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Dedication

To all my readers who are Rawhide fans and who keep this series going and to my incredible editor Diana Carlile who has a world of patience with me and an unmatched skill as an editor.


PRAISE FOR AUTHOR

Desiree Holt

“Desiree Holt is a must buy author for me and the start of this new series is the reason why…I couldn’t help but keep reading in order to find out how things would end…The action and mystery were fabulous in this story, fast paced and yet still not rushed or incomplete…While I have yet to come across anything Ms. Holt has written that I dislike, I admit her suspense stories are my favourite and this one is definitely tops.”

~Night Owl Reviews

SILENCING MEMORIES

“Once again Ms. Holt mesmerized me with her fabulous character development, her intelligent scenario, the steamy heat, and the sweet romance. When this is combined with every other fascinating element of this story, it was no wonder I couldn’t put it down. I have to say this is by far my favourite story by this author, and if I could give it higher than a five star rating I would.”

~Night Owl Reviews


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 on the floor 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. 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. He wasn’t happy, but when he finished he hadn’t said a word. He’d simply bent down to kiss her and gone 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. “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.”

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 afterwards. 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 wine glass while she sipped.

What more could she ask for?

Something that calls to my heart as well as my body. Something where my every thought and breath is not under someone else’s control.

Really, Dani?

She’d been dismayed when she realized the emotional connection she’d felt with Alan had faded until it was almost nonexistent. She had gone into this relationship hoping for one that would last. One that would be her future. Something was missing from her life. She wanted that lasting connection and was sorely disappointed to realize at last that this wasn’t where it was happening.

And now this other thing, this resentment at everything dictated by him. But that’s what a Dom did, right? Up until now, that was what she wanted. Right? Wasn’t it?

“Did you hear me?” Alan 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 core radiated outwards, humming 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 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, and 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 ear lobe. “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?

Lately, her emotions and her needs had become a jumbled mess. Unwilling to hurt the man who was such an incredible Dom, she struggled with her feelings and resentments until she knew ending this would be best for them both.

End it?

Her heart ached at the thought, even as she knew they were at that point. At least she was.

“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, let it out slowly, and said the words 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, to 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 only 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 arm chair 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 sad about this. I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you for the world.”

He was silent for so long, sipping at his wine, 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 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. She certainly didn’t want to tell him the connection between them had faded or that the dynamics were changing. Alan was a wonderful Dom, and he deserved the truth. At least part of it. Maybe he could give her some advice. The rest she’d have to figure out herself.

“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.”

“Thanks you.” She smiled, 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 Rawhide and tried to slow her breathing. She’d never been to this particular club before. In point of fact, it was private. She hadn’t even known it existed until she ran into Katie Halliday at a party. They’d been friends in Atlanta, meeting at a club Dani visited and Katie managed and where her now husband was an active member. When they met for lunch to catch up on things, she was excited to learn that Katie’s husband was a part owner of a very exclusive dungeon.

She explained about the great business opportunity that had her now living in San Antonio and that she was looking for a place to play. And who better to confide in about her need for a role reversal than Katie. Dani had no idea where to begin until she learned about Rawhide.

“We can help you with that,” Katie assured her. “We have great instructors at Rawhide. Not to worry. I’ll get you a guest pass and set it all up for you. If it suits, we can discuss a permanent membership.”

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

Standing in the parking lot, she watched each time the door of the huge old house opened to admit clients, then closed again. Uncertain of the people in a new environment, Katie had offered to select a sub for her this first time. Now here she was standing 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 petite woman in leather pants and vest smiled at her.

“Good evening.”

“Good evening,” Dani echoed and presented the guest card Katie had given her.

“Welcome to Rawhide. May I have your name?”

Dani wet her lips. “It’s—”

“I’ll take it from here, Libby.”

A man, well over six feet with sharp features and a thick mane of black hair, came down the short hallway toward her. He held out his hand to her. “Clint Chavez. Reece’s partner.”

“Dani Maguire.”

His handshake was warm and firm.

Libby leaned toward her and whispered, “He’s taken.” Then she added, “Damn it!”

“Welcome to Rawhide, Dani.” His mouth curved in a smile. “Katie said to be sure and take special care of you. This way.” He guided her to a door halfway down a short hallway. “We have lockers in there so why don’t you store your things in there, and I’ll take you to the lounge.”

Dani stashed her short jacket and her purse, knowing, when she was ready to leave, someone would open the locker for her.

Clint Chavez smiled at her. “This way. Mistress G is waiting for you.”

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 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 safewords were observed and people did not break the rules. 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.

She 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 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.

Dani hadn’t made too many friends yet since moving, but she did wonder if she’d see anyone she knew here. She scanned the room, but no familiar faces popped out at her. Okay, not yet. And maybe that was for the best. She could explore the new her without self-consciousness.

The lounge and bar overlooked two glass-walled rooms with curtains that were open. She was familiar with the public rooms. Every club she frequented had them. Usually they were reserved by the most experienced Masters and Mistresses skilled at putting on a show.

In one room, a naked woman stretched out on a spanking bench. A man was in the process of fastening restraints on her ankles and wrists. In the other room, two men were stroking the body of a woman laying full out between them with her arms above her head. The audience watched, as if a movie was unfolding.

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 was totally private. Instructions were never given in a public venue.

“Here we are.”

Clint paused at a small conversation area. A striking redhead sat on a small settee with her long slim legs crossed, her lithe body shown off to advantage in a dress that clung lovingly to her frame. Dani assumed that was Mistress G. Then her glance fell on the man seated next to her, and a spear of electricity stabbed through her, lighting up every one of her nerve endings. Her suddenly thundering pulse throbbed in all the key places, especially between her thighs. But it was the invisible connection that stretched like a taut wire between them, something that went beyond the physical, something that suddenly scared her and made every bit of saliva in her mouth dry up.

What the hell?

She didn’t do emotions, not even with Alan. But with the man so obviously waiting for her, she felt a strong and powerful tug and could not stop staring at him.

“G?” Clint addressed the redhead. “Meet Dani. She is a special guest of the Hallidays.”

Dani noticed he had deliberately left off her last name. She had told Katie she did not have a club name so this was to maintain as much anonymity as she could.

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. “

“Thank you. I…appreciate this.”

“Our pleasure. Remember, if anything in this initial meeting disturbs either of you, then we’ll cancel and reschedule you with another sub. We make every effort to create a perfect match.” She gestured toward the man. “This is Ethan Corelli. He is a trained submissive, currently without a partner, and often comes here just for an evening’s interaction. He’s participated in training sessions before and indicated he was eager to meet you and 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. Again, unfamiliar emotions galloped through her like speed demons, certain to get her in trouble if she didn’t corral them.

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 linen shirt and tailored slacks he was wearing did little to hide the lean muscular body they covered. Dark blond hair hung to his collar, framing a harsh masculine face with strong lines, a square jaw and penetrating hazel eyes that seemed to change color even as she looked at them.

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. That slight contact between them sent her emotions rocketing again, and she did her best to pull her fraying control together. It would not do to lose her discipline during her first training session.

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

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. As if the touch of his hand on hers wasn’t enough, though, excitement at the first acknowledgement of her new role made the muscles of her pussy clench.

Then he raised his head and looked at her, and she was shocked to see a reflection of her own feelings swirling in those erotic hazel eyes. In an instant, they vanished, and she wondered if she had just imagined them. Oh, lord!

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. As casually as possible, she extracted her hand and silently prayed for a calm demeanor. She couldn’t afford for her instructor 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 placed 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 had no idea what kind of man she’d end up with and it concerned her. She’d paid little attention to male subs on the visits she 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 and there wouldn’t be a challenge. Although, why that image popped into her mind she had no idea. She certainly hadn’t been a mouse in any of her 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 sheer short dress with a neckline that exposed almost every bit of her breasts had appeared beside them.

“Ice water,” Dani told her.

The others ordered the same. Katie had explained that Rawhide, like the club in Atlanta, did not serve alcohol. Nothing could be allowed to cloud judgment and create problems.

Ethan leaned back and as he did so, he let his eyes take a quick tour of her body before quickly lowering his gaze. Okay, so he was checking her out. Fair enough.

The ice water was delivered, and Dani sipped hers slowly and studied her sub for the evening. She imagined ordering him to close those full, sensuous lips 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.

She clenched her thighs at the ripple of sensation in her pussy. She had never expected that even the anticipation of being a Domme would arouse her to such an extent.

As befitted a trained sub, Ethan spoke only when addressed directly. Although his expression was arranged in what she assumed was meant to be subservience and humility, Dani again felt his eyes looking at her through his lowered lashes and caressing every inch of her body. 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.

G smiled at her. “I want to assure you 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 certainly didn’t want to start out with someone carrying baggage from previous relationships. She was having enough trouble with this unexpected, emotional sizzle that she needed to put in storage.

“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 his gaze burned into her.

Something unexpected was happening here, and it would be up to her to control it. But who on earth could have predicted her first session as a Mistress would send her emotions rioting. This was not the time for that.

She wet her lips. “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.

It seemed this complex man knew exactly how to push her buttons while still serving as a good sub, and she wasn’t quite sure what to do about it. Should she ask for another sub?

No! Are you a fool?

After tonight, if G approved, she’d be free to look for her own sub, experimenting with different men. Except they hadn’t even gotten past the introductions, and she didn’t think she’d want anyone else.

Him! I want him!

She gave herself a mental shake.

“Remove your shirt,” she ordered, unable to deny herself any longer the sight of what his clothing was hiding.

Eyes lowered appropriately, Ethan unbuttoned 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 and ran a hand 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 gaze to his crotch, his cock tented his fly very nicely.

Almost as an afterthought, she brushed her hand over his slacks, bumping 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 evident, giving his words a slightly hard edge. Oh, yes, this was the best possible sub the club could have assigned to her.

“I’d like you to take off your shoes. 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, one that made sexual pleasure an erotic dance.

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

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

They were in a very secluded corner of the lounge, 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 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 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. Dani’s mouth went dry at the sight of a cock so glorious she couldn’t stop 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 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 eyes roamed over his body, taking in the sculpted 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 the lips. She only hoped when she stood up, there wasn’t an embarrassing wet spot on her skirt.

She looked at G. “Thank you for selecting such a delicious sub. I’m ready to move with him to a private room. I was told one would be available for me.”

“That’s correct. 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. Come, Ethan. We have things to do.”

Dani watched them leave the lounge and inhaled a deep breath, letting it out slowly and praying that, whatever this unexpected connection was with Ethan, she could bury it before she walked into the private room. This was about sex. Nothing more. That was all. She hoped.


Chapter Three

Ethan lay on the padded table, eyes closed, mentally preparing himself for the hour ahead. He was glad G had chosen this room. It was his favorite, the one he was the most comfortable in. The floor was covered with a thick carpet, so plush it muffled her footsteps and offered cushioning for a sub’s knees. The walls were paneled and soundproofed, and well equipped for whatever activities a Mistress chose. At one end stood a St. Martin’s Cross, the leather restraints unbuckled and loose, the apparatus waiting in preparation for use if Mistress Dani so decided. He hoped she would. The thought of her fully restraining him, every part of his body at her mercy, made his cock swell even more and a heavy ache settle in his balls.

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. Would Dani use them on him? He could feel the thin, sharp bite already, his blood pumping. Or perhaps she’d have him sit naked in the leather saddle, the bridle on his head and the bit between his teeth, leaning forward as she applied one of those whips to his buttocks.

God! The images made his cock harden to a painful intensity. He had to reach for his self-control as one of the attendants applied warm oil to every inch of his body. Usually, the feel of the heated substance was enough to relax him, even as he anticipated the evening ahead. But tonight, he didn’t think there was anything in the world that could do that. Not with the unexpected sizzle of electricity that crackled between him and Mistress Dani. A sizzle that both frightened and aroused him.

He had been coming to Rawhide for years, ever since he had finally acknowledged the submissive side of his personality. A friend had brought him one night, a close friend. He was the only one who knew about that side of Ethan’s personality and how he wrestled with it. Being a partner in a powerful law firm, with a specialty of international law, he was always conscious of appearance and image. He had a couple of very close female friends who were aware of his sexual preference and agreed to be arm candy when he needed it.

And because he gave up control so easily in D/s play, he exercised it rigidly in every other area of his life. He’d long ago come to the conclusion that he wasn’t meant for a long-term relationship. Too many pitfalls. His work, for one, work that often had him flying around the world at a moment’s notice. His personality, for another. While he craved sexual submission, he wasn’t sure how he’d act beyond that. Could he keep it just to the bedroom? Would a Mistress be happy with that? What if she wanted to maintain that lifestyle all the time at home, in every circumstance and every area of his personal life?

Whoa, wait a minute! What?

Every other aspect of his life?

He never took this part of his life outside Rawhide. Ever. In every other aspect of his life, he was the acknowledged leader. His sessions here were his release of the tight control he needed for his work. Riding herd on multimillion dollar international clients took a lot of self-control. Being a sub permitted him to give the power to someone else. But only so loose and only so much power.

He had a deep, dark secret, one he never shared even with G. He’d never be able to submit emotionally. It just wasn’t in his DNA, and the thought of it frightened him. As much as he gave over control when he played at Rawhide, he released it as completely. He always kept one thread tightly wound, fearful, if he let go, of that he’d lose every bit of himself.

He was well aware that tonight she would be the one in control, or as much as he allowed. Her pleasure would result from bending him to her will, from her ability to arouse him to the point of sexual fervor. He’d been the first sub for many other Mistresses, but with Dani, he sensed there would be more. A lot more. Tonight was different. He sensed it.

That’s why Rawhide, a club where discretion was the watchword and where rules were strictly enforced, was so important to him. With the members carefully chosen and rules strictly enforced, it was a place where he was free to give full rein to his need for submission. Period. He could keep that part of himself compartmentalized.

He was very afraid, however, that Mistress Dani could pull that last thread. Whatever had ignited between them at first sight unexpectedly—and shockingly—created a strong, yet invisible connection. A connection that might very well break him down to his core, even as his body was silently begging for her to use it and bend him to her will.

He closed his eyes, and immediately, the vision of her in the lounge popped up. Tall, with long legs that went on forever. Long black hair pulled back into a sleek tail. Gorgeous ass, barely covered by teeny satin shorts with a slit in the front. A bustier that gathered her gorgeous creamy breasts and presented them for tasting. His mouth watered at the image. How would he be able to deal with that and still be a willing and pleasing sub? Because, damn! He wanted to please her so she’d never ask for anyone else.

And yes, he was losing his mind.

Maybe he should just cancel this whole session before his carefully constructed world began to crumble.

Quit driving yourself nuts. Just enjoy tonight. A new mistress is always exciting.

“You are ready for your session, sub,” the attendant told him, shaking him out of his introspection. Capping the bottle of oil, she stowed it in a chest against one wall and left the room quietly.

G had given him his instructions beforehand, so he eased himself from the table where he’d been lying and walked over to the wall where manacles dangled on chains above his head. Others lay on the floor next to his feet. He inhaled deeply, let it out slowly and forced his mind to a composed state. He was as ready as he would ever be.

Exactly fifteen minutes later, he heard a knock at the door, then the click of a key card. He watched trough narrowed eyes as G led Dani into the room. The newly minted Mistress slid a glance in his direction, taking in his well-oiled body ready for manacles if she so chose. She wet her bottom lip with her tongue. His cock jerked.

She saw it and smiled.

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

Dani smiled. “Of course.”

Ethan’s eyes followed G as she unlocked a cabinet.

“We try to have everything available for our members,” she explained to Dani, swinging the doors open to display a wide variety of toys and implements. From previous experience, he knew that mounted inside one door was a variety of whips and floggers of all sizes and thicknesses. On another was a selection of handcuffs and tethers for restraining a sub in various positions. She slid out the narrow drawers that held 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 Ethan.

He bowed his head in the manner of a proper sub, on full display and ready to serve her. A spotlight shone directly down onto him, exposing every rippling muscle. Dani walked over to him, taking in every inch of his body. 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.

So far he’d been successful in keeping the core of who he was isolated and protected. Would Dani, as a new Domme, be the one who breeched that gulf? They had not even begun their session, and already he was so conflicted.

Ethan knew this was new territory for her and was excited that he would be the first to serve her.

“Shall we get started?” G asked.

Yes! He wanted to shout the word. Yes, begin. Now!

“Yes.” Dani stood there. “I am ready.”

Oh, yes, she was ready. She was close enough that Ethan could smell her scent.

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

Dani stepped 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 kept his face expressionless, but the heat of anticipation roared inside him. When she trailed her fingernails down the length of each arms and across his chest, stopping to pinch each nipple, his cock flexed in response and a muscle ticked in his jaw.

He glanced up from his lowered gaze enough to see the heat flare in her eyes. He knew he was on the brink of something both dangerous and exciting here, and he did not know what. He only knew he wanted it, whatever it was.

“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 from 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. Ethan forced himself not to strain against the manacles.

“Since you’ve been in the life for some time,” G said to Dani, “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.”

At the words, sexual energy hummed through his body. Again he wondered where all this excitement was coming from. He had been with Dommes who had given him enormous pleasure, but he had never been so consumed with anticipation. Or craved whatever happened as much as he did right now.

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

Dani stood in front of him, put her finger beneath his chin and tipped his face up so she could look into his eyes. “Ethan. Your safeword. Now.”

“Battle.” Because he knew that tonight, beneath the surface, there would be a tug of wills.

If I had half a brain working, I’d tell G I need out of here and run like my ass was scalded.

The key to his success as a sub and to fitting it into his life had always been his ability to remain emotionally aloof. He knew to the bottom of his soul that was about to change.

“Battle,” Dani repeated. “Very good. If I do anything at all that you don’t want, please use your safeword.” 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?”

He was pretty damn sure there was nothing she could do that he didn’t want. And that was what scared him. That she, like no one else, could break him down completely so every part of him submitted to her. He would only be what she wanted him to be. Scared him? It frightened the hell out of him. If that happened, his entire life would change and he wasn’t sure how he could handle that.

What frightened him even more was how desperately he wanted that.

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

“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 safeword 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 much.” She let out a slow breath. “I didn’t ask you what this sub has been trained for.”

Everything. Whatever you want.

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 listened to G but her eyes were on Ethan.

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 permitted him to clean them off with his mouth.”

If he hadn’t been watching her, Ethan might have missed the sight squeezing of her thighs at G’s words. He didn’t miss the flush of desire that turned her cheeks a sexy pink, though. Or the sudden scent of her musk that indicated a rush of cream in her pussy. Damn! She was already turned on. He wanted to shout at G to get the hell out of the room and let things proceed.

But G wasn’t leaving until she had given Dani all the pertinent information.

“One of Ethan’s favorite Mistresses,” she continued, “took particular pleasure in strapping a dildo onto her body and fucking him in the ass herself.”

G trailed her fingers through the cleft of Ethan’s buttocks, pausing to twirl a fingertip at the opening. The muscles in his buttocks clenched and his body tautened as sexual need flashed through him.

“And did he enjoy it?”

Ethan ground his teeth, even as he knew it was important for Dani to have all relevant information to make this first session successful. For both of them.

G looked at him and smiled. “He took some getting used to for that particular…pleasure, but now, I believe he even craves it. Is that right, Ethan?”

Damn straight!

“Yes, Mistress G.”

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

Oh, god! Yes!

“Any other, um, specialties I should know about?” Dani asked.

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

Dani nodded, and Ethan’s pulse throbbed at the mental image.

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

Ethan’s body tensed. Here it was, the key that would unlock him to her completely. His voice, when he spoke, had a rough edge to it. “My Mistresses enjoyed flogging me at the start of a session.”

“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 leaned closer to Dani. “Whipping with the proper instrument stimulates a sub to a high plane of arousal.”

“I know,” Dani said in a soft voice.

“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.”

Ethan closed his eyes as he imagined Dani doing just that, and he nearly came from the image.

“So, Dani. Shall we select a whip for you?” G 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 precisely how to strike to get the right flex of his buttocks and the stimulation of his cock.”

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

G smiled. “Of course you may touch. That’s part of your privilege as his Mistress. You are in control of everything, 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 nodded. “Yes, Mistress G.”

G smiled. “Just repeating out of habit. It’s in your history that you learned them even as a brand new, very nervous sub. Your first Master had made sure you understood those words. He is extremely knowledgeable about the D/s world, well-respected, and trained you well.

Ethan struggled to keep his gaze lowered as she moved to his side and stared at his thick shaft, rising proudly from his body. He knew what she saw. The broad head was a dark rose color above the flared crest. At once, he 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 him, his mouth was suddenly dry, and a powerful surge of lust curled through him. Carefully, she reached out 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.

He sucked in his breath at the contact.

“Look at me, sub,” she commanded.

He raised his eyes and locked his gaze with hers. There was a delicious flare of heat in her eyes as she rolled and manipulated his balls in her slender fingers. A smile curved her lips. He had seen it in his other Mistresses, the sign of 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. The satisfaction of knowing that she was in control of someone willing to put themselves in her hands this way.

Oh, yes. He saw how easily this Mistress could breech his walls. His sudden, intense connection to her was going to make it impossible to keep them in place.

“Are you ready to begin?”

He dipped his head once. “I am. Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

“Good.” She gave his balls one last squeeze, making him suck in his breath again, then she nodded at G. “I’m ready to learn.”

“The secret is in the flex of the whip,” G instructed, “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, demonstrating her expertise and experience. That she knew exactly how much strength to use and where to apply it to get the maximum flex of buttocks muscles. His body jerked with each kiss of the leather on his skin, his fingers curling into fists over his head. Desire heated his cheeks.

And apparently raced through her body as well. The flush on her cheeks deepened and tiny beads of perspiration popped out on her forehead.

“Right there.” G touched a finger to the area where a stripe had risen deliciously on his 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.”

Ethan watched Dani heft the whip in her hand, testing its weight, its flexibility. His 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, idly trailing the tail over his ass, barely touching him, then running it up and down the cleft of his ass cheeks.

“You like the sensation of the whip on your ass,” Dani 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 gratification.”

Ethan hadn’t thought he could be any more aroused, without any other sexual stimulation, but listening to G make suggestions to Dani had him so hot he thought his cock might self-combust. Memories flooded his brain, scenes of the first time a mistress had fucked his ass with the handle of a whip to drive him nearly to the point of ejaculation. He remembered the extra stimulation of the uneven texture of the whip handle on his inner tissues. The exquisite combination of agony and pleasure, the intensity of the climax it always produced.

The danger of it?

The strength of the orgasm was so intense, so violent, that it destroyed any ability he had to maintain even a shred of control. And with this mistress, that scared the shit out of him.

Dani stood in front of him, touched the tip of her finger to his chin and tilted up his face. His gaze locked with hers and oh, hell. He saw the same hunger and conflict he was feeling.

She spoke softly, but her voice was firm. “I will give you ten strokes. Count out loud with me, please.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

His body jerked slightly, but he counted in a steady voice, “One.”

God! He’d be lucky if he didn’t come before she finished the ten strokes.

Crack!

Again his muscles clenched and his cock flexed. Looking down, he could see a drop of pre-cum had collected on the head. Dani spotted it also and smoothed it over the skin with her thumb.

Ethan sucked in a breath at the contact and every muscle in his body tightened. “Two.”

There was such a wave of heat rising inside him that he wondered why he didn’t burst into flames. With each stroke, his cock swelled and pulsed, more fluid dripping from the slit as pleasure coursed through him. When she placed her hand on his ass, stroking the welts he knew were raised on his flesh, he had to clench his fists and grit his teeth to maintain any semblance of control.

Shit!

If he was this aroused this fast, how would he get through the rest of this session?

How would she? Because the pulse at the base of her throat was beating so hard he could see it beneath the delicate skin.

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

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

Already? Oh, god! Oh, god! Oh, god!

He slid his glance to the side, watching as G opened the drawer containing the tubes and bottles, studied them, and selected one to hand to Dani. “This doesn’t just grease the tissues. It has an ingredient 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.”

Ethan closed his eyes and focused internally, reaching for those elusive threads he hung onto for the last vestiges of control. He couldn’t give it all up. He just couldn’t. But damn. They had hardly begun to play yet, and every reaction with Dani was intensified. He drew in a deep breath through his nostrils and exhaled slowly. He knew exactly what was coming.

Dani took the tube, stepped up to Ethan, and smoothed her other hand over the curve of his ass. He felt the slight tremble in her touch. Was it nerves because this was her first session as a Domme? Or was it because she was caught in the same unexpected maelstrom of emotions he was.

“Ethan?” She put her lips close to his ear. “I am going to slide my finger into you and lubricate your tissues.” She paused. “I want you to tell me how it feels.”

I can tell you how it feels. I’m about to come undone just thinking out it. The thought of you fucking me 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?”

Fucking damn, yes.

Somehow he found the words to answer her. “Yes, Mistress. Your finger feels good inside me.”

“Excellent.”

She slid her finger inside then out, adding more lube. This time she penetrated him with two fingers, and he had to call on ever bit of his control not to come right then. He knew she was just as turned on because the scent of her musk rose strongly in the air. And that only made him hotter.

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

Shit. Right. She wanted to know how it felt. It felt fucking unbelievable. Should he say that? He had never been aroused this much or this fast with any other Mistress.

“The feel of your fingers inside my ass makes me want to come, Mistress.” He didn’t know how he managed to get the words out. “At your command, of course.”

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

Tell her! Tell her!

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?”

Jesus!

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

As she probed the depths of his ass, she wrapped the fingers of her other hand around his cock. His entire body hummed with sexual tension.

“Yes, I would say you definitely want this.”

“Ethan?” Her mouth was close to his ear again as she slid her fingers from his rectum. “The next thing you will feel in here is the handle of the whip. Are you ready for this?”

“Yes. I am.” He nodded his head once. He sure as hell hoped he was, because his lust had gone from zero to a hundred faster than ever in his life. For a moment, he wondered if he was going to survive tonight.

Get it together. Don’t let her take it all from you. Keep your shit together.

G cleared her throat. “I think I’ll leave the two of you. I’m satisfied that the situation is under control. The electronic monitoring will remain on 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.

Then they were alone, and Ethan knew it would take everything in him not to totally come apart.


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. Plus, she needed something to level herself out. It shocked her to realize she was more aroused just by looking at Ethan and touching him than she ever had been with any of her Doms.

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

“Yes. I do.” He cleared his throat, yet when he spoke his voice was still rough and hoarse. “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. An indefinable emotion 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, grabbing her with its power.

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

Standing on tiptoe, she brushed her mouth against his. His lips were 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 he liked being touched, in all ways, and Dani loved tactile stimulation. She could spend hours touching this man everywhere and never tire of it.

“I’m going to give you a different kind of pleasure 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.” A muscle twitched in his cheek. “And my Mistress has my thanks.”

“I know the stimulation 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 almost see his body vibrating with the effort to control himself. Was he feeling the same things she was? God! She’d come here to explore her real sexual personality and fallen into…what? Something that felt intensely personal, more personal than she’d ever experienced with Alan or her other Masters. She wasn’t sure if she should embrace it or run as fast as she could. The excitement spiraling within her kicked up a notch.

Just get through tonight and see what happens. “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 eased into his rectum. She took her time, sliding it in carefully. When it was fully seated, she wrapped her fingers around his cock in a loose grip.

“Are you ready, Ethan?”

“Yes.” He nodded once.

She slid the handle in and out of his ass slowly at first, feeling his cock twitch in her hand and watching the expression on his face. The pace of his breathing increased with the speed of her strokes, and his cheeks darkened with a rush of lust. But 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.

Glancing back toward the cabinet at the toys displayed, an idea occurred to her.

“Do not move,” she ordered him.

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

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

“Would you like to watch me come, Ethan?” she asked 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. His stomach muscles tightened 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 excite you, Ethan? Have you ever come with just a dildo in your ass like that?”

“Yes, Mistress, I have.”

“And did you enjoy it? Look at me and tell me.”

When he lifted his head, the combination of lust and emotion swirling in his eyes nearly brought her to her knees.

“I will enjoy it with you more.” The roughness of his voice rasped over her nerves.

She had not expected to feel so comfortable in her new role, though perhaps comfort wasn’t the right word. It was far from what she felt with Ethan on so many levels. But she loved being in control, being the one who decided what came next and what to do. She finally understood the pleasure her Doms got from the questions they asked her. It wasn’t just vanity. It was the heady rush of excitement.

She wet her lips then pulled up her dress and stepped out of her thong. “You may look at my pussy, sub. Do you like how it looks?”

“Yes.” His voice scraped across her nerves. “Your pussy is beautiful.”

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

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

She slipped the tip of her finger across his lower lip. “Then we must make sure the rest of the evening goes well.” She paused. “For both of us.”

The vibrating dildo appeared to be doing its work. Every muscle in Ethan’s body corded and bunched with the effort to control himself. She wondered just how long it would take before he lost it.

Dani sat down on the bench facing him, bent her knees so she could place her feet on the surface and spread her legs wide.

“I’m going to masturbate myself, 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.”

The minute she touched herself, she realized how drenched she was. And how turned on. Just the brush of her fingers across her clit sent tremors through her body. She stroked herself with two fingers while she kept her gaze locked on Ethan. She had to time her reactions to his, not wanting 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 hot little button so sensitive 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 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 pussy. She wanted to come—no, needed to come—as much as her sub.

Biting down on her bottom lip, she rode her fingers, eyes glued in fascination to the thick fluid spilling from Ethan’s swollen cock. She wanted to close her eyes to give herself over to the pleasure, but she had forbidden him to do so. Besides, 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 while she drove her fingers in and out of her sopping pussy as fast and as hard as she could. As she caught her breath, she saw that his cock had softened. It was no longer stiffly erect, but tempting beads of semen still clung to the head. Spent, he hung from the wrist shackles, 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 the skin. She rode her lips down the length and back just once, then pulled back and licked 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 her fingers.

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 inside. Their flavors mingled in an erotic cocktail as she stroked her tongue over his. Then she drew back, walked around him, turned off the dildo, and slowly withdrew 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.

Dani stroked the line of his jaw, just that simple touch making her pussy wetter than ever. “Your reaction tells me this gave you much pleasure.”

“How could it not? My Mistress has a most beautiful cunt.” He paused. “Exquisite, if I may be so bold. I would enjoy watching you come any time.” His mouth almost curved in a smile. “More than seeing anyone else.”

“Excellent.” She bit lightly at his shoulder, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Glancing at her watch, she sighed, realizing their hour was at an end. How had it gone so fast? It seemed they had just begun. She wanted more, a lot more, with a sudden need that both excited and frightened her. What was she getting into here? This was just supposed to be a one-hour session while she tried out her new role.

Swallowing a sigh of regret, 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 the manacles holding Ethan in place and helped ease down his arms. Then he pulled a small jar from the cupboard and handed it to Dani.

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

She knew that. “Of course.”

Guiding Ethan to sit on the bench she’d just used, she uncapped the jar and scooped out some of the cream. She studied his face as she rubbed it slowly into the muscles of his arms. What was he thinking? What did he feel now? Satisfaction? Pleasure? Enjoyment? Yes, all that. And something more. That indefinable something she’d seen before.

He lifted his head and looked directly into her eyes. “This was an excellent session, Mistress. I thank you.”

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

Heat blazed in his irises. “I don’t lie. You are a natural.”

Did that mean she could book another session with him? Who did she ask? Him? G? Clint Chavez?

When he shifted on the bench and made a slight grimace, she frowned. Was this good pain or bad? “Is your ass too sore?”

“I’m fine,” he assured her.

“You just said you never lie. Don’t start now. I’ll take care of it.”

She remembered how Alan used to tend to her after a sessions. 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, screwed the cap back on the jar, and set 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 hands on your forearms.”

“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, sub.”

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 Rawhide had vouched for him? She had her own safety to consider. She stepped back into her thong, mulling everything over in her mind.

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. 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 to 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.

“You’ll make an excellent Mistress, Dani.” He put a finger beneath her chin and tipped it up. “Do you want to have another session with me?”

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, went to the intercom button, and announced that they were vacating the room. Ethan opened the door to let her precede him into the corridor.

Clint was leaning against the wall of the lounge, but he came forward the instant he saw her.

“Mistress G is waiting for you,” he told Dani. “Ethan, you’re free to leave if you want to.”

“Thanks. I’ll see.”

Clint guided Dani into the lounge where G was seated at a small table against the wall.

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

The praise from both G and Ethan warmed her.

“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, although he thinks no one notices. 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 who 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. Call the club when you are ready, and someone will set it up for you.”

“Thank you.”

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

Clint was waiting when she exited the locker room. He smiled and reached to open the door. “I hope you enjoyed yourself. I look forward to seeing you here again.”

“Thank you. I told G that I will be calling for another session. And I’ll be sure to tell Katie what great care you took of me.”

He winked. “We aim to please.”

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.” His gaze slid to her mouth then back to her eyes, as if he was memorizing every inch of her face. “Mistress, I’d like to kiss you goodnight 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, or she might have told him she hadn’t given permission for a kiss so intense. But the kiss seemed to have fried her brain cells.

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

He stood there until she climbed into her car, buckled her seat belt, and put 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. Then she inhaled deeply, let her breath out slowly, and wrapped her arms around herself.

What the hell had she gotten herself into?


Chapter Five

Ethan managed to sneak a look at his watch while the attorney for the property changing hands droned on and on. He was finding that his attention had begun wandering badly, a habit he needed to do something about. It was damn hard, though. But tonight, he would be “playing” with Mistress Dani again and already his body was craving the erotic pleasures it would experience.

Their first night together never left his mind, a night that made him hungry and afraid at the same time. For three days after that, Ethan had checked his cell phone like an addict, waiting for the call from Rawhide that another session with Mistress Dani had been scheduled. The pleasurable burn from the whip still warmed his ass, and he was sure he could feel that handle of the whip filling his rectum. It was all he could do not to lock his office door, unzip his fly, and bring himself to completion.

No! She’ll know, and she did not give me permission. Damn!

With other Mistresses, rules and commands had been confined to Rawhide. None of them ever spilled over into his personal life. It was a hard and fast rule. So why was the situation with Dani different? She had kept within the boundaries, yet her presence was everywhere with him. He could feel that last thin wall he hid behind slowly crumbling, and it frightened him. Yet the fear wasn’t enough to walk away from her.

Fuck! He was really in a bad way.

In meetings, just like today, he worked hard to maintain that iron control he was famous for. One of his clients was in negotiations to expand his operation from France into Italy and Portugal. The man had sent his private plane to bring everyone involved to San Antonio, and the meetings were held in the luxury of the man’s home. It was all Ethan could do not to squirm as he sat in his chair or excuse himself so he could get himself off and relieve the pressure.

Fuck!

He had never expected this to happen. He had Mistresses he enjoyed and easily walked away from. But Dani had imprinted herself on him and he imagined her everywhere he turned. It was a great testament to his powers of restraint that he handled the business meetings with his usual efficiency and had no signs of his inner turmoil.

I cannot give it all over to her. How will I handle the rest of my life?

But even as he thought it, he craved their next session like an alcoholic thirsting for his next drink.

He was drawn to her the minute she’d walked into Rawhide. 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. With all of them, he’d been able to hang onto that last thread of control. If he never let anyone in, they never saw his weaknesses. Never affected the face he presented to the world.

But Dani, unlike other Mistresses he’d been with, had chipped away a little piece of his heart and threatened to destroy that last vestige of inner control. 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.

In the office, his partners looked at him strangely but not more so than his assistant.

“If I didn’t know better,” she commented, “I’d think you were hooked on some woman. If that’s true, I want to meet her. I thought the great Ethan Corelli would be single forever.”

He lifted an eyebrow. “You did? Why?”

She laughed. “Come on, Ethan. You never date the same woman twice. And if you think those two lovely women you take everywhere are fooling everyone, you can forget it. It’s obvious there’s no chemistry there.”

“Well, damn!” He definitely had to brush up on his acting skills.

“Everyone figured some undeserving female had burned you so you had sworn off relationships.”

He had, but not for that reason.

“Maybe I was just waiting for the right one to come along,” he teased.

She had, and it scared the shit out of him.

“When she does, we’re going to give her a medal.” She sighed. “Do you want to go over the Elliott file now?”

No. He wanted to think about Dani. Would he ever have a session with her again? He could have requested one himself, but that would have been a sign to others that she had some hold over him. At least in his own mind. He was caught on the horns of a very painful dilemma.

He recalled his very first night at Rawhide, stunned at what he observed. He tried to fade into the background, watching to see if indeed this was his cup of tea. Standing at the bar, sipping on a soft drink and watching the crowd, he’d seen so many variations of the lifestyle it made his head swim. And unlocked something inside him.

G, who was his first Mistress, recognized it immediately. She’d trained him well, although it had taken several visits for her to coax it out of him and break down his barriers. Now, he looked forward to his sessions there, 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. That he could trust that way. But then all the negatives would pop into his head and chase it away.

But damn! He hadn’t been able to get the picture of Dani out of his head. It was damned inconvenient, too, since he too often found himself drifting into a daydream in the middle of a conference call or, worse yet, a client meeting. As an attorney specializing in international law, a complex legal area with some high-powered clients, he couldn’t afford to be distracted. Every meeting, every phone call, every contact required total concentration and discipline.

Sometimes he smiled to himself, thinking how shocked his partners and associates would be, not to mention his clients, 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. But it was also the reason he kept a part of himself separate from his role as a submissive.

Still, Dani was the first woman to ever make him even consider rethinking that decision. He’d have to be very, very careful here. Even for Dani, he just could not cross that line.

At last the meeting was over and he retreated to his office. He was thinking about going to Rawhide that night and just seeing what developed when his cell rang. He looked at the screen. G! At last. And thank the lord he was alone in his office at the moment.

“Mistress Dani has called and requested a session with you, Ethan. Are you still interested in playing with her?”

Was he interested? Did his cock get hard just thinking about her?

“Yes.” He kept his tone as neutral as possible. “That would be fine.”

“She left a request regarding your attire,” G informed him.

“Oh?” Unless it was too outrageous it wouldn’t be a problem.

“Tight leather pants, silk shirt, and no underwear. And be sure to wear the Rawhide temp bracelet to show you are taken for the evening.”

“That’s fine. No problem.”

Silence hummed across the connection for a moment.

“Do I detect a lack of enthusiasm?” G asked.

No. Quite the opposite.

“Not at all,” he told her. “Please set it up.”

Another pause.

“Ethan you’d let me know if there was a problem, right?”

“I would and there’s no problem. It’s just been a rough week.” And wasn’t that an understatement.

“Fine. Eight o’clock tonight. We’ll see you then.”

He had no idea how he got through the rest of the day. He spent a long time showering and preparing his body, scrubbing every inch and washing his hair. Using a razor very carefully, he trimmed away the minute growth of hair on his scrotum and groin. He’d tried to fit in a waxing session while he was waiting for G to call, 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.

Prepared and dressed, Ethan swept his keys and wallet from the dresser, checked himself once more in the mirror, and headed for the door. Despite the lingering trepidation, a sense of anticipation, different than what he usually felt rose quickly within him. He had a feeling tonight would be a turning point in his life.

****

Staying away from Rawhide had required a major effort on Dani’s part. By now her sessions with Ethan had taken on a personal feel that both intrigued and terrified her. In her role as Mistress, she had found her calling. The satisfaction of being in control aroused and satisfied her in a way being a sub never had. But she hadn’t been looking for any relationship when she started down this path. The intense connection with Ethan had shocked her.

She had put some distance between herself and Rawhide so she could sort it out. Not that a relationships with him would be all that bad. But Ethan still kept an invisible wall around his emotions, and she wasn’t going down that road. She had lived it with her different Masters and didn’t intend to go there again. The fact that she never really loved any of them had softened the situation. But Ethan? A whole different ballgame. She had never felt this electricity with any of her Masters. If—and that was a big if—she stepped into a relationship, the other party would have to be all in, just as she would be. So why did it have to pop up with a man who apparently had commitment issues?

After a long ten days of self-denial, she finally gave in and called Rawhide. Being caught on the fence like this didn’t do her emotions any good at all. If Ethan was available for her tonight, maybe she could find her answers once and for all and move forward, one way or another.

The call from G confirming tonight’s session sent a thrill of anticipation through her, enough to soak her panties and make her nipples ache to be touched and sucked. She spent the day doing her best to focus on her new project, but all she saw on the drafting paper was Ethan, naked and bent to her will. At four o’clock, she finally gave up and went home. She wanted plenty of time to get ready for the evening.

She was just about to step into the tub when her phone rang. She checked the readout. Alan. Of course. It was so like him to check up on her. At the end, they had become friends even more than lovers and she knew he still cared for her.

“How is it going as a Mistress?” he asked. “Are you enjoying it?”

Enjoying it? Holy hell. Did she even have words to describe it?

“It’s…exhilarating,” she told him, turning off the tub faucets. “I never realized…”

“The power of power?” he finished for her and chuckled. “Have you thought about a full membership?”

“As a matter of fact, I did and it’s all been approved.”

“That’s great. Maybe we’ll run into each other there one of these nights.”

“Maybe.” And how weird would that be?

“You know I would never intrude, right?” 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. 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 on 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 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. At night, when she was on the edge of sleep, the image of his strong masculine face and his magnificent naked body danced tantalizingly before her eyes and moisture soaked her pussy.

Today, all she’d been able to think about was Ethan and the evening ahead. His submission had been beyond exciting and fulfilling for her. If only…

If only what? You didn’t sense he held back a little piece of himself? You were afraid your emotions were involved that quickly and you could easily be hurt?

It was worth the risk. Well worth no matter what happened in the end. That instant connection, the heat and magic that sizzled between them…experiencing those was worth whatever came afterwards.

Yeah. Just keep telling yourself that.

Standing in front of her open closet, she studied the dresses hanging there and finally selected 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.

The drive to Rawhide seemed to take twice as long and when she got there she had to hunt for a parking space. Some nights were jammed like this. Shivering with excitement, she entered the club. She couldn’t wait for tonight’s session to begin. She had just stepped inside when Clint Chavez approached her.

“Good evening, Mistress Dani. Welcome back to Rawhide.”

“Thank you, Clint. And thank you for everything you’ve done to make me comfortable with this.”

He dipped his head. “My pleasure. It’s what we do. My assistant passed along your request to me, and I have your room all set for the evening.” He plucked a key card from his pocket and handed it to her. “Your sub is waiting for you in the lounge. By the way, Katie said you spoke to her, and she’s fast tracking a membership for you. I can send you what I need in an email if that works for you.”

“Yes, it does. Thank you again, and big thanks to her.”

“Our pleasure. I hope your evening goes well.”

She stashed her coat and purse in one of the lockers provided for it, then made her way to the bar, trembling with nerves as much as excitement. She spotted Ethan at once, standing at the bar, chatting with another man, and she noticed two things immediately. He was wearing the temporary Rawhide bracelet that identified him as taken for the evening, and he had on the tightest pair of leather pants she’d even seen. He’d taken her orders to heart, and a tiny thrill sparked inside her.

As if he could sense her, he turned his head. When their gazes locked, he set his glass on the bar, excused himself, and headed directly toward her. His eyes widened as he took in her outfit. Good. She had dressed to make a certain impression. He moved with the grace of a panther, the flex of every muscle beneath his slacks and an outline of his thick cock obvious. Even as her mouth went dry, 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. Turn around so I can get the full effect.”

He turned in a slow circle, giving her full view of the way the tight pants cupped his ass and delineated the crevice between the cheeks. Dani was suddenly hit with an image of Ethan with the dildo penetrating him, and the liquid 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. When he looked at her she caught the hint of mischief gleaming in his eyes.

“I’m happy my Mistress approves. May I get you something from the bar?”

She shook her head. “Thank you, but no. I’d like to go to our room at once.”

“As my Mistress wishes.”

She headed down the short corridor, Ethan walking the appropriate distance behind. Her hand shook with nerves and anticipation 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 had requested candles with that scent and was pleased to see they’d been lit ahead of time. The rest of the room had also been prepared according to her request. All the lights except for the spotlight were dimmed to enhance the candle flames, and the same soft jazz from the previous session drifted in from the speakers.

Ethan waited in the familiar sub position, head bowed, hands clasped behind his back.

“Remove your shoes,” she directed, “then stand under the spotlight.”

Obediently, he placed his shoes by the door, then went to position himself where she indicated. Tall and ripped, with the light catching the gold of his hair, he looked like a Viking god.

And he’s all mine!

She moved until she was in front of him. “You may look at me, sub.”

When he did, his eyes darkened to a stormy gray and a muscle in his jaw twitched.

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

“It’s not for me to approve or disapprove, Mistress,” he answered in an even tone.

“I asked you a question,” she snapped, then inhaled a slow breath. “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 not giving me a direct answer, but perhaps I haven’t made the rules clear. I want the truth, sub. I always want the truth. Remember that. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.” The muscle jumped again. “Very clear. I just want to be sure I don’t do anything to displease you.”

“Then answer my question and I will be satisfied.” Adrenaline surged through her.

“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 removing it even more.”

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?”

His gaze 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 was thick with 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 so stimulated by their conversation she was having trouble keeping herself together. “Tell me, sub. In detail.”

Excitement raced in her bloodstream. Stepping into her role as Mistress gave her a feeling of power that was better than the strongest aphrodisiac. No wonder, she’d felt she was missing something all these years.

“If my Mistress would permit me, I would lap every inch of it with my tongue.” He did a slow lick of his lower lip. “I would 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.”

Dani was so wet she felt her liquid on the inside of her thighs. The muscles of her cunt quivered at the thought of his tongue inside her.

“If you are very good, we’ll get to that.” She studied the taut muscles of his body, the golden curls peeking out above the vee of his shirt that begged her to touch it, and the masculine line of his body, and had to stop herself from licking her lips. “But to begin our evening, 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. That had never happened with her Masters, yet with Ethan, she seemed to feel it 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. He was definitely affected.

She skimmed her hands over his skin, 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 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, the muscles in his abdomen tightening at her touch. She opened the placket with a slow glide of the zipper, tugging it down one notch at a time. He was commando as she’d requested, so the opening of the zipper allowed his erection to spring free, his essence teasing at her nostrils. She knelt and leaned her face against it to more fully inhale him. Tension vibrated from every inch of his body as he waited to see what she’d do next.

The fabric of his skintight pants were so buttery soft, she had little trouble easing them down his thighs. She stopped at his knees, reaching between his thighs to cup his balls and roll them in her fingers. He made a sudden hissing sound, but otherwise he held completely still.

Dani looked up. “Do not move even a muscle, sub. 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, his voice tight as he dug for control.

“Excellent. It will be well worth it.” She paused. “For both of us.”

In one of the drawers in the cabinet, she found what she was looking for. The cock ring G had shown her the other night. Turning back to Ethan, she dropped to her knees again and held the ring in front of him.

“Mistress G informed me you’ve worn one of these before. I understand it is a favorite with many Doms. That it ups the degree of pleasure for the subs.”

“Yes.” Desire flared in his eyes, and the muscles in his body bunched at the memory.

“Then this should please us both. Hands behind you. Now.”

With the spotlight illuminating his body, she threaded his cock through the two small leather straps and buckled them, fastening 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.”

The rasp of his voice was like a rough caress on her skin, arousing her and making the walls of her cunt clench with need.

Discipline.

But the heady mixture of a naked and restrained Ethan with the rush of being in command made it very difficult.

If you want to be a good Mistress, you must have control. You know that.

Taking out the whip she’d used the other night, she ran the strips of leather at the end of it over her palm again and again. “Did you think about our session the other night, sub?”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Did your ass burn the next day from the kiss of the whip?”

“It did.” Hunger bloomed in his eyes.

“Do you sit a lot at work, sub? Did you have to fidget in your chair because sitting made the burn more painful?”

A muscle twitched in his jaw. “I do.”

She didn’t ask him what he did. Life outside Rawhide was hardly ever discussed between players, only if they chose to. Anonymity allowed the members freedom to fully express their sexual desires. But an image popped into her mind, one of him in an office sitting behind his desk, gritting his teeth as fabric rubbed against his abused skin. No matter how good the aftercare, it took at least a couple of days for the effects of the whip to wear off. The image sent a ripple of need through her pussy.

“I’m going to enjoy striping this fine ass again, just as I’m sure it will give you great pleasure.” She trailed her fingertips over the taut muscles of his buttocks. “But you must ask me for it if you want it.”

His cock flexed in anticipation. “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 and pushed the slacks the rest of the way down his legs. She nodded her approval when he stepped out of them and kicked them to the side.

“Very good. I will give you your wish. Take that small bench beside you, and put it under the spotlight with you.” She waited while he moved it to 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. She nudged him to move enough so his shaft, imprisoned in the cock ring, was pressed against the side of the bench, increasing the pressure on his body. She hid a smile as, within its prison, his shaft flexed. There were manacles attached to each leg of the bench, and Dani locked two of them around his wrists. Standing behind him, admiring his gorgeous ass, the potent elixir of power and hunger shimmied through her.

With her foot, she nudged his legs farther apart, so she could see his sac and his very swollen cock between his thighs. When she stroked her hand over them, he jumped slightly.

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

“Yes, Mistress. 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.” She squeezed them, knowing the constriction of the cock ring increased both the pain and the pleasure. The tiny drop of fluid that appeared on the dark head of his shaft and the soft intake of his breath were her reward. And earned him his. “Your punishment is your reward.”

She selected the same whip she’d used the other night, feathered it over his buttocks, and drew it through the tight crevice between his cheeks, teasing him with its light touch. Then, without any 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 showed he was affected.

“Count for me, sub.”

And he did, all the way to ten, his deep voice growing edgier and tighter with each thwack of the whip. Red bloomed across both cheeks of his ass, and she knew tomorrow he’d still be feeling the effects again. Did it stimulate him? Did he get hard at work because of it? She wanted those details as much as she feared the intimacy of the knowledge.

She gave herself a mental shake and stood back, admiring the crisscross pattern she’d created. She teased at his crevice again, pausing to press against his rectum just enough to slide the whip into it a little way before dropping it. Moving in front of him, she focused on his cock that was so swollen in its constraint. She had to touch him. Taste him. Now.

Flicking the locks open she removed the manacles from his wrists. “Rise, sub.”

He rose shakily to his feet and waited, head bowed, for her next order.

“Clasp your hands behind your back and keep them there unless I tell you otherwise.”

Dani stood in front of him, again admiring the lean length of him and his toned body before dropping to her knees. She wrapped her fingers around his cock, closing them over the cock ring and squeezing. The hiss of his indrawn breath let her know the pain was producing pleasure for him.

Carefully she 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. His fists tightened, and the muscles in his thighs tensed, but he held his position.

She sucked lightly, then hard, then light 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. 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 tightening in his sac she backed off, dragging her fingernails down his length, then began again. To know she was controlling his release this way increased her pleasure as well as his. Now she understood more than she had the first night just how sexually arousing it had been for her Masters to treat her this way.

But she also had an overwhelming need for him to bring her to climax before she allowed him his own release.

“I am not ready yet for you to come, sub. You must earn it. First I want to feel your tongue inside me, your mouth on me. I want to see how talented you are in giving me pleasure.”

“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, holding onto one last thread of control, as if fearing to tumble all the way. 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 but not emotionally? 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. Then kneel before me.”

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

“Place your hands behind you,” she ordered.

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 pleased her down deep that this sub had that fire inside him. It made taming him all the more exhilarating.

“Let me see how skilled you are, sub. I command 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. “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 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. She 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 and not always of the pleasurable kind. She was grateful for that training 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. 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 a sudden consuming need to feel that cock inside her. She’d wrestle with her emotions later.

Her breathing sped up. Her heartbeat increased. Every pulse hammered away 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 tiny 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.”

The moment it was in place, she ordered him to stretch out full length on his back. Then 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 she had sufficient lubrication. By the time every inch of him was inside her, 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. Need, hot and greedy, burned there.

“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 the tissues of 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 Ethan’s face the effort it was costing him 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 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.

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

When he did, an emotion swept over her so strong it made her panic. She’d felt it, felt that connection in their shared climax, and she was nowhere near prepared for it. If she looked at him, would she see the same thing?

She lifted her head and sought Ethan’s eyes, stunned at the strength of emotion swirling in his irises. Did he really feel the same way she did? Was the connection she felt real? Would the intensity of what she was feeling be reflected in his eyes? She hoped it would, yet at the same time panicked. What if it consumed her like an out of control fire?

But then, as if he’d flipped a switch, it disappeared, replaced by a look of remoteness. That invisible wall was still in place. What if, in real life, he had a Dom personality and wanted to control her? What if she fell into the very thing she’d been running away from?

She had to get out of here before she lost herself altogether. She didn’t even know if she’d be able to come to Rawhide again. What if she ran into him? Worse yet, what if she couldn’t relate to any other subs?

God! What a fucked up mess she was turning into.

She rose from Ethan’s supine body. Using the wipes and cloth in the cabinet, she removed the condom and carefully cleaned him, avoiding looking at his face. All she wanted to do was leave. Run home. Hide until she could lock her emotions away the way he did and not put her heart in danger again.

“I think we’re done for the night,” she said and reached for her dress.

The silence in the room was palpable, broken when Ethan finally spoke.

“Permission to speak, Mistress?” His voice was hoarse and strained.

She nodded, one sharp dip of her head.

“Have I done something to displease my Mistress? Have I disappointed her in some way?”

“No.” She concentrated on putting herself back together, unwilling to look at him.

“Then why are you leaving? The hour is far from over.” He cleared his throat. “I would like to know what I did wrong.”

“Nothing. Nothing at all. I—” She shook her head. No way could she tell him how he’d touched her inner soul, reached way inside her and made her feel things far from just physical pleasure, then shut himself off.

“I hope you will call to arrange another session.”

Not with him. Her mistake here was letting her emotions fall into the mix. Right now, they were in such a whirlpool spinning around. She couldn’t even pull herself together to finish his after care. The faster she got out of here the better.

“Mistress, may I touch you?”

“I’m sorry, Ethan. I can’t do this.”

Dani shook her head again and opened the door. She couldn’t wait to get out of there.


Chapter Six

A total of ten days had passed since that night she’d run from Rawhide. Ten days of hell, as far as she was concerned. Ten days during which she’d examined every thought and emotion in uncomfortable detail. She had discovered that she was indeed a Mistress rather than a sub. Control was much more fulfilling for her. But she hadn’t expected her emotions to come into play and certainly not with her very first sub.

Dani stirred more sweetener in her iced tea and took a long sip of the cool drink. Across the table, Katie Halliday pinned her with that quit-avoiding-the-issue look. Dani placed the glass carefully on the little paper coaster and sighed.

“Okay, enough.” Katie set down her fork. “We’ve been avoiding the elephant in the room since we sat down and ordered. Don’t you think it’s time to tell me why you called out of the blue and invited me to lunch?”

“Yes, I guess.” Dani sighed again.” I just feel so stupid. Like I’m in high school, wondering if I’m going to the prom with the wrong guy. Or at all.”

“Look.” Katie leaned forward. “I have the housekeeper from heaven and she loves having Rachel all to herself. I think she’s hoping I stay out until dinner. You can take all the time in the world to tell me what’s got you twisted in such knots.”

“She’s almost two now, isn’t she?” Dani asked. The Hallidays’ little girl was the most gorgeous child she’d ever seen and both parents just doted on her.

“Yes, and quit changing the subject. Remember, you asked me to lunch, so what’s this all about? Give.”

Dani leaned back in her chair and tried to pull her thoughts together. She was becoming more emotionally involved with him, not something she’d planned on.

“It’s Ethan,” she said at last.

Katie lifted an eyebrow. “What about him? If I was a Mistress and didn’t have hottie Reece Halliday, I’d like a piece of that myself.”

“See, that’s the problem.” Dani leaned forward and took a long sip of her iced tea. “A piece of him would be nice. An hour here and there. You know.” She lowered her voice. “Katie, I really found my role in life as a Mistress. I love it.”

“And I understand Ethan is a much in demand sub. So what’s the problem?”

“It’s…complicated.”

Katie’s eyes widened. “Oh, my god. You’ve fallen for him. Holy hell, Dani. You tumbled for the iceman.”

“The iceman?”

Katie nodded. “All his Mistresses call him that. He seems to have a detachment he hangs onto even in the most intense sessions.”

“That’s it!” Dani nodded. “Right from the beginning, I sensed Ethan holding a part of himself back. Oh, physically he was all in. But his brain was locking down his feelings, as if he was afraid to let go of that piece of himself. And I’m all over the place with my own sudden, messy emotions. I wasn’t looking for this at all, so it really blindsided me. But it won’t work if he keeps a part of himself isolated.”

Katie studied her. “Maybe you’re the one Mistress who could tear down that wall. Why not move forward and see where it goes?”

“The risk is too great. It isn’t just hoping he’ll fall in love with me. I have the feeling that the part of him he holds back is in charge and controlling. Oh, he might be the best sub in the world in the bedroom, but what about outside that? I don’t want that in my life.”

Katie waited while the waitress cleared their plates and refilled their iced tea glasses. “Have you tried to talk to him about this?”

Dani’s eyebrows lifted almost to her hairline. “Are you kidding? No. Uh uh.”

“What can you lose? What if he was hit as hard as you were and is hoping you’ll say something first? Ethan’s avoided commitment for a very long time. Maybe he was just waiting for the right person to come along.”

“And maybe he wasn’t.” Dani shook her head. “I don’t know what to do. I was hoping maybe talking to you about it would clear my head, but I’m more confused than ever.”

Katie laughed. “My suggestion? Take the plunge. You might be surprised. I have a lot of faith in Ethan and a lot of respect for him. Whatever happens, if it doesn’t work out, he’ll do his best to make sure you know you are admired and respected.”

“Whoopee. You make me sound like a schoolteacher.”

Katie grinned. “Hardly. You know, I think part of the reason you never connected the way you wanted to with any of your Doms is because the chemistry wasn’t right. You finally admitted you want to be in charge in the bedroom, but you want a man who treats you as an equal in all other areas. Right?”

She let out another sigh. “I guess. I’m so confused. And panicked. What if I’m misreading everything?”

“You won’t know until you talk to him. Give it some thought. It’s obvious not seeing him is making you miserable. So how about it?”

“I guess I don’t have anything to lose.” She took a sip of ice water and set the glass down. “If he walks away, I won’t be any worse off, right?”

“Right. So get to it. Be the Dani I know you really are.”

She thought about Katie’s suggestion as she drove home. What the hell did she really know about Ethan? 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…just before he hid it.

She’d been obsessing about him since the night she fled Rawhide, something rare for her. Her lunch with Katie had been of only marginal help. 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. Not even when, as with Alan, they’d taken their play outside a club.

She sensed that this man, Ethan Corelli, had a core of strength beneath the surface, one that could either give her sanctuary or tear her apart. Right from the beginning, even as a novice Mistress, she knew he hadn’t given up everything to her. Would he sometimes want to be the top? Want to be in charge? She was finished with that. Done. 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!

As each day passed, she became more conflicted. What if she was misreading signals? What if the emotion sizzling between them was only in her imagination? What if he got bored with her? What if—

What if she lost her mind playing What If?

Sitting around chewing her fingernails hadn’t accomplished a thing. She’d been distracted at the office and sleepless at home. She thought about arranging a session with a different sub but the idea had little appeal for her.

Admit it. You desperately want to see Ethan Corelli again.

She’d never considered herself a coward, so why was she running away now?

Because, just as I suspect he is doing, 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!

Maybe Katie was right. So what if it was fast and hot and intense. It might be a mistake, but she wasn’t going to deny herself any longer. If whatever they had crashed and burned, she’d just tend to her scars and start all over again.

When at last she’d decided she had to take Katie’s advice and do something or go nuts altogether, G contacted her. Although the call came through while she was still at work, she let it go to voice mail. She wanted to be home, maybe mellowed out on a glass of wine, before she listened to it. Her mind whirled as she tried to decide what to do.

Finally home and comfortable, with a goblet of her favorite white, she sat on the couch, hit the Voice Message button on her cell, and played the message back for the tenth time.

“Dani?” G’s melodious voice floated into the room. “You haven’t returned any of my calls or scheduled another appointment. Clint said he had not heard from you, either, although you’d completed the membership packet. 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 so hard and so fast for this man I know nothing about.

Taking a swallow to fortify herself, she hit Redial on her cell and waited while it rang on the other end.

“Rawhide.” She recognized Clint’s voice.

“Hello, Clint. This is Dani Maguire. I’d like to get in touch with G.” She knew the woman was only there during the hours the club was open or when she conducted a training session.

“Dani. Yes. Katie asked if your membership was active and I assured her it was all set, but neither of us has heard from you. Is there a problem?”

“No.” She wet her lips. “Things have just been rather busy. Can you ask G to get in touch with me, please?”

“I’ll do that right away.” He paused. “You’re sure everything’s okay?”

“Yes. I’m sure.”

“Fine. You should hear from her in a few minutes.”

Dani drank more of the wine while she waited impatiently for the phone to ring. When it did, she snatched it up right away.

“Dani? It’s G. 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.

Damn!

She hadn’t meant to say that. At all. She drained the rest of the wine, hoping to soothe her jagged nerves.

“I thought it might be something like that. I’ve seen that happen before.” 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 believes 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, G continued, “He has his own reservations about relationships. I think it would be a positive thing for the two of you to meet. May I set something up?”

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?

“Would you—could you have him call me? That doesn’t violate any rules, does it?”

God! I hope I’m not making a mistake.

There was a short pause. “Of course, if that’s what you prefer. And if you both agree, it’s perfectly acceptable. Shall I give him this number?”

“Yes. And thank you.” She carried her cell phone and empty glass into the living room and started to pour another glass of wine, then put the bottle down. No need to turn into an alcoholic over this. It was just a simple phone call. Right? When the phone rang in her hand, it startled her and she almost dropped it. “Hello?”

“Mistress Dani?”

Oh, god. His deep voice vibrated through the connection into her body and made the pulse between her thighs set up a heavy drumbeat. “Yes. Hello, Ethan.”

“I worried that I had upset you in some way. My Mistresses don’t usually run off before a session is finished.”

She swallowed. “I apologize for that. I was just—well, never mind. It was nothing that you did.”

“I’m glad. Did G tell you I made a suggestion that might help whatever is going on?”

She nodded, then gave herself a mental smack as she realized he couldn’t see her. “Yes, she did. That’s why I asked her to give you my number.”

“I thought about you a lot.” His voice was lower. “It made concentrating on work very difficult.”

She choked a laugh. “Join the club. So. Are you available tomorrow? It’s Saturday, but I have no idea if that would interfere with your schedule.”

“Saturday works for me. I thought…”

“Yes? Thought what?”

“This might be a littler unorthodox for our situation, but I’d like to take you to dinner.”

Dinner. Was she ready for that?

“How about brunch? There’s a little restaurant I like that serves a great buffet.” She mentioned the name.

“I’ve heard of it but never been there. This would be a good opportunity to see if it lives up to its reputation.”

“If eleven o’clock is good for you, I’ll meet you there.”

“I, uh, could pick you up.”

“No.” She shook her head, even though he couldn’t see her. “That’s okay. I’ll see you there.”

“I’ll call and make a reservation, See you then.”

Dani disconnected the call and gave herself permission to pour another glass of wine. Had she just made the biggest mistake of her life or taken the biggest step forward?

I guess tomorrow I’ll find out.

****

Ethan leaned back in his big chair, staring at his cell phone. He wasn’t sure if he’d just made the smartest decision in his life or the dumbest one. But after ten miserable days with no word from Dani, he was about to lose his mind. He had never been affected by a woman like this. Never let his emotions become involved. It frightened him that, with Dani, it seemed he had no choice.

His inner voice had practically shouted in his ear to tell G he couldn’t do this. To find Dani another sub. But that would be the coward’s way, and he was not a coward by any means. He had managed to convince himself he could control things. Keep his emotions in check. Enjoy the sex and the freedom of submission without any ramifications. What a fucking mistake that had been. They might have spent a month together rather than an hour.

He was still haunted by the image of her running from the room at Rawhide like she was on fire. He’d had no idea what the hell happened and still didn’t. When he was dressed, he’d gone to find either Clint or G to see if they could shed light on the situation. G had not seen her. Clint had but was as bewildered as Ethan. Dani had simply raced for the cloakroom where the lockers were, grabbed her things, and hauled ass out of there. And no one had heard from her since then.

It figured that when he finally met a woman he thought he might be all in with, she’d get scared about something and run away. What the fuck had gone wrong? He had to see her at least one more time to find out. He had friends who talked about having emotional collisions like this. Meeting the woman and knowing at once they were meant to be together. Certainly never thought it would happen to him.

Never say never.

But before they could move forward, he had to find out what had spooked her. The longer he waited for the call from Rawhide, the more agitated he’d become.

He couldn’t believe the things he’d done while waiting to hear if she had requested him for another session. Things like stroking himself to completion in the shower, on his knees, and pretending she was watching him, holding the ever-present whip. Buying a cock ring, fastening it on his body and pretending she forced him to sleep with it on.

But the biggest one was getting that butt plug, lubing it up, sliding it into his ass, and going to work that way. He had imagined Dani’s slender fingers easing it into his body, stroking the curve of his ass, then sending him off to work with a knowing smile. He’d worn it through two days of meetings, the discomfort sending hot images of her into his brain. Every now and then one of his partners would cast a weird look his way.

If they only knew.

But now, he was going to see her in person, outside the boundaries of Rawhide. Where they were both fully clothed. For his entire adult life, once he had discovered his submissive side, he had never taken a woman out who he had sex with or had sex with a woman he went out with. Was he stupid or smart?

So far, however, it had worked. Until Dani. The first woman who’d ever scared the shit out of him because he sensed, from the beginning, she could shred that last little bit of control he held onto. And yet, he wanted it. Wanted her. And tomorrow he was taking her to brunch.

Okay, meeting her for brunch. But close to the same thing.

He had until tomorrow to get it straight in his mind what he was going to do and how he was going to handle things. He had no idea why she’d become so skittish. He only knew he wanted her, and not just for an hour.

He had always compartmentalized being a sub, afraid that, if he entered a relationship with a Mistress, she would want to control him in public, too, and that would not work for him. Would Dani be different?

Hell, holding back hadn’t gotten him anywhere with her. If it meant giving up the last bit of emotional control, he’d do it. Because he had a gut-deep feeling she’d never abuse that privilege.

Despite the fact he barely slept that night, he was charged with energy when he got up in the morning. His body hummed with anticipation as he showered and shaved. Yes, he told his image in the mirror. He’d do whatever it took. Who said you couldn’t fall for someone in sixty minutes? So it was unusual, hard to believe, harder to accept. But hadn’t they heard of love at first sight?

At last he was ready. As he backed his car out of the garage and headed for the restaurant, he kept telling himself, “Let her take the lead. That’s the only way to find out what I need to do.”

****

When Dani 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, and 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.”

A waitress brought menus, filled coffee cups, and 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 he was no ordinary sub and that was the problem.

“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 Rawhide 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 move forward.

“I need to tell you a little about myself first,” she began. “I have a job that requires a lot of imagination.”

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

“I’m an architect.” She waited for some kind of comment.

“You’re right,” he agreed. “It’s a very creative profession.”

“So, in my private life, I thought I needed something very structured, very precise. Someone else making the decisions.” Another deep breath. “But I realized, after some time, that what I want in my sex life—in my personal life—was something completely opposite. I discovered being in charge enhanced my creative side. 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 set up the first appointment at Rawhide I wasn’t sure 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 had to be someone who respects the fact that I seldom take the lifestyle outside the house. Certainly not in my work. I deal with demanding clients, so I thought, in my private life, I wanted the same thing. Then I discovered, after too long a time, I was wrong. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

He sighed. “Yes, I do. I have to maintain control in every other area of my life, also. Giving it up to the right person is more satisfying to me than anything else.”

“Yes. It took me a long time to realize I was in the wrong role.” 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 what bothers me is the sense you are always holding one part of yourself back. That you’ll never be all in with anyone. If you agree we have this…connection, how can we move ahead with it when you’re not all in?”

They were interrupted again while the waitress took their order. Neither of them had studied the menu so they both ordered the special. When the waitress had taken the menus and left, Ethan leaned across the table. He’d never released his hold on her hand. Dani 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 agree there’s something special between us,” he said at last. “To be truthful, it scares the hell out of me. Let me tell you about myself so maybe you can see why.” 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. Still, she could 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. I specialize in international law and both my partners and my clients would see this as a weakness.” Letting go of her hand, 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. To be in control outside the bedroom. That works for a lot of couples, but not for me. It’s why I always hold that little piece of myself back. It allows me to enjoy being a sub without worrying about what happens next. What if the person I’m in a long term relationship with wants the D/s rules to apply outside the bedroom? So you see, you and I worry about the same thing but for different reasons.”

Dani nodded. “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 and what she saw there was hunger, need, desire, and…and no sign of restraint.

Wow! And holy hell!

****

Ethan hoped he hadn’t made a mistake, telling Dani he would let go for her. But when she looked at him, his heart cracked wide open.

Son of a bitch.

Since that first night she invaded both his waking moments and his dreams. It distracted him when he needed to concentrate and threatened the part of himself he kept 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.

“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. “But something that obviously we both want.”

She stared at him for a long moment. Then she smiled. “Yes. You’re right.”

Every muscle in his body relaxed. “I was afraid you’d get up and walk out.”

“I worried about the same thing.”

He laughed. “Not even an option. I want to pursue this, but let’s put one condition in place. If it doesn’t work, we each go our own way and respect the other’s need for confidentiality.”

“All right.” She nodded. “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. As long as it doesn’t spill over into our public life.

“But Ethan?”

He tensed. Was she changing her mind? Setting restrictions that would doom them before they even got started? “Yes, Mistress?”

The word fell automatically from his lips, even though they were in a public place.

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

He thought his smile would crack his cheeks. “I can assure you that won’t happen.” Then his face sobered. “Mistress—Dani—I have such intense feelings for both of you.

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.”


Chapter Seven

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, waiting to make sure she understood his needs outside the bedroom and was fine with them.

They had been together for three weeks when they met some of Ethan’s friends for dinner. It took a while for her to relax, but then she slid into the flow of the evening. Unfortunately 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 angry at the complete lack of trust that she’d worked so hard to earn that she could barely contain herself until they were back at her place. As she stripped off her clothes, she discarded, with them, her public persona. She faced him, hands on hips, wearing just her bra and bikini panties.

“I do believe you were pushing for punishment tonight, sub. Am I correct?”

At first his jaw dropped in astonishment. Then a tiny gleam sparked in his eyes. “Maybe I was. What particular sin did I commit?”

“You spent the entire evening watching me, alert, as if waiting for me to take out my virtual whip in front of the others.” She waited with barely controlled impatience for him to answer.

“I am sorry, Mistress. I wasn’t aware I was doing it.”

“Do you have so little trust in me that you think I would ignore what we have and embarrass you in front of others?”

He bowed his head. “I’m sorry, Mistress. It won’t happen again.”

“Without trust, there is nothing.” She paused. “Do you understand?”

“I do. It’s been…difficult for me to believe, that’s all. But it’s me, not you.”

“Perhaps suitable punishment will help you understand the meaning of trust.” She studied him as he stood before her, stripped naked, hands behind his back. “Shower and return to this room. Bring a towel but do not dry off first.”

He cast her a curious look but went into the bathroom to follow her orders. Dani pulled out the very short, very sheer black nightie that Ethan had told her fit her Mistress personality to a T. Then she took her choice of toys from the dresser drawer, waiting for Ethan to return.

Then he stood in the doorway to the bathroom, water dripping down his hard. Defined muscles, his cock erect, she had to exert control to keep from pushing him down and climbing onto him. Instead, she pulled in a deep breath.

“Come forward.” She motioned with her fingers. “Right here in front of me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Pull back the covers on the bed, cover them with the towel and kneel at the side.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

When he was in position, she walked behind him, studying his finely sculpted ass.

“Twenty lashes,” she told him. “The water on your skin will enhance the sharp bite. Count with me and remember that each one is for your lack of trust in me tonight.”

He crossed his arms in front of him and placed his forehead on his forearms, body tense to receive the smack of the whip.

Dani drew the leather strips across his skin almost as a caress, pulled her arm back, and struck the first blow.

“One.” His deep voice mingled with hers. His hands tightened into fists as the leather bit sharply into the wet skin.

Red bloomed on his skin, and her pussy throbbed in response.

“Two.” The second ark of the lash joined the first, and as Ethan counted with her, his voice vibrated through her as if his lips were actually touching her.

By the time she reached twenty, every inch of skin covering his buttocks flamed and she was so aroused she could hardly wait to feel his cock inside her.

“Stand up,” she commanded, “and place yourself on the bed, on your back.”

He obeyed in silence, lying down until his toned body was displayed for her pleasure. She straddled him, leaving her sheer nightie in place and rolling a condom onto his thick shaft.

“This is for me,” she told him, “because I feel you disrespected me tonight. You will not come until I give you permission.”

“Of course, Mistress.” Hunger and heat swirled in his eyes as she lowered herself onto him.

“Remember that, because if you forget I will have to find a different punishment for you. Perhaps I might not allow you to reach an orgasm for a week.”

His eyes widened at the threat and power surged through her. Yes, being a Mistress was what she was born for. “Hands behind your head, or I will handcuff them to the headboard.”

When he had done as she ordered, she began a steady rhythm, riding him, slowly at first, but as the need built, as her body responded, she moved faster. His shaft filled her, the friction against her inner walls making her nipples ache. Another time she would have leaned forward and ordered him to suck them but not tonight. Tonight was about punishing him, not enhancing her sexual pleasure.

Her gaze never left Ethan’s as her climax began to build deep inside her. It thrummed through her body, spiraling higher and higher. His facial muscles tightened, and his breathing became more intense, but he held himself still just as she’d commanded.

“I’m going to come,” she told him in a breathless tone. “But not you. Do not come.”

“Mistress,” he began.

“No. Do not speak or no orgasms for a week.”

She braced herself on his chest as her release roared through her, the muscles of her pussy clenching his shaft again and again until at last she was spent. The entire time he never took his eyes off her. When she could catch her breath again, she lifted herself from his body, removed the condom, and disposed of it. She saw the questioning look in his eyes as he realized she would not allow him to climax. She was determined that he would remember for every minute of the night how disrespected she had felt. How hurt she was that he hadn’t trusted her behavior in public.

When he saw her lift the cock ring from the dresser, his eyes widened and heat stained his cheeks red. His shaft was so swollen she had to pull and tug to fit the apparatus on him and buckled the straps.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

Swallowing a groan, he turned over and did as she asked. In the nightstand drawer, she found the plug and lubricant she wanted and covered the toy with the slick substance. She applied more to her finger and slid it into his hot, tight channel. His entire body tensed as he realized what was coming.

“Relax, sub. If you tighten up, this will hurt. And that’s not the kind of pain I want for you.”

“I’ll try, Mistress,” he groaned. “But I want to come almost more than I want my next breath.”

“Perhaps this will be a reminder not to displease me. Breathe in, breathe out.”

He inhaled deeply, and on the exhale, she spread the cheeks of his ass and slowly inserted the plug. A soft groan rumbled up from him.

“Be happy I didn’t use the vibrating one,” she teased. Then she climbed into bed beside him, reached over and stroked his face. “You may go to sleep now. Pleasant dreams.”

He had rolled to his side, barely stifling a groan of protest.

“Mistress.” His voice was rough and harsh.

“In the morning, we will finish. Think about this the next time you disrespect me by not trusting my behavior toward you in public.

She awoke as the sun was filtering in trough the blinds. Ethan was beside her, his body tense, his breathing harsh. Time to reward him, she told herself as she reached in the drawer for a condom.

“What will you remember?” she asked, lying on her back as he slid into her.

“That no matter where we are I trust you to live up to our promises.”

“Being a Mistress in public is not what does it for me, Ethan. Remember that.” Then she wrapped her legs around him, dug her heels into the small of his back, and pulled him tight to her as the orgasm claimed them both.

That night had been a turning point for them. There were other signs that this relationship was solidifying. Ethan began bringing her one red rose each time he picked her up at her place, always with a card on which he’d written something special. It seemed that now she was the one holding back, waiting for the other shoe to fall. He knew it, too. In the bedroom he went out of his way to show her he was all hers, every bit of him.

Little by little the trust grew until one night he told her one of his partners was hosting a small private dinner party at his home.

“Is this some kind of test, Ethan? To see if I behave myself with them?”

He grabbed her by the arms and tugged her so close to him her breasts pressed into his chest. “There are no more tests, Dani. None. I trust you. One hundred percent. I am all in.”

The night of the event, she was a bundle of nerves, reminding herself she would be on display. Actually, both she and Ethan. This would be the first time the partners had seen them as a couple. She quelled both her nerves and her excitement, dressing with great care to impress the people in Ethan’s world. It pleased her to see him so relaxed throughout the 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 just 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.

When he brought her home, it was understood he would spend the night. When he followed her into the bedroom, he turned her to face him and tilted up her face to his. “No heavy play tonight. Tonight we’re Dani and Ethan, not Mistress and sub. Does that work for you?”

She realized this was a first for them, and her heart beat faster. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, it does.”

“Tonight I’m in charge.”

She nodded.

“Good.”

He lowered his head and pressed his mouth to hers, his lips warm and smooth. Deepening the kiss, he released the clip holding her hair and threaded his fingers through the heavy strands. His tongue slid into her mouth, dancing with hers, enticing it, licking every inner surface. When he broke the kiss, they were both breathless.

He undressed her slowly, kissing every bit of her skin as he exposed it, sliding her dress off, and letting it pool on the floor. His eyes darkened at the sight of her breasts swelling over the lace cups of her bra. Holding her in place, he took one nipple into his mouth, fabric and all, and sucked hard. Heat streaked to her pussy, and her inner muscles quivered in response. He tugged on that hardened tip and grazed it with his teeth, finally biting down just enough to cause pleasurable pain, before he turned his attention to the other one.

By the time he unclasped her bra and tossed it aside, her nipples ached and her pussy throbbed with incessant need.

Kneeling, he helped her out of her shoes and brushed them and the pooled fabric of her dress to the side. Then, holding her hips in his long fingers, he drew the tip of his tongue across the lace trim on the bikini panties before thrusting it into her slit, fabric and all. He hummed his satisfaction as he rubbed up and down, abrading her clit with each movement.

She clung to his shoulders, shaking so hard with need her legs trembled.

At last he rose, lifted her, and carried her to the bed, dragging the covers aside. When he had her placed exactly as he wanted her, he stripped off his own clothes and climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs.

“Gorgeous,” he breathed as he stared at her exposed pussy. Bending low, he spread the swollen lips and lapped the length of her slit, once, twice, sending shivers through her body.

Her pulse beat so hard it was everywhere in her body, shaking her with need.

Ethan stroked her inner thighs, smoothing his palms over the tender skin before lifting her legs and placing them on his shoulders. He slid his warm palms beneath the cheeks of her ass to lift her up to him and thrust his tongue inside her with one liquid slide.

“Oh, god!” The words slid from her mouth.

Urged on by her reaction, his tongue kept up its magic rhythm, plunging deep and dragging it back so it hit that very sensitive spot. His hands squeezed the cheeks of her buttocks in a rhythmic motion that mimicked his tongue. On and on it went, the fire of the orgasm kindling low inside her before spiraling up and out to spread through her body.

As her release crested, she dug her heels into his shoulders, fisted her hands, and arched up to his mouth. She exploded, her body shaking over and over as spasms rocked her. His mouth never left her pussy, drawing out her pleasure until at last she lay limp on the bed, spent.

He lowered her legs and moved up to kiss her, sharing her taste, the tartness of it lighting a match to her again. In seconds, he had a condom out, sheathed himself, and pressed the head of his cock against her opening.

“Take me inside, Dani.”

Not Mistress. Dani. And unbelievably, she was ready for him again. He eased his cock inside her, a little at a time, drawing out the pleasure for both of them.

“Look at me,” he commanded when he was fully seated. “And don’t take your eyes away.”

He moved slowly at first, dragging his thick shaft against her sensitive inner walls. Then as her body responded more and more, he increased the pace. She never took her eyes away from his, and when he looked into them, he could see clear down to her soul.

That was the trigger. He thrust and pumped and sped up, holding himself back with great difficulty until her body signaled her readiness. One final plunge and they both fell over the edge, his cock pulsing, the walls of her pussy spasming and squeezing him, drawing every last drop from him. He had barely enough strength to ease from her body, dispose of the condom and return to the bed to roll her into his arms.

“That was not Mistress and sub,” he whispered in her ear, licking the outer sell. “That was Ethan and Dani. It was everything we are to each other.”

She hummed her pleasure. “Yes. I never thought to feel that. Ever.”

“Neither did I. Sleep, Dani. I’ll keep you in my arms.”

Their life together took another step forward after that. They spent a few evenings at Rawhide where she played with him in the public areas, showing him off to the other envious Mistresses. But it was in the privacy of his bedroom or hers that the real meaning of their relationship continued to grow.

The day they actually began living together—in his condo where there was more room and more accessibility to things they needed—she knew the last barrier had crumbled.

On the nights where she was Mistress Dani, she found new ways to torment him to erotic satisfaction. And always, always, she cared for him afterwards. 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 in her briefcase. Or a rose, instead of at work, on her pillow when she came home at the end of the day. 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.

Some days, Ethan came home stressed from his clients and Dani carefully picked her way through the emotional mine field, 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 fastened 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. Other times, she ordered him to fuck her standing up, both of them still half-dressed, like two rutting fools.

But the biggest thing happened on their three month anniversary of living together. They were in the bedroom. 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, sat across from him, and teased 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, 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, one she’d ordered the beginning of the week. The anticipation of giving it to him had made her nervous all week. Should she do it? Would it be too much? Would he like it? She had changed her mind so many times that she drove herself crazy.

At last they were going to try it. It had just arrived the day before and anticipation overrode any anxiety. She knew 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 dildos. The new toy was something that would give them simultaneous pleasure, a dildo she could attach to herself with a network of straps. One of its features was a clit stimulator that worked with the movement of her body.

“Shower first,” she told him as she led him into the big stall shower with the rain heads.

Then she oiled his body completely and attached tiny clamps to his nipples. 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 his anus a little at a time. She rocked her hips the way she liked Ethan to do 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 wet 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 Rawhide, 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 on to her 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, pressing the base of the dildo to release the thick liquid it contained into his ass and shaking with her own climax.

Ohgodohgodohgod.

Spasms wracked 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 and rubbing it onto his 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, climbed off the bed on shaky legs, unbuckled the harness that held the dildo to her body, then removed 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 again,” 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 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.

Her hands trembled slightly as she fetched from her dresser 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.”

“I love you, too.” Words freely given.

“I want to be with you forever, and so 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. “Let me say it again. I love you.”

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

Ethan stared at it. “Dani, 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. “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 onto the bed with him. He pulled her between his thighs and spooned her against his body.

They had traveled a long road in a short time. They lowered barriers, learned to deal with their emotions, and experienced how intense raw sex could be when love was part of the equation. She snuggled back against him, safe in the cocoon of his muscular arms and the warmth of his passion.

“I do love you, Dani.” He kissed her temple. “Mistress. And I will be yours forever.”

“Forever.” Dani sighed as her body relaxed, secure in the love they shared and the knowledge the future was theirs.
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