly a call at work.

I told her about the events of the last couple of days, and she told me she had collected up my belongings from work and had them at her place now. I told her I’d phone her when I got back from my parents, and after the call ended, I realized I’d never got around to telling Steve that I was going to visit them.

I decided to tell him that afternoon, without fail, and after arranging for Mac to keep hold of the keys so they could lock up today, and let themselves in tomorrow, I left the club, wanting to get back to the house to see how Steve was doing.

I made one quick stop at a supermarket, to pick up more juice and some fresh fruit, then drove back to his place, bringing the Mercedes to a stop right by the front door.

Steve was in the office sitting at his desk, talking on the phone with papers strewn all around him. He looked more like his old self, but I noticed the shadows under his eyes as he leaned back in the chair, the phone pressed to his ear.

I went to the kitchen and made lunch, and after a few minutes he walked up behind me, putting his arms around my waist and kissing my neck.

“You’re taking such good care of me,” he murmured into my hair.

“You’re worth it,” I replied, turning and smiling at him.

We ate lunch together and he told me it had been Joe on the phone, checking to see how he was.

“He’s like an old woman,” Steve said as we went to the sitting room, me with a coffee and Steve with more juice.

“He was very concerned about you because you should have been in the hospital,” I replied.

“Jesus, I hate this stuff.” Steve held the glass of juice up. “I need coffee,” he complained.

I laughed. “Just drink it; juice is way better for you than coffee.”

“You know, you’re on borrowed time with all this bossing me about shit,” he growled, putting the juice on the side table. “I may not be up to throwing you over my shoulder and taking you to my office to get a paddle for that sweet ass of yours, but it won’t be long. Remember that, sub.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, and felt a dampness form between my legs at the mere suggestion of him punishing me. I had missed his dominance more than I cared to admit, but I knew he needed more time to get over the virus that had made him so ill.

Grabbing the coffee out of my hand, he pulled me down onto the big armchair and I settled in his lap. We talked and I told him about going to my parents place, and how I felt about it.

“You should go, sweetheart,” he said. “If you need to tell her what you think, then do it. See your family, spend time with your brother and dad, and then come back here to me.”

It was what I needed to hear and we sat together for a while, my body snuggled against his. When I opened my eyes, and glanced at my watch. I couldn’t believe it.

We’d just slept for nearly three hours.

I sat up, noticing at once how pale Steve was. “Shit,” I murmured, getting off his lap and checking his forehead. There was no fever, but I knew that he should get back upstairs so he could rest properly.

Grumbling and complaining about bossy women, but not putting up the fight I’d expected him to, he went back upstairs. I cleared up the kitchen then put a movie on, determined to leave him to sleep peacefully on his own, worried that he had overdone things while I had been at the club. After the movie was over, I checked the house was locked, turned out some of the lights and went to soak in a bath.

Lying in the hot water I closed my eyes, and instantly saw Steve’s hard body, covering mine, fucking me, my hands bound, legs tight around his waist. Aroused by my imagination, I knew what I wanted to do, but my mother’s words threatened to spoil the moment once again.

I opened my eyes and threw my head back in frustration. Taking a deep breath, I closed them once more and pushed the empty, bitter words to one side. I raised my hand, sliding it down my body to my breast and teased my nipple, pinching it between my wet fingers.

My free hand moved down and I parted my legs, letting my knees fall against the sides of the bath.

I stroked my sensitive folds under the water and my arousal grew as more images flashed through my mind—me tipped over Steve’s lap, ass in the air, while he spanked me hard with a paddle. Then his hard, thick cock in my mouth, as I knelt before him, my hands bound behind me, his hands grabbing my hair as he came, pumping his hot semen right to the back of my throat.

The throb of need escalated and I imagined Steve taking me from behind, his shaft pounding into me, one of his hands restraining both of mine while the other spanked my ass. I moaned as my fingers fucked my pussy hard, then slid to my clit, pinching and rubbing it, my hips bucking each time, knowing that I was going to come very soon.

I pictured him sucking my clit with his hot, wet lips and running his tongue over it, and his fingers fucking my pussy instead of my own. My hips jerked uncontrollably and my back arched as I came, crying out with pleasure, pure erotic sensation rippling through me.

My climax slowed and I opened my eyes. Steve stood in the bathroom doorway, studying my face intently, a smile playing around his lips.

A blush crept into my cheeks and I couldn’t meet his gaze.

I drew my legs together and sat up, hugging my knees, embarrassed at having been observed so blatantly.

He walked to the towel rail and grabbed a huge, black towel, holding it open for me. I stood up, stepped out of the bath, and he wrapped me up, pulling me to him into a tight hug.

“Look at me, Liza.”

I raised my head, still blushing, and he put a hand under my chin until our eyes finally met.

“Good girl. I’m proud of you; I know it couldn’t have been easy. You were so beautiful when you came. No, don’t lower your eyes—keep them on me.”

I did as I was told and he dipped his head, kissing me hard, his tongue playing with mine.

When he took his lips away, he smiled. “Dry yourself and then come and get into bed.” Turning, he left the room.

I rubbed my body briskly with the towel, then brushed my teeth and got into bed beside him. Steve leaned up on one arm and studied me.

“What were you thinking about in the bath?” he asked.

I hesitated, then decided to tell him the truth. “I was thinking of you, punishing and restraining me; taking me from behind and putting your mouth on my…my clit.”

He kissed me long and hard. “Even a few days ago, you would have had trouble telling me that. Thank you for being so honest.”

I realized he was absolutely right. I would have made something up, too ashamed to tell him the truth.

“Close your eyes,” he commanded.

I blinked a couple of times, and then did as he said. I felt him move then become still again.

“Open your legs, Liza.”

My heart sped up at his words and I spread them, wondering what he was going to do. I jumped as his hands suddenly parted my labia and I felt a cool, smooth object slide into my pussy. My eyes darted open at the intrusion, and he slapped my thigh.

“Keep them closed, sub, and if I see your arms move, I’ll tie them up. This is a bullet and I will be in charge of deciding how hard it will have to work tonight.”

I shut my eyes tight and kept still, understanding from his words that he was, once again, the Dom and I had to submit to his control.

His lips found my nipples and sucked on them in turn, pulling them gently until I felt them pucker into hard, erect nubs.

I yelped as the thing he’d put inside me sprang to life, vibrating inside my pussy. I clenched around it, jolts of erotic sensation pulsing through my body, traveling straight to my nipples as his tongue flicked each taut bud.

I was still so wet from my last climax and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came a second time. I felt him move again and then I cried out as the vibrations became twice as strong. I felt his head move between my thighs, his tongue finding my clit and flicking it in just the same way as he had with my nipples. My hands reached out and I ran them over his hair.

Instantly, he stopped and switched off the bullet.

I opened my eyes as he sat up. Before I knew what his intention was, he turned me over and pulled me across his lap.

“I said keep your hands still, Liza,” he growled.

“I’m sorry, Sir, I couldn’t help—”

He brought his hand down on my ass before the words had finished coming out of my mouth. After spanking me twice, I gasped, feeling the bullet vibrating inside me again, this time harder and so much more intense than before.

“Who is in charge here, you or me?” he asked, spanking me twice more.

The pleasure of the bullet and the pain of his hand coming down on my ass made me almost lose control and I struggled to answer him.

“You are, Sir,” I gasped.

“Do you like me punishing you, sub,” he asked.

“Yes, Sir, oh God, yes I do.”

“Then come now for me, Liza. Right now.”

He must have adjusted the control one more time, because I felt a surge of power inside my pussy and I came instantly, screaming as I did so, my orgasm erupting right through my body.

Gradually he let the bullet slow down until it stopped. I lay across his knees, panting, my body still quivering with aftershocks. He let his fingers run up and down my sore bottom until my breathing was back under control.

Helping me to sit up, he gently pulled the thin cord attached to the bullet and it slipped out of my pussy.

Steve’s level gaze met mine and he smiled indulgently. “I could listen to you come over and over again, my little sub. It’s like music to my ears.” With that, he lay back on the bed and put his arm around my waist, bringing me down right next to him. “But for now, we should both rest.” He turned off the light and I snuggled into him, feeling his hard chest against my breasts.

It had been a long couple of days and I welcomed the idea of an early night. I closed my eyes, safe in the arms of my Dom, and slept deeply.

* * * *

The next morning, Steve showered, dressed and sat by the fireplace in the kitchen, drinking the coffee I had made him while he was getting ready.

He looked so much better, and when I went to take his empty mug from him, he pulled me down on to his lap.

“Thank you sweetheart, I haven’t had a woman take care of me like you have since I was a kid.”

I cuddled up in his arms, relieved that he was so much better now. “I’m just glad you’re okay. You really scared me when I watched Joe help you into the house.”

“I’m okay because of your nursing skills,” he said. “Dressed and undressed,” he added, grinning.“I want to get to the club this morning and see what’s going on,” he remarked, kissing me. “Are you ready to go?”

“Already? But you need at least one more day’s rest, and—”

“Liza, are you giving me orders?”

I sat up in his arms, recognizing that tone of voice immediately. “No, it’s just that I’ve been the one taking care of everything and I don’t want you to overdo it,” I replied softly.

He began to undo the buttons on my shirt, and I tried to push his hands away and get up from his lap.

“Sit still,” he ordered.

I stopped moving, knowing that my time as his caregiver was definitely over.

“You’re wearing far too many clothes,” he stated, pulling my shirt off me and kissing my mouth as I tried to tell him that I was only dressed because I thought I was going to work.

He lifted me out of the chair and stood me up, taking off my bra and unzipping my jeans, pulling them down as I stood before him. Then, for the second time in his kitchen, he ripped my panties right from my body, throwing them in the fireplace.

“If you don’t want your jeans going the same way, step out of them now,” he barked.

I did what he said and stood there naked while he got up and went to a drawer near the kitchen door. He took out a piece of rope and came back over to me. Turning me around, he tied my wrists firmly behind my back.

My pulse raced as his hands ran over my breasts and teased my nipples, sending pulses of need straight to my rapidly dampening pussy.

“You need my cock inside you, Liza. You need to be reminded who you belong to. It’s been days since I had you and I won’t wait any longer.”

With that, he picked me up and flung me over his shoulder, then marched out of the kitchen, down the hall and into his office. Placing me on my feet in front of his desk, he went over to a built-in closet next to the sofa and reached up to retrieve something. I swallowed nervously, and my breath caught in my throat when I saw him take out a metal bar with leather cuffs at each end.

“Open your legs for me,” he commanded.

When I’d done so, he knelt and placed the bar between them, securing a cuff around each ankle. He adjusted the bar and they were forced apart even further, until I stood, legs spread wide and my wrists secured firmly behind me.

He stood back up and observed his handiwork. Then he bent his head and took each of my nipples in turn, sucking them to erect points while his hands ran all over my body.

Fingers lingered between my legs then stroked my pussy, pulling the lips apart. One large finger slid into my channel and my legs quivered while his finger thrust in and out.

When he stopped, I whimpered in frustration, and he spanked me with his free hand. He stroked the cheek right afterwards, then spanked me again, showing who was in total control.

He turned me around to face his desk and pushed me down until I was bent right over it. I heard a zipper being pulled down. He put an arm across my back, keeping me firmly in place.

Without any warning, I felt his cock drive into my over-sensitive pussy and I cried out as he held me down over the desk. His thick shaft thrust in and out, and I tried to move my hips instinctively, but he held me fast, plunging deeper and deeper each time. My pussy clenched around him and my urgent need to come threatened to push me over the edge.

“Who do you belong to, Liza,” he said forcefully, slamming into me then spanking my ass as he pulled out.

“You, Sir.” I fought to maintain control of my senses and my voice didn’t sound like my own when I answered him.

Suddenly, his cock reached a deeper spot inside me and I gasped, my hips jerking upwards.

“You like it just there, sub, don’t you?”

All I could do was whimper in response, and when his hand came around and rubbed over my engorged clit, I gave a wail of ecstasy, my orgasm shattering right through me.

He kept going, relentlessly pumping his hardness right against that same spot. Incredibly, just when the first climax dissipated, another took its place. I tried desperately to arch my back and thrust my hips against him, but still, he held me in place.

Then, with a roar, he came, replacing his arm with his entire chest, emptying his semen deep inside me.

He lay still on me, his breathing ragged and uneven while my surroundings gradually came back into focus. Steve eventually stood up and undid the rope, setting my wrists free. He rubbed them gently before he crouched down and released my ankles from the spreader bar.

He helped me up from the desk and I immediately stumbled when I tried to move. Strong arms lifted me up and strode across the room to the leather sofa.

I was shaking, and he gently rubbed my limbs, helping the circulation return in my shoulders. Then he held me tight against him until the trembling subsided.

He stroked my hair and kissed the top of my head. “It’s all right, Liza, just hold onto me.”

“Okay,” I said shakily, not wanting to move from the warm safety of his hard, muscular body.

We stayed in his office for a while, just resting together, and after a while, I felt at ease, even peaceful, there in his arms. Eventually, Steve got up, putting me down where he had sat, and left the room for a minute. When he came back, he was carrying a bottle of water and my clothes.

He handed me the bottle and I drank deeply. Then I got up and dressed, smiling when I put my jeans back on, without any underwear.

He’d taken me forcefully, proving that, without a doubt, he could do what he wanted to me, and I would submit to him. I knew this was what I wanted and what I had been missing during all my years of bad relationships.

The thing that scared me, though, was how I couldn’t imagine being anyone else’s sub but his. I knew it was dangerous to get so attached to someone who had already made it clear that commitment was a problem. However, it seemed that it was too late for common sense.

Steve was staring at me as I moved toward the doorway.

“Come here,” he said gently.

I walked to him and he put a hand on each of my shoulders, his eyes boring into mine.

“I’m not very good at expressing myself, but you mean a lot to me, Liza.” His voice was gruff, but it was all I needed to hear at that moment.

“You mean a lot to me, too,” I replied.

He studied me then nodded. “Okay, sweetheart, let’s go.”

Steve kept a hand on my leg as we drove, and put an arm possessively around my shoulders when we entered the club. I loved the attention he was showing me, and when he approved wholeheartedly of the work Mac, Robbie and John had done, I felt warmed by his reaction.

We spent a couple of hours discussing color schemes for the walls and floors and arguing good-naturedly about fixtures and fittings until Steve decided to go and get food for us all from the local deli a couple of blocks away.

When I got up to go with him, he shook his head and smiled. “It’s okay, Liza. You stay with the guys. I won’t be long.”

I sat back down, feeling strangely abandoned. I was annoyed with myself; it wasn’t as if we had to be joined at the hip morning, noon and night. But, I knew if it had been me going to get food, I would have wanted him with me.

I sighed and went back to the office, deciding to check e-mails and go through some bills while Steve was out. After about fifteen minutes, I heard the back door slam and Steve’s voice, talking quietly.

Instead of going out into the hallway, I got up and stood by the office door. His tone was strained, if not annoyed. “I know, Joe, but I just don’t want to get shit on again, from a great height.” There was a pause, then “No, I don’t really think she would, but then I didn’t think Anna would, either.” Another pause. “Yeah, well that’s easy for you to say; you’re happily married. Look, I’m back in the club, so I’ll call you in a couple of days, okay?” I heard the rustle of bags being adjusted, and I waited until his footsteps had receded.

So, that was it. He was having second thoughts. My heart sank, but I knew there was no way I could tell him I had heard the phone call.

I slipped out of the office and into the ladies room, next to the main club area. I waited a couple of minutes, then shut the door loudly and re-joined the men.

Steve was still pleasant and chatty, and when I glanced up and caught him looking at me, he smiled. But he seemed distant, compared to how he’d been earlier. I forced myself to carry on acting like there was nothing wrong, and carried on eating and talking to Mac about the shelving for above the bar.

Around twelve, Steve wanted to leave, promising the guys that he’d be back in a while. He took my hand and led me to the car, opening the door for me, and after he got in, I turned to him.

“Where are we going,” I asked as he pulled out of the parking lot.

His eyes stayed resolutely on the road ahead. “I’m taking you home after you pick up your stuff from my place. You’ve had a tough week, sweetheart, and now you have to get focused on tomorrow’s trip to your parents.”

I wasn’t buying it. He’d told me earlier that I belonged to him, and now, he obviously wanted some space from me. His phone call had verified that, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to turn into some needy chick. Though, I’d play this game, whatever it was.

“Okay, that’s not a bad idea,” I agreed, and we traveled back in silence.

He opened the front door of his home and I went and grabbed my stuff as quickly as possible, wondering as I did so how long I could keep up this pretense of not being bothered by his behavior.

Steve locked the house and we drove to my apartment, his hand on my leg, rubbing up and down the whole way there.

I felt confused, but I wasn’t going to let it show. If he needed some space, I’d happily give it to him. He’d been on his own a while, and I could understand that it was a big adjustment, having another person with him such a lot. What I couldn’t understand was why he didn’t just tell me what he was concerned about so I could reassure him in the way he needed.

He parked right outside and turned to me. “I want you to call tomorrow, no matter what. But if you need me before that, for any reason, you are to call me, do you understand?”

I nodded and smiled, trying to keep my expression light and unconcerned. “Sure, no problem.”

It sounded flippant, and he grabbed my wrist. “I mean it, Liza.”

His voice made me turn to him, and the expression on his face told me he was not going to accept my dismissive reply.

“I’m sorry; I will call if I need to. I promise.”

He leaned over and kissed me with all the possessiveness he’d shown earlier. My arms wound around his neck and I leaned into him.

“I’ll speak to you soon,” I said when he finally released my mouth.

He ran a finger down my cheek, studying me intently, and I thought for a second that he was going to say something else. Instead, he got out of the car and grabbed my bag from the back seat.

I got out and took it from him, then watched him get back in the car and drive away. I had no choice but to accept that he had to work through whatever he needed to.

I had to get through the next couple of days too, so I let myself into my apartment and closed the door firmly behind me.





 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

It was good to see Mat again, and the road trip to my parents’ house in Springfield was great fun. He kept me entertained with stories from his work in the military, and I told him about my new job, deciding to just touch on my new relationship with Steve, keeping it light and brief.

Mat was royally pissed at Mike’s behavior, threatening all sorts of retaliation, but I assured him it was taken care of, telling him how Steve had handled everything when he had walked in on the situation.

“It sounds like your new guy knows how to take care of you. I’m happy, sis, because you have gone out with some real fucking losers in your time.”

I punched him playfully on the arm. “Oh yeah, and now you’re going to tell me that none of your past girlfriends have been miserable skanky whores.”

We both glared at each other and then burst out laughing.

A couple of minutes later we pulled into the driveway of our parent’s house and Mat turned the engine off.

“Okay, golden boy, here we go again.” I groaned miserably and got out of the car. “Look, even God realizes how much I don’t want to be here,” I exclaimed, pointing heavenwards. The sky was growing rapidly darker with heavy gray clouds gathering above us.

Mat laughed. “Come on, and stop calling me golden boy or I’ll put you in a headlock.”

“Oh yeah?” I replied.

“Yeah, any time, little sis.”

I punched him in the stomach and then ran up the path, yelling as he tried to catch me. The front door opened, and the fun and laughter died instantly.

There she stood, tight lipped and disapproving. “Could you both at least attempt a little decorum? You’re not ten years old anymore, so there is no really need to behave like small children.”

“Hello, Mom. Happy Easter,” I said, walking up to her and giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

She stared at me and then turned to Mat, raising her cheek for a kiss when he reached her.

Mat and I glanced at each other and then back at our mother, feeling exactly like small children after her speech.

“Your aunt and uncle are in the drawing room, with your cousin Tom. He’s a qualified cardiac surgeon now,” she added, glaring pointedly at me.

“Good for him,” I said loudly, walking to the front door with Mat, determined not to let her get to me with her obvious comparison of his career and mine.

Mat pushed me to one side as I got to the door and I giggled and pushed him back, slamming the door deliberately when we got inside, which earned me another black look from mother.

I hugged my dad, worried at how tired and old he seemed since the last time I’d seen him. Then I greeted my aunt and uncle, and Saint Tom, who at least had the manners to look embarrassed, having obviously heard my mother gushing about him through the open living room windows.

The conversation was boring and stilted, and it wasn’t long before I figured out that my mother was on her fourth drink, compared to everyone else’s first or second.

Before lunch, I took a walk with my dad around the large back garden. We strolled arm in arm as he showed me where he’d been working, planting some young conifer trees. He was such a gentle man, tall and slim, with gray hair and a wide, friendly smile. I had lost count of the times I’d tried to figure out why someone as nice as him could have married a person like my mother.

He turned to me. “Liza, I think you have a right to know that your ex-boyfriend, Mike, has been calling here on a regular basis.”

I stopped walking and swung around to face him. “How often, Dad?” I knew the douchebag called my mom, Mike had told me that himself, but this was ridiculous.

“Well, I’m not always around when he calls, but he told your mother about the altercation the two of you had at work. He made out that you both got into a lover’s scuffle and he accidentally hit you during a struggle. He can’t believe you’re pressing charges and he’s lost his job. Unfortunately, your mother…”

“Believes every damn word, right?” I finished, anger filling every part of me at the unfairness of her behavior. “Why, Dad, why does she hate me so much? What mother would take the ex-boyfriend’s side and not believe her own daughter?”

My father shook his head, at a complete loss for words.

Tears of frustration threatened to spill over and I took a deep breath. “Look, let’s just get through lunch with the relatives. Maybe after they leave, I’ll grab a cab and stay in a hotel for tonight. Mat can pick me up on his way back. I really don’t think I can stay here, Dad.”

“Oh, Liza, I’m so sorry. I haven’t been much of a father, have I? I should have stood up for you more.”

“It wouldn’t have made any difference. She is how she is, and that’s all there is to it,” I said with a sigh.

We walked back inside, just as the first drops of rain began to fall. I hardly said a word during the meal. It was easier to eat, and smile if required, than try to carry on a conversation in the presence of my mother.

By three o’clock, I was ready to scream with boredom as Tom regaled us with yet another story of medical heroism on his part.

I was lost in thought, allowing myself to imagine Steve tying me naked, and spread-eagle, across his bed when I was dragged out of my daydream.

“Liza, for goodness sake, Aunt Laura was asking you about work,” my mother snapped.

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

I told my aunt briefly about my new job as assistant manager, but my eyes kept going back to my mother who sat, stiff backed, with a condescending scowl on her face, listening to what I was saying with distaste and managing to make me feel inferior.

As I sat there, struggling to keep focused on what I was trying to say, something finally snapped inside me.

“Don’t sit there with that scowl on your face, Mom. There’s nothing wrong with my job. It’s what I want to do and I’m good at it.”

My words hung in the air, and all I heard was the heavy rainfall pounding against the now closed windows.

After a tense silence, my mother finally found her voice. “How dare you speak to me like that in my own home? Your job is completely worthless. Assistant manager? You had a decent job at long last, thanks to Mike, and you had to throw that away to go and dogsbody for some thug, by all accounts.”

“What?” My voice was barely more than a whisper.

“Oh yes, Mike told me all about what happened. Who do you think you are, pressing charges against that poor young man? All he did was tell you that he loved you and try to help you get your life back on track.”

Without saying a word, my aunt, uncle and cousin got up from their various seats and left the room, closing the door quietly behind them.

“Linda, that’s enough,” my father said. “You’ve had too much to drink and you don’t know what you’re saying.” He stood up, his face pale. “This isn’t the time or place for a conversation—”

“Oh, yes, take her side. I knew that was coming.” My mother was close to yelling. “You’ve always let her get away with everything. Whatever bad decisions she made, there you were, supporting every one of them.”

“Mom, for God’s sake stop.” Mat stood up and left the room, angrily slamming the door.

My mother glared straight at me and gave me a look of pure hatred. “When I took you on, I thought you’d be my little girl. But you always wanted your father, didn’t you?”

“Linda!” My father gave her a warning glance, but she ignored him.

“You didn’t want to do ballet, you wanted to play soccer. You didn’t want a doll house, you wanted a tree house. You—”

“What do you mean, took me on?” I stared at the woman before me, flushed with drink, pouring out these words in front of my family, and a horrified feeling began to build inside me.

I looked to my father, but he just sat there in shocked silence.

My mother stood and walked calmly around the coffee table until she loomed over me. She studied my face for a few seconds and spoke in a loud, clear voice.

“You are not our biological child. You’re adopted. We took you when you were just a few weeks old. Quite frankly, for me, it was a mistake from the start.”

I got up from my armchair, right into her personal space, and she instinctively took a step back. “So you decided that, now, just when you could see that I was getting my life where I wanted it, would be a good time to bring my world crashing down on top of me? Well, fuck that. Because all you are is a first prize bitch from hell.”

I had no control, whatsoever, over the words that spilled from my mouth. Over twenty years of pent-up emotional damage was finally finding its way out, and my so-called mother was just staring at me. Apart from a frown, not a flicker of emotion showed on her face.

“So tell me, Mother, how does it feel to be personally responsible for wrecking the entire childhood of another person? Shit, just look at you. Standing there, like some old lush, making everyone around you as equally fucking miserable as you are.”

She raised her hand and drew it back, but I didn’t back down.

“Yeah, go on, do it. I dare you. Hit me as hard as you can; then you can stop worrying about darling Mike’s trial and start worrying about your own.”

Her hand slowly came back down and rested at her side.

We stared at each other for a few moments in a battle of wills when my father spoke. “Liza?”

My dad moved toward me, but I put my hand up to stop him. I walked slowly out of the sitting room and straight out the front door into the pouring rain. I simply left the house and set off up the street, not knowing where I was going, the cold rain beating against my skin, soaking me within seconds.

After I got to the end of the road, I turned left and ran, as fast as I could, blindly tearing down street after street until I couldn’t go any further. Chest heaving and gasping for breath, I sank down on the edge of the sidewalk.

Then the tears came.

I sat in the pouring rain, sobs racking my body. All I wanted was to collapse into the arms of the only man who could make everything okay.

I’d been so stupid, leaving the house without my coat, bag, or anything. The temperature had dropped rapidly in the last couple of hours, but I couldn’t go back there. I didn’t want to see any of them; I was totally lost. I didn’t even know who I was anymore.

I jumped when a gentle hand touched my shoulder.

“Can I help you, miss?” It was an elderly man.

I stood up shakily, unable to push words past the large lump in my throat.

“It’s all right, my name is James Freeland, and I live right here, with my wife, Rosemary.” He gestured toward the house I’d been sitting in front of. “Please let me help you out of this rain; you’re soaked to the skin.”

I looked into a pair of gentle, brown eyes, and nodded.

“I have a granddaughter about your age, and I’d hate to think of her sitting at the side of the road like this. Can I call someone for you?”

“Thank you,” I managed, my voice hoarse with crying.

He took my arm and led me up to his front door and into the hallway of his house. A lady, about the same age as him, was waiting when we got inside.

“My goodness, whatever has happened here?” she exclaimed, putting a comforting arm around me as she led me into their sitting room. “You’ve had a big shock, dear. Who can we call for you? Try and think now.”

She sounded soft and encouraging and I knew there was only one person I needed.

“Could you call Steve Harper for me, please? I’m sorry. I don’t have my bag or my cell phone. I left them at my parents’ house.” Hearing myself say the fated “parent” word, I burst into fresh tears.

The two of them exchanged a look, and when James left the room, Rosemary came over and gave me a big hug.

“Come and sit down. What’s your name dear?”

“Liza,” I answered, sitting in the armchair she had led me to. “I’m so sorry. I don’t usually fall to pieces like this.”

James returned with a thick blanket and a towel while his wife got the phone. I wrote Steve’s cell number down with a shaking hand. Rosemary gave both the phone and number to her husband, then wrapped me in the blanket and proceeded to gently rub my hair with the towel.

I heard James start to talk as Rosemary dried my hair. He explained who he was and how he’d found me on the side of the road, then he handed me the phone.

“H…Hello,” I said, my body shaking with cold.

“Liza, what’s happened? I’m in the car right now. It’s okay, sweetheart, I’m already in Troy. I’ll be there in less than an hour.”

At his words, the tears fell again, thick and fast, but with relief this time. I was so overcome with emotion I couldn’t even speak. Steve seemed to understand.

“It’s all right, sweetheart, you can tell me everything when I get there. Whatever it is, I’ll take care of it, baby. Hand the phone back to Mr. Freeland and I’ll get directions from him.”

“Thank you,” I gulped. “Thank you for coming.”

“I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

I handed the phone back to James. He gave directions to Steve and then put the phone down. Rosemary had gone out of the room, and when she returned, she had a steaming mug of hot chocolate.

“This should help to warm you up,” she said with a smile. “And it sounds like your nice young man is on his way.”





 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Less than an hour later, a car pulled up outside with a screech of tires. James immediately got up and went to let Steve in, and a few seconds later, he appeared in the doorway.

Steve walked to my chair, knelt down and pulled me straight into his arms.

Fresh tears fell, but I felt only warmth and safety with his arms wound tight around me.

After a while he released me, staying right beside my chair, and James offered me a bunch of tissues. I accepted them with a watery smile. After I had wiped my eyes and blown my nose, I sat there and told all three of them what had happened as calmly as I could.

“Jesus Christ,” Steve said angrily, getting up and pacing the room. “I’m sorry,” he added, glancing over at the elderly couple.

“No, no, don’t apologize; my sentiments exactly,” James said.

Steve came to a standstill in front of my chair. “Is there a hotel close by? I need to get Liza warm and dry, and then I can drive her back home tomorrow.”

“Yes, there’s one just five or six minutes away. I’ll get you the number.” He gestured for Steve to follow him, and the two men walked out of the room together.

Rosemary turned to me. “My goodness, he’s quite a dish, isn’t he?”

I laughed for the first time since I’d arrived with Mat that morning. “Yes, he certainly is, Rosemary.”

She took my hand. “Why don’t I show you where the bathroom is, and you can freshen up, dear.”

I went with her, and was horrified when I saw the state of my face, streaked with make-up. I washed as much of it off as I could, and then went back to the sitting room.

When the two men returned, Steve helped me up and put his arm around me.

“Thank you so much for all your help,” I said to the couple. Then I shook James’s hand and gave Rosemary a kiss on her cheek.

Rosemary pressed the post-it into my hand and gave it a squeeze. “Here’s our number, you two. Please keep in touch and let us know how you’re doing.”

We said our goodbyes, the two men shaking hands, then Steve drove us away in the Mercedes. At least the rain had stopped.

“Do you know how to get back to your parents’ house from here, sweetheart?” he asked. “It can’t be far from here, right?”

I nodded and told him the address. After a few minutes, he located the street and pulled up outside the house.

Mat was getting out of his car. He turned when we pulled up.

“Liza, we were searching for you,” he called out.

“Stay here, Liza,” Steve instructed.

My stomach was in knots and my hands were trembling, but I nodded and watched Steve get out and walk up to my brother.

Steve towered over Mat as they stood there, talking, and then both men went into the house. I sat there, wondering what was happening, and then I saw my mother peering out of the door, staring at the car. Our eyes met and I turned away, not ever wanting to see that face again.

Thankfully, Steve reappeared with my bag, and Mat followed soon after, going to his car and getting my carryall from the back seat. Both men came over to Steve’s car and I opened my door.

Just at that moment, the front door opened again, and my mother appeared on the doorstep. She walked down the footpath toward the car, and Steve stood in front of me, blocking her view. I sat frozen to my seat. All my anger had dissipated, and now, I felt nothing but a great, big emptiness.

I had to admit, though, the woman had balls. Even with Steve standing by the side of the car, probably with a look of fury still on his face, wasn’t enough to stop her in her tracks.

She stopped right in front of him. “I have no idea who you are, and I care even less; just move aside so I can talk to my daughter.”

Her words had a slight slur to them; it was obvious she had continued drinking after I’d left.

“It’s all right, Steve,” I said, swinging my legs out of the car. “I’ll have one more conversation with her, and then I’m done.”

Steve moved aside and reached out his hand to me. I took it gratefully and stood up, his hand continuing to hold mine firmly.

My mother and I stood there, facing each other, our mutual dislike apparent.

“Well?” I asked coldly.

I wanted her to get on with it, because I knew that at some point, the tears would probably return, and the only person I wanted around when they did, was Steve.

A car pulled up behind Steve’s, and everyone turned. My father got out, assessing the scene, and slammed the car door, making me jump. He strode over to my mother, a look of disgust on his face, which was not an expression I had ever seen there before.

“What are you doing now, Linda?” he demanded. “Haven’t you done enough?”

“Oh, shut up, you fool. I don’t want to hear you defend her anymore. Twenty-four years is more than enough.”

“Well, you needn’t worry about having to hear anything from me after today. In fact, this is the last conversation I ever want to have with you.” My father straightened his spine. “Liza isn’t the only one who never wants to lay eyes on you again.”

Steve, Mat and I all glanced at each other, and then back at my father. I had never heard him talk this way, but I guess everybody had their limit, and it was apparent that my father had reached his.

My mother turned to me. “See the destruction you’ve caused. If it wasn’t for you, the three of us could have been happy. My God, you are—”

“Enough!”

My dad’s voice echoed around the street, and my mother stood there, stunned.

“Go back in the house,” he snapped, glaring at her. “Now!” he yelled.

She gave him one look of pure loathing then turned and stalked off. All four of us watched her head back into the house and give the door an almighty slam.

After a few seconds of shocked silence, Mat stepped forward. “Dad, this is Steve, Liza’s boyfriend.”

Steve stepped forward and the two men shook hands, warmly. “It’s good to meet you, sir.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too, Steve. I just wish it could have been under happier circumstances.”

He nodded and put his arm protectively around my shoulders. “I need to get Liza dry and warm, so we’re heading to a hotel, not far from here.”

“I see she’s in good hands,” my dad said, smiling at me.

My dad walked over and took both my hands in his own. Steve let him pull me into his embrace, and we stood there, together, father and daughter still, as far as I was concerned. Tears fell again as I felt my dad’s arms around me. I was so thankful that I had had such a great dad during my childhood, even if my mother had failed me.

I pulled away and studied his face. “Are you really leaving her, Dad? I mean, where are you going to go? Or do you want her to leave?” I frowned, wiping the tears away, worried for my father and the emotional upheaval he was about to face.

To my surprise, he looked a little sheepish. “Actually, I have somewhere I can go. Well, you know how things have been between your mother and me, for such a long time now. The thing is, I sort of met someone a while back. We are good friends; very good friends in fact, and when I called her from the car to tell her what had happened, well, she kind of offered to let me stay with her.”

Blushing furiously, my dad stared at the ground in front of him. Mat and I exchanged an amazed look, and then I threw my arms around him, hugging him as hard as I could.

“Oh Dad, I’m so happy for you,” I said. “I didn’t know how I was going to go back home, knowing how miserable you were. I’m never going to understand why my mother has to behave the way she does; I’m just glad you have a way out of that misery now.”

I knew that it meant she would be on her own now, but it was what she deserved. No one should be allowed to treat others the way she had, and now, it seemed like the people she had hurt and used so badly would have a chance to be happy again.

My dad and Mat glanced at each other, and then Mat broke into a huge grin.

“Wow, Dad, you old Romeo,” my brother joked.

We all laughed, and the atmosphere brightened up all around us.

My dad and I parted, and he regarded Steve, his cheeks still a dull red. “I can’t imagine what you think to all this family drama,” he said, obviously embarrassed at his private life being discussed in front of Steve.

“Actually, I’d like to be the first to congratulate you,” Steve replied, holding his arm out to shake my dad’s hand again.

“Well, thank you, young man. Now you get my daughter to that hotel, and we’ll talk again soon.”

My dad kissed me on the cheek and helped me back into the car, closing the door, then took a step back to stand with Steve and my brother. The three of them talked some more, then shook hands one last time. Mat gave me the “I’ll call you” gesture as Steve got back in, and then we drove away, his large hand holding my trembling one firmly.

“I’ve invited the two of them to my place for a visit, as soon as they can organize it,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied. “I’m sorry you got dragged into all this, Steve.”

I glanced over at him and he folded his fingers into mine, but said nothing. I sat there, running through all the events of the day, and wondered if I could cope with anything else. After my emotional breakdown at the Freelands’ house, I didn’t have any more tears to spill over my mother. At least, not at the moment.

The one thing I couldn’t even bear to think about was what I would do if Steve had decided he couldn’t deal with any kind of relationship right now. He had been so wonderful, coming to find me when I had gone to pieces, but he was the kind of man who would have done that for any woman he knew well.

I couldn’t imagine being on my own again, and as I sat there, I felt the tears start to well up and spill down my face, yet again.

The journey only took a few minutes, like James had said, and I tried desperately to pull myself together when we walked into the hotel. Steve took charge, booking us in quickly, and after a minute or two, we walked to the lift and found our room on the third floor.

Putting my bag down, he went straight to the bathroom, and I heard him turn on the taps to the bath. Returning to me, he ran a finger down my cheek and over the cut that Mike had given me.

“You’ve had one hell of a week, sweetheart,” he said softly, kissing the top of my head.

“I’ve definitely had better,” I admitted, trying to stop a fresh batch of tears from falling.

He undressed me right there, dropping my clothing on the floor, one piece at a time. When I was naked, he scooped me up into his arms and carried me to the bath, gently lowering me in.

He rolled up his sleeves, turned the water off, and picked up the soap. Working it into a rich lather, he took each of my limbs in turn, soaping them thoroughly, and then rinsing them in the warm water.

I had never felt more cherished in my life than I did at that moment. I watched this huge, hard man tenderly wash my body, and I knew I had fallen in love with him, whether it was a good idea or not.

He soaped my breasts, and moved his hand under the water, pushing my legs open. I felt an instant desire building inside me as he slid the soap around my folds. Then my breath caught in my throat as he slipped a finger into my pussy.

All the hurt and pain I had gone through that day was still there, but somehow, the relief of having Steve so close to me meant I could push it to one side, if only for a while.

I felt abandoned when he took his hand away and he smiled at me, tapping my nose with his finger.

“Is that a frown, sub?”

The words made me feel like I was reconnected again, and I was back in the right place after losing my way.

“No, Sir,” I said to him, my pussy throbbing and my pulse quickening.

“I’m glad to hear it. Come on, out you get.”

I stood on the mat as he briskly rubbed me dry, and I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed. Crying had caused what was left of my mascara to run. “I look like a raccoon.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll get to that. Get into bed, Liza, before you get cold again.”

After I was under the covers, he passed me my carryall and I reached in, searching through my stuff until I found cleansing wipes. He took them from me and removed one.

“It’s okay, I can do it,” I said.

“So can I, so sit still and let me get on with it.”

I smiled while he gently wiped my face clean of make-up. He went and threw the wipe away, and sat down on the edge of the bed next to me.

“Liza, I’m sorry I pushed you away,” he said in his deep voice. “I thought I needed some space, to get my head around how I felt about you, but the truth is, the house is empty without you there. I spent the whole time moping about like an idiot. Then when I got that call this afternoon, I nearly went out of my mind with worry.” He paused. “Can you forgive me?”

I smiled and cupped his cheek in my hand. “Of course I can. You needed some space, I understand that,” I replied.

“That’s more than Seb did,” he said, smiling for the first time in a while.

“Seb? What has he got to do with it?”

“He happened to call earlier today, just to check on some detail or other about the club. I ended up telling him what was going on.”

“What did he say?” I asked, puzzled at the expression on Steve’s face.

“Well, after he told me I was a fucking idiot, he instructed me to get my sorry ass into my car and come find you, to tell you exactly how I really felt. I didn’t have the address, so I tried to call, several times, but I couldn’t get an answer.”

“Oh, that’s right. I stuffed my cell phone in my carryall before I got in Mat’s car. It never left there,” I replied, feeling stupid.

“It doesn’t matter now.”

Steve got up from the bed and paced up and down the room, just like he had at the Freelands’ house. I didn’t know whether to answer him, or let him continue pacing, so I stayed silent. He came to a stop right in front of me and sat back down.

“Look Liza, you’ve had one hell of a shock, but I don’t want you to feel like you are alone in this. I mean, I’ll take care of you, help you through it all, and be with you.” He sighed in exasperation. “What I’m trying to say is that I want you to move in with me. I don’t want you away from me again. You’re mine, Liza, all mine.”

Tears started to run down my face once more; I was surprised I had any left. “I don’t really know who I am anymore. Everything I thought I knew has been a lie. I’m a mess, Steve. Do you really want to deal with a screw-up like me?”

He pulled me, covers and all, on to his lap, holding me against his hard body, and kissing my tears away. I couldn’t stop more from falling, and at this point, I didn’t know whether they were from the pain of my mother’s betrayal, or feeling overwhelmed at the security of being in Steve’s arms.

“Hey, you have to get this under control, woman; I’m drowning here.”

A cracked kind of laugh broke through the tears, and I made a concerted effort to pull my pathetic self together.

“Listen to me, Liza. You are exactly who you’ve always been. That hasn’t changed. You have a family, a father and brother who love and respect you, just like they always have.” He hesitated. “And you’ve got me…if you want me.”

So I did belong to someone after all. My so-called mother didn’t want me, but this man did, and it made me feel like I could cope with anything, as long as he was by my side.

“Come home with me tomorrow, sweetheart. Then we can welcome your father and brother to our home, as a couple. I’d like to show them the club, and tell them that you and I are going to make it a success, together.”

“I’d love that,” I said, pulling his face down to mine and kissing it all over.

He laughed and got up, putting me down on the bed again, and pulling the covers off me, exposing my nakedness. “Hmm, what can I use to tie up my sweet, willing sub,” he said, glancing around the room.

“Here, at the hotel?” I asked, worriedly. “What if someone—”

“I’m going to have to spank you if you argue,” he interrupted, going to the window and removing the ties from the drapes while he spoke.

I wiped the last of my tears away, realizing that things were definitely back to normal. And I grinned, loving the fact that this giant of a man, tying me up with curtain ties, in a hotel room, was now normal to me.

He placed them on the bed, and shrugged out of his shirt, throwing it on the floor. Then he pulled off his boots, socks and jeans and let his hard manhood spring free.

He held out his hand. “Wrists, Liza.”

I gave them to him at once, longing to feel his body on mine and his cock buried deep inside me. He knotted the ties together tightly, and then bound my wrists, pulling them above my head and securing the other end to the bed frame.

Moving to the end of the bed, he opened my legs and then climbed on to the mattress, leaning over my body. He kissed my lips, and then sucked on each nipple in turn, making them hard and erect as my back arched up toward him.

With one hard thrust, his cock entered my pussy and I cried out his name as his hot shaft filled me completely.

“I love you, Liza,” he said, then kissed my mouth again, pushing his tongue between my lips.

When he finally pulled his mouth away from mine, I answered him.

“I love you, too.”

I felt his breath on my cheek. “You love me too, what?” he asked, sternly.

“Sir,” I whispered with a smile as his cock moved rhythmically, deep within me.

“That’s better,” he said, smiling back at me.

His mouth came down on mine again, and I knew he would own me from now on, body and soul.
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Mastering Her Desires by Melinda Barron


Piper Hutchinson wants nothing more than to be a chef. Unfortunately, she doesn’t have the money for culinary school, and she has a tendency to anger her employers, causing her to lose jobs.


Enter Kenan Tree, a bounty hunter in search of a submissive to help him in an undercover operation at a BDSM resort. Kenan wants someone to whom he’s not attached, so he can concentrate on catching his prey.


But the more time he spends with Piper, the more he finds himself distracted. Can the two of them keep their distance and catch their man?


Submissive Beauty by Eliza Gayle


Eager to understand her secret desires, Gabrielle enters “The Sanctuary.” Inside she’s immediately torn between fear of the unknown and a craving to learn more, until the lights dim. From the first sound of Thomas’ calm and controlled voice, she is mesmerized. With an underlying need in her emotional spirit that requires more than sex, she is easily seduced into a world of dominance and submission under false pretenses.


For Thomas, an experienced Master, Gabrielle is an interesting mix of defiant, naive and submissive. Her sharp mind and wit appeal to him as much as the curves of her lush figure. He accepts the challenge to help train her despite the danger she represents. Long term anything for him is out of the question. If he does his job right, his protégé David will end up the perfect Dom for her and Thomas will move on with his armor intact.


Their journey puts Gabrielle at the mercy of two men who teach her how to embrace her darkest needs within a tight bond of trust. Unfortunately, betrayal lurks on the path to total surrender.


Hottie by Demi Alex and Tia Fanning


Homeless and heartbroken, Phoebe Morris is having a rough day. The old Cadillac she purchased with the last of her money, a vehicle meant to get her two states over to start her new life, is on the fritz and stalling in the sweltering heat. With no cash to pay for the costly repairs, Phoebe would sooner take her chances and keep on driving than become a charity case for the hottie mechanic trying to keep her safe.


A retired Navy SEAL, Dane West refuses to let the weary submissive that’s putt-putted her way into his life leave his garage in that deathtrap she calls a car. It’s too hot and too dangerous for the stubborn beauty to be stranded on the side of a desolate highway, and he’ll be damned if another woman in his care gets hurt by his failure to act. When a small tug on an engine cable ensures her stay — at least temporarily, Dane shows the lovely Miss Morris just how good a little TLC (and BDSM) can feel.


Punished by Brynn Paulin


Prim Natalia Cooper lives life on the straight and narrow, never veering into naughty territory. But she wants to. One night, years ago, her boyfriend gave her a few swats on the rear as part of their sex play and she loved it. She wants more. But he’s long gone and she hasn’t been spanked since. When she learns of a club where she can get exactly what she needs—anonymously—she’s so turned on and ready she can hardly bear it.


For Ethan Tavish, The Dungeon has served as a place to exert his dominance without making lasting commitments. He can hardly believe his eyes when he enters the play area to find his secretary, Natalia, bent over the spanking bench in a schoolgirl uniform. They’re both masked, but he’d recognize her anywhere. In an instant, he has a plan to give them what they both want…and perhaps a whole lot more.


Possessing Eleanor by Tessie Bradford


Eleanor Lewis is perfectly content with her comfortable, quiet, relationship free life until she finds herself on all fours at the feet of Jackson Royce. Eleanor is stunned by her instant and intense attraction to the power and confidence radiating from the devilishly handsome building contractor. He scrambles her brain and heats her body to the boiling point.


Jackson always trusts his gut instincts. The ultra-sexy woman sprawled on the floor is a sexual submissive. How intriguing that the all business, sensible shoe wearing office manager has absolutely no idea? The moment he takes her into his embrace he vows to possess her mind, body and soul.


From their first sizzling encounter, through a whirlwind courtship, Eleanor discovers being possessed by a man who loves her absolutely is what she had been searching for all along.


Key West by Demi Alex


What a time for a revelation! The moment Prince Charming proposes, Addison London realizes that she is about to say “yes” to a lifetime of love, stability—and constancy—having never really lived her life to the fullest, and runs.


As a straight-laced good girl grown into a responsible, respectable woman, Addison is always prim and proper, and…well, boring. She always does the right thing, plays it safe, makes the right decisions, and suppresses her own longings to meet the expectations of others.


But she will have no regrets.


Before committing to a life wrapped in a white picket fence, she will have a little excitement and adventure, she will throw caution to the wind, and she will live out her most secret sexual fantasies—if only for a weekend.


Desperate to break free, she travels to Key West and surrounds herself with willing, gorgeous men. All she has to do is pick one. But with only one weekend in the tropical paradise, and one chance for a hedonistic experience meant to last a lifetime, she discovers that “one” is not enough.


After all, what happens in Key West stays in Key West, right?


Oriana and the Three Werebears by Tia Fanning


Oriana Ricci has taken over the family business—flying cargo and rich tourists around the barely inhabited Kodiak Archipelago. When her plane malfunctions and she’s forced to make an emergency landing, she finds herself stranded in the middle of a National Wildlife Refuge. With no civilization for miles and no hope of rescue, she thinks all is lost…


Until she stumbles upon the entrance to an underground bunker.


Jack, Jordan, and Jonathan McMathan own and operate a secret security firm contracted by the US Government. Hidden away in an old Cold War spy station located the middle of the Kodiak National Wildlife Refuge, the brothers are not only able to do their top secret jobs safely without fear of discovery, but are better to protect their other, more personal secret: They have the ability to shift into Kodiak bears.


Like a fairy tale gone bad, the brothers return home to find their lunch tasted—or eaten, their computer chairs adjusted—or broken, and a beautiful blond sleeping in one of their beds. This situation poses a big problem for the brothers…


Their location is now compromised, but more importantly, what are they to do with the lady?



www.ResplendencePublishing.com

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
LANEY ROGERS





