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feelings for Ethan scare her to death. Their current course could change her
life forever—if she’s brave enough to accept what’s being offered.
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Dedication


 


This one is for the wonderful Joey Hill, who leads the way
for all of us in the world of the Domme. Thanks for your amazing stories and
your inspiration.


 








Prologue: The Magic


 


The magic begins with the appearance of the business card.
Sleek black print on a pristine white background—unassuming in its appearance.
Those brave enough to call the number will begin a journey that will explore
their greatest desires. Once the call is made, the Operator goes to work.
Somehow he knows just what every caller needs, always able to find the answer
the caller seeks.


Callers may be directed to Unfettered, a new club in town, one
nobody has heard of. It provides a safe haven for all who enter. Members are
free to explore their every desire…even those they weren’t aware of. Little do
they know Unfettered will disappear once those yearnings have eased.


Submissives who don’t know how to handle their Dominants.
Masters looking for the perfect sub. People who need just a little push to
admit vanilla isn’t their favorite flavor. The card finds them all.


And once you dial 1-800-DOM-help, anything can
happen.









Chapter One


 


The room was redolent with the scent of the cinnamon
candles. Dani Maguire ducked her head, trying to find a breath of clean air.
Alan loved the scent of cinnamon. Even insisted she drop cinnamon-scented
crystals in the water when she bathed. But she’d reached a point where the
aroma of cinnamon nearly made her gag.


Or maybe it was Alan Powell who made her gag. Two years in
this relationship and try as she might, lately she couldn’t seem to find the
key to make it work. He was a loving Dom, demanding but considerate, yet
something deep inside her kept rebelling.


Still kneeling on the floor, hands manacled behind her, lips
aching from stretching around the girth of Alan’s cock, she wondered where they
could go from here. She didn’t love him. The sex was still great but she no
longer found it…fulfilling. And that presented a problem.


Alan bent to unlock the handcuffs and used his hands beneath
her elbows to help her rise. His tall, lean body dwarfed her small one,
surrounding her with his masculinity, a sensation she usually enjoyed. But
lately everything seemed to be just a little off.


“I worked you hard tonight,” he murmured, long fingers
brushing her hair back from her face. “I’m going to draw a hot bath for you,
with those salts that you like, and bathe you just the way you always enjoy
it.”


But did she enjoy it? Did it please her? Or had it
become an irritant? What she really wanted was to bathe him.


Get over it, Dani. You’re just going through a phase.


But was she?


She stayed in the same position until Alan lifted her and
carried her to the bathroom, lowering her gently into the fragrant bath. The
heated water stung the skin of her ass where Alan had disciplined her earlier.
She’d been less than enthusiastic about using her mouth on him, and although
she’d done her best to hide it, he’d been all too aware of it. Bending her over
the bed, he’d used the thin quirt on her, striping her buttocks with ten
well-placed strikes.


When he finished, he’d lowered her to the floor, held her
mouth open with his fingers and worked his cock back and forth across her
tongue. Somehow she’d dredged up a semblance of desire and given him the
release he needed. She knew he wasn’t happy but when he finished he hadn’t said
a word. Simply bent down to kiss her and went to draw the bath.


“Just relax,” Alan murmured, squeezing the bath sponge. “You
know I’ll take care of you. Don’t I always?”


Yes, he did. But somehow over the past few months she found
herself enjoying it less and less.


“Dani?” His voice sharpened. “I asked you a question.”


She blinked her eyes. “Yes, Master. You do.”


That wasn’t the question she needed to answer though. She
needed to understand why that care had suddenly become so suffocating. Why she
had begun to resent it in little ways.


One of his large hands cupped the back of her head, bracing
her body as he skimmed the sponge over her breasts. She closed her eyes and
tried to relax at the light-as-a-feather touch. A pinch on one nipple startled
her and her eyes flew open. Alan’s eyes were staring directly into hers, a
strange look playing over his face.


“Tell me to pinch your nipples again,” he commanded.


She swallowed. “Pinch my nipples again, Master. Please.”


He took each one in turn between thumb and forefinger and
squeezed them hard enough that lust shot straight to her core, making the inner
muscles of her cunt flutter.


“Well, that hasn’t changed.” His voice had an oddly hard
edge to it. “I can still arouse you with that sweet edge of pain. I’ll bet your
clit is already throbbing, begging for me to touch it.”


As if to prove his point, his hand dipped beneath the water,
parted the lips of her pussy and brushed back and forth against the hard bundle
of nerves.


Dani shuddered with pleasure at his touch. Alan was right.
He could still stimulate her, give her pleasure. So what was her problem? Where
was this resentment coming from that she tried so hard to conceal?


“I did not get to watch your face when you came tonight,
Dani.” Alan was still massaging her clit. “I would like that pleasure now.”


Oh, you would? What if I don’t want to give it to you?


Damn! Where did that come from?


Dani was beginning to think she was losing her mind. Alan
had never been anything but a thoughtful, caring Master. Throughout their
relationship he had shown it in every way. When they were out he was the soul
of courtesy, although his hand at her back or on her wrist always let her know
who was in charge. And in the bedroom, the moment he snapped on the collar,
despite his sometimes harsh demands, he always soothed and gentled her
afterward. One of his favorite rituals was to lie in bed with her, both of them
sated, and feed her munchies from his hand, hold her wineglass while she
sipped.


What more could she ask for? She was just being stupid.


“Did you hear me?” he prompted. “I get the feeling you’re
somewhere else tonight.”


She shook herself mentally. “Yes, Master. You want to watch
me come.”


He was working her clit again, his eyes glued to her face,
his hand still firmly gripping her head. “That’s right. Look at me, Dani. Don’t
take your eyes away from mine. Put your hands on either side of the tub and
hold on firmly. Good. Now spread your legs wide. Yes, like that. That’s very
good. And do not try to close them.”


Alan’s fingers had a clever, masterful touch. He never
failed to bring a response from her—or take her to the edge and withhold it, if
he so chose. She gripped the porcelain edges of the tub and stared straight
into his eyes as his thumb and forefinger continued to massage and pull on her
clit.


“Don’t close your eyes.” Alan’s face was so close to hers
she could count every eyelash. “Do. Not. Close. Your. Eyes.”


He punctuated each word with a tug on her clit and her body
responded to his touch. The pulse beating in her womb radiated outward, humming
through her cunt like the thrum of a vibrator.


“Touch your nipples for me,” he ordered. “Don’t pinch them
until I tell you to. Just take them between your thumb and forefinger. Pretend
it’s my fingers you feel on them.”


Dani’s nipples were already very sensitive from being
compressed in the nipple rings most of the evening. Alan always put them on her
right away as soon as he undressed her, then spent a long time licking and
nibbling on the swollen tips. Now just touching them sent streaks of
electricity sizzling straight to her cunt.


Alan slipped one finger inside her, his eyes widened as he
probed her channel.


“Obviously I didn’t satisfy you enough tonight.” His voice
held just a touch of amusement. “You’ve barely touched your nipples and already
I can feel the walls of your pussy fluttering around my finger.” He dipped his
head closer and nipped the tender flesh of her earlobe. “I love being able to
make you come on my command. I know you love it too. My control of the moment
when you can finally climax. It makes the orgasm that much more intense.”


“Yes.”


“Yes, what?”


“Yes, Master.”


“And that’s what we’re going to do right now.”


Conflicting emotions swirled inside her. The combination of
her touch and his on the sensitive parts of her body caused the first quiver of
a climax to rise within her. On the other hand, tonight more than ever before,
she resented being at Alan’s mercy for everything. What the hell was going on
with her, anyway?


“Stop thinking.” Alan’s voice was harsh next to her ear.
“Whatever’s going on in that mind of yours is shutting down your body. Stop it.
Now.”


He pinched her clit, hard.


Dani took in a deep breath and let it out slowly and said
the words she knew he waited to hear. “I’m sorry, Master. Please forgive me.”


“I think you need to be punished, Dani, for whatever stray
thoughts are taking you away from me. No last climax for you tonight. And I
forbid you to satisfy yourself when you get home. You will return tomorrow
night at seven and we’ll see if you’ve learned not to let your attention
wander. Drop your hands to your sides.”


She sat quietly while he finished bathing her, soaping every
part of her body, giving special attention to her nipples, her cunt and the
crevice of her buttocks. His eyes were fastened on her, watching her, studying
her, gauging every response as his hands glided over her skin, probed her,
rinsed her.


At last he reached his hand to help her out of the tub and
dried her carefully with a towel from the warming bar.


“I have a feeling you were somewhere else tonight.” He moved
his mouth gently against hers. “Is something wrong?”


How to tell him. Explain what she was feeling, when she
didn’t understand it herself.


“I’m sorry, Master.” She bowed her head. “I know I was a
little distracted tonight.”


With two fingers he tipped up her chin. “Look at me, Dani.
If something’s wrong you just have only to tell me. The last thing I want is
for you to be unhappy. Don’t you know that?”


She swallowed past the sudden lump in her throat. “May I
dress, Master? I want to talk to you but…”


“But without distraction?” His grin was rueful. “I get it.
And I have a feeling I’m not going to be too happy. But let’s get our clothes
on first.”


When they were dressed and she was seated in the huge
armchair in the living room, Alan handed Dani a wine goblet filled with her
favorite Riesling and sat down on the ottoman at her feet.


“Okay, beautiful. We’re just two people now having a
friendly discussion. Okay? So whatever you have to say, let’s hear it.”


She took a long swallow of her wine, enjoying the feel of it
surging through her blood and hoping it would give her the courage to say her
piece.


“We’ve been together for two years now,” she began. “And
it’s been a really great two years. You’re a wonderful Master, Alan. I couldn’t
ask for a better one.”


He smoothed his hand over his long blond hair and watched
her with the hazel eyes that changed color so easily. Right now they looked
like a stormy sea.


“I hear a ‘but’ in there.”


She ran her finger nervously around the rim of the goblet.
“Lately I’ve had…different feelings. Strange feelings.”


He raised an eyebrow. “About me? About us?” When she didn’t
answer he sighed. “Look, Dani. We’re close enough that you shouldn’t feel you
have to hold back, so just spit it out. Do you want to end this? Is that it?”


She nodded, tense, uncertain of his reaction.


“Is it me?” he asked. “Am I the problem? I thought—”


“No.” She leaned forward quickly, sloshing her wine. “It’s
not you at all. It’s me.”


“Is there someone else?” His voice was tight and edgy.


“No, no, no. It’s not that at all. I think…I think I just
need some time to myself.” This was harder than she thought. Alan was a
wonderful Dom and she’d been lucky to hook up with him. “I feel so bad about
this. I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you for the world.”


He was silent for so long, sipping at his wine, that she wondered
if he was ever going to say anything. Finally he reached for her free hand and
took it in his larger one.


“This has been coming on for a while, Dani.” His voice
flowed over her like warm honey. “I’ve sensed it, although you’ve done your
best to hide it.”


She bit her lower lip. “Alan, I’m so sorry—”


He touched two fingers to her mouth. “Stop. No excuses. We
agreed when we went into this relationship that if it ever reached a point
where it didn’t work for either of us we’d part without any hard feelings.
Right?”


“Yes.” She nodded. “You’re right. It’s just that—”


“We’ve been together a long time and you still feel a
connection.” He brushed his lips against hers, a tender rather than sexual
touch. “Me too. And I’m hoping it will always be there.”


“I don’t deserve you,” she told him.


He chuckled. “Okay, I’ll agree with that.” He swallowed some
of his drink. “Can you answer a question for me? Feel free to ignore it if you
want.”


“Depends on the question.”


“Is it me? Are you just ready for someone new? Is it the
lifestyle? It would help if I had a clue.”


Should she tell him? She hadn’t really wanted to give voice
to her feelings, but Alan was a wonderful Dom. Maybe he could give her some
advice.


“Okay, you’ll probably think I’m crazy but here goes.” She
looked away from him. “I think I’m playing the wrong role here. I have Domme
tendencies that I’ve been suppressing for a long time.”


He studied her for an endless moment. Dani squirmed under
his scrutiny. Maybe she’d made a mistake after all. Finally he reached out and
cupped her chin.


“Actually, I’m not as surprised as you might think. I’ve
noticed some…shall we say…resistance to things lately?” He stroked his fingers
along the curve of her cheek. “You have to find your inner self, sweetheart. I
wish you all the luck.”


“Thank you.” She smiled at him, some of the tension leaving
her body. “You’re being very nice about this.”


“Hey. I’m a nice guy.” His expression turned serious. “You
may need some help with this, you know. To learn the rules from a different viewpoint.”


“I know.” She gave him an impish grin. “I don’t suppose I
could hire you as my tutor, could I?”


“No, although it might be fun. But let me check to see who
would be the best instructor for you.”


“Thank you.” Impulsively she leaned forward and kissed him.
“And Alan? No matter what happens, thank you for everything.”






Chapter Two


 


Dani stood near the front entrance to Unfettered and tried
to slow her breathing. She’d never been to this particular club before. In
point of fact she hadn’t even known it existed until she called the number on
the mysterious business card.


There’s nothing to worry about. Everything will be fine.
It’s a new adventure.


But what if she was making a mistake? Didn’t measure up? Did
something wrong?


Tapping the plain white business card against her fingers,
she watched each time the door of the huge old house opened to admit clients,
then closed again. She stared at the card again, still wondering where it had
come from. She’d been having lunch with a client, headed for the ladies room
after her guest had left, and when she returned to the table the card was
sitting there at her place. It was little more than a plain, white card made of
heavy stock and the legend 1-800-DOM-help printed on it.


The idea of a helpline for people in her lifestyle had given
her a few minutes of hysterical giggles. But she’d sucked it up, placed the
call, spoken to the anonymous voice and—wonder of wonders!—someone actually
came on the line to answer her questions.


“You’d be surprised to know that you aren’t the only person
in the life who’s found a need to change roles.” Leila, the woman she’d been
connected with, sounded warm and friendly.


“I just don’t know where to begin,” Dani said honestly.


“You’ve already spent many years as a sub,” Leila pointed out.
“That gives you a leg up on someone testing the waters for the first time. I
can give you some tips on how to behave, what to do and say. And of course,
what to stay away from.”


“Please.” The woman’s soothing voice took the edge off her
nervousness. “That’s why I’m calling.”


“All right. And we’ll need to vet you first. It’s important
to make sure, before your first session, that you come to us with proper
recommendations.”


“Of course,” she agreed, clutching the phone a little
tighter. She knew she could count on Alan to vouch for her.


“Additionally,” the voice went on, “we’ll have an instructor
with you to get your session started and an experienced sub who knows the
score.”


That, more than anything, made Dani feel relieved. It meant
whoever she connected with would be someone who was aware of what to expect and
who had agreed to a session with her.


“I will assign you to G,” Leila continued. “She will select
your sub. Just give your name at the door when you arrive.”


Which was how she ended up standing here in front of a
fetish club she’d never heard of before.


Go on, chicken. Don’t back out now.


Taking a deep breath, she stepped forward and pressed the
buzzer beside the door. The heavy oak structure swung open soundlessly and a
huge man with a bald head smiled at her. A bouncer, although the more upscale
clubs preferred to call them gatekeepers. She handed him the business card, as
instructed, and he ushered her inside.


“I’m Hayden,” he told her. “Are you meeting someone? Or did
you prefer to look for a while?”


“I, um, am meeting a woman here. Her name is G?” She made it
a question, because she wasn’t sure there would really be someone waiting for
her with just an initial for a name.


The bouncer consulted a book on a stand, made a checkmark
and nodded. “Yes. G is waiting for you.” He snapped his fingers and a woman
wearing only a leather miniskirt and matching straps circling her breasts came
forward. “Please show our guest to the lounge. Mistress G is expecting her.”


“Of course.” She smiled at Dani. “This way.”


The short corridor off the foyer opened up to a wide public
area paneled in a rich, dark wood, with thick carpeting and comfortable
furniture. At a bar against one wall a tall, lean female bartender in a sexy
halter top and low-riding shorts was pouring drinks. People sat in various
stages of undress, sipping drinks and eating. Laughing. Talking. A man leaned
against one wall observing everything.


The dungeon Master. There to make sure safe words were
observed and people did not break the rules. She knew that those people outside
the life had distorted views of what actually went on in fetish clubs. In the
life itself. They had no idea how many ways properly controlled punishment
could produce incredible pleasure, or how serving a Master or Mistress to please
them actually gave ultimate control to the sub. It was such a complex way of
life, but one that Dani had found very fulfilling since the first time she’d
been introduced to it.


Dani spotted a trio of two men and a woman. The woman was
wearing only a thin gold collar and sat between two men, her thighs spread
wide. One of them held a leash attached to the collar and was fondling a
breast. The other had a hand between her thighs and was stroking her cunt. Dani
could tell the woman was using all her discipline to allow the fondling and not
climax until they gave her permission. In another area an athletic-looking man
was sipping on a drink while a striking brunette with masses of curls and ripe,
full breasts was sucking on his cock, her fingers wrapped around it to hold it
in place.


The lounge and bar overlooked two rooms with glass walls
with heavy velvet curtains, which were open at the moment. In one room Dani saw
a man and a woman, the woman naked and stretched out on a spanking bench, the
man in the process of fastening the restraints on her ankles and wrists. In the
other room two men were stroking the body of a woman stretched between them
with her arms pulled taut above her head. The audience was watching as if a
movie was unfolding.


She was familiar with the public rooms. Every club she
frequented had them. Usually they were reserved by the most experienced Masters
and Mistresses who were skilled at putting on a show. Dani had no idea who was
in those rooms tonight. In fact, it occurred to her as she glanced around that
she hadn’t seen one familiar face since she’d entered the club.


Strange. She thought she’d see at least one person she knew.
The lack of familiarity only enhanced the edge of anticipation she’d been
riding since she made the appointment.


Dani remembered many times she’d been the star in a room
just like those, always with partners she chose not to see outside a club
environment. But she also knew that tonight the room she’d be in would be
totally private. Instructions were never given in a public venue.


“Here we are.”


The miniskirted attendant paused at a small conversation
area. A striking redhead sat with her long, slim legs crossed, her lithe body
shown off to advantage in a dress of some material that clung lovingly to her
frame. Next to her was a man who made Dani’s mouth water just looking at him.
Although he was seated she could tell he was tall, and the silk shirt and
tailored trousers he wore didn’t do much to conceal his lean, muscular frame.
Dark blond hair hung just to his shirt collar, framing a face with high
cheekbones, a sensuous mouth and hazel eyes that appeared to change color even
as she stared at him.


“Miss Dani Maguire,” the attendant said by way of
introduction.


Both people rose.


“Hello, Dani.” The woman smiled and held out her hand. “I’m
G. I will be your instructor tonight if you decide to proceed.”


“If I…” Dani shook her head. “I thought that’s why I was
here.”


“It is. But if something in this initial meeting disturbs
either of you, then we’ll cancel and reschedule you with another sub. We make
every effort not to be…clinical about our arrangements.”


Dani felt a flush creep up her cheeks. “Yes. Of course
you’re right. I’m sorry.”


“Nothing to apologize for.” She turned to the man. “Dani,
this is Ethan Corelli. He is a trained submissive, currently without a partner.
He often comes here just for an evening’s interaction. He’s participated in
training sessions before and indicated he was eager to meet you. Discuss the
possibilities for the evening. Ethan, mind your manners. Greet your Mistress
for the evening properly.”


So he was unattached. Not someone just lent to her for the
evening but a sub with no Mistress. She should have known. Just because she’d
always had an escort when she’d visited clubs didn’t mean everyone did. In
point of fact, she knew people who came specifically to find a partner.


Dani stared when Ethan rose, took her hand in his large one
and bowed his head. He was definitely a mouthwatering specimen of masculinity,
well over six feet and the silk shirt and tailored slacks he was wearing did
little to hide the lean, muscular body they covered.


“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mistress Dani.”


Her first acknowledgement of her new role. A ribbon of
thrill danced through her.


His deep voice seemed to wrap itself around her like a cloud
of erotic heat and when she shook his hand a charge of electricity surged
through her so strong it actually made her tremble.


She’d come here tonight to learn techniques as a Mistress,
confident that an experienced sub would make her transition from sub to Domme
an easy one. She hadn’t expected such an instant connection. She sensed a raw
energy pulsing beneath that controlled exterior and her heart pounded so hard
she had to make a conscious effort to control her pulse. As casually as
possible she extracted her hand and silently prayed for a calm demeanor. She
couldn’t afford for either her instructor or this man to reject her.


“Thank you,” she told him. “And for me. You may sit down
again.” Thank god she’d been a sub for enough years to learn the rules of
etiquette.


She sat in a comfortable armchair set at an angle to the low
couch, her knees bumping up against his thigh. Just that simple contact made
her tingle everywhere. How on earth would she get through this training session
when there was every possibility this man could erode her self-control? Not a
good reaction for a Mistress.


When she made the appointment she was worried she’d had no
idea what kind of man she’d end up with. She’d paid little attention to male
subs on the visits she’d made with her Doms to fetish clubs. All she could hope
was she wouldn’t end up with some weak-kneed male who would be so easy to
control there wouldn’t be a challenge. Although why that image had popped into
her mind she had no idea. She certainly hadn’t been a mouse in any of her own
relationships as a sub, but she worried with a role reversal the man would be
different. Obviously she was mistaken. This man was a thoroughbred stallion
she’d have to keep on a tight rein. The hunger for control sizzled through her.


“Your orders, please?”


A waitress in a very short, sheer dress with a neckline that
exposed almost every bit of her breasts had appeared beside them.


“Ice water,” Dani told her. All of her Masters had drilled
into her the necessity of abstaining from alcohol before play. Nothing could be
allowed to cloud judgment and create problems.


The others ordered the same. Ethan leaned back and let his
gaze roam her body, almost daring her to object. Then, as if having
accomplished his purpose, he lowered his gaze.


The ice water was delivered and Dani sipped hers slowly,
taking in every inch of the man sitting beside her. Her gaze focused on Ethan’s
full, sensuous lips. Beautiful lips. She could just imagine them closing around
her nipple, his hands restrained behind him. Unable to stimulate her with
anything but the beautiful mouth. Or perhaps on his knees before her, those
same full lips enclosing her clit, his tongue lapping the length of her wet
flesh and thrusting inside her at her command.


Under the guise of easy conversation G asked Dani many
questions, probing for her true knowledge of D/s rules. Ethan spoke only when
he was addressed directly, as befitted a trained sub. Although his expression
was arranged in what she assumed was meant to be an expression of subservience
and humility, Dani felt his gaze again caressing every inch of her. There was
enough iron strength beneath the submissive nature to make him very
interesting. She shivered and moisture flooded her cunt. Oh yes, Ethan Corelli would
do very nicely.


“I want to ensure,” G said, “that Ethan is the perfect sub
for this evening. He’s been trained by the best and carries no baggage with
him. Nothing that would interfere with our activities.”


“That’s good to know,” Dani said. She certainly didn’t want
to start out with someone carrying baggage from previous relationships.


“Permission to speak, Mistress?” Ethan asked.


She nodded. “Of course.”


“Mistress G told me you’ve been a submissive for some time
now.” His deep voice stroked over her.


“Yes.” She cleared her throat, aware that G was carefully
watching the interplay between them. “I’ve had a number of successful
relationships.”


A smile played over his lips. “Would I be out of line if I
asked what made you want to change roles?” She knew that was a bold question
for a sub to ask but she chose to answer him. He of all people had the right to
know.


“Not at all.” She took a sip of her drink. “For some time
I’ve been convinced I wanted much more out of my relationships. Something that
gave me deeper satisfaction. I wanted to be the one in control, managing the
pleasure for both myself and my partners. When I began to resent the dominance
of my last partner I knew it was time to explore this other side of myself.”
She studied his face, saw the question barely concealed in his eyes. “I know
all the rules, Ethan. I have a good reputation in the community. You can trust
me. I want you to believe I will never betray that trust in any way.”


The hazel eyes darkened to a soft gray. “Then I will do my best
to make the evening a fulfilling one for you.” He lifted his glass to her in
the sign of a toast.


She nodded, even as she saw his gaze rake over her again.


“I see you enjoy looking at me.”


“You are very pleasant to look at, Mistress. If I may have
your permission to say so.”


“Thank you. I appreciate the compliment. But from now on you
will only look at my breasts when I tell you to.”


Dani saw G swallow a smile and nod almost imperceptibly.


“Did you hear me, Ethan?” she asked. “You didn’t acknowledge
me.”


“I did. And I beg your forgiveness for that lapse. I promise
you it won’t happen again. Will you now allow me to look at the lush perfection
of your breasts? They are very tantalizing.”


Oh, this man could be big trouble. Already he’s making me
feel things I don’t want to feel.


Dani just knew he was already figuring out how to push her
buttons while still serving as a very good sub. His gaze was focused intently
on her chest and a funny feeling sizzled through her. None of the Doms she’d
been with had ever elicited that kind of reaction from her. That kind of
connection. And she wasn’t quite sure what to do about it. Should she ask for
another sub?


No! Are you a fool?


She didn’t want anyone else. She wanted him. After
tonight she probably wouldn’t see him again anyway. If G approved she’d be free
to look for her own sub, or maybe just troll the clubs she frequented, changing
partners until she found one whom she related to. Wanted to build something
with.


Him! I want him!


Mentally she shook herself, what the hell was going on with
her, anyway?


“Remove your shirt,” she ordered, unable to deny herself any
longer whatever was beneath his clothing.


Eyes lowered appropriately, Ethan unfastened each button,
tugged the fabric from his waistband and shrugged out of the cloth. Her breath
caught in her throat at the beautiful, hard expanse of chest, dusted with curls
of dark gold. She reached out a hand and ran it lightly over his skin, feeling
the kiss of his chest hair and the hardness of his muscles. Very lightly she
scraped a fingertip over his nipples, one at a time, and was rewarded by a
tensing of his body. When she dropped her eyes to his crotch she saw his cock
was tenting nicely against his fly. Almost as an afterthought she brushed her
hand over his slacks, bumping up against what promised to be a cock of
magnificent proportions.


“I see that I arouse you, Ethan.”


He kept his eyes lowered, although she was sure he wanted to
look up at her. “Yes, Mistress. You have a wonderful touch.”


“I hope you still feel that way when we finish with our
session.”


“I’m sure I will.”


The restrained heat in his voice was very evident, giving
his words a slightly hard edge. Oh yes, this was the best possible sub the club
could have assigned to her.


“Now I’d like you to take off your shoes. When I made the
appointment through the operator of 1-800-DOM-help, among other things I asked
that you not wear socks. Did you obey?” For some reason she loved looking at a
man’s naked feet. Graceful feet somehow were an indication of a graceful body,
of one that made sexual pleasure an erotic dance.


“I did.” He toed off the loafers he was wearing and waited
while she studied his feet.


“Yes. Very nice.” She took a long swallow of her drink. “Now
stand and remove your slacks.”


They were in a very secluded corner of the lounge area, but
it wouldn’t have mattered. Subs were often asked to disrobe and display
themselves for the admiration of others. Dani was happy to see he didn’t
question any of her commands or appear to feel any reservations. It was important
to achieve a level of trust before they moved into a private room for the more
intimate activities. Because she knew what she’d needed herself as a sub, she
was confident she’d be able to establish this now that she was in a reversal of
roles.


He stepped out of his trousers, folded them and placed them
on top of his shirt. Again as she’d requested he was commando. No underwear.
Dani’s mouth went dry at the sight of a cock so glorious she couldn’t stop
herself from reaching out to touch it. It flexed once at her touch, but she was
pleased to note that Ethan kept himself otherwise completely still. His groin
area was waxed—she’d been asked a preference during her phone call—and she
grazed her open palm over the bare skin of his scrotum. Beneath her touch was
the hardness of his balls. She wondered how he’d react if she took them in her
mouth, something she’d come to fully enjoy.


Later. After we begin.


“Turn around.”


He turned slowly, giving her time to absorb every inch of
him. Her gaze roamed over his body, taking in the sculptured lines of muscle,
the lean hips and strong thighs. She caressed the taut muscles of his buttocks,
then slipped her fingers along the hot crevice between the globes. Testing his
response, she let the tip of a fingernail barely scrape the tight opening there
and again was rewarded with a tightening of his body.


Yes, he’d do very nicely indeed. Her pussy tingled and more
moisture gathered on its lips. She just hoped when she stood up there wasn’t an
embarrassing wet spot on her skirt.


She looked at G. “I’m satisfied that he will do very nicely.
What happens next?”


“We move to a private room. There you’ll be able to test the
things that appeal to you under my instruction and observation. When I’m
satisfied you are in proper control of the situation and have respect for your
sub I’ll leave the two of you alone. You will have one hour in private to
complete your appointment this evening.”


Dani drained the last of her drink from the glass.
“Excellent. Then I’m ready.”


“Do you wish to have your sub prepared?”


She knew that meant oiling his body and restraining him in
preparation for her. “Yes, I would.”


“All right then.” G rose gracefully. “I’ll make the
arrangements. Give me fifteen minutes.” She snapped her fingers for the
waitress. “Enjoy another drink while you wait. Come, Ethan. We have things to
do.”






Chapter Three


 


In exactly fifteen minutes Dani knocked once on a door
painted a soft blue, then turned the knob and entered. The floor was covered
with a thick carpet, so plush that it muffled her footsteps. The walls were
paneled—and she was sure soundproofed—and well equipped for whatever activities
she chose. At one end stood a St. Martin’s cross, the leather restraints
unbuckled and loose, the apparatus waiting in preparation for her use if she so
decided. She was tempted but tonight she had other things in mind.


G pointed to a corner. “A camera will monitor this room at
all times. If you violate the rules, be sure someone will be in here at once.”


Dani smiled. “Of course.”


Against one wall stood a sawhorse of polished mahogany, a
saddle on its bar waiting for a rider, as well as a bridle. Two long, thin
buggy whips extended from holders at one end. Dani could almost see Ethan’s
gorgeous body arranged in the leather seat, the bridle on his head, the bit
between his teeth, leaning forward as she applied one of those whips to his
magnificent buttocks.


G unlocked a cabinet and swung the doors open, displaying a
wide variety of toys and implements. Mounted inside one door was a variety of
whips and floggers of all sizes and thicknesses. On another a selection of
handcuffs and tethers for restraining a sub in various positions. She slid out
the narrow drawers and saw a selection of gels in one, in another cock rings.


“If there is something you require that isn’t here,” G said,
“you have only to ask for it.”


“Thank you. I think, however, this will definitely do for
tonight.”


She turned to look at the main attraction in the room. On
one side Ethan was on full display, ready to serve her. Manacles dangled from
chains above his head and similar restraints lay ready near his feet. Every
inch of him glistened with the oil that attendants had applied and when she
walked over to him she saw his cock even thicker and more swollen than before.
A spotlight shone directly down onto him. Exposing every rippling muscle. Dani
had to swallow hard against the sheer masculine beauty of the man.


He was already fully aroused, a sure sign that he found her
appealing. That was what she’d hoped for. That whoever she was paired with
would be so responsive to her that the challenge would be for him to control
himself until she was ready for him to come. She knew a good Mistress, like a
good Master, looked for the secrets of breaking the sub down to the core. And
with each new relationship the challenge was renewed. The desire to do that
with Ethan was so strong it stole her breath. Power surged through her, hot and
satisfying, and she realized finally what had put the fire in the eyes of every
Dom she’d ever been with.


Tonight she would be the one in control. Her pleasure
would result from bending him to her will, from her ability to arouse him to
the point of sexual fervor. She was determined to show him she could be a
caring but determined Mistress who would also be cognizant of his welfare. It
gave her a feeling of freedom that was heady and new and fresh.


And jolted her with lust that made her nipples ache and her
clit throb.


“Shall we get started?” G asked.


“Yes. Absolutely.” She was so wet moisture dripped down the inside
of her thighs and her nipples ached.


“The first thing you must do is properly restrain your sub.”
Using her foot, she nudged a footstool over in front of Ethan. “To give you the
needed height,” she explained.


Dani stepped up onto the stool and waited.


“Order Ethan to raise his hands so you can fasten the cuffs
around his wrists. You want them high enough so there’s no give in his arms but
not so high that the pain of restraint interferes with the pleasure of the pain
from the toys.”


Dani followed her instructions, locking each manacle into
place. Ethan’s face when she looked at him was expressionless but the heat of
anticipation was a bonfire in his eyes. Impulsively she trailed her fingernails
down the length of each arm and across his chest, stopping to pinch each
nipple. A muscle ticced in his jaw and the heat in his eyes intensified.


Oh she was definitely going to enjoy tonight. Already the
walls of her cunt were quivering with anticipation.


“Now the ankles,” G instructed. “You want the legs far enough
apart that the thighs don’t touch but your sub can still maintain balance. Some
people prefer to use a spreader between the legs but I’ve had these manacles
set at the correct distance for you. Oh, and you’ll see they’re adjustable. Put
them on the tightest link. Ethan likes that extra little bite of pain.”


When Dani was finished she stood up and waited for G to
continue.


“Since you’ve been in the life for some time,” G continued,
“we won’t need to go through the basic rules. However, as a Mistress, you must
keep in mind at all times that your sub trusts you completely and that it is
your responsibility to care for him or her. Ethan is here for your pleasure.
Use him wisely.”


“Of course.” Sexual energy was humming through her body. She
could barely contain her excitement at the thought of what she was about to do.


“Ethan will choose a safe word.” G ran her fingertips over
the man’s buttocks, the taut muscles flexing at the touch. “Dani, tell him it’s
time for that.”


Dani’s mouth watered. “Ethan. Your safe word. Now.”


“Battle.”


Again the timbre of his voice rolled over her like warm
honey, hitting deep inside her, making every nerve in her body sit up and take
notice and the muscles in her cunt quiver in anticipation.


Control, Dani. Control.


“Battle,” Dani repeated, remembering her Doms always did
that to make sure they got it right. “Very good. If I do anything at all that
you don’t want, please use your safe word.” She drew in a deep breath and let
it out slowly. “Although I’m new to this role, I want you to know I will always
maintain control of myself and respect you as a person. In return, I demand
complete obedience from you. Understood?”


“Yes, Mistress. But I am here to serve you, to receive
whatever you offer me. I will take pleasure from whatever you do.”


God! That voice itself was enough to make her come just
standing there.


“Ethan.” She made her voice very soft. “I do not want to
cross any boundaries with you. That would not please me. This role is new for
me, so I expect you to use your safe word if I do. Are we clear?”


“Mistress…” His cleared his throat and Dani waited to see if
he’d argue with her. But his nature as a sub was too strong. “Yes. I will do as
you wish.”


“Very good,” G told her. “I see you have retained much from
your Masters.”


“Yes. I was very lucky in my relationships. My Doms taught
me a great deal.” She let out a slow breath. “I didn’t ask you what he’s been
trained for.”


G shrugged. “To accept whatever gives you pleasure. Within
limits, of course. In each relationship it’s different. Ethan’s Mistresses
enjoyed penetrating his ass with dildoes of various sizes after they learned
they could bring him enormous orgasms that way. And in return receive
tremendous pleasure themselves. When he was part of a performance in one of the
public rooms I often saw his most recent Mistress bring herself to climax
watching him achieve an explosive release that way.”


“What else?” Dani asked. She had spent a lot of time doing
research before tonight, but there were so many options she wanted to narrow
them down to what made this man respond more easily.


G reached into one of the drawers in the closet and pulled
out a cock ring, the kind with the straps that also fastened around his
scrotum. “His Mistresses enjoyed binding his cock with this,” she smiled.
“Properly worn, it will prevent him reaching orgasm until it’s unfastened,
increasing the intensity of the final release. I’m told he could take being
restrained this way for long periods of time. Two of his Mistresses enjoyed
kneeling before him while he was restrained in this position, unfastening the
adornment at the last possible moment and receiving the jets of his semen on
their breasts. After that they would allow him to clean them off with his
mouth.”


Dani mentally squeezed her thighs together. The pulse in her
cunt was thrumming so hard she was having trouble maintaining a calm exterior.
Why had it taken her so long to understand that for her, being in charge would
bring her the ultimate satisfaction?


“Ethan also had a Mistress who took particular pleasure in
strapping a dildo onto her own body and fucking him in the ass herself.” She
trailed her fingers through the cleft of the sub’s buttocks, pausing to twirl a
fingertip at the opening. The muscles in his buttocks clenched, his body
tautened, and her lips curved in a smile. “He took some getting used to for
that particular…pleasure, but now I believe he even craves it. Is that right,
Ethan?”


“Yes, Mistress G.”


“So if it gives you pleasure to bring him to climax that
way, please feel free to indulge yourself.”


Oh god!


Dani closed her eyes, the mental image of her fucking this
utterly masculine specimen heating her blood. Her fucking him. Lust
curled deep and hard inside her body.


“Any other…um…specialties I should know about?” she asked G.


“Yes.” G smiled again. “He has a very educated tongue. At
least three of his former Mistresses have said that he is more adept and
talented at bringing them to climax with his mouth than any other sub they’d
been with.”


Yes. Dani wanted him to do that. Craved it. But not yet.


“And finally, Ethan, tell Mistress Dani what else excites
you.”


Dani saw Ethan’s body tense and his voice when he spoke had
a rough edge to it. “My Mistresses enjoyed flogging me at the start of a
session.”


Flogged. Alan had loved to use the flogger on her. More
than any of her other Masters, he’d taught her how he could bring her to that
fine edge of pleasure-pain that would enhance every response.


“It’s very arousing to watch a sub’s reaction to the kiss of
the whip,” G said. “To see just how far you can go, how much he or she can
take. As the sub rides the edge of pain to pleasure, the arousal of the Master
or Mistress increases exponentially. One feeds on the other.”


She paused, looking from Dani to Ethan and back again.


“We’ll make sure you learn the correct technique,” she
continued. She leaned closer to Dani. “Whipping with the proper instrument
stimulates him to a high plain of arousal.”


“I know,” Dani said in a soft voice. Alan had been
particularly fond of the whip. She’d reached a point with him where sometimes,
with enough strokes applied just right, she could come while he was still
whipping her. Then he would release her and fuck her senseless, riding his own
edge of pleasure.


“I see.” Knowledge flared in G’s eyes. “Well then. Ethan’s
sessions always begin with ten strokes across his ass. His last Mistress said
it aroused both of them when she gave him ten hard strokes—no more—then
penetrated his rectum with the handle of the whip.” She smiled. “There’s
something about seeing that very tight ass clench around such an invasion that
is particularly stimulating.”


The image was so vivid in Dani’s mind, the lure of control
in that situation so strong, she had to dig her fingernails into her palms to
keep from trembling.


“So, Dani. Shall we select a whip for you?” She pulled one
from the cabinet that had a thick braided handle but was thin like the buggy
whips. “We have a selection here, but Ethan has found this one has worked well
on him. Shall we try it and see? Let me show you just how to strike to get the
right flex of his buttocks and the stimulation of his cock.”


That did it. Liquid trickled down the inside of her thigh
and tiny spasms raced through the walls of her pussy. She had to stop herself
from lifting her dress and plunging her fingers inside herself. Her Masters had
enjoyed watching her bring herself to completion but now the role was reversed.
Perhaps she could still do it while ordering Ethan to do the same to himself.
He could watch her, but now she would be in charge of when and how it happened.
How fast or how slowly she brought herself to completion. Heat crept up her
cheeks as she imagined his fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking in time to
her own rhythm, his eyes locked onto her pussy.


Dani cleared her throat. “I would like to touch his cock
first. Is that permitted?”


G smiled at her. “Of course you may touch. That’s part of
your privilege as his Mistress. You are in control, always, as long as the
safety of your sub comes first. Everything is allowed as long as you remember
the three most important words—safe, sane and consensual.”


Dani knew those very well. When she had been a brand new
very nervous sub, her first Master had made sure she knew and understood those
words. He had been very knowledgeable about the D/s world, well-respected, and
had trained her very well.


She walked around to Ethan’s side and stared down at his
thick shaft, rising proudly from his body. The broad head was a dark rose color
above the flared crest. At once she could imagine it in her mouth, or filling
her cunt or her ass. Whatever she chose. Whatever she chose. Her choice.


“I’m going to touch you everywhere here,” she told him. “Did
you enjoy the feel of my hand when I touched you in the lounge?”


A muscle jumped in his cheek but otherwise he gave no
reaction. “Yes, Mistress.”


“Good. I plan to touch you often, and in many ways.”


Shivers skated over her, the pulse in her cunt accelerating
as it hungered for the erection she was staring at. Her mouth was suddenly dry
and a powerful surge of lust curled through her. Carefully she reached out a
hand and wrapped her fingers around the swollen erection. A tiny bead of fluid
rested on the slit and Dani spread it over the velvety skin with her thumb.
Then she trailed her fingertips down the length of his shaft and cupped his
balls in the palm of her hand. The skin of his sac was so velvet-soft, his
balls hard.


As she rolled them in her fingers she kept her gaze locked
on his. Oh yes, there was a delicious flare of heat in his eyes. She couldn’t
believe the rush of power it gave her, knowing that she was the one responsible
for giving him pleasure. For controlling how much or how little. No wonder her
Masters had been so hot and horny when they played with her. The satisfaction
of knowing that you were in control of someone willing to put themselves in
your hands this way was unbelievable.


“I am going to flog you now, Ethan,” she told him, resisting
the urge to squeeze her thighs together. “Will you like that?”


“Yes, Mistress. Absolutely.” A fine tremor raced over his
skin. “Thank you.”


“Good.” She gave his balls one last squeeze then nodded at
G. “I’m ready to learn.”


“The secret is in the flex of the whip,” G told her, “not in
the strength of the arm. You are a small woman, Dani, but you can extract maximum
force from the whip with the correct use of the wrist. Like this.”


She raised her arm slightly, then snapped the whip. It was
obvious she was expert in applying the whip, knowing exactly how much strength
to use and where to apply it to get the maximum flex of buttocks muscles and
the response from Ethan. Dani stood where she could observe both the woman’s
technique and the pulse of Ethan’s cock. His body jerked with each kiss of the
leather on his skin, his fingers curling into fists over his head. The dark
flush of desire stained his cheeks.


“Right there.” G indicated the area where a stripe had risen
deliciously on the skin. “That’s the area to aim for. That and the backs of the
thighs. You want the right amount of pain to give pleasure to your sub but you
want to stay away from areas that cause nonsexual pain.” She demonstrated once
more then handed the whip to Dani. “Your turn.” She grinned. “I can see the
desire plainly on your face. That’s a good sign. A timid Mistress is worse than
no Mistress.”


Dani hefted the whip in her hand, testing its weight, its
flexibility. Ethan’s back and ass muscles bunched involuntarily as he
anticipated the next touch of the whip on his skin. She circled around in back
of him, studying his magnificent body. Idly she trailed the tail over his ass,
barely touching him then running it up and down the cleft of those
mouthwatering cheeks.


“You like the sensation of the whip on your ass,” she
commented, stroking up and down the crevice. “And Mistress G tells me you also
enjoy the feel of the handle deep in your rectum. Did I understand that right?”


His muscles bunched again. “If it pleases my Mistress then I
would enjoy it. I would enjoy anything that gives her pleasure.”


This was not necessarily new territory to Dani. Alan had
loved to fuck her pussy with the whip and sometimes her ass after he’d whipped
her buttocks. He used to make her lie on the floor on her sore ass cheeks, pull
her knees back so her cunt was wide open to him, and watch while he pumped the
leather handle in and out of her until she came. She remembered the exquisite
combination of agony and pleasure, the intensity of the climax it always
produced. The extra stimulation of the uneven texture of the whip handle on her
inner tissues. Could she make Ethan come by fucking him in the ass the same
way? The image was almost her undoing and apparently his, as the head of his
cock darkened and more fluid appeared at the slit. Oh yes, this would
definitely be delightful.


“I will give you ten strokes. Count out loud with me,
please.” Alan had trained her to do that as a sub. She’d found the anticipation
of each stroke heightened the pleasure when it struck her skin. But now she was
realizing how much it could delight the person in control. The intense sexual
stimulation that came from it.


She shook the whip, flicked it in the air, testing its
action and weight. Then she took a step back, snapped her wrist and heard the
soft crack! as the leather smacked against the glistening male flesh.


Ethan’s body jerked slightly but he counted, “One” in a
steady voice.


Oh yes. Seeing that thin whip kiss his flesh, leaving behind
a vivid welt, was more arousing than she could possibly have imagined. God!
She’d be lucky if she didn’t come before she finished the ten strokes.


Crack!


She struck exactly the way G had shown her and was rewarded
by seeing Ethan’s muscles continue to clench and his cock flex. Another drop of
pre-cum had collected on the head and she smoothed it over the skin with her
thumb.


“Two.”


There was such a wave of heat rising inside her that Dani
wondered why she didn’t burst into flames. It only intensified as she applied
the rest of the strokes, Ethan counting with her in his deep voice. With each
stroke his cock swelled and pulsed, more fluid dripping from the slit, his
cheeks darkening with pleasure. She knew to watch his face for signs that she
was approaching his limit, but nothing indicated that she had even approached
the clammy skin or sweaty palms threshold. Placing her hand on his ass, she
caressed the bright red welts, feeling the intense heat generated by his body.
When she stepped around to look into his eyes she was shaken by the intense
desire burning there and her own body throbbed in response.


Dani handed the whip back to G who set it aside for her. “I
think I would like to have the lube next. My sub’s ass is properly heated and I
believe he is ready for the whip handle.”


Ethan’s muscles bunched at her words, and the vein wrapped
around his cock pulsed as more blood flowed into it.


G opened the drawer containing the tubes and bottles,
studied them and selected one to hand to her. “This not only greases the
tissues but has an ingredient in it that stimulates the nerves. If bringing
your sub to maximum release is what you’re looking for, this is what you want.”


“Yes. Thank you.”


Dani took the tube with hands that trembled with excitement,
uncapped it and squeezed a generous ribbon of it onto her index finger. G was
right. Whatever the ingredient, it was already stimulating her own nerves,
making her skin tingle. She stepped up to Ethan and smoothed her other hand
over the curve of his ass.


“Ethan? I am going to slide my finger into you and lubricate
your tissues.” She was dredging around in her mind for all the phrases her
Masters had used with her. “I want you to tell me how it feels.”


I can tell you how it feels to me. I’m about to come
undone just from thinking about it. The thought of fucking you senseless with
this is driving me crazy.


Using her other hand to widen the cleft of his buttocks so
the tight ring of his anus was exposed, she rubbed the opening before pressing
her finger slowly inside.


“I’m listening, Ethan,” she prompted. “Do you like this?”


“Yes, Mistress. Your finger feels good inside me.”


“Good.”


Pulling her finger out, she added more lube and this time
penetrated him with two fingers. Heat from his internal tissues shot through
her hand and along her arm and lust rose up within her as the hot tissues
clenched around her.


Oh my god! This is incredible.


As she worked the gel into his tissues she felt her own
arousal dripping down the inside of her thighs. God! How had she never known
what a thrill of satisfaction it was to be in this reversal of roles? She
scissored her fingers as her Masters had done to prepare her for their
penetration, then added a third finger. When Ethan clenched around her she had
to bite her lip to control the tremors racing through her.


“I don’t hear you saying anything,” she prompted him.


“The feel of your fingers inside my ass makes me want to
come, Mistress.” His voice was hoarse. “At your command, of course.”


“And what would you like me to do next?”


His throat worked as he swallowed. “I would like you to fuck
my ass with the handle of the whip.”


“As much as I want?”


He nodded. “As much as my Mistress wants.”


Dani moved her other hand along the line of his hip and
around to the front of his body. Her fingers closed around his swollen cock. It
jumped in her hand as she probed the depths of his ass. His entire body hummed
with sexual tension.


“Yes, I would say you definitely want this.” She smiled to
herself and slowly pulled her fingers from his body, cleaning them with one of
the wipes G had set out for her.


“Ethan? The next thing you will feel in here is the handle
of the whip. Are you ready for this?”


“Yes.” His voice was rough, edged with desire. “I am.”


“I think I’ll leave the two of you,” G told her. “I’m
satisfied that the situation is under control.” She pointed to where the camera
was concealed. “The electronic monitoring will remain on and you’ll continue to
be observed as a safety precaution.” She walked to the door. “This panel next
to the door serves two purposes. It’s an intercom in case you need something,
and you can also tap into the club music system. There are four buttons, each
for a different type of music.” She smiled. “Enjoy yourself, Dani. I think
you’ll be an excellent Mistress.”


She closed the door softly behind her.






Chapter Four


 


Dani tried each of the music buttons, finally settling for a
soft jazz. Her very first Master had loved music, explaining that he found it
heightened the senses and increased pleasure. He hadn’t been wrong.


“Do you enjoy music, Ethan?” she asked.


“Yes. I do.” He cleared his throat. “I especially enjoy this
kind.”


“Good.” Dani smiled. “Something we have in common.”


“I hope we have more than that in common, Mistress.”


She walked over to stand beside him. “Are you asking me
something, Ethan?” She studied his face. Something else blazed in his eyes
along with the heat that was unmistakable. Dani wasn’t sure she wanted to know
yet what it was but the feeling of connection she’d felt earlier rose up within
her again.


Not now, Dani. Pleasure first. Remember. You only came to
play.


Standing on tiptoe, she brushed her mouth against his. His
lips were just as soft as they looked. She licked her tongue along the closed
seam, enjoying his taste and taking a measure of satisfaction in his reaction
when he leaned his head slightly closer to hers.


“Later I will want to kiss you,” she told him. “To feel your
tongue in my mouth. Will you like that?”


“My Mistress has a wonderful flavor,” he answered. “It will
give me great pleasure.”


She trailed her fingers over his cheeks and down his
jawline, enjoying the masculine feel of him. He kept his lashes lowered, as was
appropriate, but she knew if she could see his eyes they’d be ablaze with
pleasure. It was obvious that he liked being touched, in all ways, and Dani
loved tactile stimulation. She thought she could spend hours touching this man
everywhere and never tire of it.


“I’m going to give you a different kind of pleasure right
now, Ethan.” She closed her hand over his cock, squeezing it gently. “But you
must not come. Do you understand? Not until I tell you that you can.”


“Yes. I understand. And my Mistress has my thanks.”


“I know the stimulation that this can give you. As a sub my
Master used the whip handle on me often. I will try to give you as much
pleasure as I received.”


“I am grateful.”


His lashes were still lowered but Dani could have sworn she
saw one corner of his mouth turned up just a hair. A sub with spirit who still
knew his place. The excitement spiraling within her kicked up a notch.


“Good.”


She coated the handle of the whip liberally with the lube.
Separating the cheeks of his ass with one hand, she stared for a long moment at
the tight opening of his anus, enjoying the sight of it. Then she pressed the
handle to it and pushed until it breached the ring of muscle and into his
rectum. She took her time, sliding it in carefully. When it was fully seated,
she reached one hand around and wrapped her fingers around his cock in a loose
grip.


“Are you ready, Ethan?”


“Yes.” He nodded once.


She moved the handle in and out of his ass, slowly at first,
feeling his cock move in her hand and watching the expression on his face. The
pace of his breathing increased with the pace of her strokes and his cheeks
darkened with a rush of lust. When he rocked his hips back and forth she
stopped her movement of the whip handle.


“You may not move your body,” she ordered. “If you do I will
stop and we are done. Your pleasure will come only from what I do to you. What
I permit you to respond to. Are we clear?”


She could see him fighting his natural reaction but he
nodded.


“Don’t forget that. Not for a minute.”


Dani resumed fucking him with the whip, hardly able to
believe the surge of arousal that raced through her and made the walls of her
pussy quiver with hunger. She had total control over this man’s sexual
enjoyment and it gave her a feeling of exhilaration she hadn’t thought
possible. She wondered if she was going to come without ever having him touch
her.


When she glanced back at the cabinet that held the display
of toys, an idea popped into her brain.


“Do not move,” she ordered him.


Leaving the handle of the whip still inside him, she hurried
over to the cabinet, studied everything in one of the drawers and pulled out a
dildo that caught her eye. When she pressed the bottom of it, it vibrated and
she smiled. Oh yes, this would do the trick.


There was a small but wide little bench tucked into a corner
and she dragged it over in front of Ethan. It would be perfect for her
purposes.


“Would you like to watch me come, Ethan?” she asked him, and
was rewarded by the flare of excitement in his eyes.


“Yes, Mistress,” he rasped.


“We’re both going to come,” she told him. “Without touching
each other. Have you done that before, Ethan?”


“I have.”


“And did you enjoy it?”


The muscles in his body tightened. “I did. Very much.”


“When we are finished you will tell me if you enjoyed doing
it with me as much as with your previous Mistresses.”


“I know yours will be the best,” he assured her.


She pressed her mouth to his, licking his lips again. “We’ll
see.”


Removing the whip handle from his ass, she tossed it to the
side and liberally greased the dildo. She watched his stomach muscles tighten
as she inserted it slowly. It was obvious he wanted to thrust back against it
but he controlled himself as she’d ordered. When it was all the way in, she
pressed the bottom and it vibrated with a low rhythm.


“Does that stimulate you, Ethan? Have you ever come with
just a dildo in your ass like that?”


“Yes, Mistress, I have.”


“And did you enjoy it?”


“I will enjoy it with you more.”


She hid her smile as she pulled up her dress and stepped out
of her thong. “You may look at my pussy, Ethan. Do you like how it looks?” She
was finally understanding the pleasure her Doms got from the questions they
asked her. It wasn’t just vanity. It was the rush they got from it.


“It’s beautiful,” he told her.


“I didn’t fully wax before tonight because I wasn’t sure how
this would go. If we get together again would you like to see it completely
naked?”


“Yes.” The word hissed from his mouth. “I would. Very much.”


“Then let’s see how things go.”


It was very obvious that the vibrating dildo was doing its
work. Every muscle in Ethan’s body was taut with sexual tension as the tremors
drove him to a peak of sexual release. Dani sat down on the bench, bent her
knees so she could place her feet on the surface and spread her legs wide.


“I’m going to masturbate, Ethan. My Masters would often do
that while watching me achieve climax without being touched by them. That’s
what we’re doing here, so please concentrate.”


When she touched herself she realized exactly how drenched
she was. And how turned on. Just the brush of her fingers across her clit sent
tremors through her body. She stroked her clit with two fingers while she
watched Ethan closely. She had to time her own reactions to his. She didn’t
want to finish too soon or too late. This was a carefully orchestrated dance,
choreographed for maximum pleasure. But the signs were easy to read as his
orgasm drew nearer and nearer. She rubbed faster and faster, her clit so
sensitive now it was almost painful to touch.


“Do not come until I give you permission,” she warned.


“Yes, Mistress.” His jaw was clenched and sweat covered his
body. Every muscle strained with his effort at control.


Faster, faster, faster her finger moved over that hot little
button, her eyes locked on his, heat sizzling between them. Almost there,
almost there. Ethan’s desperate need, etched on his face, fed the fire in her
own body.


Now! Yes, yes, yes. Dani pinched her clit to push herself
over the edge.


“Now, Ethan.” She could barely get the words out. “I command
you to come now.”


His fingers curled into tight fists over his head. As his
body jerked and semen spurted from his pulsing shaft, Dani thrust three fingers
into her convulsing vagina. She bit down on her bottom lip as she rode her
fingers, fascinated by the thick fluid spilling from Ethan’s swollen penis. She
wanted to close her eyes to give herself over to the pleasure, but she couldn’t
tear her eyes away from his body.


The orgasm shook her like a tree in a strong wind. She dug
her heels into the bench to stabilize herself, driving her fingers in and out
of her sopping pussy as fast and as hard as she could, her eyes never leaving
Ethan’s body. At last his cock softened, no longer stiffly erect, beads of
semen still clinging to the head. He hung from the wrist shackles, spent,
tremors still skating over his body.


Dani rose from the bench on slightly unsteady legs, took his
shaft in her hand and bent her head to lick the last of the fluid from his
penis. She rode her lips down the length of it and back just once, pulling back
and licking her lips. Reaching up, she pressed her fingers to Ethan’s mouth.


“Lick them,” she commanded, watching avidly as he cleaned
every bit of her juices from them.


When he was finished she pressed her mouth to his and pushed
her tongue against his lips, forcing him to open so she could thrust her tongue
inside. Their flavors mingled together in an erotic cocktail as she stroked her
tongue over his. Then she drew back, walked around him and turned off the
dildo, slowly withdrawing it. She placed it and the whip on the little table at
the side. Someone would come to clean and sterilize them after she left.


“I take it from your reaction that this gave you much
pleasure.”


“Mistress has a most beautiful cunt,” he told her.
“Exquisite, if I may be so bold. I would enjoy watching you come any time.” He
paused and his mouth almost curved in a smile. “More than anyone else.”


She bit lightly at his shoulder, then soothed the spot with
her tongue. “Excellent.” Then she walked to the intercom and pressed the
speaker button.


“May I help you?” asked a disembodied voice.


“Yes. I would like to release my sub now, please.”


“Very good.”


It seemed that only seconds passed before the door opened
and an attendant came in. This time it was a male, dressed only in leather
pants. Using a key on a chain around his neck, he unlocked Ethan from the
manacles and helped ease down his arms. He reached into the cupboard and handed
a small jar to Dani.


“This will ease his muscles,” he told her. “They’ve been
stretched for a long time. It is a rule of the club to see to the comfort of
the subs.”


“Of course.”


She made Ethan sit down on the bench she’d just used,
uncapping the jar and scooping out some of the cream inside. Rubbing it slowly
into the muscles of his arms, she studied his face. What was there?
Satisfaction? Pleasure? Enjoyment? Yes, all that. And something more. Something
she’d seen before. But what was it?


He lifted his head and looked directly into her eyes. “It
was definitely the best.”


She smiled. “Are you sure? I don’t want you to say that just
to soothe my feelings.”


Heat blazed in his irises. “I don’t lie.” When he shifted on
the bench and made a slight grimace she frowned. “Is your ass too sore?”


“I’m fine,” he assured her.


“You just said you don’t lie. I’ll take care of it.”


She remembered how Alan used to tend to her when they did
this. If they had cream for muscle aches here she was sure they had the other
things she needed. She massaged his arms and legs, making sure to work the
cream into them thoroughly, swallowing a smile of satisfaction when she felt
the muscles relax.


“Okay.” She stood up and screwed the cap back on the jar,
setting it on the table with the other things. In the cabinet she easily found
what she was looking for. “Ethan, I want you to get down on the floor on your
knees. Rest your forearms on the floor with your hands touching your elbows.”


“Dani.”


It was the first time since they entered the room that he
used her name.


“Don’t argue with me. A good sub does as he’s told,” she
reminded him.


Reluctantly he did as she ordered. She knew from her own
experiences how sore his rectum would be and she intended to fix that before
she left. Spreading the cheeks of his ass, she dribbled a little of the
soothing oil from the bottle in her hand. Working her finger inside him, she
made sure to spread it around, soothing the tissues abused by the dildo. It
took her five minutes before she was satisfied he’d be completely comfortable
when he left. It also amused her to notice that her probing had caused his cock
to stiffen and rise to an erect position again.


Her last act was to take the special ointment from the
cupboard and rub it carefully across the lash marks on his buttocks. Then she
stood up.


“You may rise now, Ethan.”


He looked down on her from his full height. Even though he
was so much taller than she was, she didn’t feel threatened by him. Or
intimidated. She had so many things she wanted to do to him. With him. Was it
appropriate for her to approach the subject of another meeting? Did it have to
be here or could she invite him to her place?


Wait. Maybe that wasn’t such a good idea. What did she know
about him, really, except that Unfettered, a club she’d never heard of before
tonight, had vouched for him? She had her own safety to consider. She stepped
back into her thong, mulling everything over in her mind. When she looked up,
Ethan was dressed again and standing near the door, his posture relaxed but
fire raging in his eyes.


“You’ll make a very good Mistress, Dani.” He smiled. “In
fact, probably an excellent one.”


Heat crept up her cheeks. “Thank you. I…enjoyed it.” She
nibbled on her lower lip. “I don’t know if… I mean…”


He chuckled and moved close to her, putting his hands on her
shoulder. “If you would like to schedule another time with me, you have to
clear it with the club.”


“Yes. All right.”


She had to wrench herself away from him or she would have
stood there forever. A pitcher of ice water and crystal glasses had been left
for them. Dani knew it was important to care for a sub after a session as much
as while it was happening. She filled a glass for each of them and handed one
to Ethan, then motioned for him to join her on the settee against one wall. Her
very first session in a club her Dom had insisted she take time to pull herself
together, to let the endorphins abate to a normal level and the arousal racing
through her slow down. She was determined to carry that over into her new role.


They drank in silence, each eyeing the other. Finally Ethan
set his glass down and leaned forward.


“Permission to touch my Mistress?” he asked.


She nodded.


He put a finger beneath her chin and tipped it up. “Do you
want to have another session with me, Dani?”


She nodded mutely, mesmerized by his strong face, then
pulled herself together. After all, she was in charge here. “Yes, I would. You
are a very good sub, Ethan. I’ll discuss it with G.”


“Good. Because I’d enjoy it too.”


She rose and went to the intercom button, announcing that
they were vacating the room. Ethan opened the door to let her precede him into
the corridor. An attendant was just approaching them.


“Mistress G is waiting for you,” she told Dani. “Ethan, she
asked me to tell you it’s all right if you want to leave.”


“Thanks. I’ll see.”


The attendant led her to a small, private lounge where G and
two other women were relaxing with drinks. G stood as Dani came in and led her
to two chairs in a corner.


“I watched you on the camera,” she said. “You did very well
tonight. And took excellent care of your sub. You’re going to make a good
Mistress, Dani.”


“Thank you.” She smiled. “I’m enjoying my new role.”


G returned the smile. “It was obvious. Would you like to
schedule another session with Ethan?”


Dani couldn’t hide her smile. “Yes, I would. Very much. He
indicated that would be good with him too. Unless there’s some rule about
having a session with the same sub twice.”


“Not at all.” G studied her face. “I should tell you that
Ethan has never stayed long with one Mistress. He holds something of himself
back from them, and after a few sessions they tire of it. Most of the Masters
and Mistresses who come here are looking for something long-term. Not
necessarily permanent, but more than a few visits.”


Dani nodded. “I can understand that. All of my relationships
up until now have been long-term. It helps to…learn and understand each other.”


“I agree.” G paused as if choosing her words. “I have known
Ethan for a very long time. I was his first Mistress. I would love to see him
find someone whom he can really connect with.” She touched Dani’s cheek.
“Perhaps that will be you. Maybe not, but then, who knows?” She sighed. “All
right. Simply call the number you have and someone will set it up for you.
You’re right to meet him here again. We encourage our patrons not to invite
their partner into their home environment until they are sure that trust has
been established both ways. In all areas.”


“Of course. I understand.”


“Good.” She kissed Dani on the cheek. “I’m very proud to
have been your supervisor. Good luck. Ethan is one of the best.”


Hayden was still in his place at the front of the club. He
smiled at her and reached to open the door. “I hope you enjoyed yourself.
Please come back to Unfettered.”


“I did and I will. Thank you.” When she stepped outside she
was surprised to find Ethan waiting for her.


“Did I forget to do something?” she asked.


“No.” He had a dimple at one corner of his mouth that winked
when he grinned. “I just thought I would see you to your car.” He put his hand
against her back, guiding her. “Which way?”


“The SUV in the first row.”


They walked along in comfortable silence until they reached
her vehicle. She unlocked the door, then turned to face him.


“I’m going to call the number to set up another meeting,”
she told him. “I’m requesting you again.” She almost asked him if that was all
right, but that wouldn’t have been appropriate.


“I was hoping you would. I’ll be waiting.” He paused.
“Mistress, I’d like to kiss you good night if you will permit me.”


“Yes. Please.” She lifted her face, expecting a gentle
brushing of lips.


No way in the world was she prepared for the scorching kiss
he delivered. It was hot and open-mouthed, his tongue probing deeply, sweeping
across hers. His hands cupped her head, tilting it to give him a better angle.
If she had staked a claim on him tonight, he was doing the same to her. She was
breathless when he finally lifted his lips from hers.


“Good night, Dani. I’ll be waiting for our next meeting.”


He waited until she climbed into her car and buckled her
seat belt, putting her key in the ignition with trembling hands. He brushed a
soft kiss against her cheek, then closed her door. She drove away with him
standing there, watching her.






Chapter Five


 


Ethan spent a long time showering and preparing his body.
For three days he’d checked his cell phone like an addict, waiting for the call
from the 1-800 number. He hadn’t been able to get Dani Maguire out of his mind.
Oh, he knew he wasn’t supposed to know her last name. Not yet. But he’d
wheedled it out of G and promised absolute secrecy. He just wished he knew more
about her.


From the moment she’d walked into the club he was drawn to
her. He couldn’t recall any other woman ever affecting him that way, and he’d
had the privilege of being with a number of outstanding Mistresses. But she
tugged at something inside him, something he always kept locked away and
protected, his armor against the world. He’d seen too many situations
deteriorate to put himself through that kind of emotional misery.


But Dani had chipped away a little piece of his heart. If he
was smart, he’d never have agreed to another session with her. But then it seemed
he was leaving all his smarts at work.


He scrubbed every inch of his body, then washed his hair.
Using a razor very carefully, he trimmed away the minute growth of hair on his
scrotum and his groin. He’d tried to fit in a waxing session but his regular
attendant was booked and he really didn’t want to try anyone else. He figured
he’d just do his own barbering the way he used to before he’d dived into the
lifestyle head first.


He hadn’t been able to get the picture of her out of his
head. It was damn inconvenient too, since he found himself drifting into a
daydream in the middle of work. And in his line of work he couldn’t afford to
be distracted. Sometimes he smiled to himself, knowing how shocked his partners
and associates would be if they knew the truth about him. In his public persona
he was the epitome of the alpha male. Control was essential. Perhaps that was
why the role of sexual submissive was both a release and a relief for him.


G had been his first Mistress and she’d trained him well. A
friend who was a Dom had invited him on a visit to Unfettered one night and
he’d been stunned at what he’d seen. Standing at the bar, sipping on a drink,
he’d seen so many variations of the lifestyle it made his head swim. And
unlocked something inside him. G had recognized it immediately, although it had
taken several visits for her to coax it out of him and break down his barriers.
Now he looked forward to it, an environment where he didn’t have to be the one
calling the shots. Controlling the situation.


Sometimes he wondered what it would be like to live this way
permanently. To find someone he could make that kind of commitment with. But
then all the negatives would pop into his head and chase it away.


Still, Dani was the first woman ever to make him even consider
rethinking that decision. He’d have to be very, very careful here.


Mistress Dani had left a request regarding his attire so
tonight he chose a pair of tightly fitted navy leather pants and a light blue
silk shirt. No underwear. On his wrist he wore the Unfettered temporary
bracelet—a male version of a collar—that would indicate to others he was taken.
At least for the moment. He swept his keys and wallet from the dresser, checked
himself once more in the mirror and headed for the door, an unfamiliar sense of
anticipation rising quickly within him.


* * * * *


“How did your first session as a Mistress go?” Alan asked.
“Did you enjoy it?”


Dani was surprised when he called her, although they had
become friends even more than lovers at the end. She knew he still cared for
her.


“It was…exhilarating,” she told him, turning off the tub
faucets. She was just about to step into her bath. “I never realized…”


“The power of power?” he finished for her, and chuckled.
“Have you scheduled another session?”


“Tonight, as a matter of fact.”


“Then I’ll let you get ready.” He paused. “Dani, I hope we
can continue our friendship. I truly respect you as a person, and I want you to
know I’m always here for you.”


“I’d like that too,” she told him.


“I hope that while we were together you absorbed enough from
me to help you,” he said. “I really think you’ll make a great Mistress.” She
could almost see him smiling. “I always sensed that need for control simmering
just beneath the surface, Dani. You made a wise choice to change roles and
follow your true nature.”


“Thank you, Alan. That means a lot to me. And yes, you
provided excellent guidelines of how a sub should be treated. I’ll always be
grateful to you for that.”


“Have fun tonight. I’ll call you soon.”


She took her time in the bath, washing meticulously and
relaxing in the fragrant steam that rose from the water. When she finally
stepped out onto the bathmat she felt loose and relaxed but as she went about
the process of dressing, she was gripped by a bad case of nerves. She hadn’t
been able to get Ethan Corelli out of her mind since she’d left Unfettered. At
night when she was on the edge of sleep the image of his strong masculine face
and his magnificent naked body would dance tantalizingly before her eyes and
moisture would soak her pussy.


Standing in front of her open closet, she studied the
dresses hanging there, finally selecting a very short white dress that closed
only with a bow at the side. Alan had given it to her and often ordered her to
wear it. It allowed him to use his fingers on her when they were out in public
without calling attention to what he was doing. Tonight she wore it for a
different reason. She deliberately left off her lingerie too. She’d been
fantasizing for two days about Ethan’s mouth on her, bringing her to completion
with only his lips and his tongue.


Shivering with excitement, she slipped her arms into her
coat, picked up her purse and entered the garage. She couldn’t wait for
tonight’s session to begin.


* * * * *


“Good evening, Mistress Dani.”


Hayden’s bald head gleamed in the reflected light of the
foyer chandelier.


“Hello, Hayden. I believe I’m on the schedule for tonight.”


“You certainly are.” He consulted his book, then plucked a
key card from the table next to him and handed it to her. “G has reserved the
Blue Room for you again. Your sub is waiting for you in the lounge.” He
grinned. “Enjoy yourself.”


“Oh I intend to.”


She trembled as she made her way to the bar, with nerves as
much as excitement.


Ethan was standing by the bar, chatting with another man.
She noticed two things immediately. He was wearing the temporary Unfettered
bracelet that identified him as taken for the evening, and he had on the
tightest pair of leather pants she’d ever seen. He’d taken her orders to heart
and a tiny thrill sparked inside her. He spotted her instantly and, excusing
himself, headed directly toward her. As he moved she could clearly see the flex
of every muscle beneath the leather of his slacks and the obvious outline of
his thick cock. Her mouth went dry but moisture flooded her pussy.


When he was barely a foot away he stopped and dipped his
head slightly.


“Good evening, Mistress.”


“Good evening, Ethan.” She suppressed a grin. “I must say,
those pants are outstanding on you. Please turn around so I can get the full
effect.”


He turned slowly, giving her full view of the way the tight
pants cupped his ass and delineated the crevice there. Dani was suddenly hit
with an image of Ethan with the dildo penetrating him and the juice of her
arousal trickled down her thigh. She reached out and stroked the cheeks of his
butt through the fabric. Oh yes. This man had a fine, fine ass. She could think
of many ways to use it.


“I am pleased,” she said, stepping back from Ethan.


She caught the barely concealed mischief gleaming in his
eyes. “I’m happy that my Mistress approves. May I get you something from the
bar?”


Did she want a drink? No, not tonight. She didn’t want even
the tiniest bit of alcohol to dull her senses.


“Thank you, but no. I’d like to go directly to our room.”


“As you wish, of course.” He handed his glass to a passing
attendant and waited for Dani to precede him.


Her hand shook slightly as she swiped the key card in the
slot and opened the blue painted door. The scent of ocean breeze in the air
greeted her as soon as she stepped inside. She’d requested candles with that
scent and was pleased to see they’d been lit ahead of time. The rest of the
room had been prepared for her also. All the lights except for the spotlight
were dimmed to enhance the candle flames, and the same soft jazz drifted in
from the speakers.


“Please stand under the light, Ethan,” she directed him.


Obediently he stood where she indicated, the light catching
the gold of his hair.


Dani put her purse on a chair in the corner and tossed her
light coat over the arm. Ethan had remained standing near the door, waiting for
her commands. When she turned and he saw what she was wearing his eyes widened.


“Do you approve of this dress?” she asked.


“It’s not for me to approve or disapprove,” he answered
evenly.


“I asked you a question,” she snapped, then inhaled slowly.
“Ethan. When I ask you a question I expect you to answer. There is no right or
wrong way. You will not be punished for your answer, only for not giving one. I
should give you ten strokes for this but perhaps I hadn’t made the rules clear.
Do you understand now?”


A muscle jumped in his cheek. “Yes, Mistress. Very clearly.
I just don’t want to do anything to displease you.”


Dani wondered if the sudden darkening of his cheeks was an
indication that he was happy to escape the punishment or disappointed that she
wouldn’t be administering it. Probably the latter, since she recalled it was an
activity that he enjoyed.


“Then answer my question.”


“I find you breathtaking in that dress, Mistress. I enjoy
seeing you in it. It arouses me.” His eyes burned into her. “I would enjoy even
more removing it.”


Dani laughed. “Perhaps if you’re very good you’ll get the
chance.” She pulled back the drape of the skirt to bare herself to him. “I had
my pussy waxed this week. Does that appeal to you? Would you rather I’d left
some hair?”


She watched as his eyes drifted lower to her mound and his
cock pulsed visibly behind the restraint of his fly.


“I like it just as it is.” His voice held the rough edge of
passion. “You have a beautiful pussy, Mistress, and it would be a shame to hide
it behind anything.”


“What would you like to do with it if I offered you your
choice?” Her senses were being so stimulated by their conversation she was
having trouble keeping herself together.


“If my Mistress would permit me, I would lap every inch of
it with my tongue, suck her clit with my lips and thrust my tongue inside her
to taste her juices, which I’m sure are better than even the finest aged
brandy.” As if to illustrate he very slowly ran his tongue over his lower lip.


Dani was wet, her cunt throbbing, the inner muscles
quivering at the thought of that tongue inside her.


“Perhaps we’ll get to that. But first I want to undress you.
Taste you. Feel you with my hands.”


“As my Mistress wishes.”


When she placed her hands flat against his chest she felt
fine tremors racing beneath his hot skin. So. He was just as affected as she
was. As a young sub she’d been taught that language could be as stimulating as
actions, and could also be an indication of a connection between people that
went beyond the sexual. If you could seduce someone with your voice, or be
seduced by them, it took the relationship to a whole new level. She’d never
really found it to any extent with her Masters, but with Ethan it seemed to be
there right from the beginning.


She wanted to do so many, many things with this man. Bend
him to her will in so many ways. But only if it gave him as much pleasure as
she received. And somehow with him she believed that was possible.


Very slowly she opened his shirt, one button at a time,
easing the tails out of his trousers and sliding the smooth fabric down his
arms until she could toss the garment to the corner. When she ran her hands
over his chest, beneath the soft curls of blond hair and the hard wall of
muscle she felt the hard beat of his heart. Oh yes. He was definitely affected.


Brushing her hands lightly over his skin, she found his
nipples and pinched them lightly. His breathing barely increased but his skin
grew even warmer. Impulsively she closed her lips over one nipple and sucked.
Hard. And was rewarded by a hissing intake of breath. She licked the little
bud, relishing the hitch in his breathing, and turned her attention to the
other one.


When he raised his hands to hold her head she lifted her
mouth. “Keep your hands at your sides, sub. Your body is mine to do with as I
wish, and it pleases me for you to stand absolutely still while I…pleasure
myself.”


“And me,” he told her in a strangled voice.


She was pressed up against him, hard enough to feel his cock
swell and push against the restraint of the leather. Suddenly she couldn’t wait
to see its magnificence again. Dropping to her knees, she slipped her hands
down his taut skin to the button at the top of his fly. She opened it very
slowly and slid the zipper down one notch at a time. He wore no underwear, as
she’d required, so the opening of the zipper released his erection. The moment
his cock was free his essence teased at her nostrils and she knelt and leaned
her face against it to more fully inhale him. Tension rode his body, vibrating
in every inch of him as he waited to see what she’d do next.


The leather pants were buttery soft, so even as tight as
they were she had little trouble easing them down his thighs. She drew them down
only as far as his knees, reaching between his thighs to cup his balls and roll
them in her fingers. Again Ethan made that hissing sound but otherwise he held
completely still.


Dani looked up. “I want you to stand completely still,
Ethan. Can you do that for me?”


“Yes, Mistress.” He ground out the words.


“No matter what I do.”


“No matter what you do,” he assured her, although his voice
was tight with his effort at restraint.


“Excellent. Give me a moment here.”


She rose, opened the cabinet on the wall and slid out one of
the drawers. Ah, there it was. The cock ring G had shown her the other night.
Turning back to Ethan, she dropped to her knees again.


“I know you’ve worn one of these before.” She showed it to
him. “I understand it is a favorite with many Dommes.”


“That’s correct,” he acknowledged.


With the spotlight illuminating his body she threaded his
cock through the two small straps and buckled them, then fastened the longer
one around his sac. He grunted when she tightened it.


“Am I causing you pain?” she asked. “You must tell me if
it’s the wrong kind.” When he didn’t say a word, she tugged on the apparatus,
enough to make him jump. “Damn it, Ethan, I told you I always want the truth.”


His hands tightened into fists. “It is…a little tight,
Mistress.”


“Can you bear it?” She looked up at him.


He gave a sharp, brief nod.


“Good then. You tell me when the pain becomes too much. I
want this tight enough so that no matter what I do you will not come until I
release you.”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“I haven’t forgotten that you desire the whip to begin each
session.” She trailed her fingertips over the taut muscles of his ass. “Yes,
I’ll enjoying striping this fine ass again.” She paused. “But you must ask me
for it.”


“I beg my Mistress to whip my ass so I may be properly
stimulated to receive whatever she wishes to do with me.”


Dani swallowed a smile. “Very good. I will give you your
wish. Take that small bench beside you and bring it around so it’s under the
spotlight with you.” She waited while he moved it, putting it precisely where
she told him. “Now. On your knees and bend over the bench.”


His jaw tightened but the dark flush on his cheeks told her
the anticipation of what was to come was arousing him further. He knelt so his
ass was in the air, his chest on the padded seat of the bench and his arms
hanging forward. There were manacles attached to each leg of the bench and Dani
locked two of them around his wrists. Her mouth watered as she stood behind
him, admiring his gorgeous ass. With her foot she nudged his legs farther
apart, so she could see his cock and his sac between his thighs. When she bent
and stroked her hand over them he jumped slightly.


“These are mine to touch,” she reminded him. “Tell me that.”


“Yes. Those are yours to touch.”


“What are mine, sub?”


“My cock and my balls. They are yours to do with as you
please.”


“Very good. You have earned your punishment.”


She took the same whip she’d used the night before,
feathered it over his buttocks and drew it through the tight crevice between
his cheeks. Teasing him with its light touch. Then without further warning she
snaked the whip and cracked its thin tongue across his skin, leaving a
satisfactory red stripe. His breathing hitched slightly, the only sign he
allowed that he was affected.


“Count for me, Ethan.”


And he did, all the way to ten, his deep voice getting
edgier and tighter with each thwack of the whip.


Dani stood back, admiring the crisscross pattern she’d
created. Dropping the whip, she moved around in front of him and lowered
herself to the floor so she could reach his cock, straining at its bindings.
Taking him in her fingers, she carefully licked the broad flat head, letting
the tip of her tongue ride the slit, teasing him with just the tip before
closing her lips around the hot, pulsing shaft. From the corner of one eye she
saw his fists tighten and the muscles in his thighs tensed, but he held his
position.


Dani sucked lightly, then hard, then lightly again, all the
while stroking his balls with the slim fingers of her other hand. His cock was
so hot and delicious. She loved the way it stretched her lips and pressed
against the roof of her mouth. Setting up a steady rhythm, she stroked her lips
up and down, each time taking him deeper inside. When his balls tightened she
knew he was near his climax and eased back. She wanted to make this last.


The dance took on a pattern of its own. She licked him, his
length, his balls, the flat crown of his head. Whenever she felt that tensing
in his sac she’d back off, dragging her fingernails down his length, then begin
again. It gave her an incredible sense of power to know she was controlling his
release this way, and she understood more than she had the first night how
sexually arousing it had been for her Masters to treat her that way.


But she was also tormenting herself and she had plans for
that. Rising to her feet, she pushed the slacks the rest of the way down his
legs. She helped him lift first one foot and then the other from the material
and shoved the leather pants along with his shoes to the side.


“I am not ready yet for you to come,” she told him. “First I
want to feel your tongue inside me, your mouth on me. I want to see how
talented you are in that particular area.”


“I assure you I will not displease.” There it was again,
just the faint edge of cockiness in his voice.


Dani wondered what this man did in his everyday life.
Obviously something where he was in complete control. He couldn’t quite shed
the mantle of it in a sub situation. So what made him enjoy the life of a sub?
What was it that took him one hundred and eighty degrees in the other direction
sexually? Would he tell her if she asked? If they went to a third session she’d
put it at the top of her list.


“Very well.” Carefully she removed the manacles, freeing him
from his position on the bench. “Kneel before me, sub.”


He dropped to his knees, his movements more graceful than
any other man she’d ever been with, somewhat difficult to accomplish with the
complicated cock ring binding his swollen, protesting erection.


“Place your hands behind you.”


He clasped his hands behind him, face upturned, his hot eyes
burning into her. She wondered for a brief moment what he’d be like if she let
him off the invisible leash. No. That would change the dynamics for both of
them. And the pleasure. But it exhilarated her that this sub had that kind of
fire burning inside him. It made taming him all the more exhilarating.


“Let me see how talented you are, sub. I want you to bring
me just to the edge of orgasm with your beautiful mouth. But first you have to
find my pussy. I will not help you.”


“I will do my best to serve you.”


Ethan moved forward just slightly on his knees, bent his
head and did exactly what she’d hoped when she put on this dress earlier. With
his teeth he carefully untied the bow and used his head to nudge apart the
fabric of the dress. It fell apart as it was meant to, leaving her all but
naked. As a reward Dani shrugged and let the dress fall to the floor.


“Does my Mistress permit me to tell her how glad I am she
chose not to wear anything under her dress tonight?”


Impudent bastard!


“I am always happy to receive signs of your pleasure.” She
smiled at him. “Now show me how much you appreciate it.”


She hadn’t thought it possible that he could stimulate her
so intensely without using his fingers at all, but Ethan Corelli was very well
trained. He probed her folds with the tip of his tongue, first finding the
bundle of nerves just peeping out from its protective hood and stroking it
before dragging his tongue the length of her slit. Dani widened her stance,
standing there clad only in the wicked heels she’d worn, and hoped she could
maintain her balance the way Ethan had. Not that she hadn’t been in this
position before. All her Masters had loved eating her pussy while she stood in
front of them, unable to balance herself, unable to do anything except take the
torment they dealt out, knowing if she came without being instructed to do so
or lost control and fell there would be punishment to follow. She was grateful
for that training now, and aroused by the fact that now it was her choice.


She couldn’t tear her eyes away from Ethan’s tongue as he
lapped at her cunt, stroking the slit, flicking her clit, then somehow managing
to thrust his tongue inside her without even using his fingers to open her.
Heat surged through her and lust coiled up from her belly dark and hard. She
hadn’t actually planned to fuck him tonight. For Dani that would mean
acknowledging the invisible connection she’d been fighting since the moment she
met this man, a connection that frightened her. But oh god, she had to feel
that cock inside her. She’d wrestle with her emotions later.


She heard her own breathing speed up and felt her heartbeat
increase, every pulse hammering away at her as Ethan lapped and sucked and
drove her toward completion.


“Stop.” She nearly shouted the word. “I order you to stop.”


He looked up at her, the liquid of her arousal glistening on
his lips and chin, his eyes puzzled.


“Am I displeasing my Mistress?”


“No. Not at all. But I wish to come with you inside me. Rise,
so I can release the cock ring.”


Ethan stood, hands still clasped behind his back, and
watched as she unfastened straps and opened buckles before tossing the
apparatus aside. Pulling a foil envelope from the cabinet, she tore it open. A
long, thick, fluffy pad lay rolled up in one corner. Dani pointed toward it.


“Bring that here and lay it flat,” she ordered. “I want you
to be comfortable.”


As soon as it was in place, she had Ethan stretch out full
length on his back and she lowered herself to straddle him. She bent her head
and licked the length of his cock before rolling the condom onto it.


It was suddenly important to her to have absolute control
over his orgasm. To have him climax inside her with nothing moving but the
automatic pulsing of his cock. No thrusting of hips. No hitching of his body.
No touching or holding with his hands.


“Do not move,” she told him. “At all. Just watch my eyes.
I’ll know when we’re both ready to come and I will move for both of us.”


His jaw clenched but he nodded in agreement.


Very carefully Dani lowered herself onto his shaft. It was
long and thick and she had to ease herself down, grateful that her pussy was so
drenched that she had sufficient lubrication. By the time she had taken in
every inch of him she felt stretched almost beyond capacity. She closed her
eyes for a moment to allow her body to adjust to the feel of him, then opened
them and looked directly into his. She saw fire burning in there, need hot and
greedy.


“Clasp your hands behind your head,” she directed.


Ethan did so, never taking his eyes from hers.


And then she moved, slowly at first, up and down, rocking
slightly each time, letting her pussy adapt to the feel of him. But her body
soon grew impatient, her nerves firing randomly, her pulse racing faster and
harder, the muscles in her belly clenching with a demanding greed. She
increased her pace, faster, faster, faster. She could tell by watching his face
the effort it was costing Ethan to keep still and not move with her. She stared
into his eyes, watching for the sign that he was ready. Waiting. Waiting.


Her orgasm exploded without warning, hot cream pouring from
her, her pussy clamping around him like a fist and milking him. His release was
barely a second behind hers. He did as she’d ordered and kept his body still,
although the effort to do so was unmistakable. And inside her that magnificent
shaft pulsed and throbbed and spurted hot semen into the thin latex sheath.


Dani’s entire body pulsed with her climax, tremors pounding
through her, emanating from her clasping pussy. A climax more intense than any
she’d ever experienced with any of her Masters, even when they’d used every
device and method to draw out her arousal and make her wait interminably to
come. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t hear, couldn’t do anything except throb
and throb and drench Ethan’s cock and balls with her fluid.


At last, spent, she collapsed on his chest.


“You may put your arms around me,” she gasped, dragging air
into her lungs.


But when he did, an emotion so strong it made her panic
swept over her. What the hell was going on? Calling up her last bit of
strength, she rose from Ethan’s prone body. Using the wipes and cloth in the
cabinet, she removed the condom and carefully cleaned her sub. She was almost
afraid to look at him again, wondering if the intensity of what she was feeling
would be reflected in his eyes. Hoping it would, yet at the same time panicked.


“I think we’re done for the night,” she said with as much
dignity as she could muster.


Suddenly she couldn’t wait to get out of there.






Chapter Six


 


Dani depressed the button on her answering machine and
played the message back for the tenth time. She’d been listening to it at
intervals since she got home, her mind whirling as she tried to decide what to
do.


“Dani?” G’s melodious voice. “You haven’t returned any of my
calls or scheduled another appointment. Ethan is concerned that he displeased
you in some way. If there’s a problem I urge you to come talk to me about it.
Whatever it is, we can work it out.”


No. You can’t. I only wanted to play, to see if I really
was a Mistress after all. Maybe try a few different subs. I didn’t expect to
fall for this man I know nothing about.


You couldn’t fall in love with a man you’d only been with
twice, could you? Was that even possible? And what the hell did she really know
about him? She had no idea what his public life was like. Maybe she wouldn’t
even fit in. Maybe he wouldn’t even want her to fit in. But there had
been that connection. It was so strong it was almost alive. She knew he
felt it too. It was there in his eyes whenever he looked at her.


She’d been obsessing about him since she left Unfettered,
something rare for her. She’d had wonderful relationships with her Doms but
never, ever obsessed about any of them. Or wanted anything beyond the time they
spent together. Certainly not to blend their lives, to make a connection beyond
their D/s play. Permanence scared her.


And this man, beneath the surface, had a core of strength
that could either give her sanctuary or scare the life out of her. She didn’t
want someone she always had to fight with to see who was going to be on top.
Now that she’d found her strength she didn’t want to give it up.


She wanted the man she was with to appreciate her for that
strength. To respect her for it. Cherish her for it. Love her for it.


Love? Ohmigod!


Well, sitting around chewing her fingernails accomplished
nothing. She desperately wanted to see Ethan Corelli again. If it crashed and
burned, she’d just tend to her scars and start all over again.


Pouring a glass of wine, she carried it into her bedroom and
sat on the bed while she listened to the message yet another time. Well, she’d
never considered herself a coward, so why was she running away now?


Because I’ve always held some part of myself back from
every relationship and now I’m afraid of losing it to a man I hardly know.


Coward!


Well, that was the damn truth. And she couldn’t allow
herself to hide from it forever.


Taking another sip of wine to fortify herself, she picked up
the phone and dialed the number on the card.


“1-800-DOM-help. How may I help you?” The voice was just as
disconnected as the first time.


“I would like to speak to Mistress G at Unfettered.” She
hoped she didn’t sound as shaky to whoever this was as she did to herself.
“Tell her it’s Dani.”


“One moment, please.”


She drank more of the wine as she listened to a series of
clicks on the phone.


“Dani? I’m so glad you called. Ethan and I have both been
very concerned about you.”


“I’m fine. Really.”


Liar.


“I sense a problem that you’re reluctant to talk about.”
There was a moment’s pause. “Dani, I’ve known Ethan for a long time. Besides
being an excellent sub he’s an incredible human being. I’d trust him with my
life. So whatever is bothering you, we can work it out.”


“I have feelings for him I didn’t expect,” she blurted out,
and drained the rest of the wine.


“I thought it might be something like that.” G’s voice was
soft and soothing. “Would it help if I told you he’s wrestling with exactly the
same problem?”


Dani was stunned. “He is?”


“Indeed.” She chuckled. “He’s very anxious to see you again,
outside the club. He’s convinced that if he sees you in a different environment
he can convince you to continue exploring the relationship.”


“Outside the club.” In the open. Leaving her no one like G
to pull her out if she needed it.


“Would you be willing to do that?” When Dani didn’t answer
immediately she continued, “He has his own reservations about relationships,
Dani. I think it would be a positive thing for the two of you to meet. May I
set something up for the two of you?”


Dani nibbled on her lower lip. Could she? Take this chance?
See if in her newly acknowledged role she could find the relationship that had
always escaped her?


“Yes. Okay.” She thought for a minute. “Tomorrow is
Saturday. If he’s available, there’s a little restaurant that serves a great
brunch.” She gave G the details. “I’ll be there at eleven in the morning. If…
If he decides not to show I’ll understand.”


“I think you can count on him being there,” G assured her.
“Let me make the call. Unless you hear back from me, then the meeting is on.”


Dani replaced the phone and went to pour more wine. Had she
just made the biggest mistake of her life or taken the biggest step forward?


I guess tomorrow I’ll find out.


* * * * *


When she entered the restaurant the room was filled with
people, the air crowded with the buzz of conversation. Ethan was already
waiting for her at a table in the far corner. He stood as she approached, those
beautiful lips curved in a smile.


“Thank you for agreeing to this.” He pulled her chair out
for her, waited until she was comfortable before he sat down again.


“I… It’s…” She shook her head. She was losing it and she’d
just gotten here. “You’re welcome. Thank you for asking for this.”


A waitress brought menus, filled coffee cups, said she’d be
back for their orders.


He reached across the table and took one of her hands
lightly in his, a bold move for a sub to touch without permission. But then,
she’d already accepted the fact that he was no ordinary sub.


“I worried that I’d offended you in some way. Or worse,
displeased you.”


Dani shook her head. “No. Not at all.”


She looked directly across the table at him, searching for
an answer to her unspoken question. Yes! There it was. That spark, that
connection, that sense of something that didn’t get left behind in the D/s
playroom. But he sat there, just watching her with those hazel eyes, as if
waiting for her to make the first move. Say the first words. If they were in
D/s play she’d outwait him, then punish him for taking so long. But this was
different. This would determine if they fit outside the walls of Unfettered or
not.


Inhaling deeply, Dani let her breath out on a slow
exhalation. She’d already made up her mind to lay it all out for him. He’d
either run for the hills—or G, most likely—or they’d move forward. But she
refused to lie either to him or to herself. Not if they were going to have any
kind of relationship beyond Unfettered.


“I need to tell you a little about myself first,” she began.
“I have a job that requires me to be very precise in everything I do.”


“Oh?” He lifted an eyebrow. “And what would that be?”


“I’m a computer programmer.” She stopped and waited for some
kind of comment.


“You’re right,” he agreed. “A very precise job. It means
you’re used to taking direction. And following orders.”


“I am. I think that’s what made me a good sub.” Another deep
breath. “But I finally realized that what I want in my sex life—in my personal
life—was something completely opposite. An area where I could be the one in
control and earn trust instead of giving it.” She gave a short laugh. “Although
I guess that really works both ways. The trust, I mean.”


He squeezed her hand gently. “Yes, it does.”


“Anyway.” She sipped at her coffee. “When I called the 1-800
number and set up the appointment at Unfettered I really had no idea what to
expect. Would I like the role reversal? Would the sub I met be weak? Strong?
Would I even like the person?” She looked at him earnestly. “That’s very
important to me, Ethan. The liking, I mean.”


“I understand.”


“And it has to be someone who respects the fact that I
seldom take the lifestyle outside the house. Certainly not in my work. I deal
with high-powered businessmen who are demanding in what they want. I can’t put
myself in a compromising position. My reputation is the only thing I have to
sell.”


It really had started out as a game to her, to see if she
had been a Mistress in disguise all these years. The possibility of the sexual
excesses available in a place like Unfettered had tempted her, beckoned her
like an addiction she couldn’t walk away from. The intense sexual satisfaction
she’d found immediately convinced her that her instincts were right. And a
prolonged sexual relationship with a sub would be satisfying without
complicating her life. She could walk away any time.


The electricity that sparked between her and Ethan with
nuclear force was more than she’d bargained for when she set up that first
appointment at Unfettered. The very thing she’d avoided all her life was
suddenly grabbing her and refusing to let go, and she had no idea how to handle
it. So she’d run away from it, avoiding the club. Avoiding everything.


She fiddled with her silverware, something to do with her
hands. “What I didn’t expect was to…connect with someone the way we did. To
have these…feelings for you that I’m not sure what to do with. But I know I
want more than a few hours at Unfettered. And if that’s not what you want, you
have to tell me now.”


They were interrupted again while the waitress took their
order. Neither of them had studied the menu so they both ordered the brunch
special. When the waitress had taken the menus and left, Ethan leaned across
the table. He’d never released his hold on her hand. She waited in an agony of
suspense while he studied her face, wondering if he was going to say, ”Thanks
but no thanks”, get up and walk out. Or something else.


“I’m in a situation a lot like yours,” he began. “And
because I do trust you—and because I agree there’s a connection between us that
scares me as much as I think it does you—I’ll tell you about myself.” Idly he
stirred his coffee. “First of all I’m an attorney. International law.”


Her eyebrows rose nearly to her hairline. “Attorney?”


Not a career she’d have expected from him. Although she
could certainly see him in the role now that he’d brought it out into the open.


He gave a rueful smile. “Doesn’t quite go with the sub
image, right? You can see why I have to be so careful. This is not something my
partners or clients would understand. So I have as much at risk as you do. I
need someone who also understands that I have to maintain control in every
other area of my life, so giving it up to the right person is more satisfying
to me than anything else.”


He leaned back in his chair. “It’s why I’ve never allowed
myself the privilege of a long-term relationship. I’ve never met anyone I could
trust to keep our personal life separate from everything else. To control the
overt need to dominate in the presence of others not in the life. At least not
in ways that would be very obvious and prompt unwanted questions.”


Dani nodded. “Me too. I’ve been lucky with my Masters.
They’ve all respected my boundaries.” She lifted her coffee cup to her lips,
not sure what to say next.


“Dani.”


When she looked up his eyes were burning into hers with an
intense gaze.


 


Ethan hoped he hadn’t made a mistake here. He’d never felt
the powerful tug with another human being the way he had from the moment he met
Dani Maguire. It was the emotion, something he’d kept carefully locked away and
protected. But she looked at him and his heart had cracked wide open. Son of a
bitch.


After that first night she’d invaded his waking moments and
his dreams, distracting him when he needed to concentrate, pulling at something
inside him that he’d kept carefully locked away. Exposing himself to her like
this was a risk, but the alternative was not to see her again and he couldn’t
accept that.


“So let’s acknowledge there’s something here that neither of
us looked for or expected.” He held himself still as he waited for her answer,
scarcely able to breathe. She’d said the words first. He hoped she meant them.


When she smiled at him every muscle in his body seemed to
relax.


“I was afraid you’d get up and walk out.”


He laughed. “Not even an option. We have something special
here and I want to pursue it. With the condition that if it doesn’t work we
each go our own way and respect the other’s need for confidentiality.”


“All right. I’d like that too.”


Thank god. Because I can’t wait for you to tie me up and
use my body any way it pleases you. I will walk naked in the house, fuck you
ten times a day, eat your pussy every morning if you desire that. And I will
take care of you, if you let me. And you may punish me in a suitable way any
time I disappoint you.


“But, Ethan?”


He tensed. Was she changing her mind? Setting restrictions
that would doom this before it even got started?


“Yes, Mistress?”


“I sense a great strength in you, and a need to protect your
Mistress. I don’t want you to lose that.”


He thought his smile would crack his cheeks. “I can assure
you that won’t happen.”


Mischief danced in her eyes. “Then I suggest we finish our
brunch. I have some excellent ideas on how to spend the rest of the weekend.”


* * * * *


At first they tried an overnight. Then a weekend. There had
been a lot of testing of each other, checking boundaries, seeing how far they
could push each other. How much more they could trust each other. Trying each
other out, in private and in public. And because Ethan had more to lose than
Dani, he was the one to hold back the most. Make her prove herself to him as
his Mistress.


The first time they went out in public—to a restaurant a lot
of his friends frequented—she caught him watching her several times, as if
waiting for her to open her mouth and expose him. Embarrass him in front of
friends. She was so angry at the complete lack of trust that she’d worked so
hard to earn that when they got home she made him shower and then whipped him
twenty times on wet skin, increasing the threshold of pain. She sucked his cock
until he was ready to come then bound him in a cock ring, greased a plug that
she inserted in his ass and made him go to bed that way.


The next time instead of being edgy he was more
solicitous—courteous, attentive. Almost but not quite in his total sub
personality. And little by little the trust grew until one night he said he’d
like to accept an invitation for a small dinner that one of his partners was
giving. Dani quelled both her nervousness and her excitement, dressing with
great care to impress the people in his world. For the first time Ethan was
relaxed all evening, laughing and joking, his arm around her or his hand
possessively at the small of her back. Fetching her a drink. Fixing her napkin.
And it wasn’t She’s mine. It was I’m hers. A blatant statement.
If they hadn’t been surrounded by people who were strangers to her she would
have kissed him.


She rewarded him for his behavior by giving him his ten
strokes then taking him into her body and ordering him to fuck her with very
long, slow, delicious strokes that drew out the pleasure for both of them.


They even spent a few evenings at Unfettered, where she
played with him in the public areas, showing him off to the other envious
Mistresses. Dani couldn’t believe how much she enjoyed this role.


The day they actually began living together—in his condo
where there was more room and more accessibility to things they needed—she knew
a major barrier had crumbled. She learned that one of the most enjoyable sides
to being a mistress was caring for her sub after one of their sessions. Bathing
him. Soothing him. Tending to the marks of the whip. All of this because her
sub had served her well and now she would reward him.


And the emotional connection neither had expected grew
stronger every day. Sometimes she’d find little gifts tucked into her
briefcase. Or a rose on her pillow when she came home from work. One day Ethan
borrowed a boat from one of his clients and they spent the day out on the water
in a secluded cove playing games. He was a thoughtful, caring sub who also
stood as her protector against the world. They made each other feel safe.


But the biggest thing happened when, after a particularly
satisfying session, he knelt before her, kissed his way from her feet up past
her knees to her pussy, then stood and with his lips pressed to hers whispered,
“I love you.” Words freely given.


Today was the three-month anniversary of them living
together. Some days Ethan would come home stressed from his clients and Dani
would carefully pick her way through the emotional minefield, trying to
determine how far she could push him. She learned after a while that those were
the times he wanted her to be the hardest on him. Push him the most. Punishment
was his release from tension and he welcomed it, the more intense the better.


Sometimes she would fasten on one of the selection of cock
rings they’d ordered on the internet. Then she’d make him stand with his hands
behind his back while she teased him with her mouth, sucking his balls and
licking his cock until he practically begged her to let him come. Sometimes she
would order him just to take her standing up, both of them still half-dressed,
like two rutting fools.


Now Ethan was on his knees on their huge bed, arms
outstretched so his wrists could be manacled to the headboard. Dani knelt
behind him, reaching between his thighs to fondle the sac containing his
testicles, getting him ready for what came next. She’d made him eat breakfast
naked, sitting across from him and teasing his cock with her bare feet while
she smiled and chatted about their week. Then, while he stood at the sink
rinsing the dishes and stacking them in the dishwasher she traced her fingers
along the crevice of his ass, stopping now and then to probe at the tight ring
of his anus.


Not as tight as it was before I started making him wear
the plug every day this week.


She smiled thinking of that, the high-priced attorney in his
three-thousand-dollar suits, meeting with his international clients, with a
stainless steel plug firmly seated in his rectum. She wondered how he handled
it when the sensations it caused gave him a raging erection. It was a
well-understood rule that he never do anything to give himself release during
the day. That was for her to do as soon as they were at home.


And now she was going to reward him in a way she hoped he
would accept. If he was very good and came very hard for her, she had a special
present for him. The anticipation of giving it to him had made her nervous all
week.


Tonight they were trying her new toy, one that had just
arrived the day before. She found that anal stimulation intensified his
pleasure more than anything except when she allowed him to eat her pussy, so
she’d collected a selection of plugs and dildoes. This was something that gave
them simultaneous pleasure, a dildo that she could attached to herself with a
network of straps. One of its features was a clit stimulator that worked with
the movement of her body.


They’d showered and she’d oiled his body completely, then
attached tiny clamps to his nipples. Now, with his rectum properly lubed and
his cock swollen and pulsing inside the ring she’d buckled him into, she was
inching the dildo inside a little at a time. She rocked her hips the way she
liked Ethan to when he was fucking her. In, out. Forward, back. His breathing
was already ragged, his skin hot to the touch.


“Please, Mistress,” he begged. “I implore you.”


“Do you want to feel this all the way in your ass?” she
asked, her movements slow and steady.


“Yes. I do.” He let out a ragged breath. “If it pleases
you.”


“Oh it pleases me all right,” she chuckled, her own pulse
racing like mad, her cunt dripping web and throbbing. “Shall I move faster?”


“Yes.” He groaned. “Please.”


She loved riding him like this, her big stallion. Maybe
tomorrow night they’d go to the new club they’d joined and she’d tether him to
a saddle and ride him until he exploded. The image of that aroused her to such
a degree she unconsciously picked up the pace. The pressure on her clit was
agonizing, driving her to a fever pitch. She was hanging onto her own control
by a thread, excited both by the new toy and the prospect of what came after
this.


“You will come on my command,” she told him, increasing her
pace, moving harder and faster.


The orgasm rose within her, driving into her like a
bulldozer.


“Now,” she ordered, pressed the base of the dildo to release
the thick liquid it contained into his ass and shaking with her own climax.


Ohgodohgodohgod.


Spasms racked her, threatening to shatter her, as Ethan’s
big lean body shuddered again and again. She managed to lean against him and
reached a hand around to his cock, feeling the thick spurts of semen, rubbing
it onto the hot shaft.


When it was over she barely had enough energy to withdraw
from him, but it was her responsibility as his Mistress to care for him. She
withdrew slowly and climbed off the bed on shaky legs, unbuckling the harness
that held the dildo to her body before removing the cock ring from Ethan’s
shaft. Nudging him to roll over, she took the towels she used to cover the
sheet and cleaned him carefully, then wadded them up and dropped them in the
hamper.


“Shower,” she told him, urging him to his feet.


The hot steam revived them, although if they hadn’t been
leaning against each other Dani wasn’t sure if they would have made it. But
mindful of her responsibilities, she soaped a cloth and washed him thoroughly,
removing every trace of the oil, cleaning his ass of the viscous liquid she’d
shot into it.


At long last, washed and dried, they moved back into the
bedroom. Ethan pulled on a pair of sweatpants and Dani tugged a t-shirt over
her head. They’d remove them before going to sleep but for now they’d wear them
for lounging.


Her hands trembled slightly as she removed the little box
she’d picked up on the way home that day, carried it to the bed where Ethan sat
cross-legged and handed it to him.


He lifted an eyebrow. “What’s this?”


She wet her lips nervously. “It’s our three-month
anniversary. We’ve tested each other, walked warily around our problems, and
built enough trust between us that I can tell you this.” She let out a slow
breath. “Ethan Corelli, I love you and I want to be with you forever. I offer
you this as a token of my love.” When he didn’t do anything she said
impatiently, “Well, open it! I want to be sure you like it.”


A slow smile curved his lips. “I’m sure I’ll love anything
you give me.” He leaned forward and brushed his lips against her. “And just for
the record, I love you too.”


She watched anxiously as he opened the box and removed the
narrow gold bracelet inside. A typical masculine identification bracelet, it
had a wide band with his name engraved on it and intricate links forming the
rest of it.


Ethan stared at it. “Mistress, this is beautiful.”


“If you wear it always, those of our friends and acquaintances
in the vanilla portion of our lives will see it as a nice piece of masculine
jewelry. I hope. And others will know that you belong to me. And only me.”


He chuckled. “I think that’s already pretty obvious. Here.”
He held out his hand with the bracelet resting on it. “Come help me put this
on.”


Dani lifted the bracelet and turned it over. On the back of
the identification plate was one word in script. Mine.


His face sobered. “I am yours, Mistress. Always. And
I will gladly shout it to the world.”


She fastened the bracelet around his wrist, then climbed up
onto the bed with him. He pulled her close to him between his thighs.


“I do love you, Dani. Mistress. And I will be yours
forever.”


“Forever,” she agreed, and leaned into his kiss.








About the Author


 


I always wonder what readers really want to know when I
write one of these things. Getting to this point in my career has been an interesting
journey. I’ve managed rock and roll bands and organized concerts. Been the only
female on the sports staff of a university newspaper. Immersed myself in
Nashville peddling a country singer. Lived in five different states. Married
two very interesting but totally different men.


I think I must have lived in Texas in another life, because
the minute I set foot on Texas soil I knew I was home. Living in Texas Hill
Country gives me inspiration for more stories than I’ll probably ever be able
to tell, what with all the sexy cowboys who surround me and the gorgeous
scenery that provides a great setting.


Each day is a new adventure for me, as my characters come to
life on the pages of my current work in progress. I’m absolutely compulsive
about it when I’m writing and thank all the gods and goddesses that I have such
a terrific husband who encourages my writing and puts up with my obsession. As
a multi-published author, I love to hear from my readers. Their input keeps my
mind fresh and always hunting for new ideas.


 


Desiree welcomes comments from readers. You can find her
website and email address on her author bio page
at www.ellorascave.com.


 


 


 


Tell Us What You Think


We appreciate hearing reader opinions about our books. You
can email us at Comments@EllorasCave.com.









Also by Desiree Holt


 


Cougar
Challenge: Hot to Trot


Cupid’s Shaft


Dancing
With Danger


Diamond Lady


Double Entry


Driven by
Hunger


Eagle’s Run


Ellora’s
Cavemen: Flavors of Ecstasy I anthology


Mistletoe Magic:
Elven Magic with Regina Carlysle & Cindy Spencer Pape


Mistletoe
Magic: Touch of Magic


Emerald Green


Escape the
Night


Hot Moon
Rising


Hot,
Wicked and Wild


I Dare You


Journey
to the Pearl


Just Say Yes


Kidnapping
the Groom with Allie Standifer


Letting Go


Line of Sight


Lust by
Moonlight


Lust
Unleashed


Night Heat


Once Burned


Once
Upon a Wedding


Riding
Out the Storm


Rodeo Heat


Seductive
Illusion with Allie Standifer


Switched


Teaching
Molly


Trouble
in Cowboy Boots


Turn up the Heat 1:
Scorched with Allie Standifer


Turn up the Heat 2:
Scalded with Allie Standifer


Turn up the Heat 3:
Singed with Allie Standifer


Turn up the Heat 4:
Steamed with Allie Standifer


Until the
Dawn with Cerise DeLand


Wedding Belles: Something
Borrowed


Where
Danger Hides


 


Print books by Desiree Holt


 


Age and
Experience anthology


Candy
Caresses anthology


Cougar
Challenge: Tease the Cougar anthology


Demanding
Diamonds anthology


Ellora’s
Cavemen: Flavors of Ecstasy I anthology


Erotic
Emerald anthology


Mistletoe
Magic anthology


Naughty
Nuptials anthology


Rodeo Heat


Where
Danger Hides


 









 


Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the
multiple award-winning publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer ebooks or
paperbacks, be sure to visit EC on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic
reading experience that will leave you breathless.


 


www.ellorascave.com


 


image001.jpg





image002.jpg
ELL@AVE
> <4

Wncx e





cover.jpeg
ErLoras Cave TABOO Ny | o






