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      Three hours. Four hard limits. Nine naughty couples.

      Black Light's thrilling game of Valentine Roulette returns for the fifth year with nine very dirty — and very hot — NEW stories from your favorite BDSM authors.

      It's Valentine's Night and time for a rematch, but the egos of two dominating Dungeon Masters aren't the only things on the line. These couples are going to gamble their hearts with one spin of the wheel, and there's only one guarantee in this year's Roulette...

      The East Coast may have won the battle last year, but Black Light West plans to win the war in this explosive, sexy collection!

      

      With Stories By:

      Heel by Measha Stone

      Rushed by Jennifer Bene

      Owned by Renee Rose

      Shattered by Maggie Ryan

      Cheeky by Livia Grant

      Pierced by Raisa Greywood

      Bareback by Shane Starrett

      Butterfly by Ann Mayburn

      Forbidden by Sinistre Ange
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            We Will NOT Lose

          

          

      

    

    






Elijah

        

      

    

    
      Black Light West

      Tuesday Afternoon, February 2nd

      

      “I have some bad news,” Tyler reported the minute Elijah Keaton walked in the office of Black Light West. 

      Of course, he does. That’s the only kind of news these days. 

      “I haven’t taken my coat off yet,” Elijah groused, noticing a new stack of paperwork on his desk that hadn’t been there when he’d left late the night before. 

      “Sorry, I wasn’t aware your ears didn’t work with your coat on.” 

      On a good day, Elijah actually appreciated the good-natured bantering he shared with his right-hand man, Tyler Darden. 

      Today was not that day. 

      Life wouldn’t be good again until the day after Valentine’s Day. Twelve days. That’s all the time they had left.

      I can’t fucking lose to Spencer Cook. Not again. 

      Already exhausted and his day was just beginning. Elijah threw his leather jacket over the pile of boxes lining the wall under a huge whiteboard before collapsing into his desk chair. He lurched to his left as the seat tipped sideways, reminding him that the chair was just one more item on his long list of things that needed to be repaired in the BDSM club. 

      Setting the pile of papers aside, he reached for the keyboard to sign-in as he asked, “How bad is it?”

      Tyler’s cheery, “We’ve had worse,” helped keep his blood pressure down long enough to login. 

      “Lay it on me.” 

      “The one and only gay dom we had sign up for Roulette is backing out. Says he has some business trip or some other bullshit. We have a long waiting list of gay submissives, but we’re short on gay doms.”

      Okay, all things considered, this wasn’t the end of the world. With the huge popularity of the event, he was sure he could con another dominant into participating. 

      “Go through the membership files. See if you can find anyone identifying as bi-sexual and dominant. Maybe we can find someone new to approach that way.” 

      “Will do. Oh, and Madison called. She’s gonna be late.” 

      That was worse news. 

      “Dammit, we’re so fucking behind! Against my better judgement I gave in and gave everyone yesterday off, but why the hell is the parking lot empty? This is a workday.” 

      “I’m here, aren’t I?” 

      “Yeah, but I suspect it’s only because you don’t want me to fire your ass.” 

      Tyler grinned, chuckling. “I’m not worried about that. You need me too much for Roulette.” 

      While his second-in-command was right, Elijah also noted, “Roulette ends on the fourteenth. You hoping to be employed on the fifteenth?” 

      “Jeez, you can’t even take a joke. You’re a real dick to be around lately.”

      Elijah countered, “At least I only get this way for a few weeks in February. How’d you like to work for Spencer? He’s like this year-round.” 

      “True facts. I talked to Owen over the weekend. He says half the DMs are ready to string him up.” 

      Elijah let his imagination run wild, picturing his counterpart, Spencer Cook, trussed to the St. Andrew’s Cross at Black Light East with his dungeon monitors whipping him. Now that would be a scene he’d pay good money to see. 

      “Well, if everyone doesn’t step it up around here, I may do my own stringing up. No one’s taking how behind we are seriously,” Elijah complained. 

      “We aren’t that far behind where we were last year.” Tyler walked to the closet to start pulling boxes down from the shelf. 

      “Let me remind you. We fucking lost the bet last year. What the hell are you doing, now? We need to go through our to-do list and prioritize.” 

      Elijah could barely hear Tyler’s response from deep inside the walk-in closet. “I’m pulling down the roulette wheel supplies and the signage. Remember, we were going to go through the kink list and order the new signs so we get them in time.” 

      Shit. He was right. 

      Once Tyler was done in the closet, Elijah hit him up with his next question. “When the hell is Jaxson gonna tell us who he picked to do the judging this year? Have you heard anything about who they are looking at?”  

      A lot of their fate in the competition was going to rest in the hands of random judges that his bosses, the owners, chose to do the judging. 

      When Tyler didn’t answer, Elijah sighed, looking up to find Tyler glaring at him with concern instead. 

      “What?” Elijah prodded, clearly missing something. 

      “He sent us an email with the judging details three days ago. Didn’t you read it?”

      Fuck. No.

      Reaching for his mouse, he dug into his email, looking for the missing email while making what was becoming his go-to lame excuse, “I’ve been a little busy.” 

      He almost had to ask Tyler to forward the mail before finally finding it in his trash folder. Not only had he not read it, but he’d somehow managed to delete one of the most important emails he’d been waiting for. 

      Double fuck. 

      Elijah quickly scanned the brief message, hoping he wouldn’t hate the judges that Jaxson had picked.

      “Shit. So, the overall winners from East last year are coming here to judge us and Jax picked Jack Tanner and his sub from last year’s competition here at West to go out East. Not sure how I feel about this. I was hoping he’d have Cash or maybe Covington judge this year. Either of them would be a friendly for us.” 

      “Yeah, well Chase told me they wanted to keep things as even as possible so having previous roulette pairs flip flopping clubs helped keep things even.” 

      “What the hell do we know about this guy, Elliott Wallace? Master Elliott?” 

      “I pumped Chase for what he knew.  He didn’t say much, just that the guy is really into fire play and is a pretty experienced Dom.” 

      Elijah couldn’t decide if that was a good thing or not. He switched gears.  “When was the last time we saw Jack Tanner in the club?”  

      He didn’t like the sour look on Tyler’s face. “I don’t remember, which isn’t good.” 

      Elijah agreed.  He didn’t even have to voice his next thought because Tyler had already pulled his phone out of his pocket, adding, “I’m texting him now.  Inviting him to come in next weekend cuz we miss him.” 

      “Don’t lay it on too thick,” he warned, knowing the private investigator wasn’t stupid. He was gonna figure out they were gonna try to woo his support in his upcoming voting.

      He changed the subject, “Did the construction crew get here on time today?” 

      He had to wait for Tyler to put his phone away and answer. “They were here when I got here.” 

      “That didn’t answer my question.” 

      Tyler looked away sheepishly. “How the fuck would I know? I only got here about twenty minutes before you did.” 

      Rather than saying something he’d regret, Elijah stomped out of the office, headed out to inspect the two construction projects they had underway. 

      First stop, the theater. He was relieved to hear the pounding underway right up until the minute he walked into the small space. 

      Holy. Fucking. Shit. 

      Sure, they’d needed better seating for the Roulette pairing ceremony, but what the hell had he done? The room was gutted. Completely and wholly empty. The only thing remaining in the previously elegant theater were piles of rubble from the torn-up walls and flooring. Even the drop ceiling had been removed, exposing plumbing and electrical pipes. 

      “Who’s in charge here?” he called out to the three men working. 

      No one spoke up. Not a good sign. 

      “You,” he pointed at the nearest guy holding a sledgehammer. “Where’s Oliver?” 

      The guy just shrugged his shoulders and kept tearing up the far wall. 

      Elijah walked out of the noisy space to the empty bar area before calling the owner of the construction company. After five rings, the call went to voicemail. 

      “Hey, this is Elijah Keaton over at Black Light and I need you to call me right away. Your crew is completely demolishing the theater. This is not what we discussed. I’ll remind you that we have our biggest event of the year the night of Valentine’s Day and we must have the theater in perfect condition. Call me.” 

      He had no more than hung up when his phone rang. He answered it on the first ring. “Talk to me.” 

      “Hey, I’m running late, but I’ll be there soon.” It was Avery, the club chef. 

      “Christ, not you too. Everyone’s late.” 

      “Sorry, but we normally have Tuesdays off. I had a hair appointment.”

      “Fine but bring down the menu and purchasing orders as soon as you get here. I want to go through everything to make sure we have it all ordered.”

      “Relax, this isn’t my first rodeo you know.” 

      He hung up. He didn’t want to talk about hairdos and rodeos, dammit. 

      The ping of an incoming text came as he was halfway to the sauna at the back of the club. 

      It was a text from Madison: On my way. Do you want me to pick up anything on the way? 

      Elijah tapped out a quick reply: Punctual ppl. 

      Madison replied almost instantly with a brief: Ouch. 

      Groaning, Elijah tried to text while he stomped through the curtain to the play area: Gt ur ass here or u’ll have smthng 2 cry bout.

      Madison’s next text was so damn sassy he could practically hear her voice: Your texts are getting worse. See you soon. 

      Despite complaints from his employees, his texts were just fine, and as he tucked his phone away Elijah met the sauna repair guy coming around the pool. 

      “Get it fixed?” he asked expectantly. 

      “I wish. The fan’s motor is burned up. I’m gonna have to see if I have a replacement in my storeroom. If not, I may need to order one from the manufacturer.” 

      Fucking great. 

      “How much is that gonna set us back?”

      “Depends. You have a pretty old system. I think the manufacturer is in the EU. Could take a few weeks.” 

      “Bullshit. We gotta have the sauna working by Valentine’s Day at the latest. It’s one of the…” He cut off his sentence. The contractor wasn’t a member, and although he’d signed the standard NDA before being allowed in the top secret BDSM club, he didn’t need to know the details. “Just get it fixed before then.”

      “I’ll know more when I get back to my shop. Call you later.” 

      After the guy left, Elijah stood in the middle of the empty club, glancing around at the place that now felt like home rather than work. As hard as he tried to tell himself that the bet he’d made with Spencer wasn’t that important in the wide spectrum of life, he couldn’t push down his anxiety. Not only was he competitive, but he couldn’t stand the thought of another year of staff meetings where the asshole in D.C. snuck in digs and insults over their win the year before. 

      We won’t lose. Not again. 
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later and things had gone from bad to worse. While his key employees had all shown up eventually, their arrival had only brought one piece of bad news after another until Elijah’s head throbbed. 

      “Hey, can you pass over the first-aid kit?” he asked Madison who was sitting at Tyler’s desk in the office. 

      “You hurt yourself?” she asked, concern showing in her wrinkled brow.

      “Only with bad news. I have a headache.” 

      “Like, you need to chill out. Everything will turn out fine. It always does.” 

      Opening the newest email to hit his inbox, Elijah wasn’t so sure. “Dominic just quit.” 

      “Dominic? Who’s… Oh, the guy that dresses like Jack Sparrow?” Madison asked in a tone much too lively to suit him. 

      “Yes, Dominic who runs our costume department. The guy who is a mission critical member of the team for Roulette. And does he give two weeks’ notice? No! The asshole is leaving for another gig on Friday. Zero notice. Fuck my life.” 

      “Hey, at least you have his assistant, Annie. I’m sure she can handle it.“ 

      “We’re gonna have fifteen couples. That’s the potential for forty-five wardrobe or costume needs in a fucking three-hour period. Annie can’t handle half of that on her own.” 

      “So… you have tons of connections in town. I’m sure you can get another costume design person from one of the studios to help out.” 

      “In less than two weeks? On Valentine’s Day? That passes all of the background checks?” Elijah’s voice got louder with each question until he ended on a shout that made his head pound harder. 

      Madison tried to placate him. “Fine, let me make some calls. I’ll sort it out, but…” 

      Elijah used the last swig of his now-warm soda to down two pain killers before pinning Madison with his best glare. 

      “But what?” 

      “I don’t want to tell you unless you promise to stay calm.” 

      “How about I promise not to throttle you?” 

      “I guess that could work. It’s just…”

      “Spit it out.”

      “The commemorative glasses we ordered are on backorder. They may not get here in time.” When Elijah stood frozen, taking in the bad news, she added a happy, “If it makes you feel any better, the ones for Runway are late too.” 

      “Where. Did. You. Order. From?” he ground out. He’d warned her. She better not say….

      “I know you told me not to, but like the price difference was just too great.” She paused, stopping short until his dominant glare spurred her to add, “I ordered from the company in China.” 

      “Madison!” 

      The petite Runway manager jumped, apologizing. “I’m sorry! I’ve used this distributor many times. I’ve never had any problems before. I don’t know what went wrong.” 

      “I went wrong. The universe doesn’t want me to beat Cook this year. That’s the only explanation for all the bullshit going wrong at the same time around here.” 

      Susie, his head bartender, had arrived, but hadn’t noticed until she plunked a tall amber liquid in front of him. 

      “Drink. You need it,” she grumbled. 

      Tyler added, “Yeah, think of it as medicine. If not for you, for the rest of us.” 

      “Ha, ha. I don’t need booze. I need…”

      As one, the rest of the employees added in unison, “To beat Black Light East.” 

      “Yes. And not just beat them. Trounce them. Have the best couples. Hottest kinks. Most spectators. Highest profit. Most bids on silent auction items!”

      He was yelling and he didn’t even care. If that’s what it took to get their attention, so be it. “What is everyone looking at me like that for? Haven’t you ever seen a man losing his shit before?” 

      They all looked around until finally Madison spoke softly. “Eh… please tell me that you’re handling the silent auction.” 

      “What do you mean, me? I didn’t handle…” Elijah’s heart almost thumped out of his chest. “You took care of that last year.” 

      “I handled them after they all started coming in, sure. I even made a few calls to get some more donations, but you handled the invitations to donate last year. I’m sure of it.” 

      Elijah’s mind raced. Had he sent the email? If it was on his list, he had. He shuffled a bunch of papers around on his desk until he dug out the legal pad with his to-do list on it. 

      Whew. ‘Send silent auction invite’ was on the list and crossed off. 

      “I already sent it out. It’s crossed off my list.” 

      Everyone except Madison let out a sigh of relief. “So, why haven’t I gotten any emails or mail on it yet? You were going to send that out a month ago before we even started the sign-up process. Who did you tell them to reach out to?” 

      That was a very good question. Elijah sat in his chair, pulling up his email. “Okay, I sent it out on…” 

      Elijah searched his SENT folder, but couldn’t find the email. Almost panicking, he remembered he’d used the newsletter mail service to email all of the members. Switching over to that app, he went to the SENT folder again. 

      Don’t panic. It has to be here. 

      He checked the DRAFT folder next and it was empty. What the fuck?

      Then his gaze landed on the big bright red banner across the top of the screen. 

      ERROR MESSAGE: There was an error performing the send operation. 

      His heart thumped faster as he clicked on the error. 

      The campaign wasn’t sent because you added special characters such as a backslash or quotation mark at the start of the campaign name. Remove any special characters from the start of the name and click Send Campaign. 

      Elijah dropped his head into his hands, elbows on the desk. He wanted to scream, to throttle someone, only there was no one to blame for this one but himself. 

      I’m a dumbass. 

      Madison’s soft touch on his arm as she looked over his shoulder at his computer screen calmed him slightly. The pain meds hadn’t kicked in yet and for a brief moment he thought his head might explode, and honestly, how he felt in that moment, that might be okay with him. He was used to the back pain and knee pain. But this… it was too much. 

      “Don’t worry about it. Let us work on the list for a while while you go upstairs and lay down in one of the rooms,” she offered.

      “I don’t need to lay down,” he mumbled. 

      Susie shoved the bourbon under his face. “Then take your medicine.” 

      “I’m not drinking.” 

      Tyler was farther away, standing with the other dungeon monitors, when he offered up, “I think you need to get laid is what I think. Hell, if I thought it would help, I’d offer to suck you off. Take one for the team and all.” 

      Despite the heavy weight on his shoulders, Tyler’s smartass remark made him chuckle. Elijah finally looked up to give his second-in-command shit. 

      “Wouldn’t you be in trouble if I took you up on that offer?” 

      Tyler’s eyes grew wide before finally bursting out laughing with the rest of the gang gathered around the crowded office. 

      He was their leader. It was time he started acting like it. 

      “Okay, first, while I’m not gonna get mushy, I am gonna say I’m sorry. I know I’ve been a sonuvabitch to be around lately, but in case you haven’t noticed, I really want us to win this year. Not only have I had to put up with Cook’s gloating all year, but more importantly, I’m so proud of what we’ve created here at Black Light West, and we deserve to win. I feel lucky every day when I come in and get to work with all of you, helping to give our members the private space they deserve to live out their sexual fantasies.” 

      Elijah paused. He hadn’t planned on making an inspirational speech, especially with a growing migraine. But he was reminded that they’d been through so much together in the last year since almost losing their good friend, Nalani. All he could do was speak from the heart. 

      “You’ve all become an unlikely family to me, and as much as I do want us to win Roulette this year, it can’t come at the cost of our relationships with each other. So, here’s what we’re gonna do. Madison, Tyler, and I are gonna regroup on our action item list and then we’re all gonna chip in and divide and conquer. We have a lot of things going wrong, but we are all smart, resourceful people and if anyone can pull it together, it’s us. Together.” 

      The raucous cheers that erupted in the small space pierced his headache like an ice pick, but Elijah didn’t complain. He was part of a team—a team that had each other’s backs. They’d work their asses off to solve all of the problems they could, and Valentine’s Day would arrive, regardless. If they won, fantastic. But… if they didn’t, they’d still succeed as long as their members had fun and they all stuck together. 

      Elijah’s shoulders relaxed as he made peace with the challenge ahead. 

      “Now, let’s get back to work. I’m gonna order in food, and everyone feel free to pour a drink on the house if it will help.” 

    

  







            There’s no ‘I’ in Team

          

          

      

    

    






Madison

        

      

    

    
      Runway West

      February 14th, 5:45pm

      As Madison smoothed out the thigh-high leather boots she’d purchased for Roulette, she pulled in another deep breath, counting to ten before she let it out slowly.

      “Stop worrying. You ace the MC gig every year, babe,” Trevor said, grinning over at her from the chair as his gaze slid down her body. “And you look so damn good doing it.”

      “You haven’t been under General Elijah’s thumb for the last month,” she replied, rolling her eyes as she turned in front of the full-length mirror, making sure everything looked perfect before she stepped in front of the massive audience Roulette always brought. “You’d be stressed too if you knew how crazy he’s been.”

      “You’ve told me all about it.” Chuckling, Trevor pushed himself out of the chair and moved to stand behind her in the mirror. A moment later his hands were on her shoulders, thumbs digging into the knots of tension that felt like a permanent fixture in her muscles. “I think I have an idea.”

      “Oh my God that feels amazing,” Madison groaned, eyes closing as his strong hands worked magic.

      “Keep making noises like that and I’m going to make you late for Roulette,” Trevor threatened playfully, his voice a delicious growl against her ear that had her contemplating how quickly she could get out of all the leather she’d put on.

      Nope. Elijah will totally kill me.

      “Don’t tease me right now, please? Tonight has to go, like… perfect. More than perfect. We have to win, and I can’t get distracted or I’m going to totally screw it up somehow.” Shrugging out of the tempting massage, Madison stepped closer to the mirror to check her make-up one more time. She’d put her blonde hair in another high ponytail, wearing a leather corset that showed off her curves, lifted the girls high on her chest, and it matched the leather skirt she’d found like a dream.

      Well, she hadn’t found it. Dominic had.

      Then Dominic quit, which was just one of a hundred things that had gone wrong in the last few weeks. Elijah felt like the universe was working against them, and while Madison always tried to keep a positive attitude — even she had to admit it seemed plausible.

      But they’d come together, worked hard to fix as much as they could, and even though everything wasn’t perfect… they could still win.

      “Earth to Madison,” Trevor said, waving his hand in front of her face, and she jerked back.

      “What?”

      “I asked you if you were ready to head downstairs,” he answered, chuckling and looking too damn handsome with that sly grin on his face. “You do realize that stressing about this shit isn’t going to make the night go any better, right?”

      “You pestering me isn’t going to make it any better either!” she snapped and immediately wished she hadn’t. Madison only got a brief glimpse of the wicked flash on Trevor’s face before he caught her around the waist and bent her over. The leather skirt was already short, but Trevor flipped it up onto her back anyway just before he landed the first blistering smack of his palm.

      “I know you’re stressed, babe,” he began, delivering another hard swat to her other ass cheek. “But I am not responsible for this shit.”

      “I know, but—” Another hard spank cracked against her skin, drawing a whine through her clenched teeth as he repeated it again, and again, and again. “Trevor!”

      “That’s not what you call me when you’re a naughty girl,” he said through a laugh, delivering another series of fiery swats to her ass that made her struggle against his hold. He just adjusted his grip, shifting her off balance, which forced her to brace her hands on the wall beside the mirror so she didn’t topple in the high-heeled boots. “Come on, babe, you know what to say.”

      “This isn’t helping, SIR!” Madison shouted, but his laugh just rolled out again as he landed another quick series of searing smacks. Her ass was on fire, and she fought the urge to chew all of her lipstick off as she tried to bite back the whines as the pain amplified.

      “I’m waiting,” he taunted her, slowing down the pace as he evened out the handprints she was sure he was leaving behind. She knew exactly what he wanted to hear, but something inside her just wouldn’t budge.

      “And I’m supposed to be downstairs as Mistress Madison, but someone—” She didn’t even get the chance to finish the sentence before he focused an agonizing set of swats directly on her sitspot. Shifting her weight from foot to foot, she tried to wiggle out of his grip, to lessen the burning ache, but Trevor was nothing but hard muscle, and a lot bigger.

      “First of all, babe, you’re never going to be Mistress Madison with me. I’m not into getting my ass lit up like this, but you definitely are.” Pushing her thong aside, Trevor plunged two fingers deep, sending her onto her toes with a gasp that ended on a hushed moan. “And whether you think this isn’t helping or not, I’m not letting you go downstairs until I hear what I want to hear… even if that means Elijah himself has to come check on you and find you bent over with a red ass.”

      Heat flushed her face at the idea of Elijah walking in on her like this. Sure, there was a BDSM club a few stories under her very stylish boots, and she was about to MC the most intense kink event of the year… but Elijah was still her coworker.

      “I’m sorry, sir,” she mumbled, groaning when Trevor pulled his fingers free and spanked her again.

      “Want to try that again?”

      “I’m sorry, sir!” Madison shouted, whining as she tried to stand upright again and Trevor just leaned into her, keeping her exactly where he wanted her.

      “For?” he prompted, and she could hear the damn charming smile in his voice.

      “For snapping at you and like… everything else. All the stuff I’ve been doing. Just can we please go downstairs, sir?” she begged, definitely not feeling like Mistress Madison, but then Trevor’s fingers found her clit and all her thoughts went out the window.

      “Good girl,” Trevor praised, winding her up with each delirious circle between her thighs. “You like this?”

      “Yes, sir!”

      “Want more?” he asked with that low rumbling edge to his tone that would have made her wet if she wasn’t already soaking his fingers.

      “Yes, please! Please, sir?” Madison shifted her hips, feeling the blur of pleasure winding with the subtle, burning ache that covered her entire ass. He was right, this was exactly what she’d needed. The pressure increased, driving her higher — and then it stopped.

      “Then it sounds like you’re going to have to do a good job tonight, babe,” Trevor said as he let go of her, stepping back when she stood upright to stare at him in shock.

      “You’re kidding me!”

      Raising a finger in the air, Trevor grinned. “Tsk, tsk. Watch your tone.”

      “Since when are you into edging me, sir?” Madison asked, knowing her tone was anything but respectful. Fortunately, Trevor just laughed.

      “There are some perks to spending as much time around Ryder as I do working for Khloe.” Winking at her, Trevor tilted his chin toward the door of their room. “We better go downstairs. The sooner you get this show on the road, the sooner I can finish what I started.”

      “You’re not going to let me come until after Roulette?” Pure disbelief filled her, but Trevor’s wicked grin confirmed it. “That’s so mean!”

      “Think of it as… inspiration. You’ve been stressing for weeks over impressing Jaxson, Chase, and Emma, and Elijah, and whoever they sent over from the East Coast.” Stepping closer, he ran his hand over her ass, squeezing hard, which woke up the burn in her skin. “Now you’re going to be thinking about everything I’m going to do to you as soon as we’re back upstairs.”

      Holy shit.

      As much as she hated it, and as much as she absolutely needed to come… she had to admit he was right. With the lingering throb in her clit, her pussy soaking her underwear, and the simmering heat of her ass — all she could think about was Trevor.

      “You know I’m right,” he added, holding her chin between his thumb and forefinger.

      “I still don’t like it,” Madison whispered, and he chuckled.

      “Next time don’t snap at me for something I’m not remotely responsible for.” Winking at her, Trevor let go of her chin to take her hand. “Come on, babe. If I don’t get you downstairs, Elijah will probably threaten to whip my ass.”

      Maybe he should, Madison thought, but she was smart enough to keep that inside even though the idea had her smiling.

      “What are you grinning about?” Trevor asked as he reached into his pocket to pull out their room key and Madison’s employee card before he let the door shut. Tucking them both back into his slacks, he tilted his head at her. “Well?”

      “Nothing really. I do feel better though.”

      “See? I’m the best fiancé ever.” He laughed when she rolled her eyes, tugging her forward to land another smack on her ass through the skirt.

      “We’re in the hall!” Madison whined, her cheeks burning again as they stopped beside the employee elevator.

      “There’s no one out here, babe.” Trevor scanned her employee card on the reader before pressing the call button. “You think I’d ever embarrass you?”

      “No,” she admitted, squeezing his hand. “And I’m definitely distracted from the chaos downstairs. For now, at least.”

      “You just tell me if you need a refresher while we’re downstairs, and I’ll—”

      “Oh my God! No!” Laughing, Madison stared up at Trevor. “Please tell me you’re not serious.”

      “Why not? That’s what the club is for after all, and it wouldn’t be the first time I made you come down there.” His grin was positively devious, and she felt her anxiety rising until he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “Look, if Elijah’s bullshit starts to get to you, just think about how many times I’m going to make you come as soon as I can get you out of all this leather.”

      “Yep, definitely distracted,” she replied, feeling the tingling rush of raw arousal flooding up her chest in a wash of heat.

      “That’s what I’m here for. Grade A arm candy and distractions.”

      “Arm candy?” she repeated, laughing as the elevator doors opened and they stepped inside.

      Trevor scanned her card again, pressing the unlabeled black button below the number one. “I know you’re only with me for my good looks.”

      “Oh really.” Rolling her eyes, she couldn’t help but laugh. Trevor was always able to make her smile — it was one of the things she loved the most about him.

      “Why else would you be with me?” he asked, and she knew he was just keeping her distracted from the insanity she was about to walk into.

      Leaning up, she pressed a light kiss to his cheek, trying not to smudge her lipstick or leave a mark behind on his skin. “Well, other than the arm candy thing, I think we make a pretty awesome team.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” Madison said with a smile. “Or, at least you have been pretty awesome these past few weeks while I’ve been crazy.”

      “It’s a two-way street, babe. I couldn’t be awesome without you being awesome too.” Trevor squeezed her hand as the elevator slowed to a stop. “After all, there’s no ‘I’ in team, right?”
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        * * *

      

      Black Light West

      February 14th, 6:30pm

      The mic check had taken longer than she’d hoped, but since the theater hadn’t even existed two weeks before, the fact that the sound system worked at all felt like an absolute win. The expansion of the theater was a smart move. Hopefully, it would mean the audience wasn’t so packed in like they had been in the last two years… but they wouldn’t know that until people started arriving.

      Which will be any minute now.

      Skimming through her notecards on the participants, Madison double-checked everything on the stage. Roulette wheels ready, popsicle sticks waiting for the dominants to choose their spin order, mic working, and so far, Elijah hadn’t had a nuclear meltdown. Not a bad way to kick off the night, but her stomach was still in knots.

      Checking the little digital clock on the table, she felt the tension returning to her shoulders. Every minute passing by brought them closer to the start of Roulette and it felt like the day of a big test in school. Pass or fail, win or lose — and she didn’t feel prepared at all.

      “Fuck it,” she muttered under her breath, heading off the stage to get a drink before she was trapped in the theater for the night.

      Madison was halfway to the bar when a brightly colored jacket caught her eye, and she froze in place when she realized who it was.

      “DOMINIC?” she shouted, hurrying over to where he was standing with Elijah. The costume designer smiled broadly at her as she approached, opening his arms to give her a hug as they came together.

      “Oh, Madison, I have missed you! And look at these boots!” Leaning back from their embrace, he looked down at her shoes, smiling broadly at her. “These are on fire. I fucking love them.”

      “Thank you! I got them at—”

      “Is everything ready on the stage?” Elijah interrupted, and both she and Dominic looked over at him with a sigh.

      “Yes, Elijah. Sound check went great, everything is up there and ready to go!” Sighing, she turned back to Dominic with a smile. “So, what are you doing here? Are you here to watch the event?”

      “Nope, I’m back here to save the day from fashion disasters across the kink community.” Winking at her, he swished his hand against the edge of her skirt. “Told you this skirt would look amazing on you.”

      Stunned, Madison was speechless for a moment. “Um, thanks, but… wait, you’re back? Like really back? Working here again?”

      “Oh yes,” Dominic replied, scratching under his chin as he put on a terrible Godfather impression. “Elijah made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.”

      “He did what?” she asked, glancing at Elijah, but he just sighed heavily.

      “Thanks a lot, Dominic,” he grumbled, staring at the man for a moment before he looked at her again. “For the record, I did not threaten him, no matter what story he comes up with. All I did was pay him what he’s worth and make a few adjustments for him, while also reminding him of the kind of connections he can make here.”

      “Whatever,” Dominic said, waving a hand in the air. “The important thing is you need me desperately and I’ve arrived to save the day. Now, I have to go help Annie get organized for the evening, but we’ll see each other again soon, darling.”

      Madison accepted another hug from him, along with a quick kiss on the cheek. She was still in shock that Dominic was actually back at Black Light, but she managed a quick, “Okay! Good luck tonight!” before he walked away.

      “You too!” he called back, waving one hand in the air. His shimmery purple jacket caught the lights, announcing his presence to every employee still bustling around the club as he passed through the curtain.

      “Remind me why he’s so integral to this place?” Elijah muttered, rubbing a hand over his face.

      “He’s got some epic sewing skills, makes several of the costumes himself to fill the requests of our members, and everyone adores him?” Smiling at the Dungeon Master, Madison shrugged. “And, really, does it matter? He’s back and now we won’t have to worry about the Costume Shop getting more backed up than usual.”

      “True.” He looked like he was about to say something else when his gaze shifted to her right and she turned to see Tyler approaching them with a clipboard in hand.

      “Hey, boss,” Tyler said, his eyes glued to the pages.

      “What’s the status?” Elijah asked, and she could hear the exhaustion in his voice.

      “Lookin’ good. Several guests are already waiting to come in, the play area is almost set up, and last I checked the stage seemed ready to go.” Tyler lifted his gaze from the keyboard to look at her, a slow grin spreading over his face. “But Mistress Madison would know more about that than me.”

      “Shut it,” she retorted through a laugh. “Everything’s good on the stage and I still can’t believe the theater looks as good as it does. It was a total pile of rubble two weeks ago!”

      “Well, I threatened to skin that contractor alive and then sic our lawyers on him in court if he missed the deadline by even one day,” Elijah replied casually. “It’s amazing what people are capable of with the right motivation.”

      “That’s the truth,” Tyler added, laughing as he let the clipboard hang at his side and turned to look out over the club. The additional seating in the bar area would help ease the issues with gathered groups from prior years, but they’d sold out of tickets for Roulette quickly, so Madison knew it would still be a full house.

      Black Light looked good though, and there hadn’t been a single hiccup so far. Even Dominic was back, which Madison hadn’t even thought of as a possibility. Smiling, she felt the tension in her stomach ease a little. “Everything seems to be coming together. I think you did it, Elijah.”

      “It’s a fucking miracle,” he groused, planting his hands on his hips as he scanned the club.

      “Come on, Elijah, take a little credit,” Madison urged, nudging him gently with her elbow. “With everything that went wrong in the last month, this wouldn’t have worked out without you pulling all of us together.”

      “All I did was piss you guys off.”

      “He’s not wrong,” Tyler snarked, and Madison rolled her eyes at him.

      “Well, as someone told me earlier tonight… there’s no ‘I’ in team, and we couldn’t have done all of this if we hadn’t worked together. So, thanks for being a good team player.” Reaching over, she patted his arm, and he glanced down at her with a raised eyebrow.

      “Did you just pat me and tell me I’m a good boy?” Elijah asked.

      “Well, do you think you’re a naughty boy?” Smirking, Madison crossed her arms and put on her best cold, mistress face — although there was no chance her stare could compete with Piper Kole’s. She tried it anyway, and finally the Dungeon Master shook his head.

      “First, don’t call me naughty, that’s… weird. Second, I appreciate the compliment, but since the doors just opened I think it might be a good idea for Mistress Madison”—he emphasized his doubt in her title with finger quotes in the air—“to get her ass on stage.”

      “I’m grabbing a drink first, but fine. I still think we totally have a chance of winning this thing. We kicked ass!” Madison cheered, and Tyler laughed and reached over to high-five her.

      “Fuck yeah, we’re totally shutting down Cook’s bullshit!”

      “We’ve done all we can do, that’s for sure. The rest will be up to the wheel,” Elijah conceded, his eyes focused on the trickle of members entering through the door, all of them heading toward the bar. “Tyler, I need you to—”

      “And that is my cue to leave,” Madison interjected, waving at the two men as she hurried over to the end of the bar.

      Susie was already pouring someone a glass of wine, and Madison caught her attention with a quick psst! Smiling, the short-haired bartender dropped off the drink before coming toward her. “Hey girl, what’cha need?”

      “Vodka. And water.” Laughing a little, Madison shrugged. “I’m going to get stuck up there the rest of the night, and I need a drink to settle my nerves. Can I get a double vodka with lime and soda? And then just a water?”

      “You want the vodka soda in a tall glass?” Susie asked, walking backward toward the shelves.

      “That’s perfect!” Smiling at the other bartender who glanced her way, Madison took a slow breath and looked around for Trevor. He’d volunteered to help the DMs set up as soon as they got downstairs, so he was probably still in the play area. As her eyes trailed back over the bar, she caught sight of two people she absolutely needed to meet. “Oh my God! Master Elliott, is that you?”

      The man looked confused for a second, but the blonde woman at his side pointed toward Madison and his dark eyes settled on her.

      “I’m Madison, the MC for the night!” she called across the bar, and a small smile moved over his lips before he and his submissive moved toward her.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Madison,” Elliott said, shaking her hand as he tilted his head toward the pretty woman at his side. “And this is Lisa.”

      “Right!” Madison shook her head. “You guys were paired during Roulette last year. Seems like things are still going well?”

      “I grow on people, it just takes a little time,” Lisa replied, laughing as she reached over to offer her hand as well.

      “I get that, I’m totally the same way,” Madison said, shrugging. “People don’t always take blondes seriously, do they?”

      “Nope!” Lisa said with a pop of her lips, and the grin she turned on Elliott said that their first night of Roulette must have been an interesting one. Well, interesting enough to win for sure.

      “Well, we’re really glad you guys agreed to join us out here on the West Coast and help us out as impartial judges.” Gesturing around the club, Madison felt a sense of pride fill her, even though she technically worked for the Runway side of things. “So, what do you think of Black Light West?”

      “The rooms are fucking amazing,” Lisa gushed. “And I love your setup here. We got to walk through on a tour earlier and it’s way different than Black Light back home. You guys have so many different spaces!”

      “We’re pretty proud of it,” Madison said, unable to hide the grin on her face. Movement in the corner of her eye drew her attention, and she waved at Susie who was already walking back down the bar to serve more members. Grabbing the vodka soda, Madison took a long drink before she looked at Elliott. “And Master Elliott, what do you think of our club?”

      “I think it’s a beautiful space, but I’m still going to be impartial. Jaxson was pretty clear that he wants me and the other guy to take notes about the scenes we observe and provide feedback on them — not how pretty the club is.” Elliott’s tone was professional and definitely dominant, but Lisa seemed unfazed as she elbowed him in the ribs.

      “He likes the club, trust me. He’s just taking this responsibility very seriously.”

      “It is an important responsibility,” Elliott said, his voice low as he slid a hand around the back of Lisa’s neck. “And you need to take it seriously as well.”

      “Yes, sir,” Lisa answered, and Madison grinned.

      “Well, if there’s anything we can do to help you out, just ask any of the DMs. We’re all here to make this night a success!” Picking up her drinks, she took a step back from the bar. “I’m sorry, but I really have to get to the stage. People are already in the theater and Elijah will kill me if I start this late. Make sure you guys get good seats, and stay in town long enough so I can show you around Runway too! You’ll definitely want to see it in full swing.”

      “Sure thing!” Lisa said, and Elliott nodded.

      “Of course, thank you.”

      Turning away, she didn’t even make it to the entrance of the theater before she heard Jaxson’s distinct voice call out, “Madison!”

      Seriously?

      Holding a glass in each hand, Madison followed the sound of his voice and found the infamous trio chatting with Elijah near one of the new couches. Chase waved her over, and she slapped a smile on her face as she approached.

      “You look gorgeous as always, Madison,” Chase said, and it looked like he thought about leaning in for a hug before he noticed her hands were full.

      “Thanks! Just trying to keep up the persona for the MC gig, you know?” Laughing a little, she tried to adjust her fingers, lifting them one at a time from the freezing glasses. “Are you guys excited about being here for Roulette this year?”

      “I’m just glad I have both my husbands with me for Valentine’s, and we get to be together for Roulette,” Emma answered with a kind smile.

      “Having a night away from the twins is also a relief. Everyone keeps telling us that the threes are harder than two, but… I’m not sure how that’s possible.” Jaxson glanced at Emma when she smacked his arm, and he shook his head, whispering, “Naughty girl.”

      “Sorry, sir.” Pink rushed into Emma’s cheeks, but Jaxson’s gaze returned to Madison a moment later.

      “We just wanted to thank you for continuing to handle the MC role here at Black Light West. It’s your third time, right?” Jaxson asked.

      “It is!” Chase confirmed for her, and she nodded.

      “Yep, it’s year three.” Madison’s fingers were going to freeze off if she didn’t set these damn drinks down soon, but she couldn’t exactly walk away from the owners of the clubs she worked for.

      “Time really does move faster once you have kids,” Jaxson said, chuckling softly. “It feels like no time at all since we opened the clubs on the East Coast, but that was five years ago.”

      “We’re all really glad you did!” Madison made herself smile through the chill soaking into the bones of her hands.

      “My family and I are just glad that it gives people a safe place to be themselves,” Jaxson replied. “I’ll make sure to say that during my little intro, but I won’t talk long. I definitely want to welcome everyone, but then I plan to spend the evening with my husband and wife.”

      “Just us. It’s going to be wonderful,” Emma added in a dreamy tone.

      “You know, Madison, if you ever get tired of being the MC, or just want to spend some time enjoying the event yourself…” Chase grinned. “We can find someone else, all you have to do is speak up.”

      “I appreciate that, but I swear, I totally love it! It’s fun to be involved, and I like getting to know the members who spend more time at Black Light than Runway. It helps me recognize them upstairs.”

      “How does Trevor feel about you spending every Valentine’s Day working?” Emma asked, and Madison immediately looked at Elijah who carefully avoided making eye contact as he pretended to watch the members hovering around them.

      “Trevor is fine. He’s helping the DMs get everything finalized in the play area, and he keeps me company up on the stage when there’s a lull between spins.” Turning to look over her shoulder, she felt the anxious tension returning as more and more members continued filing into the theater. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I should probably get on stage.”

      “That’s a good idea, Madison,” Elijah said, a smirk tilting the edge of his mouth as he leaned past Chase to pat her arm. “You’re such a good team player.”  

      Glaring at him, she shook off his jab and slapped a smile back on her face. “I hope you guys have an amazing night!”

      “We will! See you soon!” Chase called out, and she walked as quickly as seemed appropriate toward the theater.

      There were more people than she thought inside, some were already seated while others were still milling around, but luckily there was still plenty of room for her to walk up the side to the stage. When she finally got to set the drinks down on the table, she had to fight the urge to shove her hands between her thighs to try and warm them. Instead, she brushed them off on her skirt and rubbed them together as casually as possible.

      People were already watching, and the digital clock propped against the back of a roulette wheel told her it was almost seven o’clock.

      Talk about cutting it close.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Valentine Roulette Begins

      

      

      

      Black Light West

      February 14th, 7:15pm

      

      Members were still filing into the theater when the little clock finally showed the official start time. The noise in the room seemed even louder than last year, and maybe it was because of the changes Elijah had made, or maybe it was just that many people… but it was start time no matter how many members were chatting in their seats or strolling through the doors with drinks in hand.

      Moving to the edge of the temporary stage, Madison raised her voice, the sound system amplifying it perfectly. “Good evening and happy Valentine’s Day! Who’s ready to get started?”

      The crowd cheered, whistled, their applause like a rushing wall of sound that hit the stage and boosted her energy as she smiled out at them.

      “That’s what I like to hear!” Spreading her arms, she looked from the waiting doms on one side to the submissives on the other. “First, I want to welcome all of you to Black Light! Tonight is the third annual Valentine Roulette here at Black Light West, but it’s the fifth year for our friends on the East Coast!” More cheers and applause cut her off, and Madison waved her hands to quiet them down as she saw Jaxson making his way to the bottom of the stairs amidst the other dominants.

      “I can tell you’re all excited, and you have good reason to be! For those of you joining us again, welcome back, and for all of you Roulette virgins out there — get ready. Tonight will be thrilling, entertaining, and totally HOT!” Madison laughed as the crowd responded with shouts and whistles again. “But, before we can get to the fun stuff, there’s a few things we have to cover, and we’re very lucky to have the owners of Black Light celebrating with us tonight! Jaxson, Chase, and Emma Cartwright-Davidson will be here enjoying Roulette with you, and I’m going to let Jaxson officially kick us off. Let’s give him a round of applause!”

      Looking over at him, she clapped along with the audience as he climbed the stairs, raising a hand to wave at everyone while he moved toward her. She stepped back to allow Jaxson to take center stage at the microphone stand, laughing a little as he tried — and failed — to get the crowd to quiet down.

      “It seems like Black Light West is ready to get started!” Jaxson said, chuckling as they cheered even louder, but he continued talking over them. “Chase, Emma, and I are very happy to be here tonight. Last year we didn’t get to celebrate Valentine’s Day together, or enjoy Roulette with each other, and I have to admit it just wasn’t the same.”

      “You got that right!” Chase shouted from one of the seats near the front and Madison spotted him in the crowd beside Emma.

      “Honestly, I can’t believe tonight is five years of Roulette. When we first decided to open up the clubs on the East Coast we were looking to build a place that we would want to go. A place that valued privacy, that protected its members from the press, and ultimately offered a world-class space to explore our desires.” Jaxson paused to look at his husband and wife, and the beaming smile on Emma’s face said it all. They loved each other hard, and Madison felt lucky to know them beyond the stories that still randomly appeared in the tabloids. “I don’t think any of us were prepared for the journey Runway and Black Light would become, but we’re proud of this place. The sanctuary it provides us, and all of you.

      “When we came up with the idea for Valentine Roulette, we had no idea if anyone would enjoy it, but each and every year our members have continued to impress us with their bravery, their creativity, and their love of BDSM. And, on that note, I want to thank our participants this evening for making this event possible, and all of you for joining us. Enjoy your evenings, and I hope you’re all still here when we hit ten years!” Raising a hand to wave at the crowd, he turned to smile at Madison and she clapped along with the audience as he beckoned her forward. “Now it’s time for me to turn the stage back over to your MC for the evening, our very own Mistress Madison!”

      “Thank you, Jaxson!” she called out as she joined him at the front of the stage.

      Jaxson clicked off the mic before stepping away from it, leaning close to whisper in her ear, “Trevor is a really good guy, and I can tell he cares about you a lot. Give our offer to find another MC next year some thought, okay?”

      Nodding, Madison felt heat in her cheeks as Jaxson turned back to the crowd, waving as he walked off stage.

      Did Trevor say something to them?

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      Get back on track, Madison.

      “Let’s talk about Valentine Roulette!” she called out, trying to get her thoughts organized again as she walked over to the roulette wheels. “In just a few minutes our devious dominants for the evening will join me on the stage to draw for the order they’ll go in. When it’s their turn, they’ll spin this wheel here and find out which lucky submissive they’ll be playing with for the evening!”

      Reaching over, Madison spun the wheel, letting the clatter of it continue in the background as she looked at the gathered group of submissives.

      “The submissive will then spin the second wheel to discover their first kink! As always, there’s a lot of fun and exciting things on this roulette wheel, and it’s up to the whims of chance what they get.” Smiling, Madison spun the second wheel, feeling a little more confident as the audience cheered and she fell into the language she’d practiced. “Our participants for the evening were allowed four limits, but only four, and I can tell you there’s some things on this wheel that will definitely draw a crowd!”

      A few of the submissives looked around nervously, whispering to each other, but Madison had attended Roulette for two years, and if they didn’t read what they were signing up for… it was definitely too late now.

      “Don’t worry though! Even if one of our dominants gets something new to them, we have Dungeon Monitors spread throughout the club tonight ready and willing to help our participants out and keep the scenes safe.” Moving closer to the dominants’ side, she grinned at them. “Of course, we all still have some rules to follow, but it’s worth it to pay attention because Valentine Roulette ends at eleven o’clock tonight, and any of our participating couples who are still together will receive a free month of membership! That’s twenty-five-hundred dollars back in your pocket, just for having a bit of fun.”

      Whistles rang out from the crowd, and she couldn’t help but laugh at the cocky, over-confident looks some of the dominants shot her way.

      “Calm down, boys. Mistress Madison is talking.” The audience laughed and she looked out at the sea of members. “As usual, to help keep things safe, we’re using the club’s traffic light system for safe words tonight. Using ‘red’ means all play stops immediately, no matter which participant uses it, and use of the safe word will disqualify the couple from winning their free month. What does that mean?” Madison asked, glancing over at the dom that gave her the biggest asshole vibes.

      He crossed his arms, lifting his chin like a challenge, and she tried to place his picture from the list of participants as she continued.

      “Dominants, it’s your responsibility to stay attuned to your submissive. Everyone is here to push their limits a little, but it’s your job to pay attention to how your sub is handling it and not push too far — or you both lose.”

      The man looked a little more subdued as she flashed a smile and strolled across the edge of the stage toward the submissives.

      “Now, no matter what our wicked wheel hands them, all participants are required to spend at least thirty minutes in their scene. Then they can either keep going or come back to me to play the game of chance again for another kink!” Offering some of the nervous submissives a warm smile and a quick wink, Madison remembered the next item on the list of rules. “Of course, with all these incredibly sexy scenes going on, you might be tempted to join in… but Valentine Roulette means all equipment inside Black Light is reserved for participants only! We still have plenty to keep you busy though. Not only do you get to watch our participants try out a variety of kinks tonight, but our bar is open and our audience members are not limited to two drinks. There’s also plenty of snacks, a fantastic silent auction with some really amazing things to bid on, and you will get to be a part of the fun in one way. All of our audience members tonight received a card to vote on their favorite scene or couple of the evening!”

      Turning around, Madison scooped the example card off the table and held it up for the crowd as she planted her boots on the stage and propped her other hand on her hip.

      “Why is this little piece of paper so important tonight? Well, the winning couple gets an additional free month at Black Light. You heard that right! A five-thousand-dollar value, and that puts quite a bit of power in your hands,” she said, pointing out across the audience. “So, have fun, look for the most adventurous couple, the wildest scene, the kink that just makes you want to go home and try it yourself — and then make a note of it, so you can drop your vote in the box near the entrance to the co-ed locker room before you head home!”

      Beckoning the group of dominants onto the stage, Madison dropped the card back on the table and scooped up the popsicle sticks. After a quick check to make sure all the numbers were safely hidden in her hand, she moved toward them allowing each man to take a stick as she passed.

      Madison returned to center stage and smiled at the crowd, feeling that buzz of excitement rising as she announced, “Now, it’s time to find out which of our doms for the evening will meet their submissive first!”

      A dominant named Braxton stepped forward, giving her a polite smile as she traded his popsicle stick for the marble and set the wheel of submissive names spinning.

      “Our first dom will throw in the ball now to meet his submissive,” she called out, but he seemed a bit distracted by one of the submissives, his hand poised above the wheel, but completely still.

      She was about to get his attention, but she didn’t get the chance to prompt him before he turned back to the table and dropped the ball into the roulette wheel.

      “I wonder who you’ll get,” Madison whispered, giving the handsome dom an encouraging smile as his marble spun and spun before finally settling into a slot and they both watched the wheel slow until the name was readable. A grin spread across Braxton’s face, his gaze already turning toward a specific submissive as she called out, “Cinder, please join your dominant on stage!”

      There was a brief conversation amidst the women before a beautiful redheaded submissive in red silk climbed the steps to the stage. It was a stunning dress, cinched in at the waist, and Madison made a mental note to look for something like it in the future because it was hot. Trevor would probably like peeling something that fancy off her, even if he pretty much always preferred her naked.

      “Cinder?” Braxton said as the woman approached, and his continued grin made Madison think the two might know each other, which always led to some fun entertainment during Roulette.

      “Yes, and you are…”

      Well, maybe not.

      “Master will do for now,” Braxton replied, and the woman’s cheeks turned pink as she faced the wheels.

      “Cinder, it’s your turn to spin,” Madison chimed, offering the white ball. The woman took it without meeting her eyes, and Madison set the wheel of kinks spinning. Yet, just like her partner for the night, she hesitated with the marble still trapped in her hand.

      “Drop the ball,” the dom commanded, nodding toward the wheel where it was already slowing.

      “Oh,” Cinder mumbled before tossing the ball at the wheel with a flick of her wrist that proved to be too much for the tiny marble. It clattered against the slots and bounced right back out, but Braxton managed to catch it before it hit the floor, earning a chorus of hoots from the crowd.

      Standing up straight, Braxton pressed the ball into his submissive’s hand. “Try again.”

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” the woman asked quietly. “Maybe it’s a sign we shouldn’t continue.”

      Interesting. Maybe they know each other after all?

      “I’m not only sure, I’m absolutely positive,” the dark-haired dominant replied. “Unless you’re not up to the challenge?”

      Madison was just about to give the wheel another nudge to keep it spinning when Cinder suddenly dropped the ball. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much force left in the roulette wheel and it only clattered a few times before sinking into the space next to, “Chemical play!”

      That’s a hell of a kink to start off the night with.

      Flashing a smile, Madison tried to look confident about the more unique kink, while Cinder leaned over the wheel like she couldn’t believe it.

      “Something wrong?” Braxton asked.

      “No. Well, I don’t think so. It’s just I’m not too sure what that actually means.”

      “If you’re asking then I’m guessing it’s not one of your hard limits,” he said, and Madison reached for Cinder’s limits card, but the submissive spoke up before she could offer it.

      “Um, no. I put down needle play, diaper play—”

      “Then we’re good to go.” Nodding at her, Braxton laid his hand against the small of his submissive’s back and led her off the stage.

      Madison barely had the time to take the marble out of the wheel before the large, tattooed dominant was stepping forward.

      Shit, what’s his name? Pavlov?

      Scrambling through her cards, Madison managed to find his name just before he made it to center stage. “Next up, we have Master Pavel.”

      The big guy was intimidating, and she tried to remind herself that the Cartwright-Davidsons wouldn’t let anyone that was really dangerous play during Roulette. Still, the way the man stared at her before taking the marble made her more than a little uncomfortable.

      She’d barely spun the wheel when he let it drop from his hand, and it danced and hopped in the spinning wheel before clacking into a space like gravity had willed it to be so. Swallowing, Madison leaned forward to catch the name moving at almost a blur beside the small white ball. “He will be paired with the submissive, Kiki.”

      Good luck, Kiki.

      The poor girl was dressed like a playboy bunny, sans the ears, and she looked about as nervous as Madison would have been in her position. Master Pavel didn’t do much to help her out as he stared her down like the little submissive’s presence offended him.

      Taking pity on the sub, Madison reached out to hand her the marble. “Kiki, give the wheel a spin for your first activity.”

      Distracted by the staring contest between the sweet looking submissive and the big, dangerous Pavel, Madison almost missed the telltale clack of the marble choosing a slot.

      Oh God. Poor girl.

      “She landed on humiliation,” Madison announced, watching as Kiki seemed to absorb the news in slow motion. Not that her dominant for the evening gave her much time to process it as he took her by the elbow and led her off the stage without a word.

      Making a mental note to send someone to check on them later in the night, Madison shook off the uncomfortable meeting of the second pair and glanced at the line of dominants, expecting one of them to step forward automatically.

      “Who has number three?” she called out, watching the line of men as they looked around at each other, a few of them holding up their popsicle sticks as if to say ‘not me.’

      After another moment, a handsome, dark-skinned dominant in a white button-down and a red bowtie looked down at the stick in his hand. His jaw tightened, and he seemed pissed at missing his cue because he suddenly stomped toward her like a panther on the prowl.

      Staying silent, Madison spun the wheel and held the marble out on her palm as she mentally flipped through the list of dominants playing for the night until she remembered his name — Jafari. It was exotic, intriguing, intense… just like the man who threw the ball into the wheel like he had a grudge against it.

      Why the hell was everyone being so aggressive with the wheel tonight?

      As the ball whirled around, Jafari only seemed to grow more irritated, and Madison wondered if everyone was in a weird mood tonight, or if perhaps she’d laid on the rules a little too harshly.

      Had she let her Mistress Madison persona go too far? Surely Jaxson would have said something if she was being too harsh. Trevor definitely would have given her a signal to rein it in if she was pissing people off.

      Blowing out a breath, Madison straightened her shoulders and tried to brush off the insecurities plucking at her, watching as the wheel chose the next submissive. “Master Jafari will be paired with Special K!”

      That finally brought a smile to the dominant’s face, and it transformed him. He wasn’t intimidating and irritated anymore, he was… hot. Definitely hot.

      Hoping to fill the awkward silence as the submissive hesitated near the foot of the stairs, Madison grabbed for the woman’s card and read it off. “Her hard limits are ABDL, scat, watersports, and breath play.”

      Jafari’s smile turned feral as the petite submissive finally climbed the steps, but he inclined his head and offered her his arm when she reached center stage like a true gentleman. Leaning down, he whispered into the woman’s ear and she shivered before whispering something back.

      The dom turned Special K to face him, then tipped up her chin with a finger. “Why didn’t you?”

      Madison wasn’t sure what the question was about but judging by the pretty submissive’s look of rising panic, she felt confident the girl didn’t want to answer it. “Special K, it’s time to spin for your first kink.”

      The sub tried to wriggle free, but Jafari shook his head, not releasing her. “Answer the question, then you may spin. Why didn’t you use your safe word?”

      Safe word? Madison’s alarm bells went off, and she looked to the edge of the stage where Trevor was lurking, wondering if she should step in, but then the girl spoke.

      “Because I didn’t want to.”

      Cupping her chin, Jafari traced the woman’s lower lip with his thumb. “Good girl,” he finally murmured, letting her go, and Madison let out the breath she was holding.

      I’m totally going to need a drink after these spins.

      She handed over the ball and spun the wheel, mentally trying to will Trevor into predicting her need for an alcoholic beverage, but it obviously wasn’t working. Instead, she had to bite back her own groan of frustration when the marble landed on something that wouldn’t work at all.

      “Well, this one seems to be on everyone’s list of hard limits,” Madison said dryly. “ABDL means you get another spin.”

      Plucking the marble out, she handed it over to Special K and spun the wheel again. This time the ball bounced a lot before finally choosing a kink Madison had never even heard of before, but she tried to sound confident as she announced, “Cell popping.”

      The crowd erupted into murmurs, probably just as many people clueless like she was, and the other half were probably explaining it, but all of that faded into the background as the pretty girl stumbled backward toward the edge of the stage. Reaching forward, Madison was about to shout for help when Jafari caught the woman before she could fall.

      Yep. Definitely need a drink.

      Earth to Trevor, bring your fiancée a drink, please!

      She glanced back at him, but he just gave her a smile and a thumbs up, and she had to force a smile in return. Trevor was only trying to support her, and she loved him for that. Well, really, she loved him for everything he was. Running her thumb across the band of the engagement ring helped to quell some of her nerves over the rough start to Roulette, and she sought out her friend Harley’s smiling face on the submissive side for another boost of encouragement.

      You can do this, Madison. Get the show back on track.

      “And for Dom number four we have…” She purposefully let her voice trail off, waiting to see which of the men stepped forward, and she immediately recognized the dominant that had been referred by the East Coast’s Dungeon Master, Spencer. The man was tall, but not in that super-muscular way as a few of the other men waiting to be paired were. He did have an intense expression though as she announced him to the crowd. “Mr. Davis!”

      The dom nodded at her in acknowledgement, but as soon as he accepted the marble his gaze quickly returned to the group of submissives like he was zeroing in on a target. Mr. Davis turned away from searching the group long enough to drop the ball into the wheel, but he didn’t watch it. Instead, his eyes immediately returned to raking back and forth over the subs.

      Madison kept her gaze on the wheel for him, waiting until the wheel slowed enough for her to read the name. “And to play with Mr. Davis tonight we have… Miss Jess!”

      Finally, it seemed like she had a couple that wouldn’t have conflict. If anything, the way Mr. Davis turned toward the woman showed a lot of interest, and when he stepped back for her to approach the wheel Madison couldn’t help but smile.

      Surprise, surprise. Spencer’s friend isn’t a total asshole!

      ‘Miss Jess’ wore a cute, little black dress with a single choker-style necklace around her throat that Madison would have assumed was some kind of collar if the woman wasn’t a participant in Roulette.

      “So, Miss Jess, ready to spin?” Madison handed her the smooth, round marble, then reached over and sent the wheel turning.

      The submissive stayed quiet, but it was probably because of the way Mr. Davis wouldn’t stop staring at her. If any couple would have that infamous Roulette magic work on them, Madison had a good feeling about this pair. The woman hadn’t given many hints, but at least the dominant seemed to be very interested in the sub the wheel had paired him with. Too interested to pay attention to the spin, which left Madison monitoring the bouncing ball for a few more seconds until it dropped into an enviable kink.

      “Sybian orgasm torture!” Madison cried out and a few people in the audience whistled and cheered. “Someone’s in for a fun time,” she added with a sly grin.

      Davis reached forward and took Miss Jess by the shoulder, saying something quietly before he led them off the stage to join the other pairs.

      “Alright, everyone! Let’s have number five come over to spin for their submissive!” She looked over at the line of dominants and couldn’t help but offer a real grin when George Quinn stepped forward. He’d been the contractor for the remodel of the mansion, and Madison giggled when she caught the clever wordplay in his name for the evening. “Well, hello Master Craftsman. Ready to find out who your submissive is?”

      “Absolutely, Madison. I mean, since you’re not available for the night,” he added with a charming smile, and Madison actually felt a little blush come to her cheeks as the handsome older man playfully flirted with her.

      “Such a charmer,” she said with a laugh, and the audience chuckled too as she handed over the marble and spun the wheel. He dropped it in without hesitation, and they both watched the blur of color as the ball went around and around. Geo was a great guy, and whoever got him for the night would be a lucky girl, but Madison couldn’t suppress the squeal of excitement when she saw her friend’s name beside the marble. “Master Craftsman has been paired with The Brat!”

      Be professional. No playing favorites.

      Although, seriously, she wanted to play favorites. Harley was a total sweetheart, and absolutely deserved to have some fun tonight, and Madison knew that Geo would treat her well. As if he’d heard her thoughts, Geo walked across the stage to meet Harley at the steps, taking her hand and bringing her back to center stage.

      “Welcome to The Brat,” she said, grinning since the name had been her idea in the first place, even though Harley had argued about it at first — which only further proved the title fit. “Are you ready to see what activity you and Master Craftsman will start out with tonight?”

      “Sure,” Harley said, stepping forward, but when she tried to yank her hand out of Geo’s, Madison had to bite down on her lip to keep from laughing. Harley just yanked harder, complaining, “I need my hand! I’m left-handed!”

      In a flash, Geo had Harley spun around, her back pressed to his chest, and Madison had to cover her mouth so her friend wouldn’t see the treasonous grin she was stifling. The audience was definitely into the display as well, a rumble of chatter and a few whistles rising up from the crowd as Geo spoke quietly in Harley’s ear.

      Of course, Harley displayed the sass all of her friends loved her for by whispering back at the man, sparking up a conversation center stage that had everyone waiting until she finally shout-whispered, “We’re wasting time!”

      Madison was about to agree when Geo surprised her by grabbing Harley’s ponytail and craning her head back until he was looking directly down at her. “I asked you a direction question. Not only didn’t you answer it, but you didn’t even address me with Sir or Master, either.” He paused, and all Madison could do was stare as Harley was actually stunned into silence for once. “What is your nickname for me?”

      Nickname? Oh my God, I am going to get every detail of tonight out of her tomorrow!

      She missed whatever Harley mumbled in response, but when Geo asked, “You looking for a Daddy, little girl?” Madison felt a tingle run down her own spine.

      You better say yes, Harley!

      Wanting to hurry her along, Madison lifted the marble, but Geo clearly wasn’t ready to release his new submissive yet. Their little conversation continued for another moment, until finally he allowed Harley to face the wheels again and Madison tried to suppress the grin as she spun the wheel — even though Harley wouldn’t meet her gaze.

      Instead, her friend took the marble and dropped it in using her right hand and not a bit of further bratting. Hell, maybe Geo could handle Harley instead of just giving her a fun night?

      Definitely calling you tomorrow, girl.

      A glance at the wheel made Madison even happier because she knew how happy Harley would be. “Neither of you had it on your limits list so you’ve rolled flogging!”

      Geo leaned down to whisper in Harley’s ear again, and then he was leading her off the stage, still holding her left hand, which had Madison grinning broadly as she silently wished her friend good luck.

      “Dominant number six! Join me at the wheel to find your submissive for the night,” Madison called out, hoping she’d be able to make up some time on the next spins.

      As soon as the biggest guy she’d ever seen in person stepped away from the line of dominants, Madison decided now might not be the best time to hurry anyone along.

      “Soren, welcome,” she said, smiling as he approached. He had to be over six and a half feet tall, and with all that muscle there was no telling what he weighed. The leather harness over his chest and the leather pants only added to the wild, mountain man vibe he was rocking with the beard.

      “Hi Madison,” he replied, and she handed the ball up to him, because he towered over her even in these dangerous boots.

      “Let’s see who you spin?” Madison started the wheel, and it didn’t surprise her at all that he dropped the marble almost immediately. It clattered and bounced before settling in to spin, but as the wheel slowed it dropped into a slot. “Butterfly, you’ve been paired with Master Soren!”

      It was definitely unprofessional, but when the petite blonde in the BSDM-version of a cheerleader outfit — complete with pigtails and ribbons — came onto the stage, Madison’s mouth just dropped open. Of all the submissives left, how had the smallest of all of them ended up with a guy that looked like he should be starring in action films about giants.

      The visual in front of her had the audience cheering and shouting various ideas at the couple, but Madison wasn’t able to think of a single thing she could say into the microphone, so she just handed the ball to Butterfly and spun the wheel of kinks.

      Holy shit. This is going to either be very interesting or very bad.

      Fortunately, the wheel took pity on the tiny blonde as it landed on, “Orgasm denial!” Madison laughed a little with relief. “Whooo, that’s going to be a fun one!”

      She waited for the couple to leave the stage together, still mentally shaking her head at how the biology of those two fitting together was going to work, but they weren’t even halfway through the spins yet and she knew they were behind schedule.

      “Number seven!” Madison called, and the second biggest guy of the night tilted his chin up in acknowledgement. He was a football player, a linebacker for the 49ers, and she remembered his name a second later. “Are you ready to find out which submissive you’ll have for the night, Bartlett?”

      “Absolutely,” he replied, and Madison smiled as she handed him the marble and set the roulette wheel spinning. Bartlett dropped the ball in a second later, and she was glad he was as intent on the results of the spin as she was.

      When the wheel slowed, it clattered a few more times and then dropped into a slot. Both Landon and Madison leaned forward to catch the name the ball had chosen, clapping her hands together when she saw it. “McKenna! Please join your dominant on stage!”

      Madison knew that McKenna was an actress from her info card, but it wasn’t until she saw the red hair that she recognized her from the vampire show that had been her latest binge on Netflix. Of course, she wasn’t there as an actress tonight, she was a submissive, and she’d dressed for the part in a tight black and red corset and an incredibly short skirt.

      While their size difference was nowhere near as exaggerated as the previous couple, it was hard to ignore just how big the linebacker looked next to the lithe actress. Shrugging off the concern, because it really wasn’t her problem, Madison offered the marble out. “Here you go!”

      The girl didn’t respond or reach for the ball. Actually, McKenna wasn’t even looking at her, or the marble for that matter. No, the pretty redhead was staring up at Bartlett, which was all she could do since she only came up to the man’s broad shoulders.

      “McKenna?” Madison reached over and tapped her on the arm, and the girl’s cheeks flushed before she finally turned away from him to grab the ball.

      “Sorry. I just spin it right?” she asked, and Madison shook her head slightly, spinning the wheel herself.

      Covering the mic, Madison spoke softly. “Just drop it in when you’re ready to choose your first kink for the evening.”

      “Got it. Sorry,” McKenna apologized again, and Madison caught the dom grinning as he watched his flustered submissive drop the ball in. A minute later the marble chose their first kink for the evening.

      “Shibari!”

      “Oh,” McKenna said, looking a little nervous, and Madison picked up her limits card to double check it, but shibari wasn’t on either of their lists.

      “Can I have her limits list?” Bartlett asked, looking at the card in her hand, and Madison was caught off guard for a second before she handed it over. The big man caught McKenna by the back of her neck, angling her toward the stairs before he nodded at Madison again and said, “Thanks.”

      “You two have fun!” Madison called after them with a chuckle, sighing with relief that at least the two big guys were done. Glancing over at the line of dominants, she summoned, “Number eight?”

      “That’s me.” A handsome dominant stepped forward with the sleeves of his button-down already rolled up. “Master J.”

      “Yep,” she answered with a laugh. “Come over and spin for your sub!”

      He joined her at center stage, tossing the little marble into the wheel without hesitation, and a moment later a sub named Bethany was bouncing up the steps, excited to spin for their kink. At least, she was excited until the roulette wheel chose ‘sensory deprivation’ for them. The way the woman’s face went pale had Madison concerned, but Master J was already talking it through with her as he led her off stage.

      Dominant number nine was a Russian diplomat named Valdemar. He wasn’t very attractive, and something about him made Madison think he would be greasy if she touched his skin. While the man he’d come with, Master Pavel, had looked absolutely terrifying… at least he’d seemed cleaner.

      When he stopped at the wheel center stage, he gave Madison a grin that had her stomach turning, but she’d mastered the polite smile years ago and managed to make it through the interaction without offending him. Unfortunately, the submissive he spun was ‘Baby Girl,’ a well-liked and very sweet Little who’d shown up in one of her trademark nighties — complete with delicate ruffles — hoping for a Daddy Dom.

      If ‘Baby Girl’ was disappointed though, she didn’t let it show. They spun ‘wax play’ and headed off stage without so much as a flicker of discontent.

      Different strokes for different folks, she reminded herself before checking the time. It felt like she could breathe again. They were back on track. Her stomach clenched though when she looked over the dwindling number of dominants and submissives and realized the numbers didn’t add up. Five dominants, but only four submissives.

      Fuck! Had they miscounted at check-in? Had someone bolted? Groaning internally, Madison put on a brave face and smiled at the dominants.

      “Number ten?” she beckoned and realized one of the men was already moving forward, and his name was… James. “Next up, we have Master James!”

      He waved at the audience a little on his way to the wheel before turning to face her, flashing a wink as he held out his hand. “Ready when you are, Mistress Madison.”

      “Cute,” she mumbled, winking back at him as she placed the marble in his hand and spun the wheel. “Good luck.”

      “Why would I need luck? I don’t think I can lose, right?” Master James shrugged like he really wasn’t worried about who he would spin, dropping the little white ball with the same casual flair. He glanced over at the submissives against the wall, but unlike most of the other men he didn’t seem intent on any one of them.

      Well, it’s probably best not to have expectations in this game.

      The wheel slowed and a second later the marble finally chose a slot. “Subbie Sandra!”

      It took a second before Madison’s stomach dropped, because none of the four women remaining by the stairs were coming forward. Instead, they were all looking around at each other. Great. Madison looked at Chase like he could help her, but he just gave her an empathetic expression, raising his hands by his shoulders. Sighing, she was about to call out the woman’s name again when movement in the crowd along the left side of the theater drew her eye. There was a woman weaving forward, raising an arm in the air.

      “Looks like you almost had a runner, Master James,” Madison teased, covering the microphone so only he would hear it. He chuckled, still seeming unfazed by the situation, and if the girl really had contemplated backing out, she couldn’t have landed a better dominant.

      They introduced themselves to each other, and she sensed some sparks between the two as she held out the marble to Sandra. When his sub didn’t move to take it, Master James pointed toward her hand. “You have to drop the ball.”

      “Right.” Sandra laughed and took the marble, dropping it almost immediately after Madison set the wheel spinning.

      They all watched the marble whirl around, eventually bouncing and clattering before it finally settled into a slot. As soon as the wheel slowed enough for her to read it, Madison called out, “Pet play!”

      “Is that one of your limits?” Master James asked the girl.

      “Uh… no,” she answered, but it definitely didn’t sound as confident or relaxed as her dom for the evening. James took a step closer to Madison, asking a few more questions about Sandra’s limits, and once she’d listed them, he turned back to his sub for the evening.

      “We have to move to let the next couple up.” He pointed toward the stairs, and they left the stage together. While they’d had one of the less eventful spins of the night, Madison couldn’t help but be curious exactly what the calm and confident dom would do with such a kinky spin.

      Someone better tell me what happens out there.

      Relieved that the numbers were once again even, four dominants to four submissives, Madison called over the next dom.

      Number eleven had called himself ‘Dr. Dom’ and had shown up in a very nice suit, which ended up working well when he was paired with ‘Russian Doll’ — a tall, beautiful, blonde in a slinky black dress that was short enough to almost be scandalous. Neither of them looked like they had planned to arrive at a BDSM club that night, though. If anything, Madison would have assumed they’d gotten lost on their way to Runway — but who was she to judge? The pair seemed interested in each other, and their spin of violet wand had ‘Russian Doll’ practically bouncing with excitement.

      The youngest dominant on stage, Lewis, was next with number twelve. At first Madison was tempted to ask if anyone had carded him since he had such a baby face, but the security team was way too good for that. He probably just looked young, which she’d had to deal with in her career too.

      Stowing her opinion, she was ready to celebrate his spin, until she saw who it was. “Ivy! Please join your dominant on stage.”

      Whistles rang out as Ivy made her way toward the stairs. When the tattooed sub stepped onto the stage, all that Madison could think was that poor Lewis was going to get eaten alive by the punk rock painslut. Ivy had tattoos running over her arms and back, a short, messy, blonde pixie cut, and enough piercings to set off a metal detector at fifty yards. Madison had seen her play before and knew just how far the girl could go.

      As she expected, Ivy showed up with attitude. Crossing her arms, she stopped in front of Lewis, looking him up and down before she scoffed out a single word. “Really?”

      Lewis smiled and closed the space between them, taking over the sub’s personal space. In a flash, he’d caught a handful of Ivy’s short hair and bent her head back, leaning down to whisper in her ear. The dom was only a couple of inches taller than Ivy, but the sassy expression on her face melted away as Lewis said… whatever he was whispering to her.

      Finally, he lifted her upright again and stared down into her eyes that were a little more than dazed. Trailing one of his fingers over the dermal piercings on her sternum, he grinned. “Did I make myself clear?”

      “Yes, sir,” Ivy whispered, and Madison felt her own eyes widen a bit.

      Well, damn. I really should learn not to judge a book by its cover at Black Light.

      “Spin,” he commanded, and Ivy held out her hand for the ball while Lewis kept a firm hold in her hair. Madison set the wheel in motion and smiled at the smart-ass sub who often mouthed off hoping for a little more punishment. The woman’s pupils were already dilated a bit, and that just made Madison even more curious about what the young Lewis had said to her.

      “Looks like we got whipping,” he said, a dangerous smirk spreading over his not-so-innocent face. “Guess we’ll get to test your limits, won’t we, Ivy?”

      “Yes, sir,” she replied, and Lewis nodded at Madison before he led her off the stage.

      Still a little stunned, Madison rallied and clapped her hands together. “Lewis and Ivy spun whipping, and as you can see — you never know who is going to be paired during Roulette! We’ve got three couples left, so let’s bring up lucky number thirteen.”

      The next man was an older dominant wearing leather pants and a black button-down, with short-cropped gray hair. He went by the name ‘Leather Master’ and was definitely part of the Old Guard in the larger community in L.A. Madison knew from some of the DMs that he’d mentored a lot of dominants at other clubs, and while he was definitely the oldest dom of the night, she had to admit he made his age look good. When he spun ‘Kitty,’ the girl in the cat ears jumped up the stairs with a glean in her eye that told Madison all she needed to know about how successful their evening would be — even before they spun ‘high protocol,’ which had both the sub and her dom grinning broadly.

      With only two couples left to pair, Madison felt like she was ready to cheer because they were finally on time. Elijah couldn’t be mad at her for starting the night off badly, and she’d finally be able to grab a drink, a few appetizers, and relax for a bit until the next round of spins started. The fourteenth dom of the night was ‘Daddy Etheridge,’ a broad-shouldered man dressed in a pale blue button-down and slacks. His match with ‘PainQueen’ was interesting enough, considering the masochist had DD/lg role play, student/teacher role play, and ABDL on her limits list. It was when they spun ‘vacuum table’ and they both looked like they’d been kicked in the stomach that Madison struggled not to giggle.

      “I wish you both luck!” she called out, trying to sound encouraging, but the two didn’t even look at each other as ‘Daddy Etheridge’ led his submissive off the stage.

      Yikes.

      She’d expected the last pair, Orlando and Juliet, to join her center stage as soon as it became clear they were destined to be together for the night, but neither of them moved.

      “Well, you two, what are you waiting for?” Madison asked, waving her hand to encourage them. “It’s time to come up and spin!”

      When they finally got near each other, they started whispering intensely, and she moved a little closer trying to figure out what was going on, but she couldn’t really catch what they were saying. The only thing that was obvious to her was that they definitely weren’t strangers.

      “It seems like you two know each other,” Madison said, bringing their attention back to her — and the entire audience waiting to kick off the event.

      “You could say that,” Orlando replied, not looking away from his submissive for the night.

      “Intense!” Madison joked, fanning herself. “Are you ready to spin the wheel, Juliet?”

      Juliet moved a little stiffly as she took the ball, but Madison decided not to press any further and just spun the wheel. The pretty submissive dropped the marble, watching it spin and spin, until it finally started to bounce around the slots.

      Then it landed on, “Knife play!” Madison grinned at them, hoping to see some excitement, but neither of them seemed too excited, so she added, “And it’s not on either of their hard limits.”

      Orlando leaned over to his submissive, whispering something, but she shoved his hand away.

      “I can handle anything you dish out,” she snapped, and several people in the audience let out ‘ooohs’ in response.

      “Well, there’s a challenge if I ever heard one,” Madison replied with a laugh. “Looks like someone is looking for a spanking!”

      “Let’s go!” Someone in the audience yelled, followed by a titter of laughter.

      “You’re right!” Madison waved at Orlando, who wrapped his fingers around Juliet’s arm, leading her off the stage. “It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!”

      She almost couldn’t believe they’d made it on time this year, but somehow… they’d pulled it off.

      Now, they just had to see what the couples would do with their spins, and Madison had a feeling it was going to be a very interesting year for
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      Fifteen more minutes.

      He could last fifteen more minutes before shutting off the lights in the main tasting room. The Wicked Ways Brew Company closed at ten o’clock. In a few short minutes, James could politely kick out the last bunch of hipsters and lock up for the night.

      He stared at the digital clock on the iPad, waiting for it to roll to the desired time. It had been a solid decision to let Carson, the bartender scheduled to close, clock out early. Tuesday evenings weren’t exactly moneymakers. As the owner, James didn’t mind sticking around to let Carson get home to his kids and wife. But now, after having listened to the over idealistic hipsters groan about things they knew very little about, he could not wait for closing time. The first half hour of their rantings had been easy to drown out with cleaning up and checking stock, but the last hour had burned his ears.

      “A watched clock never moves,” a silky voice teased him.

      He hadn’t heard the new customer come in.

      “Yeah, I guess it doesn’t.” He took a step to the side, away from the register to focus directly on her. “We’re actually about to close,” he said, glancing at the group of four who looked nowhere near ready to take off.

      A short brunette stood at the bar, looking at him with a wary smile, windblown hair, and tired eyes. Had they shared the same kind of day?

      “Oh, I know.” She placed her purse on the bar. “I actually only stopped in to pick up a—what did she call it?—a growl?”

      James’ lips twitched. “You mean a growler.”

      Her cheeks went pink. “Yes. Thank you. That’s what I meant. I’m supposed to pick up a growler of IPA.” She tilted her chin up and surveyed the chalk written menu posted above the bar.

      “We have two. West Coast and Grapefruit Hazy.” He narrowed the choices while taking a moment to admire the sweetness of her blush.

      She pinched her lips together, blowing out her cheeks in frustrated uncertainty, trying to find the unwritten answer on the board. “What’s the difference?”

      “Westcoast is a pretty typical IPA. I keep it on tap mostly for the locals. It has a hoppy flavor but not piney. The Grapefruit Hazy has a citrus element.”

      She nodded along with him, her brow wrinkled in concentration. He doubted she understood a single thing about what he’d said.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, leaning in closer. “My roommate said to grab a growler of IPA. I’m really not a beer drinker. Which do you think is best?”

      “It’s for your roommate?” He knew it wasn’t for her. She looked at the board with as much confusion as he would a menu in a French restaurant. “What kind of beer does he normally drink? What brand?”

      “She,” the young woman corrected. “Mary doesn’t really drink beer either. It’s for a party we’re going to later tonight.”

      Later? It was already ten on a Tuesday. Maybe she was part of the L.A. scene where life didn’t even begin until midnight.

      “Oh. Then I’d probably just go with the Westcoast IPA.” He grabbed a fresh chilled growler from the cooler behind him.

      “Okay. Let’s do that.” She tapped the bar top. “Or… you know what? Give me one of each. They can sort it out.”

      James gave her a brief nod as he grabbed a second growler and went to the end of the bar to fill them both while she took a seat on a stool. He looked up to find her tapping away on her phone, her lips twisted up to one side.

      He wasn’t blind. The woman was more than pretty, but not in the typical L.A. party-girl way. She had a graceful beauty to her. Other than some mascara and a little eyeliner, she wore no makeup.

      Her phone rang, and she picked up the call. He pulled the tubing from the growler slowly, then twisted on the cap.

      “Thanks, man!” One hipster waved to him as the four of them shuffled from the table toward the door. “Great beer!” he said, giving James two thumbs up before following his friends out.

      James grimaced. Great beer? Whatever. Those assholes wouldn’t know an IPA from a Lager. He placed the growler on the counter and grabbed the second jug, catching the tail end of the phone conversation his last customer of the night was having.

      “Okay, Mary, I hear you. I promise I won’t embarrass you.”

      James looked down the length of the bar to find her rubbing her forehead. “I’ll remember this time. I won’t use his name. Just Sir. Got it.”

      James’ ears perked at the phrasing, and he froze for a moment. Maybe he had misunderstood. She could be going to a work party and the big boss got off on the label. But who brings a growler to a work party? He shouldn’t jump to conclusions. Just because sir held a certain connotation with him, didn’t mean it did for her. Though, he wouldn’t lie to himself and say a small part of him didn’t hope it did.

      “I’m not as experienced as you, Mary, but I promise I’ll do my best.”

      Do her best? He finished lacing the tubing for the Westcoast IPA into the growler and slowly began the fill. What sort of party were they headed to? Was bringing beer such a good idea? He shook off the question. She was a grown woman and didn’t need him butting into her business.

      After he finished filling the second growler, he wiped them both with a wet cloth, then brought them to her. She had finished her call and was scrolling through her phone when he approached.

      “Okay. All set.” He placed the growlers on the counter beside her phone.

      “Great.” She clicked her phone off and scooped it from the bar with her hand covering the screen before shoving it into her purse. The pink tint to her cheeks renewed. What had she been looking at?

      He tapped the charges into the iPad. “That’s thirty-five seventy-five.”

      She pulled out her wallet and dug out a few bills. “Here you go.”

      While making change, her phone went off again, and she dug it out again, groaning at whatever message came through.

      He handed her the change. “Need a receipt?”

      “No. That’s fine. Thanks.” After she tucked her phone into her purse once again, she slung it over her shoulder, then grabbed the growlers from the counter.

      He followed her to the door and opened it for her. “Have fun at your party.” He tried to smile, but something about that phone call of hers bothered him.

      She gave a weak smile. “I’ll try. Thanks.”

      “It’s a party. Having fun shouldn’t take work.”

      “Yeah, you’d think. But I don’t know many people yet and the rules and stuff—” She cut herself off, her eyes going wide. It was clear she’d said more than she’d meant to.

      “Rules?” The cool night air from the parking lot brushed past him as he continued to hold the door open.

      “I mean… it’s just… you know… it’s L.A.” She laughed awkwardly, the comment clearly meant as a distraction.

      “New to the city, then?”

      Her lips twisted again. “No, not really. Just new to… well, these people.”

      He was getting a clearer picture about this party. It wasn’t a pleasant picture.

      “Thanks for the beer.” She gave him another smile, then walked through the door into the parking lot.

      He let the door close but watched her through the window until she got to her car. The parking lot lamp spotlighted her in a halo while she loaded the growlers into the back seat of the sedan she’d parked next to his Harley. He didn’t take his eyes off her car until she pulled out of the lot and he couldn’t see her anymore.

      Stop. None of what was going on with her was his business. If she was going to a play party or munch or whatever the hell it might be, it was none of his concern. If he hadn’t already decided to give up looking in all the wrong places for all the wrong things, he’d make it his business.

      But he had decided.

      And if a woman wanted to go to a party where she needed to address men she didn’t know as Sir and worry about embarrassing her roommate because she broke rules she didn’t know—that was her right. Besides, she was probably like all the women he knew in that scene, and he’d had enough of them.

      A few months ago, he might have asked more questions. But this wasn’t then. This was now.

      And he had a tasting room to shut down for the night.

      He locked the door and flipped on the neon ‘CLOSED’ sign. The bright red spilled out across the glass, the reflection of the neon glow tinting his hands. Red, a color demanding his actions come to an immediate stop. A universal directive from a previous lifestyle he was in the process of navigating away from. Play dates, party scenes, one-night stands—all part of a past life he was no longer interested in.

      Cute L.A. party girl or not, James was done with all of that. Right now, it was time to push those thoughts out of his head and get his ass back to work.
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      3 Months Later…

      

      James walked through the social lounge of Black Light toward the bar. Upbeat, sensual music pumped through the speakers, setting the tone for the club. The Roulette game was one of the most anticipated events of the year. After being a voyeur at last year’s event, he understood why.

      The scenes had been intensely erotic. On top of that, spinning the roulette wheel took away the typical awkwardness of trying to find someone to play with for the night and then approaching them to ask. After the revolving door of submissives the last year had turned out to be, James was looking forward to letting the drop of a ball pick his last player.

      “There you are. Was thinking you might chicken out.” Ted stepped up to the bar at the same time as James.

      James rolled his eyes. “Right. Because I’m the one who bails on these types of things.”

      Ted had been chosen to roll his chances with the wheel at last year’s event, but when it was game night, he’d choked, leaving them one Dom short. They replaced him in the lineup, but he’d already earned himself a reputation that shadowed him even a year later.

      Ted scratched behind his ear. “I’m never going to live that down, am I?”

      “With me? No.” James laughed. “But I’m sure no one around here even cares.”

      “Well, I didn’t get chosen this year, you lucky bastard, so maybe they do.” He waved down the bartender.

      “What can I get you guys?” A woman sporting a pixie cut and a seductive smile leaned toward them.

      “A water for me.” As a participant of the games, James could have up to two drinks, but his personal rule was no drinking when playing—especially with someone he didn’t know.

      “You got any of that awesome Wicked Ways Brown Ale?” Ted asked, waggling his eyebrows. James nudged him with his elbow. The brewery was doing damn good, having snagged a contract to be carried in a dozen stores throughout the county with a big chain sniffing around as well. But Ted, his longtime friend and marketing guru, was always looking for ways to spread the word.

      “No. Sorry.” She frowned. “I’ve asked my boss to look into it, though. I get at least three requests a night for it.”

      “Is that so?” Ted’s mouth curled into a grin as he shoved his elbow into James’ side.

      “He’ll have any brown ale you have on tap.” James sighed, giving his friend a cutting stare. When it came to promoting the brewery, Ted was never ‘off,’ and James was determined not to talk shop tonight.

      “I can do that.” She winked and slid down the bar.

      “How can you not see an opportunity when it’s right in front of you?” Ted admonished.

      “I’m not here to work. Feel free to reach out to Chase and Jaxson some other time. Tonight, I’m here to have some fun and enjoy my last trip.”

      Ted shook his head. “You can’t mean that. Seriously, you’re crazy. Why would you give up your membership?”

      “You’re dropping your membership?” The bartender returned with their drinks. Her manicured eyebrows shot up beneath the sharp trim of her bangs.

      James sighed. This conversation was getting old.

      “It’s not the club.” James dropped a few dollars on the bar. “The club is great. But…” He pursed his lips, glancing between the bartender, who stared back with a look of concern, and Ted, who was practically rolling his eyes.

      “He’s just being stubborn,” Ted said, shooting her a knowing smile.

      “Well, if there’s anything you need, I’m sure the owners would be happy to talk with you about it.”

      James would not be having that conversation. Not even the powers of Jaxson and Chase, or their gorgeous wife and sub, Emma, could fix what was broken with him. His reputation had cemented itself. Without even trying, he’d become the Dom subs wanted to play with, but not stay with.

      “It’s not the club. I promise.” James lifted his cup from the bar.

      She gave him a weak smile, then hurried off to the next customer. Valentine Roulette had the club packed, and she’d be busy all night.

      As James stepped away from the bar, water in hand, Ted pulled him to a stop. “Seriously, man, you can’t let Judy fuck with your head like this.”

      James sighed.

      “Look around, Ted.” He gestured to the crowd building around them as the time for the main event ticked closer. “This place is packed with people who just want fun. And that’s cool, but I’m done with that scene. I’m done with one-night stands and fuck buddies. Judy may have been the one to finally get it through my head, but it wasn’t only her.”

      “So, because Judy wouldn’t let you take things outside of the bedroom, you’re going to blow off the lifestyle, Black Light, the community… everything?”

      James hung his head. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore. It’s done. I haven’t renewed my membership. After tonight, it expires.” He raised his gaze. “There are women outside of Black Light too, you know.”

      “The kind of women you want?” Ted never knew when to stop. It had cost him a tooth in college. Would have cost him more if James hadn’t been there to save his ass.

      “I don’t know. What I do know is I haven’t met anyone here who wants anything other than playtime. And I want more.” He raked his hand through his hair. “Doing the same thing over and over again expecting the result to be different is the definition of insanity. So, I’m going to do something different.”

      Ted raised his brows. “If you say so,” he said with a shake of his head.

      “I do.” James put his cup on a high table and let his gaze wander the room. With the topic of his membership finished, he could concentrate on the other players. They weren’t marked in any way, so he couldn’t really tell what women were going to be on the wheel.

      “If tonight is really your last night, I hope you at least land on something better than impact play,” Ted said.

      As much as James loved giving a well-earned spanking, his tastes were a bit broader.

      James hoped the same thing, but he wasn’t going to put a voice to it. Whatever the wheel gave him, he’d deal with. Even if it was impact play, he’d still have a good time, and he’d make sure whoever he played with had fun too.

      Scanning the room again, his eyes landed on a short brunette walking through the crowd, and his heart picked up a beat or two. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear as she wiggled between two groups to get through to the bar.

      It was her.

      “Something catch your eye?” Ted followed James’ gaze. “Oh… I see her.”

      “Shut up.”

      Ted laughed. “What? I see her. The short brunette, right? The one with the curls and curves?” He took a sip of his beer. “She’s cute. A bit innocent looking, though.”

      “I think she’s new. To the club, I mean,” James said thoughtfully as he stared at the backside of the young woman who had been standing at his bar three months ago. “I haven’t seen her here.”

      “I have,” Ted said. “Well… just once. She was with a real asshole a few weeks ago. I didn’t see the whole scene, but I did see the end. He was yelling at her. The DMs came around, but she never called a safe word, so they didn’t step in.”

      “Why was he yelling at her?” A bubble of anger formed in the pit of his stomach. Her words suddenly came back to him in a flash. I’ll remember this time. I won’t use his name. Just Sir. Got it. The image in his head of some asshole, wannabe Dom raising his voice to chastise her over such semantics called out to his own dominant nature. Doms like the one Ted described barely controlled themselves, much less a scene or a sub.

      “Something about not doing shit right. I don’t know for sure.” Ted shrugged. “At first, I thought maybe it was a humiliation scene or something, but by the looks of the DMs, I doubt it. They were ready to pounce on him. She held her own, though. Stared straight ahead and let him rant. When he was finished, she got off the platform and left him standing there like the ass he was.”

      “Who was it?” James kept her in his sights as she maneuvered through the room. No one walked with her. Was she there alone?

      “Never seen him before.”

      Probably for the best. The last thing James needed on his last night was to get into a fight with a random asshole and get kicked out.

      James shifted on his feet, and the girl turned her head, looking right at him. For a moment, their eyes locked. Then, as quickly as it had happened, she looked away. He started to step from the table to follow her, but she darted behind a small group of people and disappeared.

      “What was that?” Ted asked. “You scared her off with just a look?”

      “Don’t be an ass.” James searched the crowd but couldn’t find her.

      The music quieted as a chime announced the event was about to begin.

      “Ah, the lovely Madison is taking the stage. You better get ready to pick your number.” Ted smacked James’ back.

      James was only half paying attention, still scanning the area. He was out of time, though, and he clearly wasn’t going to find her. “Yeah.” He looked at Ted. “You’re not gonna hover over me all night like a weirdo, are you?”

      Ted laughed. “No. I’m going to mingle with the singles.” He paused for a second, then grinned, shaking his head. “Fuck, that was lame.”

      “Yeah. It was.” James downed the last of his water, then headed over to where the other Doms were gathering. “Have fun,” he called over his shoulder.

      Whoever the cute little brunette was, James hoped she wasn’t here alone and had someone worthy of her to keep her company. Ted was right about how innocent she looked, and while he wouldn’t mind being the one to corrupt her, the idea of someone undeserving getting his hands on her made his stomach turn.
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      Sandra clenched her hands at her sides, sidestepped a small group of laughing women, and shifted until she was well-hidden behind them. This might be the most reckless thing she’d ever done. She had more sense than this.

      Or maybe not.

      The welcome speeches wrapped up, and the Doms were taking their turns spinning the wheel for their play partners. Her stomach squeezed as the ball dropped onto the wheel where each slot contained the name of one of the eligible submissives. One of those slots had her name on it, so hiding in the back of the room was both stupid and only a short-term solution to her anxiety. Unless she turned and fled right now, eventually, her name would be called, and the further back she hid, the longer the walk she would have to endure to get up on stage with the Dominant who spun her. She tried to keep her mind on center stage, but she found her attention wandering to the side where the other Dominants waited their turn.

      Another submissive was called, and Sandra let out her breath. No matter who she got paired with, she would make the best of the night. This was a chance at a new beginning. At taking a risk and learning more about herself.

      Tonight was going to be amazing.

      “Next up, we have Master James,” Madison called out.

      Sandra rose on her tiptoes to see through the crowd, catching a glimpse of the Dom moving forward to take his place by the wheels. Shit. It was the brew master. He was participating in the event tonight? At first, she’d been startled when she’d recognized his motorcycle in the parking lot, but had written it off as coincidence. Maybe it hadn’t been his she’d seen that night three months ago. Surely, other people in L.A had a Wicked Ways Brewery license plate frame.  But when she’d caught his gaze in the lounge, it had been filled with such heat, such laser intensity, she’d shifted her hips, squirming a little. He’d been wearing a long sleeve shirt when she’d met him at the brewery, but tonight, he was dressed in black jeans and a dark gray V-neck t-shirt. As he made the final steps to the roulette wheel, she could see the tattoos running up and down both arms. He had a slender build, but not stringy. He obviously worked out, but he wasn’t a muscle head either.

      “Hot as hell, isn’t he?” The girl next to her leaned in close, speaking into Sandra’s ear.

      Sandra tore her gaze from the stage. “You know him? He’s popular here?”

      The blonde nodded with wide eyes. “Mmhmm. I’ve played with him. He’s amazing.” The girl glanced around. “There’re a lot of subs here who want a night with him.”

      Her stomach sank lower. If he played with a lot of different girls, he probably wouldn’t want to play with someone as inexperienced as she was.

      “Are you playing tonight?” Sandra asked, trying to keep her mind off the fact that the ball was being handed to Master James.

      “No. I completely spaced on the deadline to sign up. But I’m still hoping to find a little fun.”

      “Subbie Sandra!” the MC called out before she could respond, and Sandra’s breath froze in her lungs.

      “Yeah, that’s me,” she managed to say, cringing inwardly at the awkward nickname she’d chosen. Creativity didn’t flow easily through her.

      “Lucky girl!” the blonde cheered and gave her a little shove. “Go on.”

      Sandra wiggled through the crowd, struggling to make her way from the back of the room where she’d been hiding. It was slow going at first, until people realized she was trying to get to the stage. With a path laid out in front of her, she walked up the steps, her eyes focused on the wheel and not the man watching her.

      Would he even recognize her? He seemed to earlier, but he may have simply been looking in her direction. It could have been someone behind her he’d been looking at with such intensity.

      “Subbie Sandra.” The way Master James said her name drew her attention up to him. There was nothing disdainful or dismissive about his tone. In fact, he smiled warmly at her, like he was happy to see her there. How thrilled would he be when he found out she knew next to nothing about anything on the wheel?

      “Master James.” She couldn’t help but return his smile. He had such a relaxed aura around him, it put her immediately at ease.

      “You have to drop the ball,” James said, pointing to the little ball Madison held out to her.

      “Right.” She laughed and took the ball in her hand. Before her mind could override her actions, she released the sphere into the track of the spinning wheel. Even with the background music, she could hear the ball running along the metal passage.

      The blur of the wheel slowed, and soon, she could make out the names of the activities before her. With small jumps, it bounced and clinked until finally settling inside its temporary home.

      “Pet play!” Madison called out in a voice that reminded her of a carnival game barker. She snapped her focus to James. He had a sparkle in his dark brown eyes.

      “Is that one of your limits?” he asked, though he looked unconcerned.

      “Uh…no.” She shook her head. Having been allowed four hard limits, she had checked off anything involving bodily fluids or medical first. Pet play hadn’t entered her mind as a limit. It wasn’t something she knew anything about, but it didn’t trigger any ick factor.

      “Great.”

      Yeah. Great.

      She stared up at him while he spoke to the MC, double-checking for any limit issues.

      Pet play.

      With James.

      Couldn’t the universe have been kind and given her something she’d already done like impact play?

      “We have to move to let the next couple up.” James broke her from her reverie, pointing toward the stairs.

      Of course.

      They couldn’t stand up on the stage while the others were rolling. She hurried from the platform, careful in her steps. It had been smart to wear her ballet flats for the night. They might not be fashionable—no one had ever accused her of possessing that particular trait—but they were practical for moving around and kept her from embarrassing herself by teetering on heels or tripping downstairs. She managed to avoid being completely out of style by sticking to simple rules. Black bottoms and solid tops. And when in doubt, a black dress worked wonders. That’s what she’d gone with for Roulette. A short black cocktail dress she’d worn to a wedding a few months ago. Simple.

      James pressed his hand to the small of Sandra’s back, guiding her until they stood near the growing group of roulette pairs waiting for the event to start. James stopped behind her, the toes of his shoes touching the heels of her flats. A simple touch, insignificant, but she couldn’t deny the heat building in her belly.

      “Are you cold?” he asked, his chin brushing against her shoulder as he leaned into her. “You shivered,” he said when she didn’t answer.

      “Did I?” She turned her head, looking up at him from over her shoulder. His mouth spread into a smile, hinting at playfulness while promising a bit of danger. It sent a hot tingle straight to the inner part of her already craving more of him. A deep smile line framed his full lips. She swallowed to moisten her suddenly dry throat.

      “You did.” He moved closer to her back, wrapping his arms around her body and clasping his other wrist in front of her. “Is this okay?”

      Okay? The man blanketed her with his body, shooting off rockets inside her.

      “Yeah. It’s fine.” She turned back to the stage, her face heated.

      “There’s an air conditioning vent over us. You’ll be warmer once we get started, but for now…” He pulled her back a little tighter, and she swore a very distinctive something brushed against her. If he was trying to keep her from shivering, not only had he chosen the wrong words, but most definitely the wrong position. Hopefully, she was the only one observing the fluttering in her chest from his effortless dominating charm.

      The next spinner left the shrinking herd of Doms and moved to center stage. Sandra already had hers. This man standing behind her, his arms wrapped around her to protect her from a chill, was her partner for the night. Her much more experienced partner.

      She would have to give it her best shot. Do exactly as she was told and focus on what he wanted from her. If she did that, he would probably have an okay time. From what the blonde had said, he was quite popular at Black Light. It wasn’t like she would be ruining his one-time experience if she didn’t live up to his expectations.

      “Have you done pet play before?” James asked.

      “Uh… no, but I’ll be okay. I can do it.” She nodded, bumping his chin in the process.

      “It doesn’t appeal to you?” His arms loosened around her, and he nudged her until she turned her face up at him. Dark eyes met hers, and his brows rose.

      What was the right answer?

      “I—” Words failed. “It’s not on my limits list,” she offered guardedly.

      He tilted his head to the side, his eyes narrowing. “You said that when you rolled. What I want to know is if you find it unappealing. We can’t roll again, but if you tell me it is, it’ll help me plan for what to do.”

      “Well, maybe if you tell me what you want me to do, I can tell you if it’s something I can do.”

      His arms dropped away from her, and he studied her with furrowed brows. “How many Doms have you played with?”

      Well, here it went.

      “A few. I mean… I haven’t had any serious relationships—not that I need one,” she hurried to assure him.

      His face remained stoic. “So, only play partners?” He made it sound sad, almost disappointing.

      “So far, yeah.” She nodded. “I’ll be honest. I’m pretty new at everything. I only just started. I mean… the first time I even let a guy spank me was a year ago, and that was during sex… extremely bad sex, I’ll admit.” Realizing words poured out of her mouth, she clamped her lips closed. She needed to get herself together. Rambling would only embarrass her.

      His lips kicked up into a playful smile. “The spanking made the sex bad?”

      “No! That was the only part that was exciting.” She found herself grinning at him, enjoying the way his eyes softened. Maybe he wasn’t completely disappointed in having been paired with her.

      “The party you went to a few months ago—the one you were picking up the beer for?”

      So, he did recognize her. Not only that, he remembered her. “It was a play party. But I didn’t really play. The guy I was starting to see didn’t think I was ready.”

      His forehead wrinkled. “You weren’t ready?”

      “Yeah.” She sighed. “I think I’ve gone about all of this backwards. I wish I had found this place much sooner. The people here are way nicer, and the classes have been helpful.”

      His expression relaxed, and his smile warmed.

      “To answer your question. No, I haven’t done pet play, but that’s why I signed up for tonight—new experiences.” Finally, words that worked in the right order.

      “That’s good to hear. You said the guy you started to see… are you not seeing him now?” He gently guided her to the side as another couple joined the group.

      “Oh, no. I dropped him weeks ago. I thought he would be a good… I don’t know… teacher… mentor… I’m not sure of the terminology, but he was too much of a jerk. I mean, if I’m wrong and I earn punishment, I get that—and I like that… well, at least in theory—but I won’t let anyone just scream at me and berate me.”

      Tony had been a mistake—one she’d rectified later than she should have. Mary, her roommate and ex-matchmaker, might have liked her partners to be alpha-holes, but it wasn’t what Sandra wanted. She desired a man who took his dominance seriously, but still had a brain and a heart. Tony had neither qualification.

      The last dominant was called up to the stage, and Sandra turned to watch. James wrapped one hand around her torso, locking her arm in place, while the other came up under her chin, lightly clasping her throat. His chest pressed against her back, and she could feel every ripple of his muscles as he held her there.

      “Some people confuse fear and submission. Sounds like you weren’t interested in the fear he offered.” His voice was a soft whisper in her ear. The gentleness of the tone both calmed and aroused her the same time. The light brush of his chin against her earlobe made it hard to focus on their conversation and not other things pressing against her.

      “Not that kind, no,” she answered quietly, pushing away the distracting thoughts to keep her attention focused in front of her.

      If she moved, he would probably release her, so she leaned into his chest instead. Another first for her, having confidence that she could put her weight on him, and he wouldn’t let her fall. The other men she’d played with had been so overpowering with their chest-beating and demands, it hadn’t occurred to her that a dominant could be an anchor as much as the captain.

      So far, James had the promise of being different.

      A soft chuckle rumbled at her ear. “I didn’t think so.” His fingers curled into her throat, but not tight enough to take away her breath. His presence was doing that well enough all by itself. “Do you think you’ll make a good pet for me?” His words were spoken in a raw, almost animalistic tone, sending a heated shiver down her spine.

      She swallowed hard as his fingers squeezed a little tighter around her throat. Could he feel her heartbeat through her veins?

      “I’ll do my best,” she promised. It was all she had to offer.

      Hopefully, it was enough.
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      I’ll do my best.

      James grit his teeth to keep from moaning his pleasure right into her ear.

      “Let’s go!” a deep voice yelled out from the crowd as the last couple descended the steps of the stage.

      “You’re right! It’s time for our participants to start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!” Madison announced, starting the evening off.

      His little sub for the night tensed beneath his grip, and he inhaled the moment.

      “What should I call you? Master James?” she asked, remaining still. He recalled the conversation she had with her roommate. ‘Sir’ felt wrong after hearing she’d been forced to use the term with strangers who hadn’t bothered to take the time to earn her trust—her submission. It was a tainted label.

      And an unnecessary one.

      “James will do.” He released her throat. “We need to find a space, and I have to get to the costume room.” Her hand fit snuggly in his palm as he took it in his.

      Green eyes turned up at him, confusion sparkling in her eyes. “Did I do something wrong already?”

      “Wrong?” Nothing about his little pet was wrong.

      “You want me to call you only by your name?”

      The tension in her body trailed through her hand. Whatever she’d been taught previously, he’d need to wipe it clean. At least for their time together.

      “I wouldn’t worry about it. You won’t be able to use it much during this first scene anyway.” He gave her hand a little squeeze, then tugged her along with him.

      The players were already fanning out toward the equipment they needed for their scene. For what he had planned, he didn’t need anything fancy. He led her past the bar toward the main room where he found an empty play space they could use. Bringing her up on the platform, he looked around, finding what he wanted.

      “I’m going to go to the costume room to get a few things. While I’m gone, get one of those light chairs along the wall and bring it up here.” He looked over at the spanking bench. “I’ll move this when I get back.”

      “We can do that. What do you need?” Miles, one of the Dungeon Monitors for Black Light, approached the two.

      “Great. I need this area clear except for the chair she’s going to bring up,” James explained.

      “No problem. We can get you a chair too.”

      “No thanks.” James shook his head. “I’ve given her an instruction. She’ll get it.” He glanced at Sandra. If she hadn’t been standing beneath one of the lights in the ceiling, he may have missed the sweet blush covering her cheeks.

      “I’ll get the chair,” she promised.

      “Good.” He squeezed her hand once more, then let go. “I’ll be right back.” He hopped down from the platform and walked away, fighting the urge to peek over his shoulder to see if she was following his orders. Not because he was unsure she would, but because he didn’t want her to think he had any doubts.

      From the short conversation they’d had, he sensed her desire—no, her need—to obey. He also got the idea the people she’d surrounded herself with had a different meaning of the word. If she thought a checklist of behaviors was coming her way, she’d be wrong.

      When James approached the costume room, Dominic, one of the attendants, was busy talking with another dominant, helping him pick out a babygirl outfit. James stared for a moment. He could envision Sandra in the little dress Dominic held up, the white ruffles under the plaid skirt peeking out as they rode right at the edge of her ass cheeks. His cock shifted in his jeans.

      “Sorry. I was out back.” A soft, sweet voice cut through his musing. “Can I help you get something?” Annie, a young, almost bashful looking girl working the costume room tonight, smiled up at him. Awesome. He’d worked with her before.

      “Hey, Annie. I need pet play gear. A collar and leash. A tail.” He paused, debating if there was anything else he might want to put her in.

      “What sort of tail?” Annie pursed her lips. “Puppy, kitten, fox?”

      “Not the silicone. Do you have any furry puppy tails? But nothing that looks more like a fox than a puppy.”

      She looked upward, mentally checking inventory.

      “I think I have something that’ll work. Anything else? We have food bowls, wet pads for house training…”

      “I need treats. Do you have little cookies or something here?”

      “No, but I’ll call over to the bar and have them send over some pretzels? Will that work?”

      Not ideal, but he’d make it work. “That’d be good.”

      “Okay. Be right back.” She turned to go.

      “Oh, wait—a clicker.”

      She put a finger in the air, making a checkmark, then breezed away. He had second thoughts about the tail. He hadn’t talked with her about her actual experiences. She may have never done anything anal before. There was still time. He’d question her about—or not. It hadn’t been on her limits list—and that made it fair game. The sadist in him decided not to mention it other than to let her see the tail. If she had any real objections, he expected her to bring them up.

      “Hey.” A man stepped up beside him. “Annie around?”

      “She’s getting a few things for me. She’ll be right out,” James said. Too bad they didn’t allow phones in the club. It made it hard to busy himself while this guy stepped closer. Having the barrier, no matter how small, would help ward off the annoying small talk moments like these often created. James had enough of shooting the shit with customers at the brewery. Roulette was his night off from fake pleasantries; it was a night of being just him.

      “You rolled Sandra, right?”

      That got James’ attention.

      “Yeah.”

      The man before him wore a white t-shirt with a V-neck that dipped so low, James could practically see his nipples. Definitely a body builder.

      “Good luck with that one.” The mammoth laughed.

      “How so?” James folded his arms over his chest. Could this be the asshole who’d blown it with all his yelling?

      “She knows nothing about being a sub. She can’t follow simple fucking orders.” He shook his head, probably pitying James.

      “Okay. Here’s what I have,” Annie interrupted, placing down an armful of things. James picked through the items, then decided to take everything. Once he gauged his pet’s reactions, he’d be in a better position to decide exactly what to use.

      “This will all work. Just put it on my membership.”

      “Will do. I think we have a hood too, with pointed ears?” She dangled the suggestion as though tempting him with dessert after gorging on a delicious meal.

      “That’s okay. This is good for now.” The hood would cover her face, and though it would dress her nicely as a pup, he didn’t want to sacrifice seeing her facial expressions for the sake of appearance. The memory of that sweet blush and what it had made his cock do…

      “Okay, pop back around if you need something else.” Annie smiled brightly, keeping her shoulders squared with James, completely ignoring the man inching toward her.

      “I will. Thanks.”

      “Tony, I didn’t think you were playing tonight,” Annie stated, finally giving him the attention he pawed at.

      “I’m not. Just thought I’d see what you were up to.”

      “I’m working.” Annie flashed James another smile, then spun on her heel and walked away.

      Smart lady.

      “Well, I should get back,” James said.

      “Yeah. Like I said, good luck,” Mammoth Man said knowingly.

      James stopped after a few steps. “You know, if you give the wrong commands, you’ll get the wrong results.”

      Tony’s brows pulled together, and his mouth dropped open. “What’s that supposed to mean?” he growled.

      Doms like him were a dime a dozen. They were in it for the fun of delivering a hard spanking or getting their dick sucked off on command, but they had no real clue how to speak to the heart of their partner. He wouldn’t know the needs of his submissive if she wrote them on her tits.

      “Never mind.” James laughed with a shake of his head. Even if he bothered to explain it, he doubted Tony could grasp the concept. Besides, he didn’t have time to dwell on selfish assholes. He had a pet to collar and train.
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      Sandra stood beside the folding chair on the platform fiddling with the collar of her dress. Maybe she should have gone shopping for something more revealing… something that fit the tone for the evening. A plain cocktail dress didn’t exactly say ‘bend me over and spank me.’

      James came into view from the side, and her breath rushed from her lungs. He moved through the room with an armful of items, his chin up and eyes aimed right at her.

      She met him at the edge of the platform. “Do you need help?”

      “Nope.” He stepped up and went straight to the chair, placing the items down and picking through them. He draped a leash over the back, and a stiff black collar with silver studs on the seat.

      Her eyes widened as he placed the last item: a tail.

      At the sight of the plug with the attached furry appendage, Sandra closed her eyes. She could do this. New experiences were what she was here for.

      Once he had everything laid out, he spun around, his gaze roaming over her. Right. She knew what to do here. Mary had taught her the proper procedure when her Dom wanted to inspect her: hands behind her head, feet spread, chin up, eyes downcast.

      “What are you doing?” James asked, stepping up to her.

      “Did I get it wrong?” She brought her eyes up to his face.

      “Get what wrong? I didn’t ask you to do anything.” He pulled her arms down from her head. “Don’t try to anticipate me. I understand you’ve probably been taught a few things some Dominants may like, but don’t worry about any of that tonight.”

      How foolish could she make herself look with one action?

      “I’m sorry.” She lowered her gaze again.

      He brought his knuckle up under her chin and tilted her head back until she was staring into his dark eyes. He ran his tongue across his bottom lip, thinking for a moment. “You have nothing to be sorry for. All you have to do is what I tell you to—nothing more. If you actually do something you should be sorry for, I’ll let you know.”

      “And then what?” She regretted the question, but her thighs were already clenching at the possibilities. Surely a man with such sternness in his eyes would be a strict disciplinarian.

      “Do you like punishments?” he asked, his eyes narrowing.

      So many wrong ways to answer that question.

      “I like the idea, but not the actual act.”

      He smiled. “But the discipline aspect, it’s appealing to you?”

      “At first, it’s what appealed to me about all of this—BDSM, that is. That probably sounds really stupid, but…” Her gaze fell away from his, and heat crept to her cheeks. Her fingers curled inward, because… well, it did sound stupid. And he was probably standing there right now, judging her not only for how naïve and dumb she sounded, but also for what a flawed submissive he’d been saddled with for the night.

      “That a submissive wants to be held accountable and punished by her dominant?” He dragged his knuckle down the length of her jaw. “No, not stupid at all.”

      The pressure eased in her chest. Maybe she could relax, just take the moments as they came.

      “But let’s hope you don’t earn any serious punishments tonight.” He winked, and with that one gesture, the last of her worry vanished. Instead of getting frustrated at her ignorance, he took the time to guide her. He wanted her to follow him, not anticipate and rush ahead of him. Follow him? Yeah, she could do that. Easily.

      “Yes. Let’s hope.” She grinned. Hopefully it meant she would still get to have a spanking. The first thing she’d understood about herself was how much she loved the pain spreading through her ass. But she wouldn’t purposely earn a punishment. Bratting wasn’t her style, and she didn’t think he’d like it either.

      “We should get you dressed and get started before the DM over there thinks we’re not really here to play.” He ran his hand over her shoulder, then down her arm. “Do you need help out of your dress?”

      “No. I can manage.” Of course he’d want her out of the dress. It would be expected. Tony had demanded it of her when they played, and she hadn’t taken any time to overthink it; she just did it. But Tony’s opinion held very little weight with her. Not like with James. James didn’t snap his orders with a crisp arrogance. When he directed her, a warmth ran through her veins—a drastically different reaction than she’d had with Tony.

      She could easily get used to James’ brand of dominance.

      She clenched her teeth. She couldn’t think that way. He seemed to be a good guy, a patient guy, but he had a line of submissives a mile long waiting to get their hooks into him for a playdate. She wouldn’t be able to offer anything they couldn’t give him.

      “Take off the dress and anything else you have on under it. Put everything, along with your shoes, under the chair. Then I want you to kneel beside it.”

      With a deep breath, she nodded. “Okay.”

      “Good.” He grinned. “Go on.” He motioned toward the chair, then stepped to the side and folded his arms over his chest as he waited patiently.

      A thrill ran through her. With as much grace as she could muster, she unhooked the dress and pulled it over her head, moving over to the chair. Keeping her back to him, she unhooked her bra and let it slip down her arms until her breasts were free. Once she had her panties off, she knelt beside the chair and arranged everything neatly with her shoes lined up on top.

      The times she’d played at Black Light had been completely in the nude, so she wasn’t nervous about wandering eyes, but sensing James’ gaze focused on her put a flutter in her pulse. She didn’t dare check his expression. For better or worse, she was what she was, and she wouldn’t start second-guessing herself now.

      Footsteps signaled his approach.

      “Very good,” he said with approval, touching the top of her head. “From this moment on, you’re my little pet.” He grabbed the collar from the chair and squatted in front of her. “Pull your hair up please.”

      She gathered the thick curls, holding them off her neck while he pressed the leather collar to her throat. There was a little pressure as he wrapped it around her neck and buckled it. The metal studs gave it a harsh look, but the leather was soft and supple against her skin thanks to the thin layer of fur lining it.

      “Hands please.” He grabbed a pair of tan fuzzy paw gloves from the chair.

      She blinked a few times, letting the image register.

      “Disobeying already?” he teased.

      She glanced up at him, worried she’d already misstepped. His crooked smile reassured her, but just to be sure, she raised both hands. He tucked one paw under his arm while working the other over her right hand, then covered her left. The tan, furry gloves had pink pads on each finger and palm. She wiggled her fingers, but only the very tips of each moved.

      “Perfect.” He pushed her hands down to the floor, then grabbed the head piece from the chair and situated the dark brown floppy ears over her head.

      She braced herself for the wave of humiliation to wash over her. But nothing came.

      “You’ll be a good puppy, I can tell.” He patted her shoulder. “But still, there’s more.” He shuffled around the few remaining items. “Kneel up,” he ordered, his voice becoming more stern as the moments ticked by.

      She moved into the position he wanted, pressing her gloved palms into her thighs.

      “Chin up.” He nudged her chin until she was tilted up at him. A marker came into view, and she jerked away.

      “What is that?” She tried to focus on what was in his hand. With the dim lighting and being so close, she could only make out the shape.

      “Bad puppy.” He tapped her nose.

      She blinked, taken aback by the harshness of his voice.

      “Washable makeup pencil,” he said, holding it still for a moment. “Now, lean forward so I can put your nose on.”

      Eyeliner. He was using an eyeliner pencil to complete her puppy look.

      Regret hit her in the chest. Her breathing stuttered. It was a small mistake, but to her, a complete failure. Leaning forward, she gave him full access to her face and rolled her eyes up to stare at the ceiling. They’d only been at this for a few minutes, and she was fucking it all up.

      Why couldn’t she muster the same confidence and self-assurance she had in the court room? Where was her fucking spine?

      James dragged the eyeliner across her nose, filling in every bit of space. Even after he capped it and tossed it back on the chair, she kept her eyes upward. He shouldn’t have been wasting his time with her. He would have more fun if he rolled a submissive who knew what the fuck to do and not question a stupid thing like costume makeup.

      “Where’d you go?” The question broke through her fog of self-deprecation.

      She shook her head slightly. Making the wrong move once again. He grabbed her collar and dragged her forward, forcing her to focus to him. “I asked you a question.”

      More fucking up. She seemed to be on a roll.

      “I’m right here?” she asked with hesitation.

      “Where did your mind take you? Because you weren’t here a second ago. Where’d you go?” His gaze bore into her, pinning her.

      “I fucked everything up,” she said simply. No need to sugarcoat things.

      “No, you didn’t. You didn’t follow one direction,” he clarified, like there was a difference. “What else?”

      Did he have telepathic skills?

      “This may have been a mistake,” she whispered. Dammit. She had more spine than this. You don’t make junior partner after only three and a half years without having fight in you, so where the hell was it?

      His eyes narrowed. “What was a mistake?”

      “You should have been paired up with someone more on your level. I have no idea what I’m doing,” she said, starting to scoot away from him. He stopped her, using his hand still wrapped around the collar to hold her in place.

      “You think because I’ve played more that I won’t want to play with you?” His question sounded more like an accusation.

      She clenched her teeth. “You weren’t given a choice.” Had he been given a choice, he probably would have picked anyone but her.

      “Hmmm.” He let go of her collar and grabbed something from the chair again. “You don’t know what you’re doing.” He threw her words back at her. “Okay. We’ll fix that.” He dangled the long, plush puppy tail in front of her face.

      “Once I’m done dressing you, we’ll start your obedience training. Put your nose to the floor and don’t you dare get up again. If you move, I’ll take my belt off, strap your ass, and then put the tail in. Do you understand me?”

      The harshness of his tone contradicted the softness of his eyes. He wasn’t pissed. Not like Tony had been anyway. James wasn’t yelling and berating her—at least not yet.

      “Yes.” She nodded and bent over her knees to press her nose to the platform floor. A chuckle from the side of the platform hit her ears, and a wave of heat flashed through her body. Shit. The crowd. She’d forgotten the crowds watching her make a complete fool of herself.

      James stroked the back of her head, then down the length of her spine. When the warm tingle of his fingers reached her ass, she clenched, tightening her body.

      “That won’t stop me, puppy.” Moving around behind her again, he grabbed another item from the chair before kneeling by her side.

      His hands were back on her ass, kneading and spreading her cheeks while he leaned over her body. Her bottom lip trembled, and she was grateful for her positioning so no one could witness her newb behavior.

      “Puppy’s pussy is wet.” A finger swiped over her clenched asshole to her sex, gliding through her wet folds. Her eyes clenched tighter. How much mortification could she endure? They’d rolled pet play—not humiliation play.

      It was her own doing. It hadn’t been the collar or the paws that’d had her insides heating. No, it had been the way he looked at her. And now, with his fingers spreading her, drawing though her pussy in a way that turned the heat from a simmer to a sizzle, she couldn’t help the arousal pulsing through her.

      The tip of his finger circled her clit, pouring kerosene on the burning embers. Without direction, she pushed her legs apart, lifting her ass for more of his attention.

      He hummed with approval and swept his fingers over her clit again. The action—rubbing instead of teasing—brought her need for his touch straight into the spotlight. Sandra bit on her lip, holding her moan in check. Another sound came from the voyeurs watching her, and she curled her toes.

      “Relax, Sandy.” He stroked her back with his free hand. The soothing touch softened her, and she found herself leaning into him.

      Again, he slid his fingers through her sex. Though, this time, he seemed to be gathering her juices as he headed toward her asshole again. The tail. Right. She blew out a harsh breath. Staying calm would get her through it. Panicking wouldn’t help her or stop him.

      The cool, round tip of the butt plug touched her puckered asshole.

      “Relax, Sandy. Relax.” He petted her. “The more you fight, the more it hurts. It’s going in with or without your help. It’s up to you how uncomfortable it will be.” He pushed on the plug, and she yelped at the first stretch of her sphincter.

      With practiced breathing, she eased the tension in her muscles. As the plug slipped further inside, the burn increased, and she took another cleansing breath. She would not lunge forward. She would not be a bad puppy again. She could and would get through this.

      “Such a good Sandy,” he cooed, reaching his hand beneath her and finding her breast. A little pinch, and she jolted. “Shhh, stay there. Your tail’s not in yet.” He twisted her nipple, and a new burn spread through her core.

      “I bet your pussy is dripping wet now,” he said over her, then thrust the plug forward. An intense pain shot through her asshole, and then it was in. Her ring of muscle clenched around the base.

      “There. Done.” He patted her ass cheek. The tail swung behind her, brushing against her thighs. His fingers left her breast and her ass. “Now we can really get started.” He grabbed her collar at the back and pulled her up to her knees. She wiggled her butt, trying to find a position that didn’t announce the foreign object lodged in her, but nothing worked. Her brain had to accept what her ass already had. The plug was inside her.

      She wiped a paw across her cheek, shoving away her hair to look up at him. Standing directly in front of her, he looked down with a wicked smile and a hungry gleam in his eyes. At eye-level, his cock pressed against his pants, the bulge speaking to his arousal at her current state.

      Sandra licked her lips. Her pussy clenched. Her clit ached. This man staring at her, the one she’d thought was sweet when she’d first met him, sent a chill through her with his domineering stance. Staring at him, breathing in his confidence, his dominance, she knew he would be the man to take her into the darkness looming at the edge of their play.

      “Are you ready to learn how to obey, puppy?”

      Her heart raced up her throat. Was she ready? Could she shove away her insecurity and follow him behind the curtain into the unknown? Taking the leap and wading into her untapped desires could take her swimming in an ocean of pleasure she might never fully come back from. But hiding from the edge of her longings might plunge her headfirst into an abysmal state that chained her in a purgatory of need.

      She raised her hands up, bending them at the wrist as a good puppy would.

      “Rrruff.”
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      Fuck me. She barked.

      She barked. For him.

      “Follow, puppy. Don’t lead.” He tapped her nose. Even in the dim lighting, he could make out her blush. “No more words. You have the right idea—get your point across in other ways. Understand me?”

      Her eyes flickered away, then snapped back with a confident look in her eyes.

      “Rrruuff.” She nodded, then smiled brilliantly up at him. It was as if a sparkler had been lit in her eyes, she was so happy with herself.

      He grabbed the little bowl of pretzels the bar had sent over and took it with him across the platform.

      “Come to me, puppy Sandy.” He squatted and pointed to the spot in front of him. Making a woman crawl across the room to him had never failed to get his cock hard. And seeing Sandra submit to the command did more than pump blood to his dick. His chest expanded when she fell to her hands and knees. Air stuck in his throat when she took her first step. And when the tail swayed behind her as she moved her hips, he had to wet his lips.

      She arrived at the spot he’d commanded, then leaned into his hand with her head—a puppy looking for pets.

      He laughed softly. Quick learner.

      “Good Sandy.” He grabbed a pretzel and pressed it against her lips. Gracefully, she grasped the treat with her teeth and took it from him. Again, she rubbed her head against his hand.

      “Heel, Sandy.” He snapped his fingers and pointed to the ground. She obeyed immediately and looked up at him with wide eyes.

      He pointed at her. “Stay.” Bringing the bowl of pretzels with him, he moved across the platform. James got down on his haunches, bringing his gaze in line with Sandra’s, then patted the floor.

      “Does Sandy want belly rubs?”

      She quickly scurried forward on her hands and knees. The brown floppy ears bounced as she crawled over to him.

      He didn’t even try to hide his chuckle. She’d completely abandoned her worries and put her trust in him to lead her down the right path. When she got to his feet, she quickly hit the floor and rolled to her back, paws and knees in the air.

      “Are you sure you don’t know what you’re doing?” he asked, leaning forward to pluck her nipple. She folded inward, but it only took a hard look from him for her to push her shoulders back and let him have free range of her body.

      He bent over and ran his fingers over her breasts, through the valley leading to her stomach where he ran the back of his knuckles over her soft belly.

      “Open your legs,” he ordered, tapping her thighs. She sucked in her bottom lip and dropped her knees to the sides. A thin trail of hair covered her mound. Someone liked her spa days. He played with the short-cropped curls while studying her expression.

      Judy, his last steady playmate, had known exactly what to do and say in almost any given situation. There was no apprehension in her, even during the most intense scenes. It was a stark contrast to the current puppy laying at his feet, waiting for his next command, his next move. Something touching on fear stared up at him, but it wasn’t the kind that would make her run from the room. She seemed more afraid of herself than anything he could do to her.

      “Red!” A voice carried through the room from behind James.

      Sandra snapped her knees together and tightened beneath his hand.

      “Shhh.” He stroked her. “Don’t worry about that. That has nothing to do with us. Keep your focus on me,” he soothed.

      Visibly, she relaxed. Her shoulders dropped, and her knees spread open again for him.

      “Good, Sandy.” He grinned at her. Whoever had used their safe word would be taken care of by the DMs; his scene didn’t need to be affected.

      “Does my puppy want her pussy pet?” he asked, dipping one finger past the curls to her clit—swollen, wet, and waiting for him. It was like strumming the right cord for the first time as her body jolted beneath his touch. Her thighs tensed along with the rest of her body as he swirled her clit with his fingertip.

      “Hmmm?” He leaned down, pointing his ear toward her.

      She mewled, arching her hips off the floor toward his hand, leaning into him the way she had with her head.

      “I want to hear you. Tell me what you want. You can use your words,” he allowed. “Tell me you want me to pet your wet pussy.”

      Her eyes went wide, and his dick twitched in his pants.

      “Are you not listening again?” he asked, firming his tone. She wanted his approval, his pleasure. This woman wouldn’t resort to being bad just to get a little spanking. She genuinely wanted to submit. This wasn’t a game for her.

      It wasn’t for him either.

      She said something, but the noise of the room swept it away.

      “Louder, Sandy. I couldn’t hear you.”

      She huffed. Actually huffed. As though being made to repeat herself irritated her.

      A smile tugged hard at his lips.

      He gave a sharp smack to her pussy with his hand, getting her full attention and an immediate look of regret.

      “Did you huff at me?” He spanked her pussy again. She pulled her knees together, trapping his hand between her legs. “Oooh, I see.”

      “I’m sorry!” She put her pawed hands on his arm and spread her legs again. “I’m sorry.”

      “I’m sure you are.” He nodded with a smile. “Keep your legs open and don’t close them again. Do you understand?”

      She clamped her mouth closed and gave a curt nod. Her eyes moved up to the ceiling, and her hands fell to her sides. She was braced for the worst. Smart girl.

      He spanked her pussy with five swats in quick succession, giving her no time to register the fire he built or react. When he checked in on her, her lips were tucked between her teeth and her jaw was tight.

      “Will you follow your commands without huffing and puffing now?” he asked, stroking her heated pussy lips with his fingertips. She probably had some discomfort, but she was more wet than when he’d started. The woman enjoyed the physical pain, but she hated his displeasure.

      He could work with that.

      He loved working with that.

      How long had it been since he’d played with a submissive who wasn’t merely looking for a quick orgasm or a solid beating on the cross? He always made sure his partner left satisfied, and he never denied himself anything either. But even on those nights when the play had been intense and energizing, it felt empty. He and Judy hadn’t been exclusive, and they’d rarely seen each other outside the club or for a night of fun at his house up in the hills.

      He’d suggested they get more serious. Judy wasn’t interested. She hadn’t been the first. And he was tired of the void.

      “I won’t huff and puff. I promise.”

      “So, I’ll ask again. What does my Sandy want?”

      Her eyes lightened, and she smiled. “I want you to pet my pussy.”

      “That’s a good puppy.” He stopped stroking her and laid his hand over her entire mound. “And good pups get their rewards.” Thrusting two fingers into her cunt, he dug the heel of his hand into her clit.

      Sandra’s body went rigid. Another stroke of his fingers, another harsh brush against her clit, and her muscles softened. Beneath his administrations, she melted into the sensations. Her pussy clamped around his fingers, milking every possible bit of pleasure from him. And he gladly obliged the submissive beauty laid out before him.

      “Does my Sandy like this?” He moved down to the floor beside her, pushing the chair out of his way so he could get as close to her as possible.

      “Yes!” she cried out as he curled his fingers inside her.

      “How about this?” He placed a hand on her pelvis to keep her pinned in place, then turned his hand and thrust his fingers deeper and downward.

      Her body jolted, but he kept her restrained.

      “Fuck!” She slapped the floor with her paws.

      “Good?” he asked, smiling at the frustration all over her face.

      “Yes!” She tried to arch up, but he was stronger and kept her where he wanted her.

      “Do you want to come, little puppy?” he asked, even as her cunt gripped him tighter and the tremble of her thighs told him everything he needed to know.

      He looked up at the crowd gathering around the platform to watch.

      “Maybe we should ask them?” he offered when she still hadn’t answered. “Puppies can’t really make decisions for themselves anyway.”

      He slipped another finger into her, tracing the outline of the plug. He pressed harder, and she squealed.

      “Should we ask them?”

      She shook her head, not a little movement, but hard enough for her hair to fly in front of her face and the headband with her ears to slip off to one side.

      He’d pushed her to the limit.

      “No?” He moved his hand from her belly and reached over his own arm to pick up her tail. With a little tug, she moaned again.

      “Please,” she whispered. If he hadn’t been watching her reaction, he wouldn’t have known she’d said anything.

      “Please ask them or please let you come?” he clarified, tugging on the tail enough that the wide bulb of the plug began to emerge through the tight ring of muscle.

      “Please let me come!” She put one paw over her face. Her thighs shook.

      “Paws down, puppy. I want to see your pretty face when I let you unravel beneath my hand.”

      She obeyed without hesitation. Another twist of his fingers and more pressure had her chest heaving for air, her mouth agape. The woman was on the brink, and she was beautiful.

      Using the tip of her tail, he brushed it over her clit. No real pressure, but a featherlike touch while he continued to plow his fingers into her cunt.

      “Fuck,” she panted. Her heels dug into the floor, her hips lifted from the floor. He continued to tease her clit with her tail while finger-fucking her until she finally burst.

      She screamed.

      “James! Fuck! James!” One paw hit the floor while her pussy pulsed around his fingers. Her hips gyrated while she rode out her orgasm, bucking off the platform floor.

      He slowed the thrusts, easing her down. Her legs stretched out, and she let out a whoosh of air. With glossed over eyes, she looked along the length of her body at him, a wobbly smile on her lips.

      He dropped the tail and pulled his fingers from her body, wiping them on his jeans. Scooting over toward her head, he scooped her from the floor and pulled her into his lap.

      “You okay?” he asked, wiping hair away from her forehead.

      “That was intense.” She closed her eyes. “Oh my God, I screamed so loud.” She brought a paw up to her face, but he pushed it away.

      “It was beautiful.” He stroked her cheek. James opened his legs and pulled her toward him, leaning her back against his chest so he could cradle her better.

      She turned her head until her face rested on his chest.

      James noticed Miles and called him over.

      “Hey, man,” the DM said as he stepped close.

      “Hey. I didn’t grab any water. Can you take that bowl over there and fill it?” James asked, pointing at the small metallic bowl next to the pretzels.

      “No need. Have some bottles right here.” The DM disappeared for a minute, then handed James a bottle of water and placed a second bottle beneath the chair.

      “Great. Thanks.”

      Sandra shook off a paw and reached her bare hand out for the bottle, but James moved it out of reach.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Sorry. I thought—may I have some water?” She looked up at him with those wide, worried eyes.

      “Of course, but puppies don’t drink from a bottle, do they?” He picked up the glove she’d shaken off. “Put this back on before you get yourself in trouble.”

      She pressed her lips into a thin line but didn’t argue as she worked the glove onto her hand.

      “Good.” He kissed her bare shoulder and reached over for the bowl.

      Now that she was relaxed from her orgasm, he’d see how well she would obey.
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      A warm hum ran over Sandra’s skin. She couldn’t recall ever climaxing that hard before. Surely she’d remember such an intense orgasm. Screaming out his name had just happened. It was like her mind had exploded and the words burst out while the rest of her body erupted into waves of flames.

      “On your knees, Sandy.” James picked up the metal bowl and filled it with the water.

      The reality of what he wanted smacked her right in the chest. Hadn’t she embarrassed herself enough already? Letting him finger her that way? Screaming out of control like she had?

      James placed the water bowl in front of where she still sat on her ass with her legs folded in front of her. He snagged the head band that had fallen off and shoved it on.

      “Last warning, pet. Get on your hands and knees.”

      She stared at the bowl of water, weighing her options. Their session wasn’t over. Just because she’d orgasmed didn’t mean they were able to roll again.

      One hand, then the next, she moved to the correct position, then raised her gaze up the length of his slender, built body. His dark eyes were easy to see with how the overhead light was positioned. He looked curious. Would she obey him, or would she stop submitting because he’d wrung an intense orgasm from her body?

      “Drink some water.” He toed the water bowl, sloshing several drops over the side onto his foot. “I guess you’re lucky we didn’t roll humiliation. I’d have you licking my boot clean.” He moved his foot away, and she swallowed hard.

      Her impulse was to lean over and lick the droplets off his boot, but he hadn’t said she could. She’d already overstepped earlier, and she needed to learn from it. Lowering herself to the water, she lapped up a bit on her tongue and swallowed it, keeping her eyes closed the entire time.

      “See? She’s a good puppy.” A stranger’s voice carried over the platform from the edge of the crowd. “Maybe next time we play, you’ll have learned from this.”

      Was someone chastising his own sub based on her behavior? She was a complete newb, why would anyone hold her up as an example?

      “Did you hear that, Sandy? Did you hear how good they think you are?” James ran his hand over Sandra’s head and down her back, leaving a trail of electricity behind.

      She kept lapping up the water while he petted her.

      “Are you enjoying your water?” he asked, resting his hand on her upturned ass.

      She nodded.

      “No, no, pets don’t answer that way. If you’re enjoying yourself, wiggle your ass.” He tapped the plug. “Make your tail move for me.”

      Her tongue froze in the water. Wiggle her ass for him with everyone watching. She had a decision to make: take another step into the unknown with him or disobey him and absorb his displeasure? While she was sure he wouldn’t be an asshole about it like Tony had been, his disappointment would wear on her more. He’d been so patient with her.

      Fisting her hands inside her paws, she swayed her hips. The soft plush tail brushed against her thighs.

      “That’s good, so good.” He sank his hand into her hair, fisting it at her scalp. “Keep your face in the water bowl. Raise your ass some more.”

      Dipping her hot cheeks into the water was tempting, but she found the strength to keep taking small sips. Tingles ran along her scalp where he held her hair, drawing out her libido once again. His appreciative pats to her ass increased in force, and she wiggled it faster.

      “Such a good pet.” He spanked her with full force on her left cheek, and she froze. “Don’t stop.” He smacked her again.

      It hurt, but not enough for her try to scurry away. Besides, he’d already assured her cooperation by holding her by the hair. The warmth turned into heat, then burst into a fire as he continued to cover her ass with spanks while she wiggled her tail for him.

      “Good girl.” He soothed her ass with his warm hand, running circles over the spots he’d spanked, but it was his words that quieted the erratic beat of her heart.

      He pulled on her hair, dragging her to kneeling in front of him. A drop of water ran down her chin, and she wiped it away with a paw. While he was watching her, she ran the paw behind her ear with a grin.

      “Fuck, Sandra.” He growled her name and kissed her. The coarseness of his well-trimmed beard scratched at her chin, but it was the firmness of his lips, the command of his tongue as he deepened the kiss, that kept her full attention. He swept past her lips, his tongue dancing with hers, and she melted into him.

      When he pulled back, a tingle remained, buzzing on her lips. His tongue ran along his own bottom lip.

      “I thought you said you didn’t know what you were doing,” he teased, letting go of her hair. “Stay,” he commanded, then moved to stand.

      Her gaze stayed on him as he moved to the chair, picking up a long leash and turning back to her. Instinct made her tuck her chin down, as though that would stop him from clipping the leash to her collar. Half an inch of water sat in the bottom of the bowl, but he pushed it aside with his foot instead of picking it up.

      Bending over at his waist, he picked up the metal ring positioned in the front of her collar and snapped the leash in place. A little tug had her stumbling forward to her hands.

      “Sit, Sandy,” he commanded, and she tucked her knees beneath her again. A soft click sounded, and a pretzel appeared at her mouth. “Good girl,” he said. She took the pretzel and chewed, glancing up at him. A pleased smile pulled on his lips, releasing the pressure valve in her chest.

      “Beg, Sandy.” He held up another pretzel, this time slightly out of reach. “Be a good puppy and beg.” Her pussy clenched at this command. If he would just touch her, fill her cunt with his fingers, he’d see how much she was already begging for him.

      She swallowed hard, staring at the twisted treat. Deciding his smile was worth the momentarily lapse of dignity, she knelt up and bent her hands at the wrists. When the pretzel didn’t come closer, she threw in a drawn-out, low whine. And not only for his benefit. A blanket of warmth wrapped around her with each new dictate, each new chance to obey his command. A hot hunger brewed within her, and to feed it, she would whine, she would crawl, she would obey.

      James chuckled. He pressed something in his left hand that made a soft clicking sound, then the pretzel came within reach. “Good, Sandy!” he cheered, giving her the treat. She chewed the salty, dry bit and swallowed.

      “Down, Sandy, down.” He pointed to the floor. She’d had dogs growing up, and she knew this command. The clicker made sense too. He was training her to be his good puppy. He was also training her pussy to react to his commands.

      “Sandy!” He tapped her nose with his finger, then pointed to the floor again. “I said, down.”

      She put her hands on the floor and maneuvered her body until her knees were touching her chest and her chin was pressed to the platform. To add a bit of flair, she wiggled her ass to get the tail moving.

      “Good, Sandy. Such a good girl.” James laughed and clicked the button. He knelt before her and ran his hands over her head, petting her like the good pup she’d become. “Such a good girl.” He presented her with another pretzel, and she took it.

      James moved to his feet.

      “Okay, let’s take a walk.” He stepped in front of her, and she stayed in position until he pulled on the leash to get her going. On hands and knees, she crawled forward to meet up with him. When he reached the end of the platform, he hopped down and put out his hand to stop her.

      “I can do it,” she said, raising her gaze to his. He lifted his brow. “I can,” she whispered.

      He gave a curt nod and moved to the side. Moving one hand then the other from the platform to the floor, she hand-crawled a bit more, then brought one knee, then the other. When she was on the solid floor, she chanced a glance up at him.

      Pride.

      He grinned with pride at her.

      “Very good.” He scratched behind her ear, and her heart fluttered again. If this session didn’t end soon, she’d end up a big mess on the floor at his feet.

      There wasn’t time to bask in his pleasure. He was on the move again, and she didn’t wait for the leash to tug on her this time. Keeping up with him was more difficult than she’d imagined. He didn’t give her any mercy with his speed, walking normally around the round platform, passing by the onlookers who moved out of the way for them as he walked his little pet.

      “Sit.” He pulled her leash back, the leather cutting into her throat. She moved her ass to her heels, spreading them enough to make room for the tail.

      “Stay.” He pointed at her, then dropped the leash to the ground in front of her. She chewed her lip while he stepped up on the platform and gathered the items he wasn’t using anymore, pocketing something.

      The DM who had been watching from nearby stepped forward, and they spoke briefly. James handed over the items, and the DM nodded. Once the area was cleaned of their stuff, James hopped to the edge of the platform and sat down.

      His boots hit the floor right in front of her.

      “Leash.” He opened his palm in front of her face.

      She tried to pick up the leash, but the furry paws didn’t allow her to grip anything. He snapped his fingers.

      “Don’t make me ask again,” he warned.

      Staring at the leather strip, she had only one way to do this. Leaning forward, she gathered the strip between her teeth and lifted it. Crawling closer to him, she dropped the leash in his palm.

      “Good girl!” He chuckled and rubbed his hand over her hair again. “We can roll again,” he informed her. “But until we start the second roll, I’m keeping you as my pet. Understood?” He ran his finger down the length of her nose.

      “Yes.”

      “First,” he stroked her cheek again, “did being my pet work okay for you?”

      “Better than I thought it would,” she said honestly. “I didn’t realize play outside of spanking and stuff like that could be so arousing.”

      He grinned.

      “Oh, there are a lot of things to play with besides spanking,” he promised her. Would he ever want to show her those things when he wasn’t forced into a pairing with her?

      “What did you do with all the stuff?” She leaned to the side to see the original bench being brought back up onto the platform.

      “I asked him to put it to the side for me. Right now, I’m taking you to the wheel so we can spin again. Another couple may need this space.” He got up to his feet. “Let’s go.” He tugged on the leash, and she quickly crawled in step with him.

      A second spin. Hopefully, it was something easy—something she knew she could handle for him.
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      Madison greeted him with a grin as James brought his little pet up to the wheel for their second spin of the night.

      “Ready to go again?” She held up the little white ball that would give them their next play.

      “She’ll spin.” James reached down to where Sandra knelt and looped his finger through her collar, bringing her up to her feet.

      Sandra rolled her shoulders back and lifted her chin. Her steady stance and solid gaze spoke to her determination, either to make him happy with her behavior or prove to herself she could be the submissive she yearned to be.

      Sandra was far from the first new sub James had played with, but she had a quality to her the others hadn’t. She genuinely wanted his pleasure—wanted to find her own joy by submitting to him. Every other submissive he’d played with had been out to find their own glory. They used him as a prop to find it, playing at the idea that if they obeyed his commands and submitted to his dominance, they were being submissive. He’d been a means to an end for them—the vibrator that brought the orgasms.

      Tonight was different. Sandra was a bit uncertain of herself, sure—she was new to all this… at least most of it—but her desire to submit to him was genuine. She didn’t come with a pre-made playbook. Even Judy had always had some secret script in her mind he never had access to.

      “Take the ball.” James dropped his grip on her collar and moved out of the way, still holding the end of her leash. Pet play might be off the table now, but she was staying in that collar, and he wouldn’t be giving up the leash anytime soon. Her pupils had dilated when he’d hooked the leash to her. How wet was her sweet pussy now that he’d walked her through the club on it?

      His cock twitched again, and he had to shift it in his jeans to keep from breaking the damn zipper. He could have easily shoved his cock into her mouth while he had her on all fours—and fuck did he want to—but he held back. Watching her obey, watching her keep up with the commands and accept everything he offered her, had driven his arousal. They had time, though. Seeing her grow into her confidence was enough for now.

      But soon. So soon, he’d have his cock between her full lips, driving across her hot, wet tongue and down her throat.

      He groaned. He had to stop thinking about it or he’d ruin his damn jeans.

      “Pain play!” Madison’s announcement pulled him from the pornographic images playing in his mind.

      Sandra gasped and turned fearful green eyes up at him. He slipped his hand around her furry paw and gave her a little squeeze. A small transfer of strength.

      “Hard limit?” he asked her.

      She gave a short shake of her head. “No.”

      “Me either.” He grinned. Pain play wasn’t even close to making it to a limits list for him.

      “Okay, then. Off you go!” Madison took the ball from the wheel and gestured for another couple to come forward for their spin.

      James wrapped the leash around his hand several times until he had the appropriate length. “Let’s go.” He walked her off stage and out of the theater room.

      “Is pet play done?” she asked.

      He stopped and turned to her, pulling her closer to him and glaring down at her.

      “It is. But that doesn’t mean you’re done being my little pet.” He ran his thumb over her bottom lip. “My bag is in my locker. We’re going to get it and then we’re going to find a spot where I can tie you down.” Images flashed through his mind.

      Her delicate throat worked against the strain of the collar as she gulped, but the movement of her pupils assured him he was headed in the right direction.

      “Tie me down?” No quiver to her voice. Another good sign.

      “I wouldn’t want you to get away from me while I’m playing.” He winked, then began walking again before she could question him any further.

      By the time they arrived at the lockers, he worked out exactly what tools he would use. Not wanting to waste time digging around in the bag at the locker, he grabbed it and slammed the door shut. He gave her a cursory glance before pulling on her collar again to get her to walk.

      Sandra remained silent as he took her into the crowd, weaving past the tables where people sat drinking and chatting about the scenes they’d already witnessed in the play areas. Winding in and out of people, other scenes, he took her the long way, letting as many people as possible put their eyes on her. By the time he reached the platform he wanted, her jaw was clenched and her cheeks were red.

      James put his bag on the platform, then turned his full attention to his sub. He unhooked the leash from the D-ring and dropped it onto the platform next to his bag.

      “You did that on purpose.” She raised narrowed eyes at him.

      “I did,” he admitted. “Did you hate it? Having all those people see you walking on my leash? Having them see your breasts bounce when you had to speed up to keep up with me? All those eyes on you watching that tail swing behind your ass?”

      Her eyes widened.

      “Oh, did you forget the tail?” He chuckled. Pushing on her hip, he spun her around so he could easily get to her ass. He picked up the tail near her ass cheeks and tugged gently. Not enough to remove it—it wasn’t going anywhere. “See? Here it is.”

      When he let her move back around to him, her cheeks flamed red.

      She drew in a long breath, making her breasts rise and fall with her exhalation.

      “How did it feel?” he asked.

      Her eyes didn’t waver from his. This woman could hold her own in any situation. Determined and confident. The concern that had lurked in her gaze at the beginning had faded away.

      “Bad,” she said, then looked away. “But good at the same time.”

      He grabbed hold of her face, pinching her cheeks inward, and pulled her to look at him. “Hmmm, humiliation may be in your future. But you didn’t roll humiliation, did you?” He tilted her head back so she had to look down the length of her nose at him.

      “No.” Her answer was muffled by the interference of his hand.

      “That’s right. You rolled pain play. So, let’s play.” He let go of her face, plucked the ears from her head, then ripped her paws from her hands and piled them on the floor with the ears.

      “Up on the platform.” He jerked his head toward the St. Andrew’s Cross situated in the center.

      She stepped up and padded over to the cross without hesitation. He snagged a small table from the side of the platform and brought it with him over to where she stood. He put the table next to her and opened his bag. Digging through his toys, he found exactly what he wanted and pulled each item out.

      Zipping his bag up, he peeked at her expression and grinned inwardly. The little blush was gone. Now, her eyes were wide and staring at the few things he’d laid out. He didn’t need a lot of fancy toys for this. Sometimes, simple was best.

      “Press your back against the cross,” he instructed, picking up the cuffs from the table.

      She stepped up to the wooden X and held out her wrists for him.

      “You’ve been on this before?” he asked while wrapping the first leather cuff around her wrist.

      “A few times.” She dropped her cuffed arm and offered the next for him.

      “And what sort of things were done to you while you were on it?” he asked, keeping his eyes on the buckle of the cuff.

      “Flogger and a dragon tail.”

      He snapped his focus up to her.

      “A dragon tail?” Not exactly a beginner’s toy.

      “I didn’t like it,” she said. “But I can handle it.”

      Handle it? He shook his head. She’d definitely played with the wrong people. Play shouldn’t be something you handled or dealt with. How many stripes of that beast had she taken for the enjoyment of someone else while merely putting up with it?

      “The dragon tail is not something I would ever use on a beginner. How did you handle it?” he asked, curious about her coping methods. It would give him something to watch out for in case she started to handle it for the sake of putting up with his play tactics.

      “I just did.” She shrugged. “He didn’t use it anywhere other than my butt, and it was only a few hits. Three or four? He said he went gentle.”

      “What did it feel like?” James pressed on.

      She screwed her face into a frown. “It hurt like hell. Not a good pain like the flogger. It was more mind-numbing. Like my brain blanked for a second.” No hesitation at giving him the truth. How refreshing.

      “Please tell me there was at least a warmup.”

      “Oh, yeah. It was at the end of a scene,” she assured him. “It wasn’t horrible. But it’s not really something I want to do again.”

      Noted. Not that he would bring out the dragon tail for her tonight—or anytime soon. It was something he would ease her into… if she was willing to try it again at some point.

      “What’s on your limits list?” he asked. Now that he was about to cause her actual pain, along with intense pleasure, he needed to know where those lines of hers were drawn.

      She shrugged.

      “Only what I put on for tonight.”

      He frowned. “So, if I pull out a bull whip, you’re cool with that?”

      She blanched.

      “I’d really rather you didn’t. But I don’t see one on the table, so I’m fairly certain I’m safe.” She gave him a wobbly smile.

      “Submission doesn’t mean you just let anyone do whatever they want to you,” he said firmly.

      “I know that,” she snapped, defensive.

      “Really? Because you just said you’d rather I didn’t, but wouldn’t stop me? You said you don’t want to play with a dragon’s tail again, but you don’t put it on your limits list.”

      She raised her chin. “I came here tonight to try new things—to get a feel for what I can do, what I should do. If you do something I really don’t like, I’ll safe word.” She paused. “Yellow. I’ll say yellow. I won’t say red unless it’s really, really bad. I don’t want to cost you a free month.”

      He studied her, the tension in her body, the fierceness of her eyes.

      “You need a list of things you don’t want done to you,” he said, then lightly pushed her chest until she was pressed against the cross. “Arms up.”

      She lifted her wrists toward the rings situated on the cross. Her petite frame kept her from reaching them, but the boy scout in him was prepared. He snapped two clip hooks together, then used the chain to tether each wrist to the cross.

      He brushed her hair over her shoulders, then caught her chin in his hand.

      “I don’t give a fuck about the free month. If you need to call red, you call red.”

      Her eyes softened beneath the strength of his tone. He wasn’t messing around. He wouldn’t lay a finger on her if she couldn’t bring herself to safe word for her own safety.

      “Okay,” she whispered.

      “If you don’t safe word—yellow or red—when you need to, I will punish you, Sandra. And not a little spanking or time out. A true punishment that will make you think twice about not being safe ever again.”

      “I understand, James. I promise. If it gets to be too much, I’ll use my safe words.”

      He believed her, but kept his eyes fixed on hers for another long pause.

      “I trust you.” He let go of her chin and reached over to the table to grab the first item he wanted.

      Her eyes widened as he brought the clamps into her view.

      “Can you trust me?”
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      She searched his dark eyes. The playfulness from their earlier play was gone. This man was severe, but he’d made his point. And she believed with her entire soul he would punish her badly if she disobeyed him on this.

      “I do trust you,” she said easily. It didn’t mean she wasn’t frightened. The black metal clover nipple clamps looked wicked—something she’d only seen in movies she watched late at night after pouring over depositions from the comfort of her apartment where no one could see the depravity of her sex drive. The horrible things she’d seen had left her pussy soaked and her vibrator unable to keep up.

      But watching something on the screen and experiencing it were two drastically different things. Tony had been more about impact play: floggers, paddles, his belt, and that damn dragon’s tail—nothing like what she watched buried beneath her blankets with her trusty vibe in one hand.

      James pinched her left nipple hard, pulling it toward him. The intensity caught her off guard, and she gasped.

      “Shhh, this is nothing.” He chuckled. “Take a deep breath,” he ordered, lining up the first clamp behind her nipple, squeezing her areola.

      She nodded and gulped in a large breath.

      “Blow out while the clamp tightens,” he ordered, then slowly eased the clamp onto her flesh.

      She slowly released her breath, but still tensed as the clamp bit into her.

      “Focus on me. Don’t wander off.” He grabbed her second nipple and pulled.

      “Fuck,” she moaned as the teeth touched her skin.

      “Breathe, Sandra,” he said, placing the second clamp on. Now that the puppy ears were off, she was back to being Sandra.

      She forced out the last of her breath when he let go and the clamps pulled evenly on her nipples. There was a thin chain connecting them, and he lifted it into her view with his middle finger.

      “See this?” he asked. The devil clearly sat on his shoulder now, telling him what to do.

      “Yes.” She nodded, taking slow breaths to ease the sharpness of the pain in her nipples.

      “This works great as a different sort of leash.” He drew the chain away from her, making her nipples stretch, the pain spread. The tightness increased the farther he pulled on the chain, and she winced, unable to keep it from showing on her face.

      Her discomfort seemed to please him. The man was grinning from ear to ear.

      “If I leave it dangling…” he dropped the chain, and her nipples pulled lower, but the intensity lessened. “It’s not as much fun.” He hooked a finger over the chain and pushed downward. “This is more fun.”

      She gritted her teeth at the burst of sharpness. The farther he went, the worse it got.

      “For me at least,” he whispered into her ear, then let go of the chain. She sucked in a shaky breath as her breasts bounced lightly.

      “You have to remember to breathe.”

      Was he teasing her? She brought her gaze up to him. Little wrinkles danced around his eyes. Definitely having fun.

      “Let’s try again.” He pushed on the chain again, and the clamps began to tighten. She huffed short breaths as he went farther and farther.

      “So good.” He kissed her cheek, relaxing the chain again, and she pushed her head back, looking up at the ceiling.

      “How does that feel?” Fingertips lightly caressed the tips of her nipples.

      “It hurts,” she whined.

      “I would think so,” he teased her again. He flicked his fingers over her nipples, sending another ripple of electricity through her.

      She cried out.

      “But let’s see how it really feels.” His hand slipped between her thighs, fingers probed her pussy, gathering all the damning evidence. He raised his wet fingers into her view. “Soaked. Practically dripping.” He licked both fingers clean and grinned.

      She closed her eyes and turned away from him.

      “No, no.” He grabbed her chin and brought her toward him. “Don’t hide from yourself—and don’t you dare hide from me.” The scent of her own arousal drifted from his fingers.

      She opened her eyes to find his stern gaze boring into her, heating her past the point she could understand. The pain in her breasts morphed into a white-hot heat in her belly, and all she wanted was his touch again.

      “Good girl.” A soft smile touched the edges his lips. He retreated a step and pulled out something from his back pocket. The little toy he’d kept from the last platform they’d been playing on.

      A bullet vibrator.

      “That doesn’t look too bad,” she said, trying to hide the glee in her chest.

      He laughed. “No?” He twisted the bottom of it, bringing it to life. “We’ll see.”

      Oh no. Had she just challenged him?

      The first vibration washed up her body, and she moaned, tossing her head back. The discomfort of her nipples disappeared into the pleasure of the vibrator.

      “Feels good, right?” He sounded entirely too happy with himself.

      “Yes. Oh!” She spread her legs slightly and pushed her pelvis toward him.

      “How about now?” He pushed on the chain again.

      “Ow!” She jerked, but there was no getting away from it.

      “That looked sweet. Let’s do it again.” He pushed farther down, and the clamps tightened unbearably. She stomped her left heel into the platform. The pain overpowered the pleasure, which only made her want the vibrator more.

      “Stop,” she growled when he tugged the chain again.

      “Stop?” He brought his mouth to her ear. “Are you saying yellow?”

      She shook her head, hitting his chin in the process. He only laughed.

      “Then I won’t stop.” He took her earlobe beneath his teeth and bit hard.

      She screamed out, and the first wave of an orgasm she hadn’t seen coming hit hard. Her entire body shook, and she yelled again and again. Her arms jerked against the restraints of her wrists, and through every wave, every jolt, James never let up on the chain, on the vibrator, or his teeth on her ear.

      Her orgasm ebbed, and she sucked in long breaths. Slowly, her mind and body began communicating again. The vibrations increased on her clit. It burned. She tried to wiggle free, but he only pressed it harder against her.

      “Not done yet, I’m afraid,” he whispered in her ear, then kissed her cheek.

      “James,” she moaned in a pathetic sound.

      “Okay, okay.” He laughed. “I’ll make it better.” He twirled his finger around the chain until it was wrapped tightly. “Ready?”

      She lifted her eyes to his. “For what?”

      In one yank, the clamps came free from her nipples, and an electric heat ricocheted from nerve-ending to nerve-ending through her entire body.

      She screamed, stomped her foot again.

      But the vibrations were still going, still heating her overly sensitive clit.

      “So fucking gorgeous.” He swept her hair from her face, pushed her head back, and covered her mouth with his own. Slow at first, as though testing the waters. But it wasn’t enough. He hadn’t been soft on her so far, and she didn’t want soft now.

      She pressed her hips toward him, rubbing his leg with her foot. Taking the hint, he nipped her lower lip, then swept his tongue across the tingle. He recaptured her mouth, deepening the kiss.

      The pain of the clamps was long forgotten as she melted into him. No man had ever kissed her with such fervor. It was like he couldn’t get enough of her. She understood the sensation entirely.

      When he broke the kiss, his hot breath washed across her face as she searched his eyes. His pupils large, his mouth slightly agape, but it was the intensity of his gaze that drove her to lean forward and kiss him again. A short peck of a kiss that made him smile.

      “We’re not done, pet.” He tugged on her collar, then left her stranded on the cross while he went back to the table.

      She rested her head against her left arm. Her lips tingled from the harshness of his kiss, her nipples ached from the clamps, and her pussy still buzzed from the vibrator.

      Had she ever felt so good before in her life? If so, she couldn’t recall.
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      James flicked off the vibrator but didn’t put it away. He meant it when he said they weren’t done.

      He draped the clamps over his shoulder and picked up the Wartenburg wheel. Holding the weight of it in his palm, he looked over his shoulder at his little pet. Her head rested on her arm, but her eyes were aimed at him. A tender smile pulled on her lips.

      No, she wasn’t done yet either.

      Clapping and cheers burst from somewhere behind him. He glanced over, trying to find the source. It came from the hallway leading to the red-light district, but he couldn’t make anything out. Closing his fist around the wheel, he headed back to his girl.

      His girl.

      Internally, he gave himself a shake. His girl for the night. Keep it together.

      “Guess someone’s having an extremely good time,” he said to Sandra when he reached her. She lifted her head from her arm. “Where are you on the color scale?” he asked. Her silence could be a sign he’d taken her too far, and he wouldn’t do anything else until he knew for certain she was all right to continue.

      “Green,” she answered confidently. “So very green.”

      A heartfelt smile tugged on his lips.

      “Then you’re ready to continue?” he asked, twisting the vibrator to life.

      She stared at the little bullet; her brow wrinkled.

      “No?” He dipped his head into her line of sight. “I need an answer, pet.”

      She pinched her lips tighter, then gave a curt nod.

      “I need words.”

      “I’m ready.” She raised her chin, daring him with her eyes. “Do your worst.”

      A bubble of laughter burst from his chest. He grabbed her face, lining up her eyes with his own, and brought the vibrator to her pussy, gently teasing her until he positioned it over her clit.

      “Never say that to a sadist, pet.” He flicked the vibe to the highest setting and pressed it against her clit.

      Her entire body went rigid. The clip rings clanked over head as she pulled on her restraints. Within a heartbeat, she was wiggling her hips, trying—and failing beautifully—to get away from the pleasure bullet.

      “Where are you going?” He pressed his hip into her pelvis to hold her against the cross.

      “Too much!” She wiggled harder, but he wasn’t letting up.

      “No, it’s not,” he said, twisting the bullet harder into her clit.

      “Yes! Too much!” she whined, yanking her arms downward.

      “Those won’t let you loose.” He eased the vibrator off her clit and ran it along the hood protecting the over-sensitive nub.

      “How can it feel so good it hurts?” she asked between pants.

      “What’s really fun is when it hurts so much it feels good.” He showed her the wheel in his hand, and she shook her head. Hair flung in front of her face, hitting him as she objected.

      “No?” he asked with mock disappointment. “Do you want to say yellow?”

      She stomped her foot again.

      “Are you mad at me or yourself?” he asked, laughing.

      She raised her chin. Hair fell in front of her eyes, but he could see the emerald orbs glaring at him. “Both of us.”

      He let loose a hard laugh. Such honesty and purity. Fuck, this girl could keep him awake at night.

      “Well, let’s see how mad I can make you.” He brought the small, spiked wheel to her left arm. “Just a bit.” He pressed the spikes into her creamy skin. Keeping the tension even, he rolled it up her arm to her elbow.

      She jerked her arm, but she wasn’t getting away.

      “See? Not so bad.” He lifted the wheel and repositioned himself, switching the vibe into his other hand over her pussy so he could better access her breasts.

      “Wha—What are you doing?” She tilted her head when he touched a spike to her nipple.

      “Nothing yet,” he assured her, then moved the vibe back onto her clit.

      She cried out and threw her head back. The hooks jangled louder as she jerked against them.

      “How about now?” He pressed the wheel into her nipple and rolled over her areola while twisting the vibe into her pussy.

      She screamed, and no music he’d ever heard in his life compared to the sounds her pain brought out.

      “So pretty,” he said, though he doubted she could hear him over her panting.

      “James!” She twisted her hips, trying to get his hand away from her.

      “Yes?” he asked, dipping his head beneath her to see her eyes. Glossy and wet, but nothing signaling danger.

      “It’s so much.” She sucked in a long breath.

      “I know, baby, but you can do it.” He rolled the wheel backward over the same nipple, and she tensed. “Color, Sandra. Give me your color.”

      She took a few deep breaths, her chest heaving. “Green.”

      “Really green or more yellow-green?” He poised the wheel over the second nipple.

      “Too green,” she admitted as if she were confessing to a mass murder.

      He kissed her forehead.

      “Good.” He pocketed the wheel, then shoved the vibrator into his back pocket. The vibrations carried through his entire ass, but he had something else to do.

      “Nooo, not those.” Her whine stroked his cock as easily as her hand could.

      “Yes, these.” He pulled the clamps from his shoulder and made quick work of getting them back in place, careful not to put them in the exact spots he had the first time.

      Once they were on, he lifted her chin. “Color now?”

      “Still green.” She frowned.

      “Why do you look so sad by that?” he asked. “What is it you want?”

      She licked her lips and tried to turn her face away. He responded by grabbing her face and gripping her cheeks hard, then lessened his grip to be sure she didn’t bruise.

      “What is it you want, Sandra? Part of submitting is admitting your needs. What do you need?”

      “I want you to fuck me, James. Like, really fuck me.” She raised her eyes to his level, unshed tears clinging to her eyelids. A crimson blush burst over her face, all the way up to her hairline.

      “That makes two of us,” he assured her. “But first, I want to hear you squeal some more.”

      A single tear slipped from her eye when she blinked, trailing a wet line over her cheek until it rolled onto his hand.

      “Okay.”

      He let her go, bringing his hand to his mouth and licking away the salty drop.

      “Even your tears are sweet.”

      He cupped her breast, lifting it and bringing his mouth to it, licking at the very tip of her nipple. She moaned, a glorious sound of pleasure he almost didn’t want to take away. Almost.

      When he brought the wheel up to replace his tongue, she stiffened. A soft chant of, “No, no, no,” fell from her lips, but held no weight.

      “Look at me, Sandra,” he demanded, then waited until she dragged her gaze up to his before he touched the wheel to her nipple. “Keep looking at me.”

      She clamped her mouth closed. Her breathing flared her nostrils, but she didn’t look away as he pressed the wheel harder into her sensitive flesh.

      “So good. Such a good girl.” He licked at his own lips as he rolled the wheel up her breast and over her nipple. Her full lips parted as she chased after air. Another tear fell.

      He released her breast and moved to the other.

      “James,” she breathed.

      He arched his brow.

      “Yellow.” She bowed her head.

      He tossed the wheel to the table and cradled her head, pulling her up to look at him.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked, checking the clamps. They hadn’t been on longer than was safe, but maybe they were pinching more.

      “So sensitive,” she whispered.

      “Your nipples?”

      “Yes.” She nodded.

      “I’m going to take off the clamps.” He reached for the first one.

      “No!” She jerked. “Just not the wheel.”

      He narrowed his gaze on her. “The wheel was the problem?”

      “With the clamps, yes. But the clamps by themselves…” she took another breath. “They’re good.”

      He hooked his finger on the chain and pushed down. “And now?”

      “Good,” she moaned, rolling her head to the side again.

      The spikes had been too much for her.

      “Good girl for telling me.” He kissed her head and pulled the vibe out of his back pocket.

      “Oh!” She tensed again as the vibrations assaulted her clit.

      “Good girls get fucked hard. Are you going to keep being my good girl?” he asked, feeling for the condom in his other pocket.

      “Yes! Oh yes!” Her thighs shook and shoulders slacked.

      “I want you to hold this in your mouth.” He lifted the chain up to her lips.

      She licked at her lips, then took the chain between her teeth, groaning. The chain pulled up enough to increase the pressure of the clamps.

      He suddenly wished he had another fucking hand. He had to pocket the damn vibe again while he worked his belt open and unzipped his jeans.

      “Hurry, James,” she demanded from around the chain.

      He fisted his cock and rolled down the damn condom. Shoving his pants off more, he stepped up to her, fished the vibrator out, and placed it on her clit. She hissed.

      “First you give an order, and now you’re complaining?” he teased through gritted teeth. He needed get inside her.

      “Please.” She lowered her chin, giving some slack to the chain.

      He tossed the vibrator to the floor. “Fuck it.” He grabbed both her legs and plucked her off the floor. Shoving her against the cross, he briefly wondered if it was anchored well enough to withstand their weight.

      In one thrust, his cock plunged into her hot, tight passage. His balls hit her ass, and she groaned.

      “Sandra?” He checked her eyes. Wild with arousal. He could spend fifty hours in the gym a week and not feel as powerful as he did in that moment. And he’d made her this way. He’d taken her to the edge and could either push her over or pull her back. Either way, he’d be going with her. That was for damn sure.

      “Go! Don’t stop!” She nudged her knee into his hip.

      He smiled. “You’ll pay for that later,” he promised. Withdrawing from her until only the head of his cock nestled inside, he waited a heartbeat, then plowed right into her.

      “Fuck!” She bit on the chain.

      Again and again, he thrust into her, squeezing her ass, digging his fingers into her curves. She hissed, but it only fueled him.

      “So hard. Hard,” she urged him, and he wouldn’t disappoint.

      Sounds from around the platform invaded his mind for a moment, and he realized they had an audience. He didn’t care. Let them watch. Let them see what a prize he had in Sandra. Let them drool over what they would never have.

      He plowed into her, grinding into her pelvis.

      “Come for me again, pet. Come again.” He slammed into her.

      She shook her head, but he wouldn’t accept no for an answer. He shifted his position and fucked her against the cross harder and harder until she was bucking at him.

      “Do it, pet. Do it now.” He couldn’t hold back much longer. Her pussy gripped him so sweetly, and her heat only made it harder for him to withdraw at all. But his reward was to get inside her over and over again as he fucked her hard.

      “James!” she screamed for the third time. Her cunt clenched around his cock, and he stopped fighting.

      “Fuck.” He plowed into her once, twice, then stilled on the third thrust while his dick filled the condom, grunting with each beat of his orgasm.

      His lips found hers. The chain dropped, and he kissed her as though his life depended on the connection.

      Breaking the kiss, he touched his forehead to hers and sucked in air.

      “James?” she asked tentatively.

      “Yeah?” He pressed his lips to her forehead, then shifted.

      “My legs.” She wiggled her foot. He eased his cock from her and helped her get her feet on the floor.

      “Give me a second.” He grabbed the trashcan that suddenly appeared at his feet and got rid of the condom, pulling his pants up and zipping. His belt dangled open in front of him.

      “Take a deep breath,” he instructed as he grabbed the first clamp. He watched her obey, and once she looked ready, he opened it. The hiss was inevitable, and even after his cock went soft, his heart soared with the sound.

      “One more.” He walked her through taking the second clamp off. Dumping the set onto the table, he moved quickly, undoing the wrist cuffs, and gathering her up in his arms.

      She sank into his embrace.

      “How are your arms? You were up there for a while.” He rubbed her shoulders.

      “They’re good,” she assured him, wrapping them around his waist and hugging him tight. “Thank you, James.”

      He sank into her, holding her tightly against him.

      James looked around the room. Scenes were wrapping up and being cleared away.

      “Looks like we made it,” he said, resting his chin on her head. She fit so perfectly against him, he didn’t want to let go of her.

      “Yeah,” she said, not moving.

      “Hey, man. Here’s your stuff. Her clothes are on top.” The DM put the leftover toys from their first scene on the platform.

      “Thanks.” James waved him away. Until Sandra was ready to move, they weren’t going anywhere.

      “I should probably get dressed.” She untangled herself from his arms and smiled warmly. The light bit of mascara she wore smudged at the corners of her eyes. A trail from her tears still stained her cheeks.

      She couldn’t have been more beautiful.

      “Yeah, I guess.” He dropped his arms to the side. “I’ll pack up everything.”

      “Uh… James, the tail.” She laughed.

      He smiled. “You sure you don’t want to wear it under your dress?”

      “I almost did. I can’t really feel it so much now.”

      “Probably because there were other sensations to concentrate on.” He grabbed her hips and turned her away from him. “Bend over,” he ordered with a smack to her ass.

      She bent over and pushed her hands into her thighs while he pulled her cheeks open.

      “Ready?” he asked.

      “No, but it has to be done,” she answered.

      He laughed. “Fair enough.” He pulled on the tail, easing the plug from her ass as gently as he could. Once it popped out and the tight ring of muscle clenched again, he tapped her back. “Done.”

      She stood up and turned to him, her eyes wavering over the tail.

      “I thought I would hate that, but…” she shrugged. “It wasn’t so bad.” She quickly unbuckled the collar and handed it to him.

      “Your clothes are there.” He pointed to the pile the DM had left.

      Her shoulders dropped. “Yeah. I’m going to take them to the washroom and get cleaned up.”

      “Okay.” He nodded. “Are you sure you’re okay to go yourself? You were really wobbly a few minutes ago.”

      She nodded. “Yep. I’m good. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      He weighed telling her to wait for him and he’d take her, but that wasn’t what they’d signed up for. Their time was over. Playtime finished.

      “All right, but if you need help, you better ask someone.” Maybe he couldn’t totally resist being bossy with her.

      She hugged her clothes to her chest.

      “I promise. I’ll be right back?”

      “Yeah. Right here.” He nodded and watched her step down from the platform and head off to the bathrooms. He should be going with her. He shouldn’t have let her go alone. He shouldn’t let her go at all.

      Black Light was supposed to be a one last night. A last hurrah.

      Sandra changed all that.
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      “Wow, you had an awesome night.”

      Sandra looked into the mirror at the blonde standing behind her as she washed her hands—the same woman she’d talked to before her roll.

      “Yeah. It was fun.” More than that, but she wasn’t going to let herself delve into that thought. This was a one-night thing. A simple game of two consenting adults having fun. Nothing more.

      “I told you James knows what he’s doing.” She nodded.

      “How’d your night go?” Sandra asked, slipping away from the topic of James.

      “Not bad. Had some fun of my own.” The blonde turned around and lifted her skirt. Red welts crisscrossed over her ass. Purple blotches were already forming in a few spots. “Actually, damn good.” She laughed, touching her fingertips to one welt.

      Sandra finished washing her hands. The eyeliner had taken two washes to get off her nose, but it was cleared now.

      “It’s too bad James is letting his membership expire. I was hoping to get to play with him again. But I guess not.” The blonde put her skirt back down and smoothed out the wrinkles.

      He’d let his membership expire. Sandra’s heart clenched. There would be no more playing with him. This truly was a one-night thing.

      “Yeah. I know what you mean,” Sandra said, doing her best to sound casual. As much as she didn’t want him to stop coming to Black Light, she also couldn’t stomach the idea of him playing with someone else.

      “Well… see you around.” The blonde waved and headed toward the stalls.

      “Yeah, you too,” Sandra said and walked out of the bathroom. Her mind in a haze, she found her way back to the platform where James had packed everything up. Staff members were already cleaning up the equipment.

      “Hey.” James’ brow wrinkled. “You okay?”

      She cleared her mind. “Yeah. Yeah. I’m good.”

      “You shouldn’t have gone off by yourself yet. I should have made you sit down.” He cupped her elbow and led her toward the lounge, finding a booth. She didn’t argue when he gestured for her to sit on the plush leather.

      “Water.” He put a bottle in front of her. “I should have made you—”

      “You can’t make me do things,” she blurted out, unscrewing the top of the bottle. “I’m an adult, and I can take care of myself.” She took a long swig of the water. “I don’t need someone to do that for me.”

      He slid into the seat across from her and covered her hands with his own.

      “Hey, what’s going on?”

      “Nothing.” She pulled her hands from beneath his.

      He leaned back in his seat.

      “That’s not right. I’m sorry.” She rubbed her temples. “I’m sorry, you don’t deserve that. I’m just… I don’t know, tired, frustrated for some reason.”

      He tilted his head. “Sometimes after a scene that happens. Especially when it’s intense like pain play.”

      And sometimes it’s because she’s an idiot and starts romanticizing things that aren’t real.

      “Yeah. That’s probably all it is.” She nodded and took another sip of the water.

      “Hey, James. There you are.” A staff member approached their table. “Here’s your confirmation. All renewed.” He handed James a piece of paper. “Glad you changed your mind.”

      James nodded to him and took the paper. “Thanks.”

      “You renewed?” Sandra asked once they were alone again.

      “Yeah.” He folded the paper in half, pressing down the crease. “I’m gonna be honest, Sandra.” He folded his hands on top of the paper. “I’d like to see you again. But not here. Well, here, but not here.”

      She laughed. “You sound like me.”

      “Yeah.” He grinned. “I want to see you, but not just for play. I’m not looking for any casual play partners anymore. I’m looking for something more serious.”

      She put her hands in her lap.

      “Serious how?”

      “Serious like, dating, a real relationship—dinners, late night movies, walks on the beach… if you like that sort of thing.”

      “Rides on your motorcycle?” she asked coyly. “I recognized it when I pulled into the lot this evening. When I saw you, I assumed it was yours.”

      “It is.”

      “So, you’ll take me on a ride?” The tightness in her chest started to ease.

      “If you’re a good girl,”—he nodded—“then yeah.”

      “So, you don’t only play in the bedroom?” She braced herself to be let down. So far, James seemed to have everything she never even knew she wanted. But now that she’d found this part of herself, she didn’t want to barricade it in one room.

      He held her gaze for a long pause.

      “No. I don’t want to stay in the bedroom anymore. I’ve done that, and it doesn’t work for me. I don’t want to stop being the Dominant when I put my pants back on.”

      The boulder on her chest rolled off. “I don’t want that either.” She paused. “I think.”

      He grinned. “I know you’re only figuring this all out for yourself now, and I won’t force you. We’ll go slow. Being the Dom outside the bedroom is new for me too. So, we take our time, feel things out, make up our rules as we go along.”

      He made it sound so easy, so appealing.

      “And if it doesn’t work?” she asked.

      He lifted a shoulder. “Then we fix it. Or we don’t. But I want to try.”

      She returned her hands onto the table. “Yeah. Me too.”

      He grabbed her hands and squeezed. “Good. Let’s get our stuff so we can swap our numbers, then we can talk about your punishment.”

      He slid out of the booth and pulled her with him in one movement.

      “My punishment?” she asked as he led her from the club toward the lockers at the front where her purse and phone were.

      “Yeah.” He wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “You didn’t think you’d be allowed to bark out orders like that and get away with it, did you?”

      “That’s not really fair. I mean, we were in the scene. And it’s over now. You can’t really do that,” she said as they reached the private lockers.

      “Sure I can.” He placed his hand on her ass, squeezing her cheek. A ripple of excitement shot through her.

      Before she could come up with something to respond with, more people poured out of the club. She gathered her things and met James at the doors.

      “Were you kidding? About the punishment?” she asked as he led her to her car.

      “I never joke about a punishment.” He leaned against her car, his phone in his hand. “What’s your number so I can text you?”

      She rattled off the number, staring at the casual look on his face. It was doubtful she didn’t look a complete mess. Aside from her body still reacting to all the sensations from the evening, now her heart fluttered like she was fifteen again and being asked to homecoming.

      “Okay. All done. I’m going to follow you home on my bike. I want to be sure you get there all right. I don’t have to go inside, but I want to make sure you drive okay after all this. It was a lot tonight.”

      To say the very least.

      “Yeah. That’s fine.” She climbed into her car, and he shut the door. As she slipped the key into her ignition, she turned toward him, but he was already walking to his bike.

      Her phone dinged, notifying her of a text message.

      She picked it up and swiped it alive.

      James Hamilton

      Punishment: breakfast with me 8 a.m. sharp.

      Another ding.

      After your spanking.

      Her mouth slacked, and she began to type out a reply while his bike roared to life several spaces over.

      Before she could finish typing, another message came through.

      Do not text while driving. Put it away and pull out of your spot.

      She looked over at him. He grinned at her from across the lot, then gestured for her to put the phone away.

      She shifted into reverse and pulled her sedan out of her spot. He showed up right behind her, and she slowly drove toward home.

      She had all night to think of good reasons for him not to spank her, but she had one stellar reason for him to go through with it:

      She wanted him to.

      Casting a glance in the rearview to assure herself he was actually there and she wasn’t dreaming, she relaxed. James Hamilton followed her home. And in the morning, she’d lay over his lap and feel the heat of his hand on her ass.

      Could Valentine’s Day get any better?

      

      The End
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      “Bartlett!” Thompson shouted at him across the training room, and Landon stopped in place, turning to glance at his teammate.

      “What’s up?” he called back as the other linebacker jogged toward him. All he really wanted to do was shower and get on the road, but Thompson was a dick and he’d follow him straight into the locker room to say whatever he had on his mind — whether Landon’s dick was out or not.

      “Hey, Coach said you’re skipping the game film review tomorrow, that true?” Thompson was still breathing hard, but Landon understood the words even with the guy’s thick southern accent and all the heavy panting.

      “Yeah, I already cleared it with him. I’m going out of town tonight and won’t be back until late tomorrow. Maybe Tuesday.”

      “Oh shit… for Valentine’s? You finally got a girl, Bartlett!” Thompson shouted loud enough to catch the attention of half the fucking defensive line still hitting the weights. The clatter of dumbbells and machinery clacking to a stop made him groan under his breath in preparation for the shit storm the asshole had just called down on him.

      I don’t have time for this.

      “Fuck off, Thompson,” he growled, wiping his face with the towel draped over his shoulder. “You know I don’t have any plans of collecting baby mamas like you do. I like to keep the money I make.”

      The asshole busted out laughing again, slapping him hard on the shoulder before holding on to shake him, pointing his other finger at his chest. “Naw, you got yourself a sweet little piece of ass for Valentine’s, didn’t you?”

      “No.” The answer was short and meant to end the conversation, before his other teammates could finish making their way over to join in the show, but Thompson had always been a big motherfucker with an even bigger mouth.

      “Okay, okay, keep this honey to yourself, but I know you’re heading out to get some, bro — and I’m glad. Finally getting some ass might actually get this fucking chip off your shoulder about the season,” Thompson added, theatrically brushing off Landon’s shoulder.

      “Yeah, go get some pussy, Bartlett!” one of the guys yelled before letting out a shrill whistle as others laughed.

      “Hell, if you get laid maybe you’ll be able to hold the line next season!” Freeman shouted from his spot on one of the weight benches, and it took all of Landon’s willpower to clench his teeth and not tell his teammates exactly what he was going to be doing that night.

      “Fuck all you guys!” he called back, raising his middle finger in the air as he turned toward the locker room. “Enjoy your eighteen years of child support!”

      The guys were still laughing when he shoved the door to the showers open, letting it swing shut behind him to block them out. Stripping off his soaked workout clothes, he tossed them toward his locker, grumbling to himself. Despite his best efforts to ignore them, he still felt that buzz of irritation fucking with him. It was so damn tempting to go back out and give the guys just a hint of what he was into, but it wouldn’t help. They’d either be jealous, or freaked out, and Landon wasn’t in the mood to deal with either.

      After all, he didn’t have a ‘date’ for Valentine’s, but he’d be getting some ass alright — after he turned it bright red and had the girl sucking his cock at Black Light for a while.

      Fuck yes.

      Holding onto that image, Landon felt a small grin spread across his lips as he ripped the elastic out of his hair and scrubbed his fingers through it, letting the sweat-soaked, dirty blond hair hang down to his shoulders.

      His hair was just one more thing the guys used to mess with him about… until he ended up on some list of ‘hottest players in the NFL’ and one of the main notes was his Viking-like hair. That shut them up on that, but that shit never really got under his skin.

      It was the comments on his performance that season that was really eating at him — even though Freeman hadn’t meant it.

      Screwing with each other was as traditional as the pranks in the locker room and the overall brotherly bullshit that happened on every team. It was how you bonded, learned to trust the guys standing beside you, and it was why whenever any of them went down on the field the whole team showed up in support.

      The relationship crap was just the latest topic they’d zeroed in on him for. The single guys always ragged on him for not hitting the dance clubs with them, and the married idiots thought he was the dumbass for not wanting a family.

      But he wouldn’t find the kind of girl he liked to play with at some dance club anyway, so there was no point in letting his dick lead him around some random club only to get disappointed by vanilla sex.

      Be smart, don’t think with your dick. That’s what his father had told him from the first year he showed skill in the game — and he’d listened.

      Long before he got drafted, Landon had watched player after player in the news burn out because they let their dick do the thinking. Those guys ended up broke and fucked over before they hit thirty, drowning in alimony and child support with nothing to fall back on when the game finally benched them for good, which always happened.

      One day he wouldn’t be able to play anymore either and he didn’t plan on ending up like those assholes. Although, really, he didn’t like to think about what life would be like after the game.

      “Just focus on tonight,” he muttered, and that’s what he intended to do. Focus on the good shit happening tonight… which would go a lot smoother once he didn’t reek.

      Cranking the shower to hot, Landon stepped up under the stream and groaned as the heat soaked into sore muscles and cleared away the sweat. He stretched one arm and then the other before tackling his long hair. But as hard as he tried, his brain wasn’t cooperating in shifting gears to visions of having a hot submissive on her knees.

      Dammit.

      If Freeman hadn’t mouthed off, he would have been fine. Sure, their losing streak at the end of the season had kept him in his head too much the past few weeks, but it wasn’t like he was being a bitch about it. It was just that at twenty-nine years old he could feel the clock ticking on his career. He still felt strong, but time was a merciless bastard, and no one got to outrun him… especially not NFL players.

      Hitting people and getting hit for a living wasn’t kind to anyone, but it was all he had. Football had been Landon’s entire world since he’d learned to walk and thinking of a life without it seemed impossible.

      Hell, when he’d shot up in high school and started packing on muscle, he’d jumped at the chance to play on the Varsity defensive line. They’d done well, and he’d been lucky enough to snag a scholarship from it so he could continue playing in college where his team had made it to the NCAA playoffs twice.

      That’s what got him drafted, and he’d naively thought that winning streak would keep going. But the NFL was a different fucking game, and he’d only made it to the playoffs once in the big leagues. It ate at him because… this was all he was good at.

      He’d never been one of those straight-A students, never shown any talent at, fuck, anything else. Football was it for him, and Landon poured everything he had into it.

      And someday it would come to an end.

      Stop fucking thinking about it.

      Stepping out of the stream, he slapped the faucet off with a muttered curse and grabbed a towel on his way out of the showers. The line of mirrors caught his eye and he paused to check himself out. He’d made the right choice to join the rest of the defensive line for their post-church training routine. His muscles were popping, abs looking tight, and it was always one of his favorite things to see a submissive’s eyes go wide when he took off his shirt in front of them.

      And he was guaranteed to see that look tonight.

      This whole Roulette thing was just a less complicated way to get a play partner at the club, and that was exactly what he needed. Sure, the guys hadn’t meant anything by the shit they’d said, but that didn’t make it not true. Missing the fucking playoffs — again — had put Landon in a shit mood for weeks and kicking his ass in the gym wasn’t taking the edge off.

      He needed to be in control.

      To put a girl on her knees and have her obey without question.

      Without hesitation.

      He needed that rush of bringing a submissive to her limit of pain, earning each and every cry from her lips, only to make her come like a fucking freight train and thank him for the experience.

      Fuck.

      Eight o’clock couldn’t arrive fast enough.
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McKenna

        

      

    

    
      Sitting in the back of the Uber on the way to Black Light, McKenna felt like someone had slammed an axe into the back of her skull, and there was a good chance she might crack a tooth if she didn’t stop clenching her teeth.

      But, fuck, Adam wouldn’t drop it.

      Her phone buzzed again in her lap and she briefly contemplated throwing it out the window into oncoming traffic, but sanity prevailed, and she swiped the screen to unlock it. Just like she’d guessed, it was another bullshit text complaining about the latest script changes.

      She tapped out a quick reply, trying to end the convo before she had to be a bitch: You need to talk to Blake. I don’t have any influence on the scripts either, Adam.

      Her text had barely gone through when another buzz preceded Adam’s reply: Bullshit. You’ve been the main storyline in the last four episodes. Are you fucking him or something?

      “What the fuck?” she mumbled under her breath, feeling the headache creep down into her shoulders. Tossing the phone onto the seat beside her, McKenna tried to muffle the screech of frustration that escaped through her gritted teeth. Adam had always been a fucking primadonna on set, but this was over the line.

      Way over the fucking line.

      He deserved to hear exactly what she thought about him, but she’d still have to see him again on Wednesday, and there was no way she was ending up in some gossip rag described as ‘the bitch of Born in Blood.’

      Another buzz had her temper flaring, and she snatched her phone off the seat, fully prepared to lay into Adam — screw the consequences — when she saw his message: Sorry, I know you wouldn’t touch that gross fuck. I’m just pissed.

      A second later another came through: Do you think they’re going to write me off?

      McKenna leaning back in her seat and blew out a breath. Her rage was fading fast as Adam’s true feelings on the situation finally surfaced. He wasn’t pissed at her, or actually accusing her, which was a relief because she was pretty confident he’d been the ‘anonymous source’ for more than one leak to the tabloids. And the last fucking thing she needed in this cutthroat industry was that kind of enemy or the bad publicity that came with it.

      Fortunately, it wasn’t like that this time. Adam didn’t hate her, he was panicking. Worried they were going to kill him off just when the series was in talks for a third season.

      Thinking over the most tactful way to answer, she finally replied: I doubt it. You’re the only LGBT character on the cast and the internet would eat the writers alive if they knocked you off.

      It was only kind of true, but it was really all she could say. There were no guarantees on any show anymore. Game of Thrones had broken the mold by making every character on a show free game, and writers all over Hollywood had been salivating with the possibilities. Sure, Adam had the backing of the LGBT community, but it wasn’t like they couldn’t write a new gay character into the cast.

      He was just as replaceable as she was, and it was a fear everyone on the show had now that they were getting popular.

      ‘Born in Blood’ was just the latest series in the vampire genre to take off, and anyone in their ragtag group of characters fighting against the monsters of the night could easily get replaced by the next actor or actress willing to do a few risky fight stunts. Hell, she was still rocking a wicked bruise on her ribs from a bad hit during filming the previous week, and Cassie had broken her pinkie last month.

      But complaining about shit wasn’t how anyone changed things in Hollywood, that’s how people got fired. Written off. Killed in some dramatic way to tweak the fans’ heartstrings and keep them watching while you kept getting fucked over.

      Word would start to travel about your shitty attitude, how you’re ‘difficult to work with,’ and then no one would hire you. No one would invite you to audition. Your agent would drop you.

      And, boom, career dead. Money train over. Back to waiting tables.

      Rubbing at her forehead, McKenna knew that was what she actually should have told Adam, but there was no guarantee he’d even listen to her. If anything, he was more likely to accuse her of threatening his job and then he’d try to shift the target from his back to hers — and fuck that all the way through.

      Another buzz and she glanced down at the latest text: Maybe I’ll talk to one of the LGBT orgs about representation in media. Try to get an interview or something. You think that would help?

      “Why me?” she whispered to herself, hating that for some unknown reason Adam had latched onto her as his new faux BFF on set. Everyone knew how mercurial he was, and there was every chance he could hate her next week, but she had to figure out how to keep the peace tonight. Especially since her Uber was moving steadily forward in the long drive of cars leading up to Runway and she’d be without her phone in a matter of minutes.

      Thank God.

      McKenna chewed at her bottom lip before stopping herself with a groan, rolling her eyes up toward the roof of the car. Now she probably had lipstick on her damn teeth, which was not the kind of first impression she wanted to make for this Roulette thing. It was supposed to be the hottest event at Black Light all year, and although she’d only joined a few months back, she’d jumped at the opportunity to participate in something that guaranteed her a night of play.

      Roulette was what she needed to be thinking about right now, not Adam’s insecurity issues.

      Giving him a new target was pretty much the only solution for the evening, and she just had to hope that Lauren would forgive her as she tapped out the text as quickly as possible: That could be good for your image, you should ask your agent about it, or talk to Lauren about how she came out. She’d have some good tips.

      “Enjoy your night,” the driver said, breaking her concentration just as a valet opened her door.

      “Oh, thanks. You too,” she replied, flashing a smile as she fumbled with her purse and phone on the way out the door. Graceful as ever, she clipped her phone shutting the damn door and heard the stomach-sinking smack of a thousand dollars’ worth of plastic and glass hitting the concrete. “Fuck!”

      “I got it, miss.” The valet stepped forward to scoop it up, and all McKenna could do was sigh when she saw the crack starbursting out from the corner of her phone.

      “God dammit,” she groaned, offering a forced smile to the valet as she accepted it. “Thanks.”

      “Sorry about your phone,” he said with an empathetic wince, before rushing over to the next car in line.

      There was another text from Adam waiting, but it was just more questions she didn’t have time to answer. Tapping out a reply on the broken screen was frustrating, but she managed to get the gist of it across: At a club, just dropped my phone and broke it. FML ttyl.

      Ending the text with a pissed off emoji that didn’t begin to capture how McKenna was feeling, she wrapped her coat tight and walked up the steps to the Runway entrance. There was a huge line, but with both the main club and the secret one downstairs having big events for Valentine’s, she wasn’t surprised.

      Checking the time at the top of the screen, she was glad she’d at least have time to grab a drink and chill out before the Roulette event started. Of course, getting her ass spanked was what she really needed after the week she’d had, and for once she wouldn’t have to flirt with a bunch of random guys before she found one willing to give her what she needed.

      Nope, for once tonight was a guarantee, and she’d been looking forward to it since the day she got the Roulette confirmation email. A warm ass, maybe an orgasm, and she’d be ready to face the set of the show again when Wednesday came around.

      Fuck, Lauren!

      Swiping back into her text messages, she was halfway through warning Lauren about Adam’s current freak out when her phone closed the message on its own. She tapped the icon again to reopen it… but nothing happened. McKenna’s stomach sank as she frantically tapped random apps, waiting for something to open, only to have the screen suddenly turn black.

      “Are you fucking kidding me?” she whined, ignoring the look from the bitch in front of her as she held down the power button and silently prayed that the damn thing would magically turn back on.

      It didn’t.

      Not even after she tried holding down all of the buttons in random combinations trying to force a restart.

      “No, no, no, come on…” she mumbled, pleading with the device, but it didn’t show any mercy.

      This was a nightmare. Her connection to the world, with all of her pictures from home, and everything else that made living in L.A. tolerable, was now nothing more than a skinny brick of too expensive, and completely dead, technology.

      “Fuck. My. Life.” Her headache was even worse now, and when the girl turned around again, she just stared her down, waiting to see if she’d pull something, but the bleached blonde cunt didn’t dare.

      When it was finally her turn to pass through security, she didn’t even care when the man reminded her of the phone rule, but she did pluck out her lipstick, her credit card case, and the bottle of Advil she’d tossed in her purse before handing it over to him. When she tucked the items into her pockets, the security guy eyed her coat and she sighed. “You saw me put my phone in my purse.”

      “Gotta do my job. You wanna check the coat with us?” he asked. Rolling her eyes, McKenna opened it for him, revealing the low-cut corset and black pleated skirt that barely covered her ass.

      “Think I’m hiding anything?” she snarked, and he chuckled.

      “Not in that outfit, but I’m going to have to check your coat pockets. You okay with that or want me to get one of the female staff?”

      “It’s fine.” Closing it, she stepped to the side of the security desk to let him rummage around in the pockets, and a moment later he waved her through.

      “Have a good night,” he said as a couple stepped up to take her place.

      “You too,” she called over her shoulder. Ignoring the bumping music from Runway’s dance floor, McKenna looped back to the main foyer and headed for the stairs down to Black Light’s secret entrance.

      Dimitri was on door duty again and as usual he was hot, tall, and broad-chested. Definitely her type, but she’d never seen him playing inside. Still, the way he smiled at her when she showed her membership card was just the kind of ego-boost she needed with how fucked-up her evening had been so far.

      “You participating tonight or here to watch?” he asked, shrugging a shoulder as he returned her card and clicked off the blacklight in his hand. “Just curious.”

      “I’m a participant.”

      “Damn…” His smile turned into a grin as he opened the door for her. “Lucky guy. You have fun, okay?”

      “Thanks, I will,” McKenna replied, a blush burning her cheeks as she stepped inside, soaking in the atmosphere of the hidden club while the door whispered shut behind her.

      Nothing compares to this.

      Coming to Black Light always gave her a thrill. It was like there was electricity in the air and it made her skin hum with a heady mix of anticipation and excitement. For the first time since she’d woken up that day, she felt like she could breathe easier because her stress relief was only an hour or so away. The outside world couldn’t touch her here. Not Adam’s bullshit, or the stress of set, or her agent’s pushy calls, or the negotiations for season three.

      Here she was just a submissive and everything was… simple.

      Heading straight to the women’s locker room, she stopped at a sink to toss back three ibuprofen for her headache. Checking her makeup, she looked herself over and quickly fixed her lipstick. Luckily, everything else looked exactly like it had when she’d left her house.

      She’d done her best to accentuate her eyes with a navy eyeliner to make the blue pop, but there was a reason she was always cast as the friend and not the lead. There was nothing special about her features, she wasn’t A-lister beautiful, and even using all the make-up techniques she’d learned on set couldn’t change that.

      No, the only thing that made her special was her hair.

      It was red. Actually red.

      Not from a bottle or a stylist and — as her agent liked to remind her — her hair was her money maker. Being a natural redhead had landed her most of her parts, and it was the thing she liked most about herself… especially since it was often the only thing anyone complimented. She just wished her nose was a little smaller, or her lips a little fuller. Something to make her really stand out from a crowd.

      Stop it, McKenna. Stop second-guessing yourself. You look good.

      Taking a deep breath, she pulled off her coat and draped her hair over her shoulders, turning from side to side in front of the mirror to double-check it. She’d put a light curl into it, leaving it loose and wavy over her shoulders, and the crimson accents in her corset only made her hair more vibrant.

      Sure, she could be in better shape, but it wasn’t for a lack of trying, and on some level, she knew she looked good. It would just be nice if her brain agreed with her for once.

      “I look beautiful. I’m meant to be here. This is my chance to shine,” she whispered under her breath, repeating what her mom always made her say before an audition. Not that her mom had ever imagined she’d be using that little mantra at a place like Black Light — but why change what works?

      The door to the locker room opened and McKenna quickly turned away from the mirror, repeating the words in her mind as she picked a locker and hung up her coat. Grabbing her card case from the pocket, she ducked her head to avoid the pair of women chatting by the sinks and headed to the bar where a steady crowd was forming, all buzzing with energy.

      Heads turned as she walked toward one of the bartenders, and she forced a slow, even breath. The outfit was sexy, and the corset was custom, hugging every curve she had while giving her smaller chest a nice boost. So, even if the guy she ended up with tonight was a dud, she’d definitely attract the attention of some potential doms in the crowd, so participating would pay off one way or another.

      “Vodka cranberry, please.” McKenna offered her membership card when the main bartender, Susie, paused in front of her and flashed a knowing smile.

      “Yeah, yeah,” Susie called over the noise. “You only get two tonight, though!”

      “I know.” Sighing, she turned to look over the crowd, curiosity tugging at her with every man she saw that didn’t have a woman on his arm. Who will I get paired with? It was tempting to guess, or imagine what kink they might spin, but Tyler had been brutally honest with her when he’d suggested she sign up.

      There was no cheating the system for Valentine Roulette.

      She could get paired with any of the doms and they could spin any activity not on her very short limits list… and the only way out of it was to call the club safe word and lose the free month. It was risky, but Black Light wasn’t cheap, and a free month was too good to pass up even with the scary list of possible activities.

      When McKenna was filling out the application, some of the items on that list had her tingling with interest, while others had her crossing her legs with concern — and it was the items she hadn’t put on her limits list that made her even more anxious than who would be doing those things to her.

      “Here you go, sweetheart,” Susie chimed, sliding her drink onto the bar alongside her card. “You ready for tonight?”

      “Yeah. It’s kind of nice to have some guaranteed fun on Valentine’s, right?” she joked, but Susie’s barked laugh quickly took the humor out of it.

      “You weren’t here for the event last year, were you?”

      “No… why?” McKenna asked, feeling that nervous energy tickle up her spine again.

      “Roulette is intense as fuck, honey. Way wilder than any night you’ve ever played here, and you’re not going to get a Daddy who wants to just put you over his knee and spank you tonight. Those aren’t the kind of doms that sign up for Roulette. This is for the… more adventurous ones.” Susie shook her head, still chuckling under her breath as she nudged the drink forward with a wink. “I think you should go ahead and drink this. Get some color back in those cheeks before you head to the stage.”

      “Thanks,” she whispered, and it was an entirely mechanical action to bring the glass to her lips and take the first swallow. Susie disappeared, going to help someone else, and McKenna was barely aware of the ice-cold vodka until it exploded in her stomach — but she wasn’t thinking about the drink right now.

      Nope.

      She was squarely back in her apartment the night she’d signed up, remembering every strange thing on the list of kinks that had made her nervous. Hell, she couldn’t even remember which ones she’d finally settled on. When she was filling it out, some part of her had naively believed that if she really didn’t want to do something during Roulette that the dom would swing it so she could be comfortable.

      But with Tyler’s warnings ringing in her head, along with the way Susie laughed… fuck.

      Downing the rest of her drink, McKenna raised her hand to get Susie’s attention again. The grinning bartender with the pixie cut nodded at her, coming over a few seconds later to lean on the bar top in front of her. “You planning to bolt?”

      “No way. Backing down from a challenge means you never grow,” she answered, once again quoting her mom in a context that she surely never meant for it to apply. “I will take that second drink though.”

      “Already? You sure?” Susie asked, picking up the glass, her brows pulling together in sincere concern. “You’re pretty tiny.”

      “Yeah, I drink a lot more than that at cast parties. I’ll be fine, I promise.” McKenna took a steadying breath and straightened her back. “I just need a little liquid courage to remind me that whatever I spin tonight, or whoever I get paired with, I can handle it.”

      “That’s the spirit, sweetheart. I’ll get you another, but then I’m flagging your card as cut off for the night, so don’t try and get some more courage later.” The smile on Susie’s face softened the comment, but there was a serious edge to it, and part of McKenna was tempted to cancel the order just so she had the option for another courage boost later in the night… but she definitely needed it now.

      Before she went into the theater to find out exactly how much trouble she’d gotten herself into.
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Landon

        

      

    

    
      The theater was too hot, but he didn’t expect any different with how many people were packed into the seats. Unfortunately, the lights on the stage were only making it worse, and all he wanted to do was take his suit jacket off while Madison was talking, but it wouldn’t be much longer until he could get comfortable again.

      This whole Roulette thing had looked a lot different from his seat in the audience last year, but Landon didn’t give a shit about the people staring. They’d see a whole lot more of him before the night was over, and at least then he wouldn’t be bathed in stage lights.

      Not that he had anything to be worried about, he was one of the more muscular guys who’d signed up and he knew he looked good naked. He just didn’t want to sweat through his shirt, and have it stained when he took it off.

      “Now, it’s time to find out which of our doms for the evening will meet their submissive first!” Madison called out, and he looked over at her again.

      Game on.

      When the perky little blonde moved toward the row of dominants, he pushed all discomfort to the back of his mind and focused on the popsicle sticks in her hand. Someone nearby seemed irritated by what number they’d drawn, but when Landon pulled lucky number seven, he couldn’t suppress the grin. His jersey was forty-seven, and he took it as a sign that the universe was planning to give him a good night.

      Now, I just need to know which sub is mine.

      Madison called the first dom over to the roulette wheels a moment later, and Landon felt a little jealous that he was in jeans. While they’d been waiting, he’d sized a few of the other guys up, and while another of the dominants was in a suit — and his suit was definitely a lot more expensive — this wasn’t a competition on clothes. They’d all get a submissive to play with tonight, and suits weren’t exactly his thing anyway.

      Hell, if he hadn’t just had his suit dry cleaned after the team banquet, he probably would have shown up in jeans and a button-down like the dom at the wheel, and he still would have looked damn good.

      Ignoring the girl that climbed the stage to get paired off, Landon let his gaze drift over all the women waiting at the bottom of the steps. Some were dressed like they were going to a party, but a few looked like they actually meant to show up at a BDSM club tonight. Those were the ones that he zeroed in on. He wasn’t interested in some timid sub that would safe word the first time he pushed her, he wanted someone ready to play hard.

      Well… hello, Red.

      He wasn’t sure if it was the corset that gave her some very nice cleavage, or the vibrant shock of red hair that drew his eye, but once he saw the little submissive, he had trouble convincing his eyes to check out the other ones. Her attention was focused squarely on the spins happening center stage, but Landon didn’t give a fuck what any of the other pairs spun. All that would matter is what name he got, and what kink that submissive picked for them.

      Well, she wouldn’t actually pick it. The whole attraction of the event was the sheer chance of it, but it would still be her hand that selected how they’d spend the first thirty minutes.

      Running his fingers over the well-worn belt around his waist, he wondered if the redhead would be the kind of sub that cried and squirmed from the first swat… or if she’d be the kind that whined while begging for more.

      Not that fantasizing about her bent over or on her knees was helping.

      Landon yanked his eyes from the redheaded sub and tried to focus on the spins happening center stage. Just thinking about her bent over in that little pleated skirt was waking his dick up, and the last thing he needed was a hard-on in front of the entire audience.

      Not yet anyway.

      He stifled a chuckle at that idea and glanced back at the shrinking group of women. With effort, he managed to check out a few of the other subs, including a big chested girl in a latex bra… but his gaze kept returning to the redhead.

      “Number seven!” Madison called, and he tilted his chin up in acknowledgement, joining her as she continued speaking, the microphone broadcasting her words over the speakers to the audience. “Are you ready to find out which submissive you’ll have for the night, Bartlett?”

      “Absolutely,” he replied, and Madison smiled as she handed him the marble and set the roulette wheel spinning. He’d planned to get a look at the names, but it was impossible now, and it didn’t really matter since it was up to chance who he’d get.

      Dropping the little white ball, he watched it bounce a few times before settling into the spin. As the wheel slowed, it clattered a few more times and then dropped into a slot. Both Landon and Madison leaned forward to catch the name the ball had chosen, but Madison almost immediately raised her hands to clap them together. “McKenna! Please join your dominant on stage!”

      Landon hadn’t even seen it yet, but the wheel finally slowed enough for him to verify the name Madison had shouted and then he looked up to see the redhead moving toward the stairs.

      Fuck yes.

      Luck was absolutely on his side tonight, and the grin on his face summoned a smile on hers as she crossed the stage. That skirt was even shorter than he’d thought, and he was pretty sure the first few rows were getting a solid sneak peek at what was underneath before he was, but that only made his grin wider. Shy girls were irritating, and way more likely to safe word. Any sub that dressed like that could probably handle him. Maybe.

      “Here you go,” Madison said, offering the marble to the girl.

      McKenna.

      It was a nice name, but she didn’t respond to Madison immediately. Instead, she was just staring at him. Up at him, to be more specific, because the girl barely came to his shoulder and all he could think about was having her bouncing on his lap before the end of the night.

      “McKenna?” the MC tapped his submissive on the arm, and it was intoxicating to watch the blush flood her cheeks, accentuating her red hair as she finally turned away from him to grab the ball.

      “Sorry. I just spin it right?” she asked, and Madison shook her head slightly, spinning the wheel herself.

      Covering the mic, Madison spoke softly. “Just drop it in when you’re ready to choose your first kink for the evening.”

      “Got it. Sorry,” McKenna apologized again, and Landon couldn’t stop grinning. She was dressed like an experienced submissive, but Landon had no idea if she was a regular here. He spent more time at the local club in San Francisco than he did at Black Light — although it was still well worth the money. He never played hard unless he was here, because none of the other clubs he’d ever been to offered the same kind of protection for his public persona, and Coach would have his balls on a platter if word ever got out that he was involved in the lifestyle.

      “Shibari!” Madison suddenly announced, but Landon hadn’t even noticed McKenna drop the ball. Dammit. He’d been in his head again, which was fucking stupid when his submissive for the night was standing right in front of him.

      Get your head in the game, asshole.

      Just like when he was on the line, he had to give one hundred percent of his focus to this. No distractions. No getting lost in thought. McKenna was going to be all he paid attention to until the night was over… whether she liked it or not.

      “Oh,” McKenna said, looking as unsure as he felt. He’d never played with rope, and he definitely didn’t feel confident in it, but Madison had said the DMs would help out. Still, he needed to know what he could do to her once she was in the rope.

      “Can I have her limits list?” he asked, and Madison looked surprised for a moment before she handed over the card. Taking it, Landon rested a hand on the back of McKenna’s neck and guided her ahead of him as he tilted his chin toward Madison. “Thanks.”

      “You two have fun!” Madison called after them with a chuckle before beckoning the next dom to center stage.

      Landon tuned all of that out though, focusing on the silky feel of McKenna’s hair against his palm as he led them off stage and down the steps, stopping at an empty bit of wall. Sliding his hand to the side of her neck, he cupped her chin to force those bright blue eyes up as he towered over her.

      Damn, she’s even prettier up close. Thank you, Lady Luck.

      “Hi,” she whispered, and he couldn’t suppress the chuckle.

      “Hey.” Talking wasn’t his forte, but he liked when she did it. She was wearing too much makeup, but he liked the shape of her mouth and gave into the urge to trace the edge of her lower lip with his thumb. He managed to smudge some of the color, but he planned on doing much worse than that before the night was over, so he didn’t mention it. After all, he had questions for the little sub. “How long have you been into BDSM?”

      “A few years,” she answered, seeming to shake off whatever daze she was in because she tried to turn out of his hold, but he grabbed onto her chin again to keep her in place. Gently pushing her back to the wall, he boxed her in, hiding her from the crowd. She had that wide-eyed, spooked deer look, yet her voice came out impressively steady when she continued. “But I’ve played plenty.”

      “Here at Black Light?” he asked, taking his time to look over the fancy corset and the obscenely short skirt on her lithe body.

      “No.” An irritated sigh slipped past her pouty lips, and he chuckled.

      “Don’t like questions?”

      “I don’t even know your name. What did Madison say? Barrett?”

      “Bartlett,” he clarified, crowding her just to enjoy the little intake of breath that was so close to a gasp. His sub was nervous already, and he liked it. “My first name is Landon, for the record, but ‘sir’ will work fine tonight.”

      McKenna just stared up at him with those baby blues, a sassy expression taking over her face as she smirked and lifted her eyebrows a bit. Fuck. All he wanted to do was swat her ass, or grab her throat and squeeze a little, but scaring her off early wouldn’t be fun.

      “Try it out for me, McKenna. Say ‘yes, sir’ for me.”

      Those lipstick-laden lips pursed for a second until she finally said, “Yes, sir,” as quietly as fucking possible.

      “That’s a good girl,” he praised, grinning down at her until she let out a short laugh and he raised an eyebrow. “Something funny?”

      “I’m just relieved you’re not a weird old creep, to be honest.” McKenna laughed again, and it was a sweet sound that made him chuckle too.

      “I’m glad you don’t think I’m old or creepy. Most girls get a little put-off by my size.”

      “Oh, really?” she asked, dropping her eyes as much as she could with his thumb still under her chin, but the flush of red rising up her chest and into her face made it clear exactly what she was referring to — not that she was wrong, but he liked to leave some things to the imagination until he decided to reveal it.

      “You’ve got a dirty mind, McKenna…” Shaking his head, he released her chin to run his fingers through her hair, but she rolled her eyes and looked away. What the fuck? Catching her chin again, he forced her to turn back. “What was the eye roll for?”

      “Nothing,” she lied, and he could easily tell she was hiding something. That pissed him off more than anything, but he shoved his temper down since the fucking spins weren’t even finished yet.

      “Try again, Red, or we’ll see what you left off your limits list,” he threatened, lifting the card in his other hand. That made her eyes go wide, her mouth opening and closing for a second before she finally let out the sweetest little whine of irritation.

      “Come on, I didn’t even realize I rolled my eyes, sir, so I obviously didn’t mean anything by it. Really. It’s just that… my hair is all people ever notice,” she mumbled the last part, gesturing toward her head. “My agent says it’s the main reason I get picked for parts.”

      “Your agent?”

      “Yeah, I…” Another eye roll, and he really wanted to call her out on it, but she started talking again. “I’m an actress. My name is McKenna Bell, but it’s not a big deal. Trust me.”

      Hmm.

      “Why not?” Landon pressed, curious about why she’d downplay it. Maybe it was porn? He didn’t recognize the name, and something about her didn’t scream pornstar — though it wasn’t like he’d met many pornstars in his life.

      “It’s just not,” she insisted, and he dropped his hold on her chin just so he could plant that hand on the wall beside her head and lean in. Her eyes were so damn expressive, and he knew how helpful that would be as soon as they could leave the fucking theater and start playing.

      Until then, all he could do was learn more about her.

      “Okay, fine, but you’re an actress?”

      “Yeah,” she mumbled, but when he tapped the underside of her chin with her limits card, McKenna corrected herself with a, “Yes, sir.”

      “What have I seen you in?”

      McKenna dropped her eyes, looking out at the audience and then the stage for a long moment before she finally brought her gaze back to his with a soft sigh. “Have you seen the Netflix series ‘Born in Blood?’”

      “Nah, I don’t watch much TV,” he answered. “I play football, so I mostly watch that. Have you been in anything else?”

      “Did you see Slasher 2? I was the third girl to die.”

      Slasher 2? He remembered that movie, because horror movies were something he actually liked, but even studying her delicate features he had to shake his head. “I saw that one, but I don’t remember you.”

      “That’s fine, I didn’t expect you to recognize me or anything,” she replied dismissively, looking out at the audience again, and he shifted to block her view, forcing those pretty eyes back up to him.

      “Well, do you recognize me? I’m a linebacker for the 49ers.”

      “I don’t really watch football,” she retorted, using his words against him, and he chuckled.

      “Alright then.” He wasn’t surprised, not many women were into it, but it would have been something to talk about until the Roulette event started. Still, part of him was relieved that she wasn’t one of the NFL groupies that chased so many of his teammates looking for a payday.

      The silence stretched between them for a little too long, bordering on awkward, but at least it gave him time to study the light freckles peppering her cheeks under the makeup. Then she cleared her throat.

      “Well… how did your team do this year?” McKenna asked, seeming a little more engaged in talking with him because some shenanigans happened on the stage but neither of them looked toward it.

      His team’s performance wasn’t a topic he wanted to bring up, especially since just the memory of their season had his fist tightening around the card in his palm, but he managed to keep his tone even as he answered her. “Not great, we didn’t make the fucking playoffs”—he shrugged—“but there’s always next year.”

      “Hmm…” She made a small noise of acknowledgement, a little smile curving her lips into a perfect bow as she looked over at another Roulette-paired couple arriving beside them.

      “What?” he prodded, surprised by the flash of defiance in her gaze when she finally looked up at him again.

      “It just sounds like you’re pretty forgettable, too.”

      Oh damn.

      Half of him wanted to bust out laughing that this tiny girl thought it was a good idea to mock him just before the event started, and the other — much more sadistic — half of him was already coming up with every single thing he could do to punish her for that smart ass comment.

      “You think so?” he asked, leaning back to hold her limits card between them.

      “Wait,” McKenna piped up, eyes widening as she tried to snatch the card from him, but he lifted it out of her reach easily. “I don’t remember what I put on there, I might need to change them.”

      “There’s no changing.” Looking at the card above her head, he wasn’t surprised or interested in the first three. Needle play, blood play, or scat. It was the fourth one that caught his eye. “No anal?”

      Her cheeks turned almost as crimson as the parts of her corset just before McKenna grabbed for the card, but he kept it out of reach.

      “Why no anal?” he pressed.

      Huffing, McKenna crossed her arms and although she was looking down, he could tell by the muscle twitching in her cheek that she was clenching her jaw.

      It was almost… cute how embarrassed she was by the idea of it, but if it was a limit he needed to know why. “Bad experience or just afraid to try it?”

      “Let’s go!” someone in the audience shouted behind him, and Landon glanced back, wondering what it was for, but a moment later Madison stepped to center stage and answered his question.

      “You’re right! It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!” she called out, and the shuffle of people talking and moving instantly became a roar.

      When he turned around, he caught a glimpse of McKenna’s backside, barely covered by that black school-girl type skirt, as she slipped between two people and headed straight for the exit.

      Sonuvabitch.

      Chasing after her, Landon easily moved people aside with his size until he caught up and grabbed her by the back of the neck. Yanking her back to him through the crowd, he leaned down to whisper in her ear, “Bad girl.”

      It was intoxicating to feel her muscles stiffen under his hand, and he moved her in front of him so she wouldn’t see the grin on his face. McKenna Bell was already a lot more intriguing than most submissives he’d played with, and he planned on cracking every one of her secrets before Roulette came to an end.

      He just needed to find the DM in charge of shibari first, because he had no fucking idea how to make the idea forming in his mind a reality… but if it worked? McKenna would be begging him to let her out, and he’d make her answer all of his questions before she earned her way free.

      On her knees with those pouty lips wrapped around his dick.
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      Running was a stupid idea.

      She didn’t even know why she’d tried to run from the man. He was fucking huge, and even before he’d told her he played football for the goddamn NFL she could tell he was solid muscle… but as soon as the opportunity to escape the awkward conversation had appeared, she’d done exactly what Susie had predicted.

      She’d bolted.

      Not that she’d made it very far. Landon Bartlett, linebacker for the 49’ers, had caught up to her in seconds, those long legs eating up the distance and his massive body cutting straight through the crowd while she’d had to dodge between people.

      Then his big hand had landed on the back of her neck and he’d whispered two magical words right against her ear, “Bad girl.”

      McKenna wasn’t sure if it was the words or the warm brush of his breath that sent tingles rushing over her skin, but it didn’t really matter. She was caught in his grip, being pushed through the crowd, although she hadn’t actually run into anyone. Instead, Landon was moving people out of the way with his long arms before they ever got near her.

      Is this what he does in a football game?

      Her utter ignorance of the sport wasn’t helping her out at the moment, and in the back of her mind was the memory of Madison calling the word ‘shibari’ into the microphone. McKenna knew that had to do with rope because Black Light offered classes for it. She’d even shown up as a volunteer sub once so that one of the doms could practice a chest harness on her.

      But she already knew she wouldn’t be that lucky tonight.

      Whatever Landon had in mind was going to be a lot more complicated than just a simple chest harness, and she couldn’t decide if she was more nervous or excited by the idea.

      “Wait here,” he whispered right against her ear again, stopping her just outside the curtain to the play area. When he released her neck and disappeared inside without another glance, she immediately felt awkward. Great, now she was the sub that had been abandoned less than five minutes after the event started and people who had come to watch were crowding the bar for drinks where more than a handful of them were staring directly at her. Awesome.

      Don’t look at them. Be confident. You can do this.

      As nervous as she felt inside, she tried to treat the situation like a role. The people crowding the bar were just extras being directed to stare at her like that, and she was supposed to be calm and confident. Her character on ‘Born in Blood’ was always strong and brazen, a take-no-shit kind of badass that fans had already fallen in love with, and she called on her role as Macy to stand up straight and stare into the middle distance like none of it bothered her.

      Not being left alone by her dom for the evening.

      Not being asked why she’d put anal on her limits list.

      And she definitely wasn’t distracted thinking about exactly how big Landon was out of that suit. His muscles, that is. Not that… but, actually? That too.

      Would he want to fuck her tonight? The idea didn’t scare her. It had been too long since she’d had sex, and Landon looked like he could be a lot of fun — if she could handle his kinks.

      Butterflies took off in her stomach like they always did before the director called ‘Action!’ and when she closed her eyes, she could imagine that the ceiling wasn’t there, replacing it in her imagination with lighting rigs and mic booms and camera cranes.

      She was just on a set, waiting for the cue to deliver her lines, and she was a fucking badass.

      “McKenna.” Landon’s voice made her turn to find him peeking through the curtain, and that damn grin was back on his face, an intoxicating mix of mischievous boy and sexy dom. Offering his hand, he beckoned her with a simple, “Come on.”

      Taking his hand was instinct, not a conscious decision, and the world seemed to spin around her as his strong arm pulled her through the curtain and into the play area of Black Light. One of the DMs was standing just inside with a whole lot of rope looped over one arm, grinning like the cat that got the canary.

      “Where would you like to set up?” the DM asked, and although McKenna recognized him from her visits, she couldn’t remember his name.

      “Let’s grab that empty platform,” Landon suggested, pointing at one of the raised circular spaces that had always made her anxious, which really made no sense at all. She’d been half-naked on a set with a ton of random crew, but that wasn’t real life — this was real.

      He still had her hand enveloped in his massive one, and so when he started toward the platform McKenna didn’t have much of a choice except to follow. Relief flowed through her when he stopped her at the bottom of the steps leading up, both of them watching as the DM went ahead of them to start unwinding the loops of tan-colored rope.

      “Time to take this very nice corset off,” he said, still wearing that borderline feral smirk.

      “Yes, sir,” she replied, a little disappointed as she moved her hair out of the way for him.

      The first tugs at the corset’s ties had her fighting the urge to pout. She’d hoped to keep it on for a while since it made her look curvier than she was, but it made sense to take it off for the rope, so she kept the comments to herself. Plus, Macy wouldn’t argue about something like this, she’d wait and see what awaited her and then use her skills to get out of it.

      Not that McKenna planned on getting out of it. Hell, she’d signed up for this…

      But why was the urge to run so strong?

      “Who the fuck put this on you?” Landon asked, and his low chuckle, followed by a huff of effort, told her all she needed to know.

      “I did, but it’s a double knot. Want me to get it?”

      “Sure. Whatever gets you naked faster,” he retorted, and she was lucky that her eye roll was hidden.

      “Yes, sir.” Reaching back, she grinned and undid the knot blindly, tugging at the laces until they hung loose down her backside.

      “Did you work on a ship or something?” he asked.

      Biting down, McKenna managed not to laugh out loud as he plucked at the laces, steadily loosening the corset. “No, I’ve just done it often enough that I know how to get in and out of it.”

      “And I’m sure you have guys lining up to get you out of this outfit every time you come here,” he mumbled, and she felt the heat in her cheeks from the compliment just before he ordered, “Arms up!”

      The corset slid up her ribs, and she felt the card case she’d tucked inside the bra cup drop to the floor, but just as she bent to pick it up, Landon grabbed her arm and yanked her upright again. Confused, she looked up at him, and then her stomach plummeted.

      “What the fuck is this?”

      “Huh?” Glancing down at the card case on the floor, it took her a second to realize that wasn’t what he was looking at. Instead, Landon’s intense gaze was focused squarely on her ribs, and as his grip tightened on her arm, there was no doubt in her mind that he was pissed. Actually, furious would be a better way to describe the sudden intensity in his expression as he poked her side. “Ow, fuck, why did you do that?”

      Landon yanked her closer to him, leaving her craning her neck up to meet his eyes as he hissed, “Who did this?”

      “Did what?” she snapped, pulling back, and she was relieved that he let her go, although his other hand was still crushing the edge of her corset.

      “That.” A single finger pointed at her ribs, and when McKenna twisted to look at it, she realized what he’d seen.

      “Oh, that. It’s nothing, really.”

      “If someone is hitting you like that, it is not BDSM, McKenna. You need to fucking tell me if—”

      “No, no!” she interrupted, grabbing onto his arms as he crowded close, suddenly intense and over-protective, which was somehow the nicest thing she’d ever felt while utterly topless. “Listen to me, I got the bruise at work, okay? We’re filming season two and my character fights vampires. One of the stunt guys accidentally landed a kick to my ribs, but that’s all it was. I promise. No BDSM.”

      His intensity didn’t shift down at all. His eyes were still dark, focused only on her, accentuated by the way his hair was pulled back into a bun. Having the huge guy so concerned for her was… nice? And weird? Really, she wasn’t sure how she was supposed to feel since he didn’t know her at all, but as he towered over her she had no doubt that he was focused on the healing bruise on her ribs and not the fact that her breasts were completely exposed, which was sweet in the strangest way.

      “Landon? Sir. Please look at me?” McKenna waited until his eyes shifted from her side to her chest and then her eyes. “I swear it was from set. You’re really sweet, but it was just a fight scene, and I’m okay.”

      They stayed that way for a long moment, her hands resting on his arms while he looked like he wanted to rip the head off whatever monster he’d imagined when he saw the bruise. Squeezing his forearms, she took a step closer to him, which forced him to stand up straight just to see her.

      “I promise I’m fine, sir. It wasn’t from here or any other club, okay? It was from work.” Risking a smile, she didn’t speak again until he finally seemed to relax. “Landon?”

      “You got that bruise while acting?” he echoed like he was just now processing the information.

      “Yes, sir,” she replied, biting down on her lower lip to try and suppress the grin that was rapidly spreading, but it disappeared the second Landon cupped her chin.

      “You swear that no one hit you?” he pressed, and she faltered, a nervous laugh bubbling up.

      “Um, well, it was an accident. They didn’t mean to actually land the kick. We were going through the fight choreography and—”

      “Did someone fucking hit you or not?” Landon snapped and she went quiet because there was something too serious, too intense about him, even if he was being incredibly sweet.

      Reaching up, McKenna cupped his face, wondering what that bun of dirty blond hair at the back of his head would feel like if she had the balls to move her hands that far back. It had to be long to manage that, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it looked like down… but now wasn’t the time to fantasize. “Thank you for being concerned, sir, but I promise you it was just an accident at work. The show I’m on has me fighting ‘vampires’ every week, and sometimes the stunts don’t go perfectly. That’s all it is. No one hurt me like that. I swear.”

      His silence was unnerving, heavy, but she didn’t move until he slowly took her wrists in his hands and gently moved them from his face. “Okay, I believe you.”

      “That’s good,” she replied, stifling a nervous laugh. “Because it’s true.”

      “Good. It looked like—” Landon finally pulled back, putting space between them that allowed her to breathe, but also left her strangely cold without the heat of his body so close.

      “Like someone hit me in the ribs for fun?” she suggested and the glare he shot her stole the laugh from her voice. “I get bruises all the time from work. Hazard of being on an action-based show. But, for the record, if a dom ever raised a hand to me like that, I’d castrate him.”

      “Yeah?” Landon took a step closer to her again, and then another. In the next moment he had a hand in her hair, fingers twining into the waves so he could crane her neck back as he closed the gap between them.

      Swallowing, McKenna’s mouth felt suddenly dry, but she managed a weak nod against the hold in her hair, and all she could think was that he was going to kiss her. A strange man she’d been paired with less than half an hour before, who had grown so serious and intense at just the idea that someone had hurt her… and she was okay with it. More than okay. She was ready for his lips to collide with hers in the next breath — but he pulled back.

      Instead, a slow, cocky smirk spread over his lips. “Well, I plan to hurt you. In a different way, but I think you’ll like it.”

      “Oh.” The word was barely a whisper, a breath of air, but he grinned down at her in the most bone-melting expression she’d ever been faced with.

      Fuck. He should be an actor. He’d have fangirls around the world.

      “What’s your safe word, McKenna?” he asked softly, and the question jerked her back to reality. They were at Black Light. Paired together because they signed up for Valentine Roulette. That’s all this was.

      And her safe word was, “Red.”

      “If you use that, we lose, so if I’m pushing you too far, I want you to say ‘yellow’ first so that I have a chance to fix it. Understand?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good girl,” he whispered, and then he let go of her hair. Without him touching her, McKenna felt her knees weaken, but she managed to stay upright as he moved to the steps.

      “Everything okay?” the DM asked. He was looking between the two of them with a smile plucking at his lips, and McKenna knew she was blushing fire-engine red under their joint scrutiny.

      “We’re good, Weston,” Landon answered, relaxing as if nothing had happened between them. “I just needed to confirm that the bruise on her ribs wasn’t from anyone here, and I need you to note it just in case Elijah sees it and decides to take me out back.”

      “Bruise?” Weston repeated, hopping off the edge of the platform to walk toward her, and McKenna raised her hands.

      “Jesus fucking Christ! I’m an actress on an action show, and yes, I have a bruise on my ribs where a stunt guy landed a kick on accident but I’m fine!” she snapped, turning to show Weston the bruise. “As you can see, it’s already healing, so clearly Landon isn’t at fault in the less than thirty minutes I’ve known him.”

      “And you’re not covering for anyone else here?” Weston pressed, and McKenna let out a screech of frustration.

      “Oh my fucking God — no!”

      “Well, that’s all I needed to hear!” Clapping his hands together, Weston smiled at her and hopped back onto the platform to pick up a length of rope. Tilting his head toward Landon, his smile morphed into something much more devious. “You spun shibari, which is my favorite thing, so… what are we doing with your sub?”

      “I’ve got some ideas. First, she needs to take off the rest of her clothes,” Landon replied, looking at her expectantly.

      “And then?” she prompted, and he laughed.

      “Then I might need a ball gag, because you have quite a mouth on you, girl.”
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        * * *

      

      “Between her legs like this?” Weston asked, and McKenna groaned through the gag as the DM passed the slightly rough rope through her legs, lifting it until it slid firmly between her folds. “I can make it pretty tight, keep her squirming.”

      “Yeah, good, but do one of those knots against her clit so every time she moves—”

      “It rubs? I got you.” Chuckling, Weston crouched down in front of her to tie the knot and McKenna huffed as she got a momentary reprieve from the rope, but she knew it wouldn’t last. When she glanced down, all she could do was groan under her breath as Weston formed the knot.

      He wasn’t the problem though. She wasn’t worried about Weston being creepy while face-to-face with her crotch. After all, he was one of the DMs and they were all cool. No, what irritated her was how well-versed in shibari Landon seemed to be despite claiming to know nothing about rope.

      Did he lie about that to fake her out?

      “Make sure she knows it’s there,” Landon added, and she glared at him, but he just smirked. “Listen, girl, I hate that sensory deprivation shit, but if you keep looking at me like that, I’m gonna have Weston here get me a blindfold too.”

      “Eh, ur,” she garbled through the gag, but he seemed to understand it meant ‘yes, sir’ because he winked at her before crouching down beside the DM. His nearness summoned heat to her cheeks, setting them on fire when he grabbed her hip with one big hand to hold her steady while Weston pulled at the coarse rope, waking up every nerve ending between her legs.

      “I need to learn this stuff,” he said quietly, stroking her waist with his thumb as he watched intently.

      It was like he wanted to soothe her, but nothing was going to make her less aware of the small crowd around the platform watching her get bound in rope — while completely naked — or the fact that he was getting an up-close and personal view of her most intimate places when the night had barely started.

      “Well, I run shibari classes here every month, you should come by,” Weston replied just before he tugged the scratchy rope up through her folds again, and the harsh pressure of the knot over her clit only got more intense as he stood up to weave the rope into the chest harness. “Predicament bondage like this is only in the advanced class though.”

      “I’ll check it out,” Landon replied, slapping Weston on the shoulder with a chuckle. “But I thought this predicament shit was supposed to be uncomfortable. Seems to me she’s already enjoying it.”

      A groan rolled up inside her as the truth of that set in. McKenna wasn’t sure if it was the intimacy of all of it, or his warm hand on her skin, or the fact that he’d made sure not to get one of the smoother ropes that would have caused less friction… but he was right. She could feel herself getting wet, and it seemed like with every breath the expansion of her ribs made the damn knot move against her clit — which, of course, was only making it worse.

      Just don’t think about it.

      Landon stood up, towering over her as he slid his hand from her hip to trace the rope between her legs, pressing on the knot until she couldn’t hold back the whimpered mix of pleasure and discomfort. Leaning down, he whispered right against her ear. “You like this, McKenna?”

      A shiver rolled through her, sparks skittering over her skin as he increased the pressure on the little knot.

      “Answer me,” he commanded, his warm breath brushing her neck as his other hand found her hair, his fist tightening slowly.

      Do I like it?

      Her first instinct was to say no, partially because it could lead to a spanking, but it was also because the entire experience was confusing. The rope was rough enough to make her skin burn slightly in places, especially between her legs, but something about it was also… intoxicating. She was powerless with her forearms bound together in a beautiful, intricate weave of rope, and even though being at Landon Bartlett’s mercy should have made her at least a little anxious — that wasn’t the feeling that came to mind as she looked up at him.

      “McKenna.” He said her name like a warning, and she swallowed hard when his fist tightened in her hair, tilting her head back as tingles rushed over her scalp, adding more sensations to her already overloaded brain.

      It took another second before she could make herself nod, and she still wasn’t sure about her answer, but when he rubbed the knot against that bundle of nerves again, she knew it was the right one.

      Fuck. I do like this.

      “Anything else, or you think she’s set?” Weston asked, and they both turned to look at him. She’d forgotten he was even there, and it seemed like Landon had too.

      “You’ve got a hardpoint up there, right?” Stepping away from her, he shaded his eyes against the lights to look up at the ceiling.

      “Of course, man.” Chuckling, the DM hopped off the side of the platform. “Let me get the remote for it.”

      “Grab a Hitachi for me too,” Landon added, and McKenna felt her stomach flip flop, half-excitement and half-nerves.

      “I like the way you think,” Weston called back, and a few of the people around the platform laughed and clapped as the scene started to take shape.

      She just wished she knew what he had planned, because she didn’t believe for a second that a dom like Landon Bartlett was going to go to all the effort of the predicament bondage and only give her a few orgasms.

      “Think you can behave if I take the gag out?” he asked, and she shifted her gaze back to him just in time to see him take off the suit jacket.

      Damn, he’s huge.

      Something about the black of the suit jacket had downplayed the reality of his muscular body, but the white button-down underneath didn’t hide anything. His shoulders pressed against the fabric, his biceps bulging through it as he started on the buttons, and she wanted to know what he looked like without all of it. So… she nodded like a good girl.

      “I’m going to ask you some questions, McKenna, and I really want you to keep that sharp tongue of yours under control so you can answer them.” Landon flashed a wicked grin at her as he pulled the two halves of his shirt open, but he froze as a woman’s scream echoed across the room.

      “RED!” It was the one word that could stop every person in place, drawing all eyes in the direction of the desperate scream. There was a single stroke of something like a paddle, followed by a short yelp, and then silence for a moment until the low rumble of too many people talking at once filled it in. The crowd shifted as DMs from across the play area rushed toward a padded table.

      It was impossible to hear what the dom was saying, but from her vantage point on the raised platform McKenna could see that he was already cutting the woman free. She was wrapped tight in something shiny like saran wrap, but it fell away fast as the dom worked while Elijah removed a blindfold and headphones from the panicked woman. McKenna’s stomach tightened as the girl she’d stood near during the spins sat up, sobbing and gasping for breath.

      “See… that’s why I hate sensory deprivation. No one on the fucking planet wants to feel like they’re stuck in a coffin.” Landon shook his head as he turned back to her, his eyebrows lifting a little when he met her gaze. “Not judging, of course. Just definitely not my kink. You into that stuff?”

      “Uh uh,” she garbled through the gag, shaking her head to add emphasis. Nothing about getting cut off from the world like that sounded fun at all. Plus, it would be impossible to get spanked while saran-wrapped to a table.

      “Guess you’re lucky it’s on my limits list then,” he replied with a wink. The commotion moved past their platform and they both watched the failed Roulette couple pass as Elijah led them out of the play area. “Remember to call ‘yellow’ if you start to panic like that. I have lots of plans for you, McKenna, and I don’t plan on losing tonight.”

      The way he said that sent a rush of heat between her legs, but she didn’t get a chance to respond. Chuckling to himself, he pulled off his button-down, dropping it on top of his suit jacket before he yanked the undershirt over his head in one swoop.

      Holy shit.

      She was staring. She was definitely staring, but there was no way to stop. Landon Bartlett was carved perfection. Broad-chested, strong shoulders, muscular arms, and a hint of abs beneath his bulk that went all the way to the waist of his pants where a delicious ‘V’ teased what was underneath.

      “Keep looking at me like that, and I’ll need to put you on your knees before we play questions and answers.” The comment jerked her gaze back to his face where a cocky smirk lingered on his lips. He knew exactly how good he looked, and she normally hated that in guys, but with him it just seemed… logical. There wasn’t a doubt in her mind he worked hard as fuck to have a body like that, and for a flash she envied his dedication. “Would you like that?”

      McKenna’s brows pulled together, and he chuckled as he stepped forward and worked at the strap of the gag to remove it. As soon as he pulled the ball from behind her teeth, she worked her jaw, easing the dull ache while she swallowed the saliva that had pooled under her tongue.

      “Would you?” he repeated.

      Still lost, she managed a raspy, “Would I like what, sir?”

      “If I put you on your knees first,” he repeated, his hand coming up under her chin so that she had no choice but to look into his eyes as he plucked at her bottom lip with his thumb. She’d expected it as some point during the night, just not… yet. But he was still half-dressed, and his body was pure temptation with that muscular ‘V’ pointing down at what he was offering, so it only took a second for curiosity to get the better of her nerves.

      “Yes, sir. I would,” she whispered, reaching for his belt with her bound hands, but he pulled back with a low chuckle.

      “Then I think it’s better if I make you wait.”

      “But—” Her complaint was cut off when Landon slipped his thumb over her lip, pressing it against her tongue as he held her chin firmly.

      “I thought you were going to be a good girl for me if I took the gag out. Have you changed your mind?”

      She shook her head, and that feral smile returned.

      “Good girl,” he answered in a soft rumble. Wiping his thumb across her lips, he’d probably smeared her lipstick in the process, but she didn’t care because a second later he grabbed her bound arms and pulled them over her head. “Now, stay.”

      “Yes, sir.” She obeyed when he let go of her wrists and trailed his hand down her side, sliding it around her waist as he moved behind her.

      Fuck. He dominated her so easily, and with a lot more confidence than many of the guys she played with for the first time, and… she liked it. Way more than she probably should with a random dom when Roulette had put them together instead of an actual choice.

      There was no guarantee Landon would have chosen her on another night. Hell, they might have been at Black Light at the same time in the past and she didn’t remember him even looking at her.

      Of course, if they had been at the club at the same time, she doubted she would have missed him. Big guys had always been her weakness, and there was no missing Landon Bartlett in a crowd.

      “I want you to listen to me, McKenna,” he said, keeping his voice quiet. She suddenly felt the heat of his skin close to her back, and his hands found their way to the rope woven over her ribs, the left one pressing in on the bruise just enough to remind her of its presence. “I am going to hurt you tonight, but I need you to trust me that I would never hurt you like this.”

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered, her arms trembling slightly as adrenaline trickled into her veins.

      “That’s not good enough, McKenna. I need to hear you say it.” Landon spoke right behind her ear, the warmth of his breath sending a shiver down her spine just before he pulled her back to his chest. Skin to skin. “Do you trust me?”

      That was the big question. It always was whenever she picked a play partner. BDSM was never without risk, but the DMs at Black Light had always been a safety net when she felt nervous… except that wasn’t what Landon was asking. He didn’t want to know if she felt safe at Black Light, or if she was still okay with playing tonight.

      No, he wanted to know if she trusted him.

      “I’m gonna need an answer to that question, McKenna, or you might as well call ‘red’ right now and join that other sub at the bar.”

      “No!” She jolted in his grip, but he held on firmly, which was frustrating when she wanted to be able to look him in the eye.

      “Then answer me. Now.”

      Closing her eyes tight against the crowd of people, she tried to tune out everything around her. The sounds of other participants starting their scenes again, the buzz of conversation, the smack of some implement hitting skin. She pushed all of that away and remembered the way he’d kept people in the crowd from hitting her as they’d moved through, and just how angry he’d become when he thought someone had really hurt her. None of that was for show. No one would have thought twice if he hadn’t done those things, no one would have judged him, which meant that she already knew the answer.

      “I trust you, sir.”

      “Again,” he growled, planting a warm kiss just below her ear.

      “I trust you.”

      “Good girl.” The heady buzz of his words against her skin had her leaning back on his chest, but he pulled back a second later to land a sharp spank on her ass, jolting her hips forward and making the rope rub between her legs. “Did I say you could drop your arms?”

      Shit. Lifting her arms high again, she soaked in the heat of the swat and shook her head. “No, sir. Sorry, sir.”

      “That’s better, and I know just the thing to help you hold position for me,” he replied, and she could hear the smile in his voice as cold metal brushed her hand. Tilting her head back, she saw him push the shiny metal hook through the braided rope binding her forearms together. “Reduce the slack just a bit.”

      “Tell me when,” Weston replied, and she wondered how long he’d been standing at the edge of the platform watching them. Not like he’s the only one.

      “Stop,” Landon ordered, his voice full dominant as he cupped her ass where he’d landed what she knew was a light swat from someone as strong as him. “Your heels comfortably on the floor, McKenna?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good. If your fingers start to tingle or anything, I want you to say ‘yellow,’ understand?” He moved away from her again, and she was relieved when he finally stepped in front of her so she could see him.

      Nodding, she confirmed it again. “Yes, sir.”

      “I do like the way you say that.” A smile tugged at his lips as he reached up and took the tie out of his hair. Dirty blond hair fell down to his shoulders, instantly turning him into something wild. Feral.

      And hot as fuck.

      “See? You’re not the only one that gets attention for their hair, McKenna.” Pushing his fingers into it, he loosened it from his scalp, making it look even wilder before he dropped his hands to his belt buckle. “Ready to play our game?”

      Her mouth was dry, bone dry, and she couldn’t take her eyes off the belt as pulled it free with a skin-tingling pop! of leather. Still, she somehow managed a hushed, “Yes, sir.”

      “Good. I’m going to ask questions and depending on your answers — or lack of answers — I’m either going to use this…” Landon folded the belt in half and held it up. “Or that.”

      McKenna followed the direction his other hand pointed, her eyes landing on a Hitachi that was already plugged into an outlet on the platform.

      Oh God.

      “Any questions before we start?” he asked, that cocky grin lingering on his face as he waited.

      “No, sir.” She’d tried to make it sound calm, confident, brazen, like how she’d deliver a line as Macy, but she wasn’t sure if it came across that way.

      It probably hadn’t.

      “Good. Then let’s begin with a taste of what happens if you misbehave.” Landon stalked to her side, and she couldn’t tear her eyes away even as he brought his arm back, all those muscles shifting under his skin just before he brought the belt down across her ass.

      “Fuck!” she shouted as a brilliant stroke of fire burst to life on her backside, the rope adding its own fiery friction over her most sensitive places. Yanking on the hook holding her arms above her head, McKenna shifted from foot to foot, whining through gritted teeth until the heat finally began to spread out. He hadn’t held back on that stroke at all, and she couldn’t remember the last time anyone had swatted her that hard. Worse, every twist and wiggle of her hips only made the coarse rope rub her from clit to ass.

      I am so screwed.

      “I think you get the point,” he added, dark laughter woven in with his words.

      You think? She managed to keep the snarky comment to herself as he stepped in front of her again, blatantly looking her over from head to toe like some kind of wild man getting ready to lay claim to her. Which, if she were honest with herself, was a serious turn-on.

      “Okay, question one.”

      Fuck.
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      The way McKenna’s skin turned bright red, reflecting a perfect outline of the belt on her ass, had him struggling to remember exactly what his plan had been when he’d thought it up.

      From the moment she’d spun shibari he’d started thinking about the more twisted ways he’d seen rope used, and Weston had done a badass job getting McKenna tied up. Now, he was finally able to play with her, to listen to the sweet little whines she made… and he couldn’t remember what the fuck he’d wanted to ask about in the first place.

      “Do I get to try out the Hitachi too, sir?”

      So much sass.

      “No. You have to earn the Hitachi with answers.” Winking at her, he tapped his palm with the belt, trying to look intimidating while he walked around the edge of the platform to give himself some time to remember the entire goal of this little Q&A game. It was when he looked at her sweet ass again that he remembered, but he wanted to be able to see her face for this one. “Ready?”

      “And waiting,” she sassed again, and he quickly snapped the belt across her ass. Her groan, combined with the way she writhed on that rope pressed so tight against her pussy, almost distracted him again, but he stayed focused.

      “I asked you earlier why anal is on your limits list and you decided to run off instead of answer me.” Grinning, he stopped in front of her and rested the loop of the belt on his shoulder. “Time to tell me the truth. Are you just afraid to try it, or did you have a bad experience?”

      McKenna’s entire body tensed as her gaze dropped to the platform under her feet, before skirting the faces of the people around them. It was clear the question made her uncomfortable and judging by the flush turning the tops of her breasts a rosy pink, he could tell the idea of answering in front of so many people was embarrassing her.

      Normally he’d swat a submissive stalling for time and demand she answer, but since he still wasn’t sure exactly what the fuck had her so skittish about anal… he decided to be merciful.

      Somewhat.

      Stepping close, he caught her chin and forced her to look up at him. McKenna’s lips were pressed thin, eyebrows pulled together to create a matching pair of wrinkles between them. This wasn’t defiance, it was something else, and he hoped it wasn’t what he was thinking, or he might have to beat a man to death. Lowering his voice, he spoke so only she could hear. “Did someone hurt you, McKenna?”

      She tried to turn out of his touch, but he adjusted his grip to hold her face still, squeezing her jaw firmly when she clenched her eyes tight.

      “Open. Now.”

      “Sir, please…” she begged, and her voice was sweet and soft, but as much as he liked it, he couldn’t give in. With this reaction he had to know what the fuck was going on with having anal on her list before they took another step forward in the scene.

      “Yes or no, McKenna,” he pressed, probably coming across a lot harsher than he meant to, but he knew that there was no way ‘anal’ had become an issue while she was acting. “Answer me, did someone hurt you?”

      Her eyes closed again, but when her breath shuddered on an inhale, he kept his mouth shut and waited. A moment later she spoke almost too quiet to hear. “Not the way you’re thinking. Sir.”

      “So… bad experience?” Just fucking tell me. Landon’s temper was fraying at the edges, his other hand gripping the belt buckle hard enough to make his palm ache, but he maintained control. The idea of someone hurting this vibrant, smart-mouthed, redhead made him want to cave someone’s face in, no matter what the fucking story was. “Answer me… or say ‘red.’ Up to you.”

      That snapped her eyes open again, and there was fire back in her gaze.

      “What do you choose?”

      “That’s not fair,” she growled, definitely pissed off now, but he’d never liked a submissive without a backbone.

      “Since when does power exchange have to be fair?” he asked, letting his lips curve into a smile as he softened his grip on her jaw. “You signed up to be a submissive for Roulette. Now you’re my sub for the night, and I can promise you that I very rarely play fair, sweetheart.”

      Leaning down, he brushed a light kiss on her cheek, and he could have sworn she almost turned to meet his lips with hers, but he didn’t go for it. Instead, he leaned his forehead against hers, locking eyes with her so she’d know he was serious.

      “But even though I don’t play fair… I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

      “Yeah?” she asked, her voice breathy, which his dick apparently really liked because it quickly swelled against the front of his slacks.

      “Yeah, but you gotta answer my question. Whatever it is, I won’t use it against you,” he said, and he meant it. A limit was a limit, and he had no plans in crossing it. He just needed her to believe that. “You said you trusted me, right?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Then answer me.” Leaning back enough to see her full face, he bit down on the urge to say anything else. This was her choice, and she either trusted him with the answer, or she didn’t really trust him at all… which meant they couldn’t play together. It would suck. It would suck a whole fucking bunch, but the last thing he wanted to do was cross a line just because he didn’t know it was there.

      “It was a bad experience with an ex,” she whispered, barely audible at all, and he poured the sudden rush of anger into the grip on his belt, ignoring the dull pain from the buckle.

      “Okay…” Don’t lose your shit. Do not lose your shit. “He force you?”

      “Not really, it was just—”

      “Don’t fucking lie to me, McKenna,” he snapped, dropping his hold on her jaw so he wouldn’t hurt her. Instead, he switched his hand to the back of her neck, fingers moving into her hair so she couldn’t look away again. Deep breath. Stay calm. “I want the truth so I don’t trip any triggers tonight.”

      “Fine. He— I mean we had—” She sighed and took a slow breath back in. “We’d talked about it, tried a couple of things, and I’d said maybe. Then one night he just… did it. It hurt, I bled, and I kicked him out.” The words were short, clipped, and her jaw was clenched so tight now he was worried she’d break a tooth, but he wanted to do a hell of a lot more than that to whatever idiot had decided to just shove his dick up her ass. Fucking idiot didn’t even talk about it before he did it. Didn’t take the time to warm her up. Didn’t try to make it good for her at all. That bastard probably just wanted to say he’d done it, and now he’d ruined it for her forever.

      Forcing a deep breath, he dragged his fingers back and forth over her scalp, easing the place he’d pulled. “Thank you for telling me, McKenna. I guess there’s no chance you’ll give me his name and address?”

      Her face twisted up for a moment, and then she let out a laugh. “What? No!”

      “You sure?” he asked again as he stepped away, draping the belt over his shoulder so he could scoop up the Hitachi.

      “Absolutely not.”

      “I bet I could convince you.” Flashing a grin, he looked down at the Hitachi and turned it to low, catching a glimpse of the buckle imprint on his palm. “But first, here’s your reward.”

      “What? Oh my— fuck!” McKenna arched her back, her arms straining against the hook in the ceiling as he wrapped an arm around her waist to keep her flush to the vibrating head of the magic wand.

      “I’m curious, this still feel good with the rope?” he asked, but she was too busy wiggling her hips and whining to answer him. He just couldn’t tell if she was trying to get closer or farther away. Either way, she looked and felt damn good squirming against him. “Come on, beautiful. I know you’ve used one of these before. Better or not with that rope rubbing against your sweet cunt.”

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I don’t know!” she shouted before whining loudly. Landon just chuckled, maneuvering the head of the wand between her thighs to try and find the right spot to get her going. When she tensed up and started babbling, he knew he’d found it.

      “Seems like you like it.”

      “Make her come!” a man shouted from the edge of the platform, but Landon didn’t see who, he just knew he wasn’t taking direction from some jackass who only came here to watch.

      “Nah.” Pulling the Hitachi away, he grinned when McKenna’s eyes opened again, her mouth slack with shock that he’d stopped. “Gotta earn the chance to come, sweetheart.”

      “But I told you the truth!” she argued, and he let her go to grab the belt again.

      “Which is why you got some time with the wand instead of my belt.” Setting the Hitachi back down, he didn’t miss the way the lights made the head of the wand shine. His little redhead was getting nice and wet, and she still had plenty of fire. Folding the belt in half again, he smacked it against his palm, and the satisfying pop of the leather had her closing her mouth fast. “Speaking of… I think you forgot something while you were complaining.”

      “Wait, wait, sir! I’m sorry! Sir, I said it! Sir!” McKenna shouted, trying to step away from him, but the hardpoint only gave her so much room, and it wasn’t a challenge at all to land another sharp stroke of the belt across her sweet ass. The whine slipping through her clenched teeth was fucking perfect and it quickly turned his dick to steel behind his slacks. The hard-on wasn’t comfortable, but he was nowhere near done with her, and he’d have her lips wrapped around it soon enough.

      “Look how polite you can be with a little encouragement.” Walking back around, he pointed at her feet. “Heels down.”

      She obeyed instantly, centering herself on the platform again, but this time she kept her mouth shut, and it was that rush of control that had his balls tingling with the urge to take her down and bury his cock in her throat.

      Patience, fucker.

      “Ready for question two?”

      “Yes, sir,” she grumbled, still shifting in the rope, and every little wiggle of her hips was a test of his fucking will power.

      “Okay, what do you like more, pain or pleasure?” The look on her face was worth every minute of waiting, because McKenna looked like someone had just told her something shocking. But, considering their location, his question shouldn’t have been such a surprise. Tipping the belt back and forth, he gave her one more chance. “Well?”

      “P-pleasure!” she sputtered out her version of an answer, but they both knew it was a lie.

      “Naughty girl.” Shaking his head like he was actually disappointed in having the opportunity to belt her again, Landon stifled his smile until he was hidden behind her.

      “Hey! I told the truth!” she shouted, struggling against the hook as he lined up the belt.

      “Now we both know that’s not true, McKenna.” Punctuating the statement with a crack of the belt, he groaned when her next whine was higher pitched and a lot louder. Her whole ass was pink, crisscrossed with brighter red lines, and he contemplated what he’d use if she kept lying to him.

      “It’s true! Everyone likes pleasure more!” She had the balls to actually stomp her foot, and he snagged a fistful of her hair, craning her neck back so he could tower over her.

      “Then why are you a member here instead of fucking some fanboy of your show? I’m sure there’s plenty of guys that would lick your pussy all night if you asked. Make you come over and over.” Chuckling, he leaned close to her face and bit the air. Her pupils dilated just from that, and it was all the confirmation he needed. “I’ll tell you why… it’s because what gets your pussy wet is having your ass turned red. It’s giving up control to someone like me and letting a dom do what he wants with you. Especially when it involves pain.”

      McKenna was breathing hard, pouty lips parted as his hair formed a curtain around them. Brushing the gentle slope of her neck, he wanted to bite down into that soft skin until she made more little noises for him — but he knew she had to be in front of a camera, so he’d have to be careful when he finally gave into that particular urge.

      “Tell me I’m wrong,” he challenged, and her mouth clapped shut, that crimson rush returning to her cheeks. “Exactly, sweetheart. We both know you wouldn’t be in a place like this if you didn’t want the pain just a little more than the pleasure.”

      “That’s your opinion,” she whispered, and he dropped the belt to shove his hand between her thighs, dragging his fingers on either side of the damp rope.

      “Your pussy seems to agree with me, because you’re soaking this rope, McKenna.” Lifting his hand, he showed her the wetness glinting on his fingers, but when she looked like she was about to argue again, he slipped two of them past her lips. “Taste for yourself before you mouth off and lie to me again.”

      The move had been raw instinct, not conscious, and he was worried he’d fucked up at first, but she didn’t bite down. A moment later she closed her lips around his fingers, and then defiance flashed in her eyes as the little minx trailed her tongue over his digits, sucking in a dangerously tempting way. His dick throbbed in envy, balls aching as he stroked his fingers in and out, back and forth.

      “Showing me what your pretty little mouth can do isn’t going to save your ass from the belt, sweetheart. Only telling the truth will do that.” Landon yanked his fingers free and let go of her hair just so he could take a few steps away and adjust himself in his pants.

      Fuck.

      “When do I get to ask you questions?” McKenna had a wicked smirk on her face when he turned around, and he laughed despite himself.

      “You just did, naughty girl. Now it’s my turn again.” Scooping the belt off the floor, he rested it on his shoulder, watching as her gaze traveled down his chest, his abs, and stopped right where he knew his cock was tenting his slacks. “Eyes up here. You haven’t earned that yet.”

      “I have to earn the right to give you a blow job?”

      Landon didn’t even bother replying, she was already trying to twist out of the way as he walked around her.

      “Wait, wait, I’m sorry! Sir, I— GOD DAMMIT!” McKenna bounced on her toes as the snap of the belt echoed around them, giving him a nice show as her tits followed suit. Another keening whine escaped her, and he stepped closer to grab a handful of her warm ass, squeezing hard.

      “To answer your question, even though it was my turn… yes. You do have to earn the right to suck my cock, and right now it seems like you’re going to spend the rest of the night just like this while I turn your ass crimson.”

      “Come onnn,” she groaned, and he replied with a spank on her already welted skin. “Fuck! Sir, please!”

      “Start being honest, and watching your tongue, and maybe you’ll actually get to taste me, and possibly even come before the night’s over.”

      “You’re a sadist. Sir,” she added the word on quickly, but he just chuckled.

      “What gave you that idea?”

      “I think now is one of those times I’m supposed to watch my tongue,” she retorted, looking up at him with those pretty blue eyes. Then McKenna trailed her tongue over her bottom lip before tacking on, “Sir.”

      “Smart girl, you’re learning.” Winking at her, he stepped away, because having his hands on her was making the whole patience part of his plan a little hard to maintain. “Next question. Which do you like more, having your hair pulled or having your ass spanked?”

      She closed her eyes tight, groaning under her breath before she eventually whispered, “Spanking.”

      “You ashamed of that?” he asked, looping the belt around his neck to grab the Hitachi. As soon as the buzz kicked on, she opened her eyes again.

      “No. I’m a spanko.” No blush, no waver in her voice. Hmm.

      “Oh really?” Stepping close, he slid his arm around her waist again and held her in place as he moved the magic wand between her legs, seeking that spot again. “Why act all embarrassed then?”

      “Oh God, mmmm!” McKenna dropped her head back, her hips working as he ground the head of the Hitachi into the knot over her clit.

      “Answer me or I stop,” he threatened.

      “How the fuck do you expect me to focus when you’re, fuccckkk… doing that?”

      “Okay.” Pulling it away, he just smiled when she let out a frustrated little screech. “Answer me, McKenna.”

      “I’m not used to being on a fucking platform in front of an audience! That’s why!” she snapped but regret immediately covered her face. “Wait, sir, I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry!”
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      The next stroke of the belt was brutal. A bright flash of pain exploded across her backside just before fire followed in its tracks, and with the damn hook keeping her in place she couldn’t do anything to ease it.

      Worse, every unconscious shift of her body moved the rope buried between her thighs, dragging the knot back and forth over her clit, which had somehow changed from being something to avoid into something she sought. Grinding against it, edging herself.

      It was torture.

      The best kind of torture.

      Every bit of it, and she knew Landon had been right that she wanted the pain more than the pleasure. Vanilla sex bored her, and she so rarely came that it wasn’t even worth the time — or the risk of showing up on some internet site from a hidden camera.

      “I thought you’d like having an audience considering your choice of career,” Landon said, pulling her out of her inner spiral of confusing arousal.

      “This is real,” she mumbled, quickly adding a slightly louder, “Sir.”

      “And being in front of cameras for your show isn’t real?” He reappeared in front of her and she felt another thump of need from her clit. It should be illegal to be as attractive as he was. It made it too hard to think, and her inner thoughts kept making it past her lips before she could stop them.

      “Yeah, I mean…” Sighing, McKenna lifted as high on her toes as she could to try and roll her shoulders, but she couldn’t do much more than shrug them to ease the growing ache. “It’s just different.”

      “Keep talking.” It was a command, there was no doubt about that. Hell, he could probably make a request for a cup of sugar sound like an order with that low, gruff voice.

      But how the hell could she explain it?

      “I’m not me on set,” she started, trying to find a way to describe how she felt in front of the cameras, but Landon tore her focus away when he brought the Hitachi back to her clit. The sudden surge of vibrating pressure against the knot was almost too much to bear, but she craved it just as much.

      “Talk, McKenna, or I take it away and add another stripe to your sweet ass.”

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “It’s different!”

      “You said that already,” he replied with a chuckle, and then he complicated the entire situation further by wrapping one ridiculously strong arm around her waist again to hold her still, all so he could press the magic wand in harder. “Try something else, because I really want to watch you ride this a little longer.”

      “It’s— I— I’m not McKenna in front of the cameras. I’m just… fuck… I’m whoever the character is! I’m not me. It doesn’t matter who’s watching, or what’s happening, b-because it’s not me.” She was babbling, so close to coming that her entire body felt like it was buzzing in time with the fucking Hitachi, but she couldn’t think straight surrounded in his cologne with the heat of his skin pressed against hers. “I’m just Macy, or Sarah, or— oh my Goddd, please, sir!”

      “You look so hot right now, McKenna. Are you going to come for me? In front of all these people?” he was using her words against her, but somehow coming from him, in that low, rumbling voice, it only pushed her closer. “Tell me something else.”

      “L-like what?” she asked, biting down on the whine in her chest as she rode the vibrating knot, striving for release.

      “Hmm…” He moved closer, leaning his forehead against her hair, and she was damn sure that was his cock pressing against her hip through his pants. “Do you like it soft and sweet, or rough and hard when you get fucked?”

      It was the visual of Landon on top of her, pinning her down, claiming her body and soul that pushed her over the edge. Everything went tight and she arched against the ropes woven around her body, not even caring that it dragged more of the damp, scratchy rope over her clit because that just added to the sudden rush of sensation. Burning bliss and stinging ecstasy surged up her spine and exploded, flooding her mind with raw pleasure and drowning out everything but the heat of his skin against hers for one brilliant moment.

      When she managed to gasp in air again, she knew she’d shouted something, but she had no idea what it was. Landon was keeping her upright, and she felt the buzz of the Hitachi somewhere near her hip where he was holding on tight.

      Someone nearby whistled, and her eyes popped open, but all she could see was Landon. He was in front of her, all that hot skin pressed against hers, the rope the only barrier… but it didn’t feel like one. It was the rope he’d chosen to put on her, and it felt like another connection, something symbolic.

      “I want you to do that again for me,” he purred, the words rumbling in his chest, and it was definitely like the purr of some big, dangerous cat. Hell, she could feel the vibration because they were pressed so tight together. A wicked smile slid over his lips and he added, “As soon as you can stand up again, anyway.”

      “Okay,” she whispered, because it was about all she could make cover the distance between her mind and her tongue.

      “I think I know the answer to my question, McKenna, but I want to hear you say it.” He leaned his forehead against hers, shielding them with his mane of hair once more.

      “Say what?”

      “Soft and sweet, or rough and hard?” he whispered.

      Swallowing, she felt the blush burning in her cheeks, but for some reason she felt like she could say it to him while the rest of the club couldn’t hear. It still took her a second to build up the courage to softly say, “Rough.”

      “And hard?” he continued with a grin.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Fuck… your voice does something to me, McKenna. Can you stand up yet?” Landon leaned back a bit, but his arm stayed firmly around her waist as he slowly let her weight settle back on her feet.

      “I’m okay.” Her knees definitely felt shaky, but she could stand. She tried to meet his intense gaze again, but he was staring at her lips. Is he finally going to kiss me? She wanted it. Hell, she didn’t think she’d ever wanted a man to kiss her as much as she craved it in that moment, but she was still too scattered to take action.

      “Next question,” he said, and the spell was broken. The moment gone.

      Cursing herself for not going for it when she had the chance, she tried to hide her disappointment as he moved to her side again. It didn’t last long though, because a second later he pressed the Hitachi to the inside of her thigh, inching it slowly higher.

      “When you get fucked hard, do you like to get held down so you can look the person taking you in the eye?” he asked, voice low and rumbling. The magic wand brushed the knot over her clit lightly, but it was more than enough to have her panting as he leaned closer. “Or do you like to get bent over and fucked roughly from behind so they can spank your sweet ass?”

      “I…” have no idea. She felt lost between the two fantasies, imagining him on top of her, pinning her to the floor, out in the wild somewhere, or having his fist in her hair as he bent her over something and slammed deep.

      How the fuck was she supposed to choose?

      “Last chance to answer me, McKenna, before I blister your fucking ass for making me wait to see you come again,” he growled, and she moaned under her breath at the promise of pain on top of everything else. He pressed the wand against her harder, rolling the head in a sinful circle, and even if she had an answer there was no way she could have said it before he growled in her ear. “Fucking hell, girl… I’m gonna make this hurt.”

      “No, wait! Sirrr,” she whined, pleading, but he let go of her waist and pulled the Hitachi away as her brain managed to function enough for her to shout, “Both! I want both!”

      “Too late. You were a bad girl, and bad girls get their ass lit up no matter how much I like their delayed answers.” Landon caught her chin, shutting her mouth just before she was going to argue. “If it’s too much, you shout ‘yellow,’ got me?”

      “Yes, sir.” The words were barely audible, but it was because she couldn’t decide if she was more anxious about the coming pain… or excited for it. Closing her eyes, she clenched her fists on the other side of the rope and focused on the fantasies he’d painted for her. All that power, all that strength, and he was going to use it to fuck her rough and hard, in whatever position he decided, before the end of the night.

      She’d handle whatever he wanted to dish out as long as that reward was waiting on the other side of it.

      “Count them out for me, McKenna,” he commanded, and then the crack of the leather preceded a blistering streak of pain across her ass. For a second all she could do was bite down on the whimper until he shouted, “Count!”

      “One!” she cried out, and the next landed right after, before the heat had even begun to spread out. Tears pricked at her eyes as she forced out, “Two!”

      The next lash was vibrant agony, making her knees weak for a moment as she clenched her teeth against the urge to beg him to stop. Instead, she felt a rush of pride when she finally took a shaky breath and shouted, “Three, sir!”

      “Look how obedient you’re being now, unfortunately it’s too little, too late. See… bad girls always get punished with me, McKenna. Especially when all I want to do is make them come and they decide to disobey me.”

      His words summoned a wave of guilt, and she couldn’t remember the last time a ‘punishment’ had actually felt like a punishment. When the belt crashed into her again, it hurt — it hurt so fucking much — but she craved it too.

      The raw absolution of it.

      “Four, sir!” she shouted, sniffling back the tears because she didn’t want him to notice, but the pause between four and the next was so long that she brushed her cheeks off on her arms and tried to look back at him. “Sir?”

      “You want more?” he asked, and her heart wouldn’t stop pounding. It was beating at the inside of her ribs like it was pleading with her to say no… or yes… or maybe? Fuck, she couldn’t tell what she wanted, all she knew was that the pain was blurring into something otherworldly. Fuzzy and hot, and it made her feel light. “McKenna!”

      “I want what you want, sir,” she answered, and he grabbed a fistful of her hair, craning her neck back until she could only see him and her bound arms and the ceiling.

      “What if I want to belt your ass another ten times?” he growled, low and serious.

      “I’ll take it.” The words were barely a whisper, but what was more shocking was that she actually meant it.

      “Twenty?” he asked, and when she didn’t say anything, he added, “Thirty?”

      “I haven’t said ‘yellow’ yet, have I, sir?” It was a gamble, and when he slowly tightened his fist in her hair, she worried it was a mistake, but then she heard the low groan as he ran his teeth over his bottom lip.

      “Fuck, McKenna… I want to hear you scream for me. No holding back, got it?”

      Why was that so hot coming from him?

      That shouldn’t be hot, but it is. It so fucking is.

      “Yes, sir,” she answered, swallowing as he released her.

      “This will be number five,” he reminded her, and she nodded. Digging her nails into her palms, she tried to prepare — but there was no preparing for what came next.

      Five, six, and seven came so fast she tripped over the words trying to call them out, and when eight landed at the brutally sensitive place where her ass met her thighs, she did exactly what he wanted. She screamed. It was short, but definitely loud, and as soon as the spike of pain passed her head was swimming.

      “Count, McKenna,” Landon reminded her.

      “Eight, sir.” Her skin was tingling, a blurry rush of sensation riding her blood stream to reach every inch of her body until everything felt like it was humming. The next stroke could have been harder than the rest, or not, it was impossible to tell because the pain got swallowed up in everything else. There was just a flash of light behind her eyes before it blended into the whirl of colors as she managed to call out, “Nine, sir.”

      “Good girl,” he said from somewhere in the abyss she was floating in and she felt perfect peace roll over her until the next sharp lash of leather pulled her back to the surface for a moment. A short cry of pain escaped her lips before everything was buzzy and warm again. Swishy and swoony.

      Her head was too fuzzy, but she remembered to say, “Ten, sir.”

      Then she heard the buzz of the Hitachi, and she couldn’t tell if the buzzing was inside her or outside as she opened her eyes to see Landon through the blur of tears. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes bright, intense. “God, you’re so fucking beautiful.”

      She just smiled, riding the high that always came after a spanking session… only this was way better. He was close enough to kiss again. Well, maybe if he leaned down a little more, or lifted her up a little higher since she was pretty sure he was holding her up with the arm around her back.

      “You still with me, McKenna?” he asked, moving the Hitachi up her thigh before lightly running it along the rope pressed to her core.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered, shivering at the subtle vibrations teasing her clit through the knot.

      “I think you’re flying pretty high right now, but I want to watch you come again before I let you down. Think you can handle it?” He was definitely a fantasy. Guys this hot weren’t nice, they didn’t care if a girl came or not, and they definitely didn’t call her fucking beautiful.

      “You can’t be real.” Those words were supposed to stay on the inside, but he just grinned, letting out the sexiest little chuckle as he brought the buzzing Hitachi to the knot and pressed it in. All she could do was gasp, clinging onto the metal of the hook as a new sensation joined the carnival of chemical chaos happening inside her mind.

      “I’ve seen plenty of subs hit subspace, but this is the first time any of them have doubted I put them there,” he growled, leaning down so that the words buzzed against her skin in a strange echo of the magic wand between her legs. Landon pressed the head of the Hitachi more firmly against the knot, grinding it in just as the speed of it kicked up a notch.

      “Oh, God… Lan— Sir, please!” she begged, pleaded, she just had no idea what she was begging for.

      “Still think I’m not real?” he teased.

      “Sir!” Everything was too much. The heat of his skin against hers, the buzz of his voice, the rough and impossibly good way the knot of rope focused on her clit, forcing her back to the surface where everything felt very, very real. Especially Landon Bartlett.

      “Come for me, McKenna. Be a good girl and come, because I have more plans for you tonight.” He moved the head of the Hitachi back and forth, round and round, until all she could do was pant and whimper as every hazy pulse of lingering pain on her backside seemed to stoke the fire growing at her core.

      “Tell me, please,” she begged, and he groaned low, the sound melting into a growl that was right against her ear.

      “First, I’m going to fuck that sweet little mouth of yours, and you’re going to swallow every goddamn drop when I come, because when I fuck you later tonight, I’m going to make sure you know who owns you while you come over and over and over on my cock.”

      Jesus fucking Christ. Yes, please.

      She wanted to say it aloud, but there wasn’t enough time. There wasn’t enough air around her to form the words, because she was floating and burning. Pain and pleasure warring like the apocalypse was taking place in her nervous system until the orgasm hit like a nuclear bomb. Doomsday powerful. Everything went bright, and then there was nothing but heat and a glorious rush of ecstasy that sent pleasure crashing through her nerves until it was too much.

      All of it was too much. Too good. Too perfect.

      And it went on too long until something inside took mercy on her… and everything went dark.
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      He’d probably held the Hitachi on a little too long.

      Definitely too long, but he’d been greedy. Watching McKenna come was better than any porn on the planet. The moans and whimpers as she shuddered against him were so fucking hot, and he’d just wanted to watch her come again… and again… and again.

      It was when he saw her eyes roll back that he finally dropped the vibrator, just in time to tighten his arm around her waist as she went limp.

      Fuck.

      She wasn’t hard to keep upright, if anything she needed to gain some weight, but he couldn’t hold her up and grab the remote for the hardpoint.

      “Screw it,” he muttered under his breath and lifted her off the floor, reaching up with his other hand to work the hook free of the rope on her arms.

      There were probably a dozen places to sit down nearby, but Landon didn’t bother looking for them, he just tucked her into his lap and gestured toward his suit jacket. One of the submissives near the edge rushed forward to toss it to him, and he nodded at her in thanks before draping the jacket around McKenna.

      Her muscles were still trembling, like her whole body was convinced the Hitachi was still on… which was his fault.

      He’d pushed her too damn hard. First the orgasm, then belting her into subspace and making her come again anyway. Or had she come twice the second time? Could it have been three? He hadn’t exactly been counting, he’d been completely caught up in the sounds she made, the expressions passing over her face, and the way her body felt pressed against his — and now she was passed out in his lap.

      Dammit. If I fucked tonight up, I’m never going to forgive myself.

      His dick was so hard it hurt, but if McKenna couldn’t keep playing… he’d deal with it. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d jacked off in the shower, but he really wanted to make good on his promise to fuck her through the goddamn floor.

      “Broke your sub already, Bartlett?” It was Tyler, the DM who was Elijah’s right-hand man, and Landon glanced around to see if the Dungeon Master was lurking nearby. A bottle of water popped into his vision, and Tyler tilted it from side to side as he chuckled. “Take this, man.”

      “She’s just resting,” he answered roughly, grabbing the dancing water bottle from the DM.

      “Uh huh…” Tyler rolled his shoulders, looking over the crowd around the platform as they slowly dispersed, wandering toward other scenes. “Well, you need to check her hands. She was up there a while.”

      It irritated the fuck out of him that Tyler was babysitting him like some newbie, but it pissed him off even more that he hadn’t done it already. Lifting the jacket, he ran his hand over each of her fingers, relieved when he found them warm to the touch. Slightly redder than usual, but no real discoloration. “She’s good.”

      “She’s unconscious, dude,” Tyler said, laughing again as he leaned on the edge of the platform. “Not sure if I should congratulate you or lecture you on that one. Usually, the Roulette subs pass out later in the night.”

      “Guess I’m an overachiever,” Landon grumbled, and Tyler set another bottle of water on the edge of the platform, still grinning like a jackass. Glancing at him, Landon tried to keep his voice even. “Have I done something wrong?”

      “Not that I can see.”

      “Then why are you hovering like a fucking helicopter mom?” Landon snapped, and Tyler chuckled, raising his hands up as he took a step back from the platform.

      “Just doing my job. But… a little advice that you obviously don’t want? You need to get her out of some of that rope and chill out, man. Before your girl wakes up and you ruin the high you just worked so hard for.” Shrugging, the DM looked across the room and nodded at someone before turning his gaze back up to Landon. “My two cents, which you can throw out if you want.”

      Sighing, Landon wiped a hand over his face and tried to stow the over-protective aggressive asshole shit for a second. “I hear you. Hand me the med scissors over there?”

      “Sure thing.” Tyler had that douchebag, surfer dude smile on his face as he grabbed the scissors and set them next to the water bottles. “Heads up, you’re only halfway through the night, so try not to knock her out again too quick.”

      “Thanks,” Landon muttered, rolling his eyes when the DM waved at him and walked deeper into the club. He didn’t care where the other man went, or what his opinion of him was, he just wanted to make sure McKenna was okay.
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      Running his hands over the rope marks on McKenna’s arms, Landon felt like he was doing something wrong, but it was hard to keep his hands off her. She was beautiful tucked in his lap, all wrapped up in his suit jacket. It practically swallowed her whole… and he had to admit he liked having her in it.

      With her leaned against his chest, and the dark fabric cocooning her on the other side, the rest of Black Light seemed to fade into the background.

      Like it was just the two of them.

      And why doesn’t that make me want to bolt for the fucking door?

      Sighing, Landon grabbed the bottle of water beside him and took a swig. He’d cut the rope off her forearms quickly, but he still liked the look of the chest harness, so he’d left that alone. That devious rope running between her legs was still in place though. Mostly because he wanted to give her a minute to recover.

      Or ten.

      Or — he checked his watch — almost fifteen minutes now.

      But it wasn’t like she was in danger. He’d just pushed her too hard. She was breathing fine, her heart rate was good, and Landon definitely wasn’t complaining about the way her exhales felt brushing over his chest.

      It was strangely… intimate. Definitely different than his normal trips to the club, but then again nothing about Roulette was normal. He usually ran into a sub who had a wish list of things she wanted and then he’d cherry-pick the things he wanted too. Then they’d do their scene, enjoy their time together, get each other off, and be done. Sometimes it ended up in sex, sometimes not, but none of the aftercare he’d ever provided had felt like this.

      Of course, he’d never made a sub come until she passed out before.

      The flicker of pride at the back of his mind had him fighting a smile, but he knew it was stupid to be proud of. If he was a better dom, he wouldn’t have pushed her so hard. Hell, he didn’t even know the feisty little redhead, much less what she could handle — no matter how brave she acted while bordering on subspace.

      Fuck…

      He was just lucky she hadn’t screamed ‘red’ instead of counting out the damn belt strikes. That wouldn’t have gone over well considering the fucking owners of Black Light were in the building tonight. Not to mention that Elijah would absolutely haul his ass out back, and if he’d actually hurt her, he would have let the Dungeon Master do it.

      But she was fine.

      And they still had time to play, if she were up for it.

      Rubbing at his forehead, Landon scanned the room to see if Elijah or the infamous trio were watching him, but he didn’t see any of them. Even Tyler wasn’t hovering at the edge of their play area anymore. “At least luck is still on my side.”

      And I definitely got lucky at the wheel.

      He glanced down at her again, admiring the delicate slope of her nose, the little dip in her top lip, and the way her eyelashes had stuck together in places from the tears. Brushing a strand of that vibrant red hair out of her face, he was so tempted to kiss her, but that would definitely be crossing the line.

      Luckily, his concern over her had killed the hard on in his pants, but it only took one wiggle of her sweet ass to wake it right back up. “McKenna?”

      Her face pinched a little as she turned into his chest, nuzzling against him as she mumbled, “Mrrmmm, shhhh.”

      “Did you just shush me?” The sheer shock of it made him laugh and McKenna jerked upright a second later, looking dazed and confused.

      “Oh shit, did I seriously fall asleep? At Black Light?” Groaning, she buried her face in her hands, hiding under the lapel of his jacket as if that would make a difference. “Oh my God, this is so embarrassing.”

      She was trying to sit up more in his lap, but all she was actually accomplishing was grinding her ass over his dick in the most accidental lap dance he’d ever experienced. If she kept that little motion up, he was going to either have to grab her hips and stop her or fuck her right then and there — screw the next spin — but that was definitely his dick talking. He at least needed to confirm she was okay before he pounced on her again.

      “You hit subspace, and then had a couple of orgasms. I’m not surprised you needed a nap.” He grinned when she turned to look at him, effectively swiveling her ass in his lap again, and even though he’d lied through his teeth about not being surprised… it felt like the right thing to say.

      “Was everyone staring?”

      “More like applauding.” Landon leaned closer, taking a deep breath of her hair that now held a heady mix of her warm skin and the faint floral hints from her shampoo. “You look fucking gorgeous when you come, McKenna.”

      “I… um…” She swallowed, shifting in his lap again, and he grabbed her hips because he couldn’t handle it anymore.

      “You’re mine tonight, McKenna, and if I say you looked gorgeous coming for me, then what are you supposed to say?”

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered, those blue eyes looking up at him again and her lips were too damn close. He’d barely have to move to capture her mouth in a kiss, but with his dick trying to make a hole through the front of his slacks he knew he wouldn’t stop with just a kiss.

      Clearing his throat, he lifted her up from his lap and helped her stand. “Why don’t we grab a drink, get you revitalized, and we can chat about if you want to go spin again.”

      “What? Of course, I want to spin again!” All that fire was back, and he was relieved because it meant she’d be just fine, even if he ended up having to smack that ass again.

      “Forget something?” he teased her as he pushed off the platform to stand up, once again towering over her.

      “Sir, I absolutely want to spin again.”

      “Good girl. Let’s get your blood sugar back up, then we’ll find out what naughty thing you spin for us to do next,” he said, leaning down to whisper the last part by her ear. “Well, before I fuck you hard enough that you’ll feel it all week.”

      The little choked sound that slipped past her lips was some tantalizing blend of a nervous whimper and a moan of need, and it was like a live wire straight to his dick. He was so hard it hurt, and he knew there was no fucking way he’d make it through the next scene with the fiery redhead without popping off early.

      That would be embarrassing.

      “Although now that I think about it… I did tell you that if you behaved you might earn the chance to taste me first.”

      “Yes, sir…”

      Goddamn. McKenna was fucking dangerous. The way her tongue slipped over her lip as she dropped those blue eyes to his slacks had him stifling a groan. But when she bit down on her lip like she wanted to taste him just as much as he wanted her lips wrapped around his shaft — he couldn’t believe he’d been this damn lucky.

      And she called me not real?

      “You want it?” he teased.

      The minx didn’t answer him, instead she brought her eyes back up to his and slowly, so fucking slowly, slid to her knees. His suit jacket slipped from her shoulders when she reached for his slacks, and although he normally liked to be in control of things like this, he wanted to see what she’d do.

      It was like every cell in his body was on red alert. Every molecule standing at attention, preparing for war as if he were on the line in a game, but while his entire job was about stopping people in their tracks… there was no way in hell he was going to stop McKenna Bell.

      Just the vibration of her lowering his zipper had him clenching his jaw, thinking about his coach ripping him a new one for fucking up on the field or the sight of his teammates walking around naked in the locker room. Anything to keep him from imagining what her mouth would feel like.

      “May I, sir?” she asked, and he made the crucial mistake of looking down at her. Those big blue eyes were locked on him, her fingers at the edge of his boxer briefs, ready to pull them down, and she was being such a good fucking girl by asking permission.

      “You may.” It was harder than he thought to push those two words out, and a moment later he could only grunt as she freed him and wrapped her hand around his dick. She moved her hand base to tip, swiping her thumb through the pre-cum he’d been leaking since the first time she’d screamed for him. Stroking him again, she leaned forward and trailed her tongue along the underside of his shaft before taking her time licking every drop like it was a goddamn ice cream. “Fuck, McKenna…”

      She didn’t ask permission again. No, instead she pulled him into her mouth, surrounding his cock in warm, wet suction that almost made his knees buckle. It was desperation that had him reaching up for something to hold onto, and when he found the hook still dangling above them, he grabbed on like it was a fucking lifeline.

      That first long slide over her tongue was torture and ecstasy all wrapped in one, and he held his breath and tightened his grip on the hook to keep himself from coming before he even got to enjoy it.

      McKenna wasn’t making it easy though.

      Every move of her head was a test of his self-control, every flick of her tongue was a roll of the dice on if he’d come or hold off to feel her do it just one more time.

      “I’m not going to last long after that little lap dance you gave me,” he warned, and she responded by drawing him to the back of her tongue and teasing him with her goddamn throat. Growling low in his chest, he slid his hand into her hair and took a fistful of it. He didn’t direct her, not yet anyway, but he needed some semblance of control in the moment. “We’re wasting time, sweetheart. Why don’t you show me what you got so I can come down your throat and feel you swallow every drop.”

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      He’d been an idiot to think making it a command would make him feel like he was in control — because he definitely wasn’t. Even with his hand in her hair, it was McKenna cupping his balls and choking herself on his dick, letting the drool spill past her lips as she sucked and slurped and moaned until he could feel the buzz rolling up his shaft.

      “Yesss… that’s it. Drool all over my cock, McKenna. Take it.” Every time she swallowed around the head of his cock, choking and trying so hard to deep throat, it almost undid him. It was incredibly hot, even better than he’d imagined, and he didn’t want it to end. He bit down on his tongue, trying to hold out for just one more minute, one more head-spinning swallow.

      It was impossible.

      “Fuck!” Fire roared down his spine with the speed of a lightning strike, his balls drew tight, and his cock kicked just before the whole world went sideways as gravity failed. Everything went white, then multi-colored, and reality flickered as raw pleasure burned him from the inside out and he spilled everything he had into her perfect goddamn mouth.

      If it wasn’t for the hardpoint hanging from the ceiling, he probably would have ended up stumbling off the edge of the fucking platform as the room slowly came back into focus. Each part of his brain blitzed in and out for a minute before he finally became aware that his little redhead still had his dick in her mouth. Her tongue gently stroking the underside of his shaft with each delicate swallow.

      “Fuck me, McKenna…” he groaned, still not confident enough in his legs to let go of the hardpoint as he looked down at her. “You can beg me to use that talented mouth anytime you want. Now, tell me, did you swallow every drop like a good girl?”

      She nodded slightly, her lips still sealed around his dick, and for a moment he wished he could get hard again just to experience it one more time, but there was so much more fun to be had.

      “Show me,” he commanded, pulling his dick from her mouth and biting back a grin at the momentary pout on her face. When she hesitated, Landon gave her hair a tug, and she opened her mouth and stuck out that perfect pink tongue that had temporarily severed his connection to the fucking planet. “Such a good girl. I think it’s time to get you ready for our next spin, don’t you?”

      “Yes, sir.” McKenna was a glorious mess. Reddened lips, still shining with the drool that had spilled over her chin, and her eyes were glistening with tears from choking herself, willingly, on his dick.

      Where the fuck has this girl been?

      “Come on.” Helping her to her feet, he fixed his slacks and scooped up the pile of his clothes in a fist, chuckling when she reached for his suit jacket again. “Oh no, sweetheart. You’re going exactly like this.”

      “But—” That fire flashed in her eyes again, but McKenna managed to stop herself from saying whatever crossed her mind. It was progress. Of course, it could also be because the roulette wheel hadn’t chosen her fate yet and he still owned her for the rest of the night.

      “Good girl,” he praised, ditching his clothes with hers at the bottom of the steps. Kicking them into a rough mound, he tucked them against the side of the platform so they were out of the way, and turned back to her. “Ready?”

      “Yes, sir,” she mumbled, and he let the chuckle roll as he slipped a hand around the back of her neck.

      “Don’t worry, I’m excited to see what you’re going to spin for us next,” he said, squeezing her neck and nudging her toward the bar. Unfortunately, as soon as they passed through the curtain, he realized it was more crowded than he would have liked. McKenna was basically nude and the last thing he wanted was some guy ‘accidentally’ copping a feel while they were waiting for a bartender.

      Sonuvabitch.

      Directing her to the end of the bar, he left McKenna where the waitstaff went in and out. “Stay here, and I’ll grab us something.”

      “Okay,” she said, looking over the people at the bar as she crossed her arms over her chest. He didn’t bother correcting that, but he did wait until she eventually added, “Sir.”

      “Good girl. Be right back.” Winking at her, Landon headed for the front of the bar and used his size — and the fact that he was still shirtless — to make it to the front of the crowd.

      It still took a few minutes before one of the bartenders finally noticed him and shouted, “Hey! You a participant?”

      “Yeah!” Landon nodded and the guy moved toward him with a few apologetic looks at the people who were only there to watch.

      “Sorry, man. Should have told us you were a participant! Elijah will beat my ass if he finds out I held up Roulette.” The man laughed but, judging by the faint blush in his cheeks, Landon had a feeling that he wouldn’t mind getting into trouble with the Dungeon Master.

      “It’s cool. Just wanted to grab a couple of drinks and something to boost my sub’s blood sugar before we go for round two at the wheel.” It wasn’t until the words left his mouth that he realized he hadn’t even asked her what she liked to drink, but he figured anything would be better than nothing after the intense scene they’d had.

      “Gotcha, just give me your card and the name of your partner.”

      “McKenna Bell,” he replied, digging his membership card out of his wallet to hand it over. “And, hell, just make it two rum and cokes. Everyone likes rum, right?”

      “You’d be surprised, man.” The bartender chuckled under his breath as he stepped toward the registers. “Give me a minute. I’ll get your drinks and a snack plate.”

      “Thanks,” Landon called over the noise before turning to check on McKenna. It helped that he was tall, but she was easy to find with that bright red hair… and he wasn’t the only one looking. The sudden urge to go get his suit jacket and drape it around her shoulders was surprising. After all, people had been watching them all night, but seeing her alone and naked except for the rope made him itchy.

      Dammit.

      Gritting his teeth against the urge to grab one of the men next to him ogling her, Landon turned back to the bar and searched for the bartender. He was talking to Susie, and it didn’t look like a fun conversation, but it wasn’t until the head bartender looked at him with a serious expression that he got concerned.

      She had a plate in one hand and a drink in the other as she approached, setting both of them in front of him before she crossed her arms. “You ordered two rum and cokes?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Both for you?” she pressed, and Landon felt like he’d been called to the coach’s office for some fuck-up.

      “No, one is for me and one is for my sub. You think I’d try and play with a submissive while drunk? Or even tipsy?” His temper was fraying as Susie shoved a hand through her pixie cut hair and crossed her arms again to just… stare at him. “What the fuck, Susie? I’m just getting some sugar into my sub for round two and I can have a drink. I haven’t even ordered one tonight and the rules fucking say—”

      “You aren’t the problem. I already told McKenna earlier that she only got two drinks for the night, and if you’re trying to get around the rules by ordering for her then—”

      “Stop.” Landon’s temper was doing a lot more than fraying as the pieces of the situation clicked into place. “Are you trying to tell me that my sub has already had two drinks tonight?”

      “Yep.” Susie still had her serious bartender face on as she stared him down, but he didn’t give a shit about that. He just needed to know one thing.

      “When the hell did she have two drinks?”

      “Just before the event started. Had them back-to-back, and just so you know… she prefers vodka cranberry. But she isn’t getting any more of them, or anything else, tonight. No matter who orders for her.”

      “Trust me, that won’t be an issue.” Nudging the rum and coke back toward her, he pulled the plate closer and — like the excellent bartender Susie was — she popped two water bottles onto the counter instead. “Thanks.”

      “My pleasure.” She chuckled, tucking the untouched drink under the bar before she jerked her chin toward McKenna. “I’m sure you’ll handle the situation, Bartlett.”

      “Oh, I plan to.” Scooping up the waters and the plate, he turned to find McKenna wide-eyed at the end of the bar, and they only got wider as he moved closer.

      By the time he got over to her, she was tucked in the corner, already babbling excuses. “I forgot about the drinks with everything and—”

      “Want to tell me why the fuck you downed two vodkas back-to-back when you showed up here?” he asked, shoving the plate into her hands.

      “It wasn’t like that. I just… fuck. I had a crazy day and—”

      “Save it. I really don’t want to hear you lie to me right now.” Grabbing the back of her neck in a firm grip, he pushed her toward one of the tables on the periphery of the bar area. There was a guy sitting at it, but he moved long before Landon even got close. Letting go of her, he pointed at the chair. “Sit.”

      “I don’t have any clothes on, sir, I can’t just—”

      “Sit!” he snapped, and McKenna dropped into it without another word.

      He was pissed. No, he was more than pissed, because part of him was freaking the fuck out that he could have been playing with a drunk sub.

      Was that why she’d passed out? Had he missed the signs?

      Fucking hell.

      “Eat. Every single thing on that plate.” Slamming the water bottle down, the whole table rattled, and he knew he was way too wound up to talk to her about any of it yet. “Drink that too. All of it.”

      “Sir, please—”

      “Silently,” he added, grabbing his water to scan the room. He didn’t know what he should do with the information now that he had it, because if she drank that much upon arrival, how could he be sure she hadn’t pre-gamed the fucking event? Actors were known for their issues with drugs and alcohol, and while he’d never got the impression she was drunk… how could he know?

      What if she was just a high-functioning alcoholic and she’d been blasted all night?

      You’re so fucked, Landon.

      “Stay here. Eat, drink the water, and don’t talk to anyone unless it’s a fucking DM.”

      It was the look on her face that had him second-guessing himself, because he would have sworn McKenna was about to cry, but that was just one more thing to doubt. She was an actress, and she could probably cry on command.

      Christ, he didn’t know anything about her. Everything could be a lie.

      Walk away. Now.

      “I’ll be right back.” He’d just turned away when her soft voice hit him like a hard tackle.

      “You promise?”

      He wanted to turn around and look at her. Shit, what he really wanted to do was pull her back into his lap and spend the rest of the night in ignorant bliss… but he couldn’t live with that. Still, the waver in that single plea wouldn’t stop replaying in his head until he eventually said, “Yeah. Just wait here.”
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McKenna

        

      

    

    
      She’d fucked up.

      She wasn’t even exactly sure how it’d happened, but it had.

      It felt like just a second ago that they were connecting… or at least she thought they’d been connecting, but maybe she was wrong. He hadn’t even let her explain. Not that the explanation was a particularly good one, but considering he’d belted her into subspace and then made her come until her bones had melted, she felt like she deserved a little forgiveness for not speaking up immediately.

      After all, she hadn’t actually accepted the drink.

      She hadn’t even had the fucking opportunity to refuse it or explain to him that she’d already hit her limit for the night.

      Not that telling him that fact would have been a super fun conversation, but… fuck, she hadn’t even remembered about the drinks until she saw Susie behind the bar.

      Then it was like everything stopped. She’d felt frozen. Like a deer in the road, waiting for the truck to hit it. And that was McKenna to a ‘T.’ Fuck-up already in progress and completely unable to stop the oncoming devastation.

      Sniffling, she swiped at her nose and shoved the tears off her cheeks as she put another piece of fruit in her mouth, chewing mechanically before she swallowed it and repeated the process.

      The sinking feeling in her stomach didn’t make sense, nor did the tears that wouldn’t fucking stop. It wasn’t like she knew Landon well. They’d only been paired together because a stupid roulette wheel said they had to be, and she hadn’t even spent two hours with the man.

      Of course, in less than two hours he’d successfully shot her into subspace like some kind of BDSM astronaut, made her come an insane number of times, and then taken care of her when she’d passed out. He’d also been protective, and sweet in his own way, and Jesus Christ the shit he’d said to her was so hot that it should be criminal. His incredible body was just the icing, on top of more icing, on an already really fucking nice cake.

      And she’d screwed it all up because she hadn’t listened to Susie’s warning about taking the second drink right away.

      Landon was probably looking for a DM to end their play for the night, and there wasn’t a single thing she could do about it.

      She needed a goddamn time machine.

      Scrubbing at her face again, McKenna tried to draw on all her experience from years of acting classes and shitty days on set to pull herself together and put on a brave face. She might be completely naked and wearing a chest harness complete with a knot that was still rubbing against her clit every time she moved, but she didn’t have to be the pathetic sub crying in the bar on top of it.

      No. If Landon was going to get her kicked out of Roulette, she was going to walk out with at least a tiny scrap of self-respect left.

      Her gaze drifted toward the locker room, and for a fleeting moment she thought about getting her coat and leaving before Landon made the decision to drop her… but she couldn’t do it. Sure, it might save her the embarrassment of being the only participant to get ditched during the event, but then she’d never have the chance to explain herself to him — and for some godforsaken reason that mattered to her.

      Stupid.

      The truth probably wouldn’t improve the situation at all, but she still wanted the opportunity to tell him. She deserved that.

      McKenna had barely made up her mind when she saw him stomping back toward her. Landon still looked pissed, and there wasn’t a doubt in her mind that anyone on the opposing team on the football field would be intimidated by him. He was huge, and without the smile she’d seen most of the night, he just looked… scary. And unpredictable, and dangerous, and he was coming right at her.

      You can do this. Just explain it.

      There was still some fruit on the plate, but she hadn’t been able to eat much with her stomach twisting into knots. But when Landon stopped beside the table, towering over it, she popped another grape in her mouth just to avoid pissing him off further.

      “You didn’t finish your food, McKenna. Or the water.”

      “It’s only been…” Don’t argue. She pressed her lips together and dropped her gaze to the table, swallowing the words about how he’d only been gone a few minutes and replacing them with a strawberry.

      “Look at me,” he commanded, and she obeyed. The silence stretched for a long moment, and all that temporary confidence she’d built up slipped away under his hard stare.

      “I’m sorry, sir.”

      “Right.” Huffing, he shook his head a little. “Look, Susie says you didn’t seem tipsy when you showed up, and so I just have one question for the moment, McKenna.” He held up a finger with that terrifyingly intense look still cemented over his features. “And I swear if you lie to me, I’ll walk the fuck out. Free month or not. Got it?”

      She nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      A muscle in his jaw twitched as he took a step closer. “Did you have anything to drink before you came to Black Light tonight?”

      “No, sir.” She did everything she could to make him believe it, because it was the truth. She met his eyes, didn’t try to argue or make excuses, and she stayed quiet while his gaze flicked over her face. Judging, deciding.

      “Fuck…” He blew out a breath, lifting one of those beautifully sculpted shoulders in a faint shrug. “I really want to believe you, McKenna, I just—”

      “I swear, sir! I was doing laundry all morning, and cooking dinners for the week, I didn’t have anything to drink until I got here and I’m sorry that I—”

      “Just stop.” Landon sighed, planting his hands on his hips for a moment as he stared across the room at absolutely nothing for a little too long. Finally, he looked at her again and the harsh edge of his jaw seemed to have softened just a little. “Do you believe you’re sober and capable of consenting to finish Roulette?”

      “Yes, sir,” she answered, sitting up straight.

      A second chance. A fucking second chance.

      I can still fix this.

      “Then get up, McKenna. We have another kink to spin.” Landon took her by the back of the neck as soon as she stood up, and it was strangely comforting.

      He wasn’t ditching her yet, he still wanted to play, and he was leading them toward the theater for another spin.

      Before they passed through the doors, he stopped and leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Just so you understand, this conversation isn’t over. Once I know what kink I have to work with, we’re going to do it while we have a little talk about your drinking habits.”

      Oh shit.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered, and the rest of the walk toward the stage was a blur. She felt off-kilter while Landon and Madison spoke, not quite grounded as her head spun over what he’d meant by her drinking habits.

      Did he think she was some kind of alcoholic?

      The idea bothered her. Actually, it irritated the fuck out of her. Having two drinks at a bar, two drinks that she was allowed to have, didn’t make her some kind of drunk. McKenna hadn’t paid attention to Madison’s words at all, but when Landon squeezed the back of her neck, she dropped the marble into the wheel.

      It bounced and clattered before falling into the track to spin, all of the potential kinks just as mixed up as her own thoughts. Not that she cared what they landed on since it wouldn’t matter. Landon had a plan, and the spin was just a formality.

      “Look at that, another role play!” Madison said, flashing a bright smile that McKenna tried to return. “You two are lucky though, cop and criminal role play is one we haven’t seen yet tonight. And I’m sure Officer Bartlett will come up with something very creative for his naughty criminal.”

      Cop and criminal?

      “Thanks, Madison.” Landon nodded at the MC, and then the grip on McKenna’s neck tightened a second before he headed off the stage, pushing her ahead of him once more. As they headed toward the exit, she could have sworn she heard him mumble something about luck being on his side, but there was no fucking way she was going to ask him about it.

      He was already pissed off and role play meant he could do whatever he wanted as long as he pretended to be a cop while he did it. Well, anything that wasn’t on her limits list, but considering she’d only been allowed to choose four limits… there were plenty of things left to torture her with.

      And she’d apparently given him the perfect excuse.

      Hope the drinks were worth it, idiot.
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        * * *

      

      Landon hadn’t said another word to her after the spin. They’d returned to the play area and he’d walked her right over to Tyler, one of the main DMs. The two men had some secret, whispery conversation while she’d stood off to the side getting stared at by random observers.

      Then Landon just… walked off.

      Tyler had told her to kneel, she’d obeyed, and for the last few minutes she’d felt more like furniture than a participant in Roulette. He kept talking quietly to the other DMs over their fancy radios, but she couldn’t catch much of it with all the noise on the floor.

      The good news was that the DM didn’t seem upset with her, but that didn’t guarantee Landon hadn’t told him about the two drinks and what had happened at the bar. But even if he told Tyler all about it, she hadn’t done anything wrong. It wasn’t like she had tried to order a third drink. That had been Landon’s idea, and he hadn’t even given her the chance to explain herself.

      No, instead he’d just made assumptions about her over something stupid.

      And now he was going to punish her for what he thought she’d done wrong? Screw that.

      Glancing up at Tyler, she watched his gaze scan the room for a few seconds before she asked, “Any idea what he has planned for me?”

      “Well, I heard you’re a very bad girl who got caught doing something naughty. I imagine Bartlett is going to show you how cops at Black Light treat naughty girls.” Tyler grinned, and all she wanted to do was roll her eyes, but making the DM mad wasn’t going to help her situation.

      Still… role play wasn’t the worst thing they could have spun.

      After all, she played roles for a living, and getting the chance to play the criminal instead of one of the good guys sounded like a lot of fun.

      And weren’t criminals supposed to be disrespectful to cops?

      McKenna bit down on her lip to stop the smile as an idea formed in her mind. Sure, Landon had his own plan for how the scene was going to go, but she could have one too.

      “So…” Lifting her gaze to Tyler again, she waited until he was paying attention before she continued. “I’m the criminal in this role play?”

      “I don’t think Landon plans on having you arrest him, McKenna.” Chuckling, Tyler brushed a hand over her hair in a soothing stroke. “Don’t worry about it. You had fun with him earlier, right?”

      “Oh yeah, it was a lot of fun.” And this is going to be even better.

      For the next few minutes, she thought about every show she’d watched where bad ass women played criminals. Tough, sharp-tongued, fearless. She could do that, because a woman like that would make someone listen.

      When Landon appeared in the crowd again, she took her time admiring just how good he looked stomping toward her, and the sight of the handcuffs dangling from his hand sent a zing of excitement through her.

      “Looks like your officer is here, McKenna,” Tyler said, grinning down at her, but she only spared him a momentary glance before she fixed her gaze on Landon.

      Letting a cocky smirk spread over her lips, she leaned back on her hands to look as casual as possible — even though it dragged that damn rope between her thighs again and added even more pressure to the knot.

      “Hey, Officer Bartlett.”

      “Uh, hey.” Landon gave Tyler an odd look before he shook the cuffs at her. “Get up, McKenna.”

      “Screw you, cop,” she snarked, staying exactly where she was. Smirk on her face, still on her knees, but leaned back on her hands with her body on display for everyone. Including him.

      Tyler stifled a chuckle as Landon’s eyebrows slowly climbed up his forehead before his expression hardened again. “You’re not being smart right now.”

      “Since when do I care if a cop thinks I’m smart?” Letting out a laugh, McKenna ran a hand back through her hair, shaking it out behind her as she lounged again. “Nah, I think I’m just fine right here.”

      “Last chance, McKenna,” he growled, but she just smiled. Excitement buzzed through her veins, blended with a little nervous energy and more than a bit of anticipation at what he’d do with his ‘naughty criminal.’ He moved closer, planting the toe of his shoe between her knees so he could lean over her. “Get up, or I make you get up.”

      “Then it looks like you’re gonna have to make me, cop.” She popped the end of the word with as much sass as she could muster, and in the next moment Landon’s iron grip was on her arm, hauling her to her feet with a rough jerk.

      “You really want to play this game?” he asked, lips right against her ear, and she laughed.

      “Like I said before… screw you, cop. I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      “Fucking hell, McKenna.” Grumbling to himself, he pulled her arm up and locked one of the cuffs around her wrist, but when he just held out his hand for the other, she knew he didn’t understand the game at all. “Give me your other hand.”

      “Hell no! What the fuck are you arresting me for? Aren’t you supposed to tell me before you drag me off like a total asshole?” The words had barely left her lips when his massive hand caught her chin in a rough grip.

      “Did you just call me an asshole?”

      “Sounds like you got a feisty one, Officer Bartlett,” Tyler said, laughing under his breath. “You going to let her talk to you like that?”

      “Fuck no.” Landon jerked her chin up, forcing her mouth shut and straining her neck as he towered over her. “You want bad cop? I can do bad cop, sweetheart.”

      “Go fuck y—” This time she didn’t even get to finish before Landon shoved her into the wall beside Tyler, spinning her until her cheek was pressed against the paint, grip tight on the back of her neck as he pinned her there.

      “Stay,” he commanded, but the moment he let go, she tried to push off the wall. He was too fast for that though, and she hadn’t expected anything different. Landon had her back against the wall in a breath, crowding her with his body so he could force her other arm behind her back.

      The click of the second cuff locking around her wrist sent an exhilarating thrill rushing down her spine, but she couldn’t show that because criminal McKenna wouldn’t be quite as happy about it. “Let me go, asshole! You can’t just arrest people for nothing. Fucking cops think they can do whatever they want!”

      “Shut up,” he growled, switching his hand to the back of her head to press her cheek into the wall while he checked the cuffs. He tightened them another painful notch, then took a handful of her hair in a tight fist, using it to yank her away from the wall. Little stings skittered across her scalp, but all she did was laugh like the badass bitch she was supposed to be.

      “Good luck, officer,” Tyler called out, chuckling as Landon shoved her past him toward the hall with the fantasy rooms.

      “This is bullshit,” she snapped and — judging by the sharp tug on her hair — he really didn’t like that.

      “Keep going, McKenna. I’m going to make you regret every fucking word.” It was a promise, but it was one she was definitely looking forward to him fulfilling as they entered the hall.

      Her eyes were drawn to the only open door, which she knew was the medical room, but as they passed the window her jaw dropped. It didn’t look like the same room at all anymore. The table wasn’t padded anymore. Instead, there was just a flat, shiny metal surface, which matched the two stark metal chairs that had been set up facing each other. What really made her second-guess the room was the empty, white wall that McKenna was fairly sure had been medical cabinets the last time she was in there.

      Landon wasn’t nearly as interested in the scenery though. He didn’t even look around as he dragged her inside and over to a chair, shoving her into it without an order to stay this time.

      Not that it would have mattered.

      The second he turned away to slam the door, McKenna jumped up, knocking the chair over for a bit of dramatic effect — and it worked. Landon spun around, all that wild hair making him look deliciously dangerous, but she wasn’t afraid of him.

      And ‘Criminal McKenna’ wouldn’t be either.

      “Get back in the damn chair,” he growled, and she laughed, letting it roll like it was the funniest thing she’d ever heard.

      “Are you serious? I’m not doing anything for you, cop. You hauled me in here for nothing, and you got nothing on me.” Lifting her chin in defiance, she watched him rub at his forehead, an irritated sigh following. He wasn’t enjoying the character she’d chosen, but it’s not like he’d put role play on his limits list. The least he could do was play along since he’d gone to the effort of turning the medical playroom into a makeshift police interrogation room. Pushing his buttons a little more, she added, “Nothing to say?”

      “Sit down. Now. Before I tie you to the fucking thing.” Landon pointed at the chair, but he really should have picked a better threat, because that just sounded fun.

      “Oh yeah? We’ll see what my lawyer has to say about that.”

      “What makes you think you’ll get a lawyer?” he asked, and she loved the little spark of mischievous energy in his eyes.

      Maybe he would play along.

      “Umm… it’s my fucking rights? That’s why.” Jerking her chin toward the door, she pressed her luck a little more. “Now, be a good little cop and go get one for me, because I’m not saying shit.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” she confirmed, flashing a grin at him, but it disappeared when he crossed the space between them in a couple of long strides and grabbed her by the neck. McKenna gasped when her shoulders collided with the wall, her arms pinned behind her back by the cuffs, forced to stare up at him as he moved in close.

      “Let me make something clear to you. You don’t tell me what to do. Actually, you don’t fucking speak unless I ask you to, got it?” The rough, intense way those words came out shouldn’t have been hot, especially not with his massive hand wrapped around her neck, squeezing lightly… but it was more shocking than uncomfortable. He hadn’t actually hurt her when he grabbed her and the way he’d shoved her against the wall had been controlled. Everything about Landon Bartlett screamed ‘control’ in that moment, and it was seriously hot.

      He had promised to give it to her rough and hard, hadn’t he?

      “I thought you wanted to interrogate me,” she snarked, and his grip tightened just enough to threaten her airway. The frisson of panic was exhilarating, but she held onto her character. “Isn’t that what you said, cop?”

      “Oh, I’m going to interrogate you, and you’re going to answer all my questions honestly, or I’m going to make you regret ever crossing my path tonight.”

      Holy shit. Was that Landon acting, or had that been real? She really couldn’t tell, which was the sign of good actor, but… shit. That did not bode well for her.

      “Ready to sit in the chair?” he asked.

      “Screw you.”

      “Fine, have it your way.” The world spun as Landon took her from the wall, turning her until her back met his chest, his hand still tight to her throat. Dragging her with him to the upright chair, he stepped around it so that he could force her to sit, and then she heard keys jingling.

      “Letting me go?” she taunted, and he squeezed the air off with a slight shift of his hand. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Blood pounded behind her eyes, and she squirmed, pulling her hand forward when he undid the cuff.

      She tugged at his hand on her throat, but he didn’t budge at all as he spoke calmly. “Give me that hand back and then you can breathe.”

      McKenna tried to stand up or twist off the chair, but none of it worked. Landon was just too strong, and he had the advantage, while her lungs were starting to set off alarm bells in her brain about wanting oxygen.

      “Put your arm through the opening in the back of the chair so I can cuff you again, McKenna. Preferably before you pass out again, because I think it would be a bit hard to explain away this time.” It was the cold, calm way he said it that finally forced her to obey.

      Hell, even ‘criminal’ McKenna needed to breathe.

      The second she passed her hand through the slat, he released her throat to lock the cuff, but she barely paid attention as oxygen and blood started moving in her body again. A wave of dizziness came along with it as she gasped in air, sputtering curses in between each inhale and exhale.

      “See how easy things can be for you when you act like a good girl?” he purred, his lips close to her ear, and it was so tempting to give in to that hungry edge in his tone.

      Luckily, he moved away before she broke character, scooping the other chair off the floor to plant it across from her. When he sat down, she was still breathing hard, but he looked calm and relaxed and criminally gorgeous as he stretched those long legs out in front of him.

      “Ready to cooperate?” he asked, and she sat up as much as she could, trying to adjust to having her arms through the back of the chair.

      McKenna took a deep breath, working to compose herself before she met his gaze and smiled. “Not a fucking chance, cop.”
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Landon

        

      

    

    
      He should have known she wouldn’t give in.

      The little actress was having way too much fun playing the bitchy criminal, but while it had irritated the fuck out of him at first, he’d enjoyed subduing her a lot more than he would have guessed.

      Still, he had to figure out how to approach the questions he really wanted to ask while still doing the stupid roleplay because he knew there would be people lurking in the hall now that the room was occupied.

      “Let’s start with something easy. What did you have to drink when you arrived here tonight?” It was a good question to test her honesty with, because Susie had already given him the answer, but the real issue would be if she lied to him.

      Then he’d be right back where he started — unsure if the feisty redhead had been honest with him at all. And without honesty, there was nothing more he could do. No more play tonight, or any other night… and that was the part that bothered him the most.

      “Answer me.”

      “Oh, am I allowed to speak again?” she snarked, giving him an exaggerated eye roll that showed the faint redness on her neck.

      “I’m waiting.” Tucking his thumbs into the front of his slacks, he rested his hands in his lap and tried to look a lot more patient than he actually was.

      “Hmm… when I arrived?”

      Sighing, he nodded. “Yes, when you got here.”

      “I drank water at the bathroom sink,” McKenna answered, a victorious grin passing over her lips, and it took all his self-control not to snap because she was so satisfied with herself that he knew it was true.

      But they both knew it wasn’t the question he’d asked.

      “At the bar,” he clarified. “What did you have to drink at the bar?”

      “A drink.”

      “Answer the fucking question, McKenna. Last chance,” Landon warned, feeling his temper rising.

      The beautiful redhead tilted her head, pretending to think hard, before looking at him again with that same self-satisfied smirk. “An alcoholic drink.”

      “That’s it,” he growled, shoving himself out of the chair to stomp over to the metal table where the riding crop was just begging to be used. The second he picked it up, McKenna’s face changed, and it was his turn to grin.

      “It was vodka, okay? Vodka and cranberry,” she said, shifting on the chair as the cuffs clattered against the back of it.

      He was glad she’d told the truth, but it really was, “Too late.”

      The crack of the riding crop snapping across her thighs echoed in the small room, but it was the way her whine filled the space that made him really happy.

      “In case you misunderstood your situation, McKenna. This interrogation is not optional, and neither is your honesty. Get the picture?” Tapping the riding crop on his palm, he stood over her until she finally looked up at him, jaw clenched and blue eyes blazing.

      “I don’t think this interrogation technique is exactly legal, Officer Bartlett.”

      “Hmm, well, I guess it’s lucky for me you’re not going anywhere then, isn’t it?” He loved how strong she was glaring up at him. She was just so damn fiery. It wasn’t just because of her hair either, she was vibrant through and through, and sexy, and beautiful… and that made the possibility of never playing with her again sting a lot more than he’d expected it to.

      But if she had an issue with alcohol, if she’d put them both at risk tonight because of it, then he couldn’t continue. Not tonight, not ever.

      The thought was bitter and sobering, and it made it a lot easier to take a step back from her.

      “So, you had vodka with cranberry when you arrived?” he repeated, getting back on track as he pulled his chair a little closer and dropped into it.

      “Yep.” She popped the end of the word, trying to irritate him, but he ignored it.

      “How many?”

      McKenna rolled her eyes again, sighing loudly. “You already know how many I had.”

      “Then it should be pretty easy to answer the question,” he retorted, and the bitchy criminal faded from her face a little as she met his gaze.

      “Two.”

      “Both vodka?”

      “Yep,” she confirmed, but this time she looked away, and he couldn’t tell if that was embarrassment or if she was hiding something.

      “Have anything else to drink today?”

      “Sure did!” McKenna shifted on her seat, unable to sit all the way up in the position he’d cuffed her in, but she did her best, lifting her petite chin in defiance. “I started with my morning coffee, had some water too. Pretty sure I had an energy drink and a cup of tea in the afternoon and—”

      “That’s not the question.”

      “Really? You asked if I had anything to drink today, and I’m pretty sure all of those are beverages that you have to drink… unless you have some other way to take in your coffee?” she smirked. “You into those coffee enemas, cop?”

      Leaning forward, Landon cracked the crop across her thighs again, reveling in the way she hissed air through her teeth, her feet bouncing on the floor as she tried to ease the sting.

      “Goddammit!” she shouted. “You’re being ridiculous!”

      “Ridiculous? I don’t think it’s ridiculous to find out if the sub I’ve been playing with decided to get lit before she showed up at the fucking club, McKenna! Who the fuck do you think would end up in a real interrogation room if you changed your mind about this shit when you sobered the hell up?” He’d definitely let his temper off the leash for a moment, raising his voice, but he reined it back in when he saw the hurt expression pinch her delicate features. Groaning, he propped an elbow on his knee so he could bury his face in his hand and block her out.

      He hadn’t meant to say any of that. Not yet anyway, or maybe not at all, but he was off his fucking game around her. As a dom he depended on reading his sub’s body language and facial expressions to know how she was doing, but every single thing about McKenna was in question. She was a professional actress so there was no guarantee that any of it was real.

      Their whole night could be a lie.

      Hell, she could be lying right now. It’s not like he was an expert on people.

      “You really think I’m that kind of person?” she asked, and her voice was much quieter, more like the version of McKenna he’d spent the night with instead of the bitchy criminal she’d created for the role play.

      Sighing, he sat up, but he wished he hadn’t.

      McKenna Bell was either a fantastic fucking actress, or she really was about to cry this time.

      “Is that what you think of me? Just because I had two drinks when I got here?” She stopped, shaking her head and chewing on her lip for a moment while she glanced at the mirrored wall. People could be, and probably were, watching, listening, and he didn’t know if she was going to call an end to the night right then and there.

      The thought made him want to tell her that he didn’t care about the drinks, just to keep her there, but the problem was that he did care. It was his job to care about that shit. He was her dom for the night, but before he could figure out how to explain that she dropped her gaze from the mirror and took a breath.

      “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she whispered, shrugging a shoulder as she stared at the floor between them. “I already told you I didn’t drink before I got here. I’ve had a shitty week, and I was nervous about what would happen tonight so… yeah. I had both of the drinks I was allowed to have before the spins. But you obviously don’t believe me, or you wouldn’t be asking me again.”

      “I want to believe you, McKenna, I—” do believe you. The words almost came out, but his dad’s voice in the back of his mind wouldn’t let him say it. He’d never been great at trusting people, and as much as he wanted to believe she was being honest with him, too many guys fucked up their lives over a pretty face. Fuck, he’d spent his entire career avoiding that mistake.

      But if he was going to make it for anyone… he’d probably make it for McKenna Bell.

      “You want to believe me, but you don’t.” Huffing, she glanced over at the mirrored window again. “You know, earlier tonight you asked me if I trusted you. You said you had to know if I trusted you or we couldn’t play, and I told you that I did and then I put my safety in your hands, and I don’t know what more I could do to show that.” A hushed, bitter chuckle slipped past her lips before she continued. “The thing that kills me is I still like you, even after this bullshit, and I do trust you, but you can’t give me the same courtesy.”

      It felt like someone had punched him in the gut, all the air leaving his lungs as he tried to come up with something to say, any reasonable response, but there wasn’t one. He’d been a total asshole, a fucking hypocrite, and he’d let his own baggage cloud his judgment like an idiot. “McKenna, I’m—”

      “No, it’s fine…” She sniffled, shaking out her hair as she lifted her chin and put on a brave face that he knew wasn’t real. “I guess that means the game is over, right?”

      Shit.

      No. No fucking way.

      The idea of her walking out, of him never getting to taste her, or hear her come in his ear while he fucked her just like he’d described earlier in the night… he couldn’t handle that. Shit, the idea of anyone else touching her was even worse. If he ever saw her tied up or bent over in front of another dom he’d probably break the asshole’s jaw.

      He wasn’t going to let that happen. Luck had dropped the little redhead in his lap for the night, and he had to believe that wasn’t a mistake. He was the only one that had made a mistake in questioning her, and he’d almost ruined everything by pushing her away.

      “Before you call the DMs or whatever, can we at least do one more thing?” She shifted in the chair. “Maybe… give you another blowjob?”

      “What?” Landon’s thoughts were already on puree inside his head, but her asking to suck his dick again almost broke his brain completely. “You… what?”

      “I’d like to give you another blowjob.” A small smile tugged at her lips when she looked up at him, and he loved the way her cheeks turned pink as she met his gaze. “I mean, I’m already at the right height, and you can think of it like an apology for fucking up the night. I admit it was stupid of me to have both drinks back-to-back, but…” Another shrug of her shoulder. “I still had fun, and you gave me more than a few orgasms earlier so it’s only fair.”

      Yeah, his brain definitely wasn’t working right, because there was no way he’d heard her correctly. “You want to give me a blowjob?”

      “If you’ll let me.” That pink tongue slipped out to wet her lips as her gaze dropped to his slacks. “I mean, I’ve always liked doing them. The whole submissive mindset thing, and you seemed to enjoy it earlier. Plus, you taste good, so I just figured it would be a better end to the night than—”

      “Who said the night’s ending?” The crop fell off his lap when he got up, but he didn’t even glance at it as he closed the distance between them. Bracing his hands on the back of her chair to lean close, he loved the way her lips parted, that little gasp of breath waking his cock up.

      Yep, he was absolutely about to do the dumb thing and think with his dick… but he didn’t care.

      “I’m not quitting, McKenna, are you?”

      “No, sir,” she whispered, and he was undone. Grabbing the back of her head, he caught a handful of her hair and captured her mouth in a kiss. Her moan buzzed against his lips just before she parted hers to let him in, their tongues colliding as he craned her neck back to take control.

      Everything about the kiss was better than he’d imagined. She was yielding but just as hungry as he was, and the fucking noises she made were raw and real and it made him want to see what other noises he could pull from her.

      Breaking the kiss, he stared down into her eyes, both of them breathing just a little harder. “For the record, I do trust you. Yes, having two drinks back-to-back was stupid, especially when you didn’t know who you were playing with, but I believe you.”

      “You do?” she whispered.

      “Yes, and I know how lucky I am that you trusted me with your submission tonight.” Craning her head back farther, he nipped her lip, lowering his voice as he figured out exactly what he wanted. “And the night isn’t over. You’re still mine and I’m absolutely not done with you yet. Now, get up.”

      “Um,” McKenna shook the cuffs against the chair, and he groaned, releasing her hair so he could dig out the keys.

      “Stupid fucking roleplay,” he muttered under his breath, but her light laugh had him smiling as he took the cuffs off and tossed them aside. “What’s so funny?”

      “I thought I played a criminal pretty well.”

      “Yeah, about that… I still owe you for calling me an asshole.” Grabbing her hair again, he pulled her up from the chair, leading her toward the table. “And that’s just to start with, but I want to do something else first.”

      “What’s that?” McKenna turned to look up at him, and he knew he’d done the right thing — even if it blew up in his face later — because she looked absolutely beautiful when she smiled.

      “I’m going to taste this sweet cunt you’ve been keeping nice and wet for me all night.” Slapping the top of the table, he jerked his chin toward it. “Get up.”

      “Yes, sir.” She was grinning as she hopped onto the table, but when he wrapped his hand around the rope running between her thighs and pulled, McKenna groaned. “Fuuuuuck.”

      “Sore?” he teased, reaching past her to pick up the safety scissors, but he didn’t cut the rope right away. Instead, he moved it back and forth, tightening and releasing it just so he could watch her face change. “How’s that knot working for you?”

      “Pretty sure my clit is raw,” she joked, but he could tell there was a little truth to it, and the thought of the pleasure and pain she’d experience as he tasted and fucked her turned him on.

      “Then I think it’s done its job, and I need it out of the way anyway.” Snipping the rope, he dragged it slowly free, putting the scissors on the little medical tray the DM had forgotten to take with him when they’d hastily changed the room. He didn’t care if it looked like an interrogation room anymore, he was way more interested in just how soaked her pussy was. “Be a good girl for me, lie back and spread your legs.”

      “Yes, sir.” McKenna obeyed him and he definitely liked the real her, actress or not, more than her criminal alter-ego. When she tucked her heels onto the edge of the table and dropped her knees to the side, he had to bite down on the groan. Her cunt was red and so wet from the constant attention that her skin was shiny in the lights.

      “Fuck yes,” he said, half to himself, and she took a breath like she was going to make a comment, but Landon didn’t want to wait. He leaned in and dragged his tongue through her folds and whatever she almost said came out as a whimpery moan. Looking up the angle of her body, he commanded her to “Do that again.”

      Grabbing onto her hips, he pushed her up the table so he could brace his elbows on the end, holding her exactly where he wanted for the next long lick. When he flicked his tongue over her clit, he got another whine that was music to his ears. So, like the sadist he was, Landon focused there, sucking the little nub while she squirmed and begged. “Fuck! Wait, wait, sir, pleaaase!”

      Delving his tongue through her wetness again he moved his thumb to rub circles over her clit, forcing her to take every moment of the pleasure and pain while her hips jerked and twitched. That war between seeking more and being overwhelmed was his favorite part of going down on his subs, and he’d never understood the guys who thought they were above it.

      When else could he have this much focus and power over her responses?

      It wasn’t an implement or a toy bringing her to the edge of sanity, it was him. His hands, his tongue, and he fucking loved it. Especially with how vocal McKenna was. She wasn’t stifling her moans or the whimpers, and every time she said please his dick twitched like it wanted to answer the request — but that wasn’t going to happen yet.

      There was no way to maintain this kind of control while fucking her, and for the moment he was enjoying every lick and every cry, because she tasted incredible and sounded even better.

      “Sir, please, please, please!” McKenna begged, getting louder with every repeated plea, and he looked up from between her thighs without taking his thumb off her clit. She was propped up on her elbows, but when he added a little more pressure to her clit, her head dropped back as she let out a groan. Her pert breasts angled toward the ceiling as she arched, letting out unintelligible murmurs that had him smiling.

      “Did you have something you wanted to say?”

      “Fuck, yes, but— oh my God! Sir, please, I can’t…” Another long whine as she tried to twitch away from his touch, but she wasn’t going anywhere unless she gave him a damn good reason.

      “Can’t what?”

      “Talk!” she shouted, letting out a half laugh, half moan, that convinced him to give her a little break. Leaning down for one more lick, he dragged it out before looking up the plane of her body again.

      “Okay, talk.”

      “Jesus Christ… you…” McKenna was panting, flushed from nipples to hairline, and he chuckled.

      “Not Jesus, but thanks for the compliment. Is that all you wanted to say? Because I’m not done.”

      “No, I want to, um—” She looked at him again, and he lifted his eyebrows, waiting. McKenna blew out a breath and then so quietly said, “I want to try it with you.”

      “Try what?” he asked, confused, and when she rolled her eyes, he smacked her hip. “You’re not playing the criminal again, if that’s what you’re asking.”

      “No. I told you earlier why I had that thing on my limits list, but… before you make me come again and I lose all ability to think straight, I wanted to tell you that you can, I mean we can. Because I want to. With you.”

      Fuck.

      She couldn’t be saying what he thought she was. No way. Pushing up from the table, he leaned over her, bracing his hands on either side of her rope-bound ribs so that he could clearly see her eyes. His mind was already spinning fantasies and his dick was completely on board, but he had to make sure. “You’re talking about anal?”

      “Yeah,” McKenna whispered, and her cheeks were red enough to compete with her hair. With her wide blue eyes looking up at him, she looked so utterly vulnerable. Small and more than a little nervous, but she was still offering to cross it off her limits list… for him.

      And he totally hadn’t earned that kind of trust from her.

      He’d basically accused her of being a drunk in front of who-the-fuck-knew how many people, but this beautiful, fiery submissive was giving him permission to cross a line she’d had in place since that bastard had hurt her.

      Dammit, Landon…

      Grabbing onto her hips, he yanked her down the table so he could kiss her. He tried to start gently, but she reached for him, nails digging in over his ribs as she met the kiss without any hesitation over tasting herself on his lips. Then he felt her thighs squeezing in at his waist, inviting him in, trusting him, and he calmed the kiss down, trailing his lips across her jaw and then to her neck.

      “Please, sir? I want to, I want it to be you,” she whispered, and he clenched his jaw, grabbing onto the edge of the table as his dick went to war with his head — but he already knew the only answer.

      Leaning up again, he brushed the hair off her cheek, meeting those baby blues as he did the right thing, even though it really, really sucked. “Listen, McKenna, I’m glad you trust me enough to offer that, but…” He shook his head, smoothing out the wrinkle that appeared in her forehead. “We’re not crossing that line tonight.”

      “But I want you to—”

      Landon pressed his thumb over her lips to stop her from begging, because his self-control was already wearing thin, and it was taking all his sanity to make the right choice. “Hey, I didn’t say never, did I?”

      “Please?” she begged past his thumb, and he groaned low.

      “Why tonight?”

      “Because I trust you, and I think you could make it good, and tonight is supposed to be about testing limits, right? So, I just wanted to let you know I’m okay with it, if you want to, but it’s okay if you don’t, I mean—”

      “Really?” Grinding his dick against her ass, he chuckled. “You really think I don’t want to?”

      “Then why?” she asked softly, her mouth forming a tempting pout, and he sighed.

      “If we do that, someday, I’d want to do it right so you will enjoy it, but that takes time.”

      A smile slowly spread over her lips as McKenna reached up to thread her fingers into his long hair. “Did you just imply you want to play with me again?”

      “Trust me… the list of things I want to do to you is very, very long.” Running a hand down her side, Landon squeezed her hip. “Including fucking your sweet ass if you’re still interested in it.”

      “I am,” she insisted, and he swatted her.

      “Stop trying to tempt me. Now, have you ever tried a butt plug?” he asked, and she nodded slightly. “Let me guess, he didn’t warm you up for that either?”

      McKenna shook her head and he once again wished he had the info on whoever had screwed up so badly, but for now all he could do was take a small step in the right direction so that she could see it didn’t have to be a bad experience.

      “Then, if you’re okay with it, I’d love to put a plug in your ass before I bend you over this table and fuck you.” Leaning down, he brushed a kiss over her collarbone, moving toward her breast as he spoke between licks and nips. “And that means with every thrust… you’ll feel that plug in your ass… the plug that I put there… that you asked for… begged for… and when you come on my cock… you’ll see just how good it can be. How good I can make it… when I eventually fuck your ass.”

      Capturing her nipple, he sucked, loving the way McKenna had arched, grinding against him while he’d described how he planned to use the plug — once he found one anyway.

      The last thing he wanted to do was leave her alone on the table, wet and waiting, just so he could wander around Black Light with his dick tenting the front of his pants on a butt plug foraging mission, but he was willing to do it. For her.

      “Fuck, Landon… sir, I want it. I want you, please.” Her fingers wound deeper into his hair, toying with it as he edged them both with their sinful grinding. It was the best kind of torture, but he’d made a promise and he needed to keep it.

      “Okay. Just stay here, don’t move. I’ll be right back.” Pushing himself away from her was physically painful, but he managed to move back from the table and tuck his hard-on into his waistband for the awkward hide-and-seek through Black Light.

      Tearing his eyes from McKenna’s beautiful body, Landon was just about to open the door when there was a light knock. What the fuck? Confused, he opened it to find Weston wearing a wide grin and holding a small bag out toward him. “Here you go, man.”

      “Huh? What is it?” he asked, but as soon as he glanced in the bag, he grinned and reached over to slap Weston on the shoulder. “Damn, man. I owe you one. Hell, more than one because of your help earlier.”

      “I’ll hit you up for game tickets,” Weston retorted, laughing as he reached for the door handle. “Enjoy the last of the night.”

      “Thanks.” Landon turned around as the door shut behind him, meeting McKenna’s confused face as he raised the bag. “No turning back now.”

      “They brought you a…” She bit down on her lip, her knees pressing together, and he knew she was nervous, but he also knew how to make the experience good for her.

      “Changed your mind?” he asked, dragging the medical tray closer to the table so he could spread out the items in the bag. “You still can, McKenna.”

      “No! I want this. I want to try it, sir. With you.”

      Damn. There wasn’t anything hotter than having a woman put aside her own fears because she trusted him to push her limits, and while Landon didn’t think he’d earned it… that wasn’t his decision to make. McKenna had been brave enough to ask for it, brave enough to speak up, and he was greedy enough to accept it.

      It wasn’t until he saw the shiny, metal butt plug in its package that he got nervous himself. The plug was a little bigger than he might have chosen himself, but even at its widest point it wasn’t as big as his dick, and she’d offered to have him fuck her ass. This would be better for tonight. Hell, it was his only option for tonight, but that didn’t mean she’d be able to handle it. “What word do I want you to say if it’s too much?”

      “Yellow,” she answered, sitting up slightly, but he covered the plug with the packet of wipes Weston had thrown in alongside the lube and a handful of different sized condoms.

      “Good girl. Lay back down and bring your ass to the edge of the table.”

      While she obeyed, he grabbed one of the metal chairs and brought it over. If he hadn’t been so intent on transforming the room from doctor’s office to police station, he’d still have the padded rolling stool, but the chair would have to work.

      “Fuck, you look so hot like this, McKenna,” he growled, letting his eyes roam over the rope crisscrossing over her chest, the delicate rise of her breasts, the dip of her waist, and the wet cunt between her thighs that was just begging for more attention.

      “Thank you, sir,” she whispered, and he took his seat, ripping open the package for the plug in his lap to keep it out of sight as he got everything set up.

      “You’re going to take this plug for me like a good girl, and then I’m going to fuck you like the very bad girl you were in our roleplay.”

      “Can I call you Officer Bartlett?” The playful little smirk on her face was all sass, but if it made her feel more confident, then… fuck it.

      “Fine, but that’s only going to make me want to fuck you harder.”

      McKenna grinned and laid back on the table, that sultry edge creeping back into her voice as she said, “Sounds good to me, Officer Bartlett.”

      Goddamn, I’m in so much trouble with this girl.
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      She’d expected Landon to go straight for the plug like Shaun had, but she should have known better. Nothing that had happened so far had been rushed, and as he worked his magic between her legs, she wasn’t sure if he even remembered about the plug.

      “Oh God,” she whined as he focused on her clit again, sucking and flicking his tongue against the bundle of nerves while his thick fingers worked inside her. He played her body like they knew each other, like he knew just how much he could tease her g-spot before she was on the edge of coming, and then he’d slow down. “Please, sir, officer, you’re killing me…”

      “You seem healthy enough to me,” he replied before returning to her clit with an even more intense pressure that yanked her back to the edge of bliss in an instant.

      All she could do was whimper, hands gripping the sides of the table as she tried to move, seeking just a little more, but he had her pinned to the table. One arm draped over her hips, and he was more than strong enough to keep her there.

      Just as that brilliant promise of ecstasy got closer again, his fingers slipped from her and moved down, one digit pressing against her rear entrance as she tensed instinctively.

      “Relax, breathe,” he coached her, and she closed her eyes and tried to obey. The click of the lube bottle had her body twitching again, but his mouth descended on her clit and pushed back the sudden rush of anxiety.

      It just wasn’t gone completely.

      I trust him. I trust him. He won’t hurt me.

      McKenna repeated the words over and over as he spread the cool lube around her hole, pressing gently, moving slowly, nothing like Shaun — but the memory of pain was burned into her mind. The warning bells going off weren’t some conscious choice, it was self-preservation. She refused to listen though, gripping the sides of the table until her fingers ached as he finally slipped inside. A choked sound escaped her before she could bite down on it, but it wasn’t because it hurt. She’d expected pain, but really it just felt… strange.

      “Good girl,” he growled, attacking her clit again which had her clenching around the invading digit as he moved it back and forth. It felt weird, so freaking weird, but it didn’t hurt yet, so she tried to focus on the pleasure.

      Landon was pushing her back to the edge again, teasing her, and it helped distract her until there was another click of the lube bottle. She couldn’t decide if she wanted to try and look at what he was doing, or stay blind, but a moment later he stopped licking and stood up.

      “You’re doing so well, McKenna. Just a little more,” he whispered as he kissed her skin through the gaps in the rope, moving higher and higher until he found her breast again. Taking her nipple in his mouth, the first draw sent tingles rushing over her skin, but a second later he bit down. Hard. Gasping, McKenna could only focus on the brilliant streak of pain from the tender bud, it lit up the space behind her eyes, and it was only as he eased back to lick the pain away that she realized he’d slid a second finger into her ass.

      “Oh my God,” she whined, twisting her hips while she tried to adjust to the strange feeling of fullness as his thick fingers moved back and forth inside her. There was a little ache, but his bite had hurt worse — and, really, it had turned her on. “Again, please?”

      Chuckling, Landon moved to her other breast, starting with the same teasing strokes of his tongue and gentle tugs until she’d let down her guard and started to enjoy the waves of sensation. The rhythmic movement of his fingers, pushing a little deeper each time, matched the patterns he was drawing over the tender skin of her breast.

      It was hypnotic, and she knew she was getting lost in the feeling, but then he bit down again, harder, and that glorious thrill of pain lit up her nerves. Whimpering, she felt his fingers push deeper, stretching her ass as the bite eased. She didn’t beg though, she refused to make him second-guess this. She wanted it, and he was doing exactly what he’d promised. He was getting her ready for the plug, and as soon as it was in… then he’d fuck her, and she wouldn’t care what was in her ass.

      Hopefully.

      Landon’s long hair tickled her chest as he propped himself up on an elbow to stare down at her, his expression dark and intense. “You going to take this plug for me, McKenna?”

      All she could do was nod, her voice wouldn’t work, other than to let out some combination of a sigh and a groan as he slid his fingers free. The warning click of the lube bottle had every muscle tensing, but Landon soothed her with soft shushes as he prepared the plug out of sight, and she tried to control the blur of adrenaline pouring through her veins.

      He won’t hurt me. I trust him.

      It won’t hurt.

      Just relax.

      It was easier said than done, especially when the cold metal brushed her tight hole and all she could remember was Shaun shoving it in and telling her she could handle it.

      “Look at me,” Landon commanded, and she forced her eyes to open. “Breathe.”

      McKenna’s breath shook on the inhale and the exhale, her muscles trembling from the adrenaline that wasn’t necessary, but she met his gaze and tried to look as confident as she had been when she’d decided she wanted this.

      “Don’t close your eyes,” he whispered.

      “Yes, sir.” The plug pressed more firmly against her, the slickness of the lube making it impossible to fight as he pushed it forward, and then let it slide back, and she tried to keep her eyes open. Every time they clenched closed, she forced them back open, biting down on her lip when he added more pressure, stretching her hole.

      “You can do this, McKenna,” he encouraged, leaning down to kiss her, distracting her as he pushed harder, and then the first flicker of a burning pain threatened to make her panic. But his tongue danced with hers, his teeth nipping her lip, and then he broke the kiss, lifting enough for her to see the wild, hungry look in his eyes. “As soon as this plug is in your sweet ass, I’m going to fuck you — rough and hard — like the naughty little criminal you are, until you come on my dick again and again.”

      Yes, yes, yes.

      “I want you. I want it, please, sir. Just do it. Please, just do it,” she begged, and he groaned low capturing her lips in a kiss again, rough and controlling, and the kiss swallowed her whine of pain as the plug stretched her to the limit of what she thought she could take… and then it was in. Strange and cold, but the dull ache was nothing like the pain when Shaun had done it.

      “Fuck, McKenna… it’s in. You’re such a good girl,” he growled, tugging at the plug and rotating it inside her as if he wanted to remind her it was there — not like she could forget. But she wanted to be his good girl, and she felt brave and sexy and strong for overcoming the fear.

      Before she lost the moment, she pulled him into another kiss, pouring all of the things she wanted to explain into it as his hips settled between hers, his hard dick grinding against her through his slacks. The movement of the plug was weird, and her body kept squeezing around it, but it also created a whole new level of intimacy.

      It was Landon’s fingers that had been inside her, his hands that had put the plug there.

      “I need you,” she whispered against his lips, and he pulled her up with him, a yelp escaping as the movement forced the plug deeper when she sat up. Then he grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off the table, sliding her down his front until her feet met the floor and their kiss had to end.

      “Remind me what you said to me when I ‘arrested’ you earlier?” He was obviously trying to look serious, but that wicked grin wouldn’t be denied, and McKenna felt butterflies take off in her stomach as he moved a hand to the back of her neck and squeezed. “Go on, say it again.”

      “Which one?” she asked, swallowing as she brought back that bad ass character she’d created. “Screw you, cop? Or the fact that I called you an asshole, Officer Bartlett.”

      “That works,” he growled, immediately bending her over the edge of the table. Cheek pressed hard to the metal surface, she couldn’t move with him pinning her down by the hold on her neck, but she definitely felt the rapid series of spanks setting fire to her ass.

      “Fuck!” McKenna whined when the edge of his hand caught the plug, jolting it inside her as the sting of each swat spread.

      “We don’t tolerate disrespect in this department, and there’s only one way to handle a bad girl like you.” Fuck, why was that so hot?

      The sound of his zipper coming down had her squirming in anticipation, but if he wanted to pick up the roleplay for this, then she was more than happy to oblige. “That all you got, cop?”

      “Nowhere near, girl,” he replied, just before his belt whooshed free of his slacks.

      McKenna tried to tense up to prepare for the first stroke, but it made her squeeze the plug and that momentary distraction had her wholly unprepared when a blistering streak of agony landed across both cheeks. She couldn’t tell if she’d squeezed the plug, or if the belt had actually bounced it deeper, but the entire sensation was dizzying and strange and… exhilarating. The next stroke was just as powerful, complete with the blinding spike of pain, the aftershock of heat, and the shift of the plug in her ass.

      He landed a few more while she whimpered and squirmed before the belt suddenly clattered to the floor and she heard the tray shift and a wrapper tear.

      “Don’t fucking move,” he growled, and she realized she was holding onto the sides of the table again. She could feel her pulse in the welted skin of her backside, throbbing in the heat that was turning her into a soaking mess between her thighs. Grabbing her left leg, he bent her knee and put it up onto the table. “Knees up, ass back.”

      “You can’t do this, cop,” she argued, but she obeyed, drowning in need, and the second both of her knees were on the table, and she dropped her hips back, she knew it was going to be intense.

      “Really?” he taunted, squeezing one welted ass cheek in his massive hand. “Seems like I can do whatever I want with you right now… or would you rather spend the night in jail?”

      Blackmail? That definitely shouldn’t be hot, but it was. Jesus fucking Christ it was hot.

      “You’re an asshole,” she snapped, and he spanked her again.

      “Maybe, but it’s your sweet asshole that’s going to be mine soon enough, and I’m going to show you just how much you’re going to like it.” Landon shifted his hand to her hip, holding tight, and then she felt his latex-covered dick sliding through her wetness. “This is how I handle bad girls, McKenna.”

      There wasn’t time to say anything smart ass, because Landon slammed in hard with the first stroke, shoving the plug in farther while stretching her around his thick shaft and reaching deeper than she’d even thought to prepare for. All that came out of her mouth was a gasp and then a groan as he yanked her hips back and did it again.

      “Fuuuucckkk,” she whined, holding onto the table for dear life as Landon held nothing back. Every bit of his strength went into each thrust, making the welts on her ass feel bruised as he claimed both of her holes at once. Mercilessly fucking her, bouncing her on his cock, back and forth, and there was no pain anymore. If anything, the ache in her cunt and ass was bringing her closer to release, faster than she’d ever experienced before, but he woke up new things inside her with each hard drive.

      It had to be the plug that made him feel so big, so impossibly filling, because it seemed like she didn’t have a spare millimeter inside her, and each time he slammed into her g-spot was brutal perfection.

      “That’s right, take it,” he growled. “Show me how much you love my cock, girl. Show me how much you like having my plug in your ass while I fuck you.”

      “Fuck, yes!” McKenna cried out as the pressure built inside her, every nerve ending sparking, heat coiling tight until the tension was too much. It was overwhelming, and she wasn’t sure if it was the incredibly hot words, the feeling of being filled to the absolutely brim, or the constant edging he’d tortured her with that finally pushed her over the edge — but it was explosive.

      Raw ecstasy flooded her veins, drowning her in an instant, and she wasn’t sure what she babbled as the orgasm wrecked her. Squeezing both him and the plug inside her, amplifying the crippling bliss until she couldn’t feel anything except the static rush that set her skin on fire.

      McKenna gasped, but she couldn’t get enough air.

      She tried to lift up onto her knees, but Landon yanked her back, fingers digging hard into her hips as he forced her to ride him and the orgasm, even though it was too much. Way too much.

      “Try and pull away from me again and I’ll take this plug out,” he warned, but in the moment, she wasn’t sure that was a bad idea. Something about having Landon Bartlett own her completely, taking her in every hole, was more tempting than terrifying.

      “Do it, cop!” she shouted, still breathing too hard to make it sound as bad ass as she’d wanted it to, but it was loud enough to echo in the room when Landon thrust hard and then held deep.

      “You need to watch your mouth,” he said, low and rumbling as his grip on her hips went painfully tight.

      Grinding back against him, she held onto the pleasure of having him fill her so completely, and when she listened to his stifled groan, she knew she’d made her choice. “Did I fucking stutter, cop?”

      To make her point, she tried to move onto her knees again, but he quickly spanked her ass, squeezing the globe in a harsh grip as he yanked his cock free and pressed the plug in deeper. Then Landon tugged on it, pulling it part of the way out, and she hissed through her teeth as the widest point of the plug stretched her hole again, but it didn’t hurt as bad this time.

      I can do this.

      I want to do this.

      “See? I knew it was a hollow threat, cop,” she poured all the sass she could summon from orgasm-dazed ‘criminal’ McKenna into the words, and Landon responded by pushing the plug in again, hard, before pulling it out completely.

      “Fuck,” he growled under his breath, and she heard the plug clatter onto the tray just before the lube clicked again. This time the cold was almost soothing on the sore ring of muscle but fear still crept in under the warm blur of her post-orgasmic haze. She wouldn’t let it stop her this time though.

      “You going to fuck my ass, Officer Bartlett?” Shifting her hips from side to side, she knew she was baiting him, but this was her chance. Maybe her only chance. She’d never wanted it as much as she did in that moment.

      “You’re a very bad girl, McKenna.” The words were harsh, rough, but when she felt his dick press against her ass, he didn’t slam inside her. Instead, one of his hands moved to her back, holding her down, and the other slipped over her hip to seek out her clit.

      She was still too sensitive when his fingers found the little bundle of nerves, but when she jerked back, she only moved herself onto his dick, the pressure building as his thick head tried to stretch her open.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whined through gritted teeth. The rhythmic circles over her clit were too much at first, but after a moment pleasure crept back in, her hips rocking in time with his movements. Then there was a burn, a fiery ache, followed by a deeper, panic-inducing stretch as he pushed forward until the tip of his cock finally popped past the ring of muscle. Some blend between a gasp and a whine preceded her hushed, “Oh God.”

      “That’s it. Now, breathe, because you’re going to take every fucking inch like the naughty girl you are,” he growled, voice low and rumbling as he slowly moved forward. He was fucking her ass. He was inside her, and although it ached and burned and felt very, very strange, she’d never felt so utterly owned by anyone.

      It was beyond intimate, beyond comprehension as she drowned in endless sensation, too many things warring together in her head as Landon moved deeper at a mercilessly slow pace. Inch by fucking inch so that she couldn’t escape the way he filled her, even with the pleasant distraction of him rubbing her clit.

      “You’re mine now, McKenna. Every hole is mine,” he said, voice dark and intense when his hips finally pressed against her ass. She felt her body twitching around him, squeezing and then relaxing when the burning ache became too much, but it wasn’t pain. Not really. Not like a bite, or a lash from the belt… it was different.

      And so much different than the attempt had been with Shaun.

      “Say it,” he commanded, swatting her ass. “Who do you belong to?”

      “I’m yours. Every hole is yours.”

      “Fuck, McKenna…” Landon groaned, sliding back a little before burying himself deep again, still moving so slow. “You feel so fucking perfect.”

      “More, please,” she whispered, not sure if she really wanted it or not, but she’d come this far, and she wanted to know what it could feel like. She needed to know if she could take it. “Harder? Please?”

      “Don’t say that.” It was a low warning, a threat as he thrust in a little faster than before, his fingers stalling over her clit as he groaned. She could feel his shaft twitching inside her, fuller than she’d ever been in her life, but this wasn’t getting fucked up the ass. He was still toying with her, being gentle, and she was grateful… but it annoyed her too.

      “Come on, cop. Show me how you take what’s yours.”

      “McKenna…” He caught her hair in his fist, craning her neck back while simultaneously pulling her onto his dick, pushing a little deeper, stretching her just a little more. “I mean it. Do not push me right now.”

      “Or what?” she pressed, and he tightened his grip on her hair. “You’ll actually fuck me?”

      “Do you want it to hurt?” he growled, pulling his hips away just enough to drive in a little harder. It was different, a quick shock of friction blended with the burn of the stretch, but it wasn’t bad.

      Catching her breath, McKenna knew she was possibly being incredibly stupid, but if this was her only chance with Landon Bartlett, then she wanted the full experience. “I want to feel you. All of you. I want to know what it feels like for you to own and use every part of me.”

      “You want me to use you? Make you mine?” he repeated, leaning over her as he changed his grip from her hair to the chest harness.

      “Yes, sir. Please.”

      “How the fuck did I get this lucky?” Landon muttered under his breath, stroking her waist gently for a moment. “Remember, you asked for this, and you better rub that little clit, McKenna, because I’m not going to be gentle. You’re going to feel me for days.” Grinding against her ass, he tugged on the rope and wrapped his other hand over her hip. “Feel free to scream for me, sweetheart.”

      She nodded against the metal surface of the table, moving her hands between her thighs to find her clit, but she’d barely touched herself when Landon pulled back and thrust hard. All she could do was gasp, clenching her eyes tight as she tried to figure out if it was more pleasure or pain, the burn and the sheer vulnerability winding her up. Her touch fumbled over her clit when he did it again, but a second later he found a rhythm and picked up the pace.

      I can handle this. I can take it.

      I want to take it.

      “Fuck!” she shouted against the table as Landon delivered a particularly rough thrust, the constant ache building on itself, burning and making her back muscles twitch.

      “That’s right, you asked for this. You wanted me to treat you like a bad girl, to claim this sweet ass for myself,” he growled, forcing his cock in deep again even though she was squeezing unconsciously to try and stop the invasion. It only made it harder to handle, but she refused to give up. Somewhere in the ache that accompanied every slam of his hips was an incredible fullness, an awareness of how impossibly hot his cock felt inside her, and a feeling of doing something that felt so wrong, so dirty, so naughty.

      “I am,” she panted. “I’m a bad girl. Make me take it.” Whining as she fought the ache with every whirl of fingers on her clit, her entire body rocked with the force of his thrusts. Tears stung her eyes, but she’d never felt anything like it before. Inside the blur of pain and confusing pleasure, something was building, making her clit pound with need, and McKenna found herself pushing back into Landon’s thrusts.

      “Take it. That’s it, just like that,” he purred, their skin slapping together loud enough to echo in the small room, and all she could do was whimper.

      She was either going to start screaming or crying in another moment, she could feel the tension rising until it would be impossible to hold back. Because it hurt, but it hurt in that borderline blissful way that had her holding out, clenching her teeth against the urge to beg him to stop, because she wanted to see what was just on the other side of it. Just another moment, she could handle another thrust, just one more where the searing burn spread as his cock filled her to the absolute limit.

      Then something shifted and the blazing heat engulfed her, burning its way through her veins, setting her nerves on fire, and she was pretty sure she screamed for him. Riding that razor-sharp edge of pleasure and pain until he shouted and buried himself inside her, cock twitching as he came, and there wasn’t enough air in the room for either of them.

      Everything was a heady blur, a buzzy, confusing mess of chaotic signals firing in her mind as she tried to figure out what kind of strange orgasm she’d just experienced. It had been bliss and torture wound so closely together that they couldn’t be separated… but she’d liked it?

      Had she really?

      Panting hard, McKenna stared at the blank wall across from her, one hand still between her legs, while the other maintained a white-knuckle grip on the table. Everything was buzzing, tingling, and she found herself smiling as Landon leaned his head against her back, mumbling something that sounded a lot like “Jesus Christ, McKenna.”

      “Not Jesus,” she mumbled back. “But thanks for the compliment.”
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        Landon

      

      

      

      He wasn’t able to think yet, but he knew she’d just made a joke. There just weren’t enough neurons functioning in his brain to respond. It wasn’t until her ass squeezed around him again, and she whimpered softly, that he realized he’d probably hurt her toward the end.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      Pushing up from the table, he held onto her hip with his free hand and eased back slowly, listening to the slow hiss of air between her teeth as he withdrew his cock.

      McKenna had felt too good, fucking impossibly perfect, and he’d been holding onto his self-control by a thread when she’d told him she wanted more, that she wanted it harder. Then she’d lost her mind and taunted him, but even after that he hadn’t planned to fuck her as hard as he did.

      You shouldn’t have fucked her ass at all. It was on her goddamn limits list.

      “Stay still,” he commanded, although he sounded as tired as he felt.

      “Yes, sir,” she murmured. Grabbing the pack of hygiene wipes, he took his time carefully cleaning her up before patting her hip to let her know she could move. Then he quickly wiped himself down and pulled his boxer-briefs back into place.

      “Talk to me.” Tossing everything back into the bag, he leaned on the edge of the table, a slow-building panic rising inside him. “McKenna?”

      “That was…” her voice trailed off and he fought the urge to finish it with what he was thinking. Words like stupid, foolish, over-the-fucking-line, and then she said, “Wow.”

      “Wow?” he repeated, chuckling a little as she turned toward the side he was standing on.

      “Yeah. I… I don’t even have words.”

      “Good or bad?” he asked, still nervous as fuck that he’d screwed up everything by giving in, but then McKenna reached over to grab his hand.

      “Very good.” That smile on her face was still beautiful and bright, even dimmed by exhaustion. The feeling was plucking at him too, but he wanted them out of the medical room and somewhere softer and more comfortable to countdown the last ten or so minutes they had.

      Only ten more minutes? No, no, no.

      “I’m glad you think so.” Grabbing the safety scissors, he cut through the rope in random places until he was able to pull the shredded chest harness free. Tucking the small bag on his arm, he reached for her. “Alright, beautiful. Time to wind down.”

      “It’s over?” she asked, and he didn’t miss the way her brows pulled together in concern, the corners of her mouth frowning slightly as he scooped her up into his arms.

      “Almost, but I still own you for a little while longer, and I’m using every moment of it.” Nuzzling the side of her head, he took a deep breath of the unique scent of her, trying to memorize it. They’d collected quite the audience in the hall, but it was handy when someone opened the door for him.

      People were congratulating them, complimenting their scene, but for once he didn’t really want the recognition for a scene he’d created. It should have been just them for her first real time, and he just wanted to get McKenna alone. Landon was tempted to see if one of the cool-down rooms were available, but he settled for a couch far away from the action happening toward the middle of the play area.

      Tucking her in his lap, he set the bag on the floor beside them and wrapped his arms around McKenna, holding her close so she could rest on his chest. “Talk to me. How do you feel?”

      “Sore, but in the best way,” she answered, fighting a yawn with the last two words.

      Landon chuckled, shaking his head a little before he leaned back on the couch to look at her. “You’re incredible, you know that, right?”

      “Do you believe me now?”

      Catching her chin, Landon applied enough pressure to get her attention, waiting for those blue eyes to focus on him. “Please tell me you did not tell me to fuck your ass in some insane attempt to convince me you hadn’t drank before you got here.”

      “No, idiot,” she chuckled, grabbing his hand to pull it from her face. Squeezing it, she leaned in to press a light kiss to his lips. “That was a separate question, and my very tired attempt at a joke. For the record, I asked you to fuck my ass because I wanted to do it with someone who clearly cares about their sub’s experience… and you do. You did. So, I chose right.”

      “Did you just call me an idiot?”

      “Maybe,” she retorted, that sleepy grin making him smile back despite his best efforts. “But I was also complimenting your ass fucking ability, so… does that make it okay?”

      “Not at all.” Leaning over, he nuzzled into her hair to speak directly against her ear. “I still have so many things I want to do to you.”

      “Does that mean you want to play with me again?” she whispered, and when he sat up, he could see the excitement in her gaze.

      “It means I’ve still got another day in town, and a pretty decent hotel room, if you’re interested. Because I’ve got a few more things I’d like to try out.” It was a risk, a gamble, but luck had been on his side all night, and he held out hope even when she looked down at their hands and took a breath.

      “Like what kind of things?”

      “Well…” Landon grinned, stroking a hand over the marks the ropes had left behind on her skin. “When I asked you how you wanted to get fucked, you couldn’t decide. So, it seems like I still owe you the opportunity to get pinned down and taken face to face. That way you can make an educated decision on which one you prefer.”

      “Yeah?” McKenna wiggled in his lap, and he loved how she reacted to him.

      “Yeah, to start with anyway.” He captured her lips in a kiss, surprised that he really didn’t want to walk away from her yet. In fact, he hated the idea of heading back to San Francisco without her, but with the season over he’d get more free time now, and if she’d let him… he’d definitely want to spend a lot more time with her.

      “I think I can do that,” she whispered against his mouth, and he grinned, liking the way she wrapped her arms around his neck to pull him into another kiss.

      Landon had always told himself he’d never think with his dick, that he wouldn’t fall for a pretty face, but McKenna Bell wasn’t just anyone. She was brave and strong and beautiful, and exactly the kind of girl that he’d like to make a few more bad decisions with.

      But he had a feeling he wouldn’t regret a single one.

      

      THE END
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Pavel

        

      

    

    
      It’s the tattoos.

      A first-class plane ticket doesn’t ensure special treatment when you look like I do. Not even the Tom Ford button-down and polished Berluti shoes counterbalance the ink markings that cross my knuckles and scrawl up my neck.

      The flight attendant, a gorgeous African American with a poufy halo of curls, projects her smile across the first-class cabin. When her gaze flicks to my throat where the ink shows, it zings back to my face in surprise. She realizes I’m watching her and quickly moves on, only to see Maxim, across the aisle from me, also heavily inked. Of course, the beautiful redhead on his left makes him look less threatening.

      I stretch my legs out and catch Sasha’s eye. “Why don’t you buy us a private jet, money bags?”

      Sasha—Maxim’s arranged-marriage bride and bratva princess—came with a dowry of sixty mil. All Maxim has to do is keep her alive, which hasn’t been without its challenges.

      Interested, she lifts her bright blue gaze to Maxim’s face. “Should we?”

      I know perfectly well Maxim will provide Sasha whatever the fuck she decides she wants. I just need to tempt her into wanting something I want, too.

      “Wouldn’t you rather be on your own plane right now, on your own schedule? Sipping a Cosmo before takeoff?”

      “What would that run?” she asks her husband.

      Maxim, our bratva cell’s fixer, quickly calculates. “We could probably get a used one for a million. Then we’d have to hire a pilot and pay for a hanger.” He shrugs. “Maybe we should. It would make trips to Russia more comfortable.”

      “It would make everything more comfortable,” I agree.

      I’m being a mooch, but at least I’m obvious about it. It’s not as if I come from money, like Sasha. I’m exactly what I look like. A Russian ex-military thug who makes his money the wrong way and now wants to use it to buy respect.

      Which, of course, won’t work. As if to prove my point, the mudak with a ticket for the seat beside me stops in the aisle and eyes me with distaste. “That’s my seat.”

      I wait three full beats before I move. After I get up and let him by to take the window seat, I crack my tattooed knuckles and look his way until he starts to sweat. All his money and arrogance wouldn’t keep him from breaking if I had him alone in a warehouse.

      But my days of torture are fewer and more far between than they used to be. I haven’t beaten anyone down in months. No, I’ve been saving all that sadism for the lovely pain-slut the roulette wheel selects for me tonight.

      I just wish to fuck Maxim and Sasha weren’t coming along. I guess I don’t care that much about Maxim. He knows the darkness inside of me. He’s seen me kill before. But it’s not something I care to have Sasha see. The sadism, not the killing. Well, neither.

      I’ve been fucking my fist for a year thinking about this event. Ever since Ravil went to Black Light Roulette in D.C. last year, it’s been in my fantasies. I liked the anonymity of the thing—fake names and chance pairings.

      Women who crave what I want to give: pain.

      No emotions. No relationships. A little negotiation. Plenty of rules that keep things from getting weird.

      For a man like me who prefers his women nameless—faceless even—for a man who wants to hear them cry out in pain and beg for more—heaven.

      The truth is, I knew jack about BDSM and clubs like Black Light before last year. Ravil was dismissive about it when he was leaving. “Why would anyone pay to whip a woman?” he’d scoffed. He had to go play wingman to Valdemar, the Russian diplomat whose assistance we rely on to get illegal imports into the country.

      It was the whip a woman thing that got me. I’d had so many fucking fantasies of exactly that thing running through my head from the time I was young, and until then, I didn’t know it was a thing.

      I’d never let myself indulge, figuring I was a sick bastard who deserved the shitty life I’d been given for having such thoughts.

      So I hit the internet. Found the porn. And the rules. And the lifestyle. I even had a few negotiated hookups.

      So when Valdemar called Ravil this year, not knowing Ravil had knocked up his partner from last year and now has a newborn, I offered to go.

      And everything would’ve been perfect if Sasha hadn’t heard and decided she also wanted to go.

      Maxim, of course, forbade her from entering the event, but he decided if she wanted to attend, they would buy tickets and watch.

      Like that’s not weird.

      Who wants to watch their housemate having depraved fucking sex?

      Apparently, my depraved friends.

      Blyat.
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        Kayla

      

      

      

      I circle the block three times to find a place to park then jump out of my ten-year-old Toyota Camry and dash for the door to my apartment.

      The commercial I was shooting took all day. Eleven hours on my feet, dancing in stilettos while they filmed take after take of the lead actress flipping her hair, sipping the energy drink and looking refreshed while I partied on in the background.

      Don’t get me wrong—I’m thrilled to have the work—any paid credits to help me get into the guild, but now I have to haul balls to get ready for tonight.

      The night I’ve been freaking out about for the past month. Black Light Roulette.

      I zip through the apartment, greeting my roommates breathlessly. “Hi—I’m here. Gotta shower. If Sasha comes, tell her I’ll be out in two seconds.”

      “Sasha is heeeeere!” Our former roommate calls from the kitchen. She comes out holding her arms in a victory ‘V.’

      “Sasha!” I throw my arms around our former housemate, the Russian party-girl who majored in theatre with me at USC. “I’m sorry I’m so late. I was filming a commercial, and it took forever.”

      “Plenty of time,” she tells me. “Let’s get ready. Let me see what you’re wearing. I want to do your makeup.” She follows me into my bedroom rolling her Louis Vuitton suitcase beside her. She’s the reason I’m going to Black Light’s Valentine Roulette.

      Six weeks ago, she told me she was coming to town with her hot Russian mafiya husband to attend some exclusive private BDSM club event. The moment she told me, it was like a switch turned on inside me.

      My pulse started racing. I couldn’t stop pumping her for information about the event.

      She told me about Black Light’s roulette event in which couples are paired by the spin of a wheel. Their activities—BDSM activities—are determined by a spin of a wheel.

      I’d always been terrified of BDSM—the craving, the desire to submit to a man. It was like it was something lurking in the shadows I was afraid to look at for fear it would destroy me. Like Satan worship. Or a suicide cult. It was a book I refused to open. I didn’t even read the back!

      But suddenly one of my best friends was talking about it casually, like it was just another event, and that changed everything.

      I couldn’t stop thinking about it. It took me ten days to work up the nerve, even though I knew the moment I heard about it that I wanted to participate, but I called Sasha and told her I wanted to go.

      “I’m not participating,” she warned me. “Maxim said over his dead body. He wouldn’t share me. But we’re going to watch. Do you want to come and watch with us?”

      “No.” I couldn’t believe I was saying it. “I want to, um, play—p-participate. Whatever you call it.”

      Sasha laughed. “I think play is right. Okay, I’ll find out how to get you in. Our roommate Pavel is going to participate. He will know.”

      I remembered Pavel from Sasha’s wedding in Ibiza. He wasn’t charming like Maxim. He was brooding and dangerous. Attractive in a deadly sort of way.

      So, she got me an application, and I think maybe Maxim pulled some strings with someone he knows who is a member of the exclusive club, and I was selected.

      I’m more nervous and excited than I am for the opening night of a play.

      I take a quick shower to wash off the sweat and stale makeup. When I come out, Sasha has her suitcase open on my bed and is standing in her thong and push up bra putting makeup on in front of my dresser mirror.

      I smile because it feels like old times. When Sasha moved back to Russia, we found a new housemate—Kimberly—and she’s great, but Sasha truly was the heartbeat of the house.

      She’s fearless and fun—being the rich daughter of a controlling mafia boss taught her how to work a situation to her advantage. When the four of us went out together, we got into clubs, were served free drinks, and generally felt invincible. We followed our dreams without taking ourselves too seriously. Even now, every time I go to audition for a part, I purposely channel Sasha’s confidence. It’s another part I play—one that opens doors.

      There’s no way I’d ever go to this event without her and having her here makes me brave.

      I put on the outfit I’d planned—sort of a riff on a Playboy bunny. Fishnet thigh-high stockings. A pair of satin black panties with a cut out in the back to show the top of my buttcheeks. A pale pink and black striped corset.

      “Oh damn, girl. You look hawt,” Sasha purrs.

      I chew the inside of my cheek, unsure.

      Sasha pokes me with her elbow. “Stop that. Remember, it’s not the clothes, it’s how you wear them. You can pull anything off if you own it.”

      I draw in a deep breath, hoping with some of that oxygen I’ll get an infusion of Sasha’s confidence. I look in the mirror and lift my chin, faking it until I make it.

      “Forget about the audience or your mystery partner, do you like how you look?” Sasha asks.

      Do I? I look critically in the mirror. I’m not wearing it for me, though. I’m wearing it for him. Whichever him it happens to be. Because that’s what’s hot to me—pleasing a man. I’ve always been the type to swoon for professors, directors, bosses. The men with authority make my knees weak.

      “Do you feel sexy? That’s all that matters.”

      I imagine such a man taking me by the elbow and giving me a sharp command. Me obeying. His satisfaction as he rakes his gaze over me. My nipples get hard.

      I nod. “Yes. I feel sexy.”

      “Good. What are you doing with your hair?”

      “I don’t know. Pigtails?”

      Sasha shakes her head. “No. Curls. So he can pull your hair.” She winks and turns on my curling iron.

      My mind somersaults with that visual. “Oh my God, does Maxim pull your hair?”

      Sasha’s grin is naughty. “Like a boss.”

      “And you like it? I mean, doesn’t it make you mad?”

      “It makes me mad, but it makes me wet. Every time. He pulls my head back, and then he trails soft kisses down my neck. Pleasure with the pain.”

      My insides go molten. Shivery.

      Oh God, I am so excited about my induction into this world.

      I want to ask her more, but I’m embarrassed. “So, um... what else does he do?”

      She shoots me a look under her lashes. “Everything. He’s a devil.”

      I think of everything swoony about her husband. He’s frightening—covered in tattoos that signify his involvement in the Russian mafia—and he’s possessive of Sasha yet so indulgent, too. His face goes soft when he looks at her.

      My heart beats faster. I want a Russian devil, too.

      Sasha finishes her makeup and pulls the front of her red hair into an Ariana Grande knot on the top of her head, the tail of it cascading down the back with the rest of her long, thick locks.

      She points at the chair in front of my dresser. “Sit.”

      I plop down and let her curl my hair while I put on makeup base. When she’s finished with my hair, she puts on the rest of my makeup, somehow making my eyes look twice as big without looking heavily made-up.

      “Are you hungry? We should eat something before we go.” Sasha wriggles into a black bustier-dress.

      “Yeah, we should definitely go get tacos looking like this.”

      She laughs. “We could order up. What time is it?” She looks at her phone. “Crap! I don’t think we have time. We need to get out of here now in case there’s traffic.” She yanks on a pair of thigh high leather boots with three-inch heels.

      I shove my feet into a pair of black stilettos, my poor arches screaming after already wearing heels all day.

      “How did you get here? Do you want me to drive?”

      “There should be a car waiting outside. Maxim was in a snit about us going by ourselves, but I guess he had to go and grease some Russian diplomat who’s also going tonight. The car and driver were his solution.”

      Sasha zips up her suitcase, and we both shrug on long jackets to hide our outfits when we go outside.

      We call goodbye to my housemates and strut out to find the Lincoln Towncar waiting at the curb.

      “I can’t believe I’m really doing this,” I murmur.

      “Kayla,” Sasha says after we’ve both climbed in the back seat. “This is for you—not for anyone else. Don’t go to perform. Make him perform for you.”

      “But I’m the submissive.”

      “Yes, and your job is easy. You receive—he delivers. You’re not there for him, though. You’re there for you. Remember that. Ultimately, it’s all about your satisfaction. You’re not going to see this guy again. Go in with the intention of getting what you want out of this.”

      I lean my head back against the seat, my eyelids fluttering with desire and confusion.

      I’m not usually a one-night stand kind of girl. I’m the type who gets attached. Immediately. It’s a problem. It’s probably why I don’t have a boyfriend. I scare them away.

      But I can do this.

      Like Sasha said—it’s for me not for them.

      I just have to keep reminding myself of that.

    

  







            Chapter 2

          

          

      

    

    






Pavel

        

      

    

    
      Valdemar insists we arrive at the exclusive Beverly Hills BDSM club as soon as it opens. He’s a member of Black Light East, the sister club in D.C., but for some reason wanted to attend the West Coast event this year. I already signed an NDA and contract to participate, but Maxim completes his paperwork, and we’re instructed to leave all digital devices in the locker room.

      I bring the duffel bag of toys and implements I plan to use on my submissive with me. We take a walk-through tour to get oriented. We’re in a multi-million-dollar mansion, below a swanky nightclub called Runway. Everything is beautifully appointed and thoughtfully designed for both comfort and sex activities. Comfortable lounge seating, tables, booths, and a bar. In the play area, a small stage rises in the far-left corner and, most surprisingly, a lap pool, hot tub, and sauna off to the right. Along one side of the club, there are private cool-down rooms, and at the back there’s a hallway with a nursery-style room for ageplay, a medical office for playing doctor and—my particular favorite—a torture chamber.

      At the bar, I lean on my elbows and take stock of the people here. Valdemar buys me and Maxim a round of Beluga Noble vodka, and we settle onto a couple of couches.

      “So, does a brigadier know what he’s doing at a high-class place like this?” he asks. It’s another not-so-subtle complaint that Maxim is not participating with him instead of me. I’m not high enough in our organization to appease Valdemar’s ego.

      I give a silent nod, trying to suppress my irritation. Valdemar’s a talker. Maxim has handled him most of the night, and I’d prefer he continue to do so. Schmoozing embassy assholes isn’t my gig. I’m more the guy you send to threaten someone.

      “You’ve whipped a woman before?”

      I resist the urge to drop my head into my hands and groan. Do we really have to sit with him and discuss this? How long until I can ditch his overweight pompous ass and make a woman scream?

      I’m not clear on why Valdemar likes to have a bratva brother at his side for these events. I guess he needs a tough-looking associate with him to make his dick hard. Maybe he’s borrowing his alpha male status from us. Part of me thinks he might secretly want to be a bottom but hasn’t admitted it to himself yet.

      Those are all terms I know well now after researching the hell out of the lifestyle. Top. Bottom. Different shades than dominant and submissive.

      Maxim plays it cool and does his part of making small talk with Valdemar, but I notice he keeps looking toward the entrance, waiting for his lovely wife to arrive. God help us all if Valdemar says something disrespectful or tries to touch Sasha tonight. Our pakhan warned me not to let that happen.

      “Have you, Pavel?” Valdemar presses when I ignore his question.

      “Torture is my specialty,” I tell him. I had a half dozen scenes over the last year, but I’m sure as hell not going to trot them out for him to examine.

      “It’s not the same,” Valdemar insists, and even though I know he’s right, I want to punch his teeth in. Like I need this peacock instructing me tonight. So help me God, if he stands at my elbow to coach me tonight, I will strangle the man.

      Fortunately, I’m saved from a lecture when Maxim surges to his feet. Sasha struts toward us with a little blonde pixie beside her who looks like she came straight from the Playboy Mansion. I recognize her from the wedding in Ibiza, but I ignored her then and I plan to again tonight.

      If I were the eye-rolling type, I’d definitely roll them at her. Sasha’s little friend seems to think she’s attending some kind of sorority party. I will laugh my ass off the first time a cane crosses her ass tonight and she screams for mama.

      To say she’s not my type would be an understatement. She’s way too wholesome. Cute. And probably entitled. Looks like a handful.

      Maxim reaches for Sasha’s waist possessively, fisting her hair when he kisses her hello and taking far too long with his private greeting before he introduces her to Valdemar.

      “This is my former roommate Kayla,” Sasha says to me and Valdemar. “But she’s going by the name Kiki tonight. Kiki, you remember Pavel, and this is Valdemar.”

      Upon closer inspection, I can see everything’s Hollywood perfect about the roommate, other than her petite size. She’s got blonde hair curled into soft waves down her back, big blue eyes, and a dimple in the middle of her chin. She’s slender but still has tits, and her legs are perfectly proportioned to go with the narrow waist.

      I hate perfection.

      In fact, the idea of making small talk with this offensive creature in addition to Valdemar makes me ill.

      I turn and walk away.

      I know it’s rude, but I’m a dom. I’m not here to be nice. I’m definitely not here to entertain Sasha’s college roommate. Insulting her is probably doing her a favor. Because she’s going to have a rude awakening when one of the doms here gets his hands on her.

      Cruel to be kind, right?

      I know without looking back that I’ve offended.

      Possibly even wounded.

      I steel my soul against giving it any thought.

      Kayla Hotpants is not my problem.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Kayla

      

      

      

      What the hell?

      Did I do something wrong? Pavel just walked away after looking me over with disdain.

      I will away my hot flush of embarrassment as I watch his back. He’s sexy in that bad boy kind of way. Broad shoulders, muscled arms. Looks sharp in a designer button-down. He has sandy blond hair and stormy grey eyes. Tattoos show beside his cuffs and collar, like Sasha’s husband.

      “Ignore him.” Sasha touches my arm. “He’s just being a dick. Probably trying to get into dom mode.”

      I swallow, butterflies flapping in my belly with the knowledge that within the next hour, some dom in this club will be taking charge of me. My eyes return to Pavel’s back. I shouldn’t want it to be him.

      He’s the last guy I should hope for. He obviously found me displeasing. We’d be a terrible match.

      Still, I’m like the cat in the room who finds the one person who hates felines and jumps in their lap. I’m drawn to the guy like metal to a magnet, the desire for his approval now burning in the center of my being now.

      Maybe it’s because I want what Sasha has—her possessive, protective Russian husband who looks at her like she’s the sun itself. And not in the way like he’s glorified her. Some people do that in relationships—make their partner symbolize something they believe they want or need without truly seeing the person.

      Like exactly what I’m doing with Pavel right now. I don’t know the guy in the slightest, and here I am turning him into something I crave.

      I shake out my hands as if to throw off my desires.

      “Nervous?” Sasha asks.

      “Yes,” I admit.

      “Don’t worry. You’re safe here. You remember the safe words?”

      “I’m not going to safe word,” I tell her. “I want to win that free monthly pass.” Any couple who makes it through the full night of play receives a monthly pass to Black Light, valued at twenty-five hundred dollars. This may be my first foray here, but I’m hoping to screw my courage up and return, even without Sasha.

      “Well, there’s no shame in it, you know. Use yellow as often as you need to. Remember that you’re here for yourself.”

      Right. Here for myself. Not to impress some disinterested bad boy who makes my heart thump simply by looking scary.

      “Good evening and happy Valentine’s Day. Who’s ready to get started?” An amplified female voice fills the theatre.

      “Oh!” I suck in a terrified breath. “I gotta go.”

      “Break a leg,” Sasha whispers and squeezes my hand, just like she used to when we were backstage at USC.

      I walk quickly to the side of the stage where participants are gathered. Even though I don’t look for him, my body compass knows exactly where Pavel stands, his well-dressed casual slouch making him the most sinful-looking man in the place.

      On the stage, the MC, Madison, a beautiful woman in sexy boots, welcomes the crowd. “...for all of you Roulette virgins out there—get ready. Tonight will be thrilling, entertaining, and totally HOT!”

      I shift on my heels, my pulse racing.

      She explains the rules, then calls the doms up on the stage to pull popsicle sticks to see who throws first. If I happen to notice the very fine ass on a particular Russian dom, that’s not my fault, right? I mean, they were walking up the stairs. It’s natural to look.

      The diplomat, Valdemar, leans over and murmurs something in his ear, but Pavel doesn’t smile or even acknowledge whatever the man said. Maybe Sasha was right—he’s getting into dom mode. He can’t normally be this cold, or she would’ve said something. She seemed perfectly comfortable and warm toward him.

      Okay, stop looking at the Russian. There are other doms here. The chances of me being paired with the Russian are… um, oh jeez, I don’t know! I majored in theatre not math.

      “Our first dom will throw in the ball now to meet his submissive.” I hold my breath and watch as a tall man with black hair throws his ball into the spinning wheel. He’s paired with a lean redhead.

      “Next up, we have Master Pavel.”

      Oh. I go still, watching as he tosses his ball, and it dances and hops in the spinning wheel until it settles.

      “He will be paired with the submissive, Kiki.”

      I stumble forward, my head spinning. I’m half in disbelief, half smug that I was paired with the guy I wanted although why I wanted him is unclear. He watches me approach, his expression smooth and impossible to read. The grey eyes study me. He’s not impassive, but he doesn’t show what’s behind that cold gaze.

      “Kiki, give the wheel a spin for your first activity,” Madison instructs me.

      I spin the wheel and throw my ball. It bounces and settles in a groove.

      “Humiliation!” Madison calls.

      Um, wow. That seems both easy and terrifying.

      Pavel says nothing, but somehow, I sense disapproval from him. The pleaser in me gets nervous, needing to work harder to prove I’m good enough. But Sasha’s words come back to me.

      This is for you.

      Right. I am performing, but the ultimate goal is not to win over my partner or the audience. It’s to get the experience I hoped for when I signed up.

      To have my fantasies fulfilled.

      So I lift my chin and flash Pavel a challenging look.

      The corners of his lips kick up a fraction. Apparently, he likes a challenge.

      A non-submissive submissive.

      Okay, I can play that role.

      Pavel takes my elbow in an authoritative way and leads me off the stage to stand beside the first couple while we wait for the rest of the pairings to be made. I square off to face him, tipping my head back to offer that challenging gaze again.

      His fingers immediately close around my throat, and he squeezes—not enough to stop my breath but close. “You shouldn’t have come, tonight, blossom.” He closes his fingers more for a split second then relaxes his grip.

      “I thought coming was the point?”

      This earns me an actual grin—a wicked, feral grin. I was right—he welcomes the backtalk.

      “Nyet. You shouldn’t have come. Someone is going to crush your petals, little flower.” I find his accent sexy. He sounds like the bad guy in a spy movie, and I always fall for the bad guy.

      “Is that someone you?” I ask, my voice coming out huskier than I expect.

      He releases my neck and looks away, like I’m not worthy of an answer or his continued attention.

      Okaaaaay. Maybe this is part of a dominant head-game thing. He’s trying to throw me off-balance. Or maybe, he really doesn’t like me.

      Except then I hear him mutter, “You’re going to get hurt.”

      I push my tits out even though he’s still looking away. “That’s what I’m here for.” If he thinks I’m afraid of pain, he’s wrong.

      I wouldn’t have put heels back on my feet tonight if I wasn’t a masochist. I wouldn’t have spent the last six weeks reading every book and blog out there on BDSM if I didn’t love the idea of a man hurting me for his pleasure.

      I’ve always known I had this streak. Sasha advised me once to give a killer blowjob if I found myself on a casting couch rather than let a director do what he wanted with me, but I doubted, if the situation arose, I’d do anything but surrender completely. Submission is part of my wiring.

      I just haven’t had the opportunity to truly offer it before tonight.

      Pavel turns back around and rakes a cold gaze over my body, top to bottom and back up again. “We’ll see how long you last,” he says.

      I cock a hip. “Do you want me to call red?”

      Another unfathomable stare.

      “No,” he says finally, but he spits the word out like it tastes bad.

      He doesn’t like me.

      That’s all right—he will. Once he finds I can take whatever he dishes out, he’ll be impressed with me.

      And that will be my fun. The way I make this for me not him. It’s a subtle distinction. It probably looks much the same from the outside, but Sasha’s pep talk really helped. Because I know my satisfaction will come from my surrender. His approval won’t be the reward, it will be the frosting on the cake.

    

  







            Chapter 3

          

          

      

    

    






Pavel

        

      

    

    
      Blyat. I can’t believe I got the roommate. The perfect, wholesome, unbroken, delicate thing Sasha brought with her.

      This fucking sucks.

      I wanted a submissive I could put some effort into breaking. A woman with layered depths of torment. Damaged, like me.

      I didn’t want to be here with America’s Fucking Sweetheart.

      My lip curls in a snarl as I eye the girl. My fingerprints stand out red on her pale, delicate throat. She’s small but well-proportioned with a slim, shapely figure. Cute as a button, if you’re into that sort of thing.

      I’m not. I prefer a woman with a little meat on her bones. One who doesn’t look like I could snap her arm with no effort at all. One who doesn’t look like she’d be a frigid uptight cunt in bed.

      I stare her down as all my fantasies for the evening crumble and fall to the floor in a pile of dust.

      Humiliation was her first spin. How basic and boring is that?

      She pretends not to be nervous, directing her attention to the other couples as the pairings and activity spins take place one by one. Finally, when the last coupling is complete, someone in the audience yells, “Let’s go!”

      “You’re right,” the emcee says. “It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!”

      I take Kayla—I’m not going to call her Kiki, that’s ridiculous—brusquely by the elbow and lead her to the play area where I left my duffel of goodies. I look around, considering where to bring her. Maxim and Sasha have also entered the play area to watch. Being near them is the last thing I want, but Kayla did land on humiliation. Perhaps having her friend witness her subjugation would enhance the humiliation.

      But no. I don’t want those two breathing down my neck or judging. I pictured myself here with an audience but not that way.

      Instead I weave through the main play area where I pick remote seating in the corner. The moment I sit on the sofa, I tug Kayla over my lap and start spanking hard.

      She squeezes her tight little ass cheeks together, kicking her high heels up.

      “Feet down,” I order, not stopping the spanking.

      She immediately complies. I can’t decide if that surprises me or not. She did have some mouse qualities, but I took them as more out of good breeding than personality.

      She lengthens her legs, crossing them and squeezing together like she’s turned on as she bounces and rides my lap with each resounding smack. Before she has a chance to settle into the pain and get used to her new reality, I stop and push her off my lap and onto the floor.

      “Kneel.”

      She snaps into position, kneeling at my feet with her head down, a curtain of blonde waves hiding her face.

      I decide I am surprised. I guess I didn’t expect total obedience from her. I thought she’d be more of the sulk and pout type. Messy and a pain in my ass.

      So far, she’s proven me wrong.

      I put a knuckle under her chin and lift it to examine her expression. Her face is flushed, eyes bright with unshed tears. There’s a wobble in her chin.

      “What was that for?” Her voice is breathy and wounded.

      “That was for me,” I inform her. “I don’t need a reason to spank you, blossom. You’re my submissive. If I want you over my lap getting your ass blistered, that’s where you’ll be.”

      That news seems to calm her down. The sheen in her eyes disappears, and her shoulders come down a fraction.

      Interesting.

      So, she’s a pleaser. I don’t want to like that, but I do. For the first time since we’ve been paired, my dick gets chubby.

      “Spread your knees.”

      She keeps her gaze glued to my face as she parts her thighs. It’s damn hard not to be affected. I reach down and slip a finger under the gusset of her panties. For some reason, I’m still convinced she’s frigid. That she’s the type of girl who tells her boyfriend no every night because she doesn’t want to mess up her hair. That she’s not the kind of girl you could hold down and sully with every base desire crawling through your head.

      Aw, fuck.

      She’s wet.

      Sopping wet.

      The American princess liked her spanking. Or being treated disrespectfully. She’s into humiliation and pain.

      My cock lurches against my zipper, making my pants way too tight.

      I unlace her bustier and tug it off, tossing it on the floor like it didn’t cost her at least a hundred bucks.

      A tremor runs through her, but she remains still. Her tits are not tiny, but small and perky, with nipples that angle toward the ceiling. Maybe a B cup—I don’t know. I stroke the side of one, then pinch her nipple. I give it a slap. There’s not much flesh to slap, but it still bounces, so I continue, little slaps around the side and bottom then another pinch. I give the same treatment to her other breast, watching her breath grow shorter, the rise and fall of her chest making it easy to track.

      I reach in my bag for nipple clamps. I have a pair of alligator clamps—no chains. I don’t like anything to get in the way.

      I pinch and roll her left nipple until it lengthens, then I attach the clamp. Her eyes widen, and she gasps. Her knees snap back together.

      “Put your hands on your head and open those thighs,” I snap like I’m displeased.

      Her hands fly to her head, and the knees open so wide, I think she must’ve been a gymnast.

      I slap her pussy, an act which is not as satisfying as it would be if her panties were gone. I’ll rectify that problem soon. I give it another spank. “Don’t make me tell you again,” I warn. When I slip my fingertips under her panties, I find them soaked. Her nectar’s everywhere, slick and warm.

      Her gaze is frantic, on my face, watching like her life depends on pleasing me.

      Fuck, she is pleasing. I get a heady rush of endorphins from the power she’s given me. More than I’ve had with any other partner. Way more than I get cracking skulls.

      I reward her with a quick circle around her clit, teasing the nubbin to make it swell.

      Her lips part.

      “Bad girl,” I murmur, but my voice is velvet, and my caress tender for the moment. Fuck, if I don’t like her bad. Naughty and needy and so damn desperate to please.

      “I’m sorry.” Her apology is hurried. “...Master.” There’s a tentativeness to the way she tries out the title.

      I give a curt nod to confirm. “I am your master.” I remove my fingers from her panties and slap her pussy over them.

      The little ung that comes from her lips sounds longing.

      I pinch her nipple and pull it taut, then fasten the other clamp over it. She gasps in pain and her thighs jerk inward, but she catches herself and opens them back out, panting. Her eyes water a little, and she blinks rapidly.

      “Do you want a clamp on that clit, too, blossom?”

      She gives a quick shake of her head and locks her blue gaze onto mine. The headshake slows as if she’s not sure she should be saying no and is searching my face for an indication.

      “Then don’t disobey me again. You stay in the position I put you until I say you can move. Understand?”

      A quick nod.

      Fuck, she’s cute. Still not my type, but definitely growing on me.

      I reach for her wrist on top of her head and give it a slight tug. “Stand up and pull down your panties.”

      I hold her forearm to assist as she wobbles to her feet on her heels. She starts to slip out of her panties.

      “I said down, not off.”

      She freezes. Pulls them back up above her knees, arranging them and watching me for approval.

      “Exactly so,” I say when she gets them mid-thigh. “You landed on humiliation, so panties down for now although they will come all the way off soon.”

      She wobbles on her heels. I’m guessing her knees are trembling.

      “Come.” I tug her over my lap. She sucks in a breath when her clamped tits hit the couch, wincing and adjusting.

      She’s naked to the tops of her thigh-highs. Her skin is pale, no tan-lines, no tattoos. Again, perfect isn’t my thing.

      I pull a leather slapper out of my bag and smack each of her thighs with it. She gasps, jolting over my thighs.

      “Sorry,” she pants, which is cute because it’s not punishment. “I mean…” She shuts up because, of course, there’s nothing for her to say.

      I spank her with the slapper, aiming where she sits, getting both cheeks in a single swat. She squeezes her little ass tight. I speed up, spanking hard and fast, holding her with a firm arm around the waist as she rolls and wriggles. She lets out little cries but no protest. I know it hurts. This level of spanking might be a warm-up to a practiced pain-slut, but I’m fairly certain Kayla’s ass has been untried. In all ways. Considering how much wriggling and panting she’s doing I have a feeling she’s working hard not to lose it. Hell, she almost cried from a few smacks of my palm earlier.

      It’s all right. I plan to keep her face-down for a while. She won’t have to keep it together for me or anyone else. I figure the submissive position is ripe for humiliation play. It’s too bad we had to leave electronics in the locker room because after her spanking would be the perfect time to make a phone call and keep her waiting face-down like nothing more than a plaything.

      Which she is.

      I stop when I sense her starting to panic, judging by the way she keeps lifting her head. I don’t want her crying red or yellow. I want her to stay surrendered to me.

      I dip my fingers between her legs. She’s so wet that I sink right into her heat, her flesh plumped open and welcoming. I pump them a few times then find her anus with my thumb.

      She squeezes her ass tighter, her thighs going rigid on the couch.

      I make a scolding sound. “No, blossom. You’ll take me here. You’ll take me anywhere I demand. No fisting, though. I remember your hard limits.”

      She pants and seems to work to convince her muscles to relax. First one buttcheek then the other soften. I stroke over her clit to reward her. She humps my lap prettily. The scent of her arousal hits me like an intoxicating perfume.

      Damn, this girl.

      I don’t want my dick this hard for her. She’s too perfect and unpracticed for the things I want to do to her. Which just makes me even more annoyed with her.

      I toy with her, stroking in and out, rubbing her clit, massaging her anus but not penetrating yet. I take my time. I’m in no hurry to get her off. Even though she can’t see it, I play the part, acting bored and looking around the lounge. I spy Valdemar parading his submissive through the main club in baby girl clothing. He looks absolutely delighted with himself. It occurs to me that being a daddy dom might suit him better than sadism.

      Someone calls red not far from us. There’s a small commotion as the dungeon monitors move in to cut a panicked, blindfolded, and headphone-wearing submissive free of plastic wrap on a padded tabletop.

      Kayla rolls on my lap, getting excited from the steady stroking. She lets out a wanton moan. The corner of my lips ticks up despite myself. I wish she wasn’t so fucking cute.

      Cute isn’t for me.

      But it’s hard to keep hating on this one. She’s adorable.

      I find Sasha and Maxim sitting on a couch in the main play area. And—holy fuck—Sasha is down on her knees giving Maxim what looks like the world’s best blowjob.

      Hot.

      I’m both fascinated and repulsed to see my suitemates having sex. I have to give points to Sasha who often comes off as a spoiled brat. Right now, she looks every bit as submissive as the rest of the bottoms here, and it makes me happy to see Maxim treated like a king. I mean, he’s happy as fuck with her, so I figured their relationship had to be balanced on some level, and now I see where. Go, Sasha.

      Get it, Max.

      My dick gets harder. Soon, I’ll put my submissive on her knees and demand the same treatment.

      She moans again.

      Time to give her something more. I rummage in my duffel bag for the butt plugs. Assuming she’s an anal virgin, I unpackage the smallest one to start with. I slap Kayla’s ass a few times to distract her before removing my touch to use both hands and prepare the plug with ample lube.

      “Ready for your ass-fucking, blossom?”

      Her head comes up again, startled. Her cute buttcheeks squeeze together. “Um…”

      “It was a rhetorical question. Your answer should always be yes.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Kayla

      

      

      

      I twist to look over my shoulder at Pavel, trying not to freak the fuck out.

      “You can take it.” He shows me a slender stainless-steel plug, which he’s coating with lubricant. “It’s small, like you.”

      I can take it.

      I can take it.

      I can take it.

      I force myself to exhale and put my head back down. It’s probably no worse than when my gyno did a quick rectal exam.

      Pavel taps my buttcheek. “Open.”

      Huh? I can’t figure out what he means until I realize I’m still clenching the proverbial quarter between my buttcheeks.

      That’s dancer-speak. I grew up taking ballet, tap, and jazz for my theater career, and my childhood ballet teacher used to tell us to clench a quarter between our buttcheeks. I probably have the tightest pelvic floor in the universe.

      Guess that changes now.

      It’s hard to make the powerful muscles relax, but eventually, I soften both cheeks.

      “Better,” Pavel observes. It’s not quite praise. He’s pretty damn stingy with the praise, if you ask me.

      I would do just about anything for a good girl right now.

      He strokes between my legs again, where I’m swollen and needy as hell. I’m starting to feel feverish and drunk with desperation.

      “Reach back and hold your cheeks open for me,” he commands.

      Oh lordy. Really? Well, I guess this is supposed to be humiliating. He’s working the heck out of that angle.

      I reach back—ugh! It’s so embarrassing!—and part my buttcheeks for him, opening myself up for his plunder.

      “Good girl.”

      The words rush into me like a soothing balm. I finally got a good girl. Thank you, baby Jesus. This guy is hard to please.

      I hollow my lower back and arch my ass up to him, even more eager for his praise now.

      “That’s it.” He touches my anus with the bulbous end of the plug. It feels cool and hard.

      I flinch then force myself to relax again.

      He applies pressure. I resist.

      “Open, Kayla.” It’s a stern admonishment, and the fact that he used my real name—not Kiki or blossom, his pet name for me—makes me feel all the more chastised.

      I don’t know how to open or even what he means, but just thinking about it seems to do the trick because I start to relax, and the moment I do, he presses the tip inside me. I yelp in surprise. It doesn’t hurt, but it feels wrong for sure. Wrong in a way-too-intimate and dirty way. I mean, I didn’t prepare for this. Are you supposed to douche first? Or what is it for anal—an enema?

      Eek!

      Pavel eases the plug forward, not insisting—more suggesting. The problem is, the plug gets wider as it goes, so it starts to stretch me.

      “Ooh, ow!” I wince and fret, my ankles crossing restlessly.

      “Open, Kayla.”

      “I don’t know h—ow.” He seats the plug fully, and the pain of the stretch eases. Now I just feel embarrassingly full—like I have to poop.

      He twists and pumps the plug.

      Oh.

      Oh.

      That’s erotic.

      Definitely some pleasure there along with the embarrassment. But more pleasure. I start to pant, my pussy clenching on nothing. An extremely needy sound comes from my lips, and then I come, anus tightening around the plug, my empty channel pulsing and quivering.

      Pavel’s fingers burrow into my hair, and he lifts my head with it. “Did you just come without permission?” He sounds pissed.

      My pussy clenches again. “Oh my God!” I pant. My brain is scrambled from the orgasm. I’m hot and twitchy and… gawd. “I’m sorry, I—”

      “I didn’t say you could come.”

      “You didn’t say I couldn’t come,” I offer hopefully.

      “Aw, blossom. I think you know better than that.” He releases my hair. I expect a harsh spanking, but instead his hand rests lightly on my ass. He gives it a gentle squeeze. “Don’t you?” His accent is thick, his voice guttural and deep.

      “Yes, Master,” I murmur.

      “Back on your knees,” he commands. “And take your panties off first.”

      “Yes, Master.”

      He helps me to stand. I slip the panties down off my legs and then kneel on the industrial carpet at his feet.

      He unbuttons his pants and slides forward on his seat, parting his knees. I lick my lips. Finally, something I know how to do.

      “Show me you’re sorry, princess.” He frees his erection and fists it, then catches the back of my head and pulls me forward.

      I’ve never been forced onto a cock before, and it strikes me as impatient and rude, but then, that’s probably all part of the game. I’m not the one in charge, and giving head is usually one of those acts where the giver has the power. He’s making sure I don’t have it.

      He feeds his length between my lips, pulling my hair back from my face and fisting it behind my head. “Suck it good, blossom.”

      I make a sound—my version of ‘I will’ with my mouth full. I suck hard enough to hollow out my cheeks and run my tongue along the underside of his manhood. His dick is long and thick and heavy with need.

      “Tap my leg once for yellow, twice for red if you need to,” he instructs.

      I blink to show I understand.

      So maybe I don’t know what to do other than let him do it all because he controls the movement of my head, yanking it forward and pulling me back by my hair. He chokes me, the tip of his cock bumping the back of my throat. He’s rough and dominant, turning my head to the side to change the angle, then straightening me up again.

      It’s a little scary. Sometimes when I gag I get scared I won’t be able to breathe, but I always can. After a little while, I start to trust that he’s not going to choke me to death with his cock, even if he wants me to think he is.

      “Put your fingers in your pussy,” he orders.

      It takes a few beats for the words to register. I’m just working hard to surrender to his control, to suppress my gag reflex. I bring my hand between my legs. My pussy is unbelievably wet—wetter than I’ve ever been. Two of my fingers sink in immediately. I moan around his length.

      “That’s it, blossom. Now I want you to come. Can you make yourself orgasm with my dick in your mouth?” He makes it sound like a challenge. Like something he doubts I can achieve, which makes me desperate to prove him wrong.

      It won’t be hard. I’m already beyond turned on. The plug in my ass provides constant stimulation, and the eroticism of my position—of the whole scene—is already driving me crazy. I rub my fingers inside myself, even though that’s not what I usually do when I masturbate. But then, I’m not usually so wet and swollen then. I use the heel of my hand to push against my clit, rubbing and mashing it as I stroke with my fingers.

      My eyes start to roll back in my head, my lashes fluttering. Pavel unclamps one of my nipples. I can’t focus on anything at all—it’s enough just to drag in each ragged breath through my nose while I suck as hard as I know how and pleasure myself. Pavel unclamps the other one.

      I jerk as I come, my muscles seizing. I think I might’ve cried out or attempted to. My nipples scream with fire as the blood rushes back into them. It heightens my orgasm, which goes on and on, fresh waves coming every time I rub my clit again.

      Pavel is generous enough to pause until I finish. He strokes my cheek with his thumb before he resumes plunging into my mouth even more roughly. “That’s it, blossom. Good girl,” he praises although his movements are anything but rewarding. I can hear the rasp of his breath, and it sounds rough and ragged. He’s on the brink, now too.

      Fresh pleasure pours through me knowing I’ve turned him on. That I’m part of his orgasm. “I’m going to come now, Kayla. You want me to come down your throat or all over those pretty little tits of yours? Tap once for throat, twice for tits.”

      I tap once. Sasha is the one who coached me into swallowing back in college, and I’m damn proud of my ability. Sue me if I want to show off a little. Lord knows, not much impresses this guy.

      He utters something in Russian that sounds like a curse, banging the back of my throat with rough thrusts until he grips my hair tight and holds me against him and comes.

      I swallow and swallow, blinking back the water from my eyes.

      “That’s it. Good girl.”

      Another good girl. I’m soaring.

      “Clean it up,” he orders, which I’m already doing. He tucks his cock back away and zips his pants. “Come here,” he beckons.

      Does he want me on his lap? That doesn’t seem like him. Maybe over his lap? Dang it, if only I knew. I wobble to my feet, the blood rushing back into my lower legs.

      He catches my elbow to support me then spins my hips until I face away from him and pulls me onto his lap. “Come here, little fuck-doll. That was so hot.” His breath is warm at my ear. I glory in his praise, even though tonight was supposed to be about pleasing myself.

      I did, though. I’m more satisfied than I’ve ever been in my life.

      I squirm on his lap, the butt plug jostling and moving inside me.

      “Legs wide, princess.” He picks up my legs and tosses them over the outside of his knees, so I’m spread open. I’m wearing nothing but my fishnet thigh highs, heels and a butt plug, so he’s just presented my chacha for the entire room to see, but I can’t find it in me to mind.

      He grips my right breast, massaging it roughly. Possessively. He bites my shoulder. His other hand strokes between my legs. Despite just orgasming, I’m so ready to go again. In fact, the way it feels now, it will never be enough. I’m turned on enough to go all night and still not be satisfied.

      Pavel seems to know that because he fucks me with two fingers, then three, all the while nibbling at my neck and owning my breast and nipple.

      Jesus.

      It’s incredible. I feel incredible—sexy and powerful. Beautiful. Hedonistic.

      Apparently, there’s nothing for me to do but receive, so I let my head drop backward over his shoulder, my breasts angled toward the ceiling as he takes care of my needs.

      I don’t realize at first that I’m moaning. Loud moans—wanton, embarrassing moans. “Oh God!” I clamp both hands over my mouth to shut myself up.

      “No.” Pavel sounds as frantic as I feel. “Let me hear you.”

      “Oh,” I moan.

      He fucks me faster with his fingers. My butt clenches around the plug, and every time it does it sends me closer to release.

      “Oh, God.” I remember to ask permission. “Please, Master—may I come?”

      “No.” He keeps moving his fingers, making me crazy.

      Wait… what?

      I’m already mostly out of my mind, and now my brain scrambles completely. I need to come.

      “P-please?” My teeth chatter. I seriously might die if he doesn’t let me come, and yet, disobeying him is not an option.

      “Please, Pavel.”

      “I like the way you beg.” He sounds as worked up as I am. His fingers fly, driving me to the brink of insanity.

      “I have to. Oh, God, I have to.” I squirm all over his lap, on the brink of both ecstasy and death.

      He says nothing, just bites my neck and fucks me with a cone formed by his fingers.

      Finally, when I’m sure I’m going to die, he says, “Come, blossom.” He murmurs the words right beside my ear. They skip my brain and go straight to my dripping wet pussy, and I come with a scream. I wriggle and ride his fingers, clamping my own over the tops of his to push him deeper.

      “Oh,” I pant, overwhelmed.

      Pavel eases his fingers out and brings them to his lips, sucking my juices.

      And that’s when I realize we have an audience. Kind of a big audience. They are murmuring encouraging things. I sit up, stiffening.

      I don’t think Pavel had noticed before because he curses in Russian.
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      I want to punch the teeth out of every man who just saw Kayla come. And there’s a lot of them. A whole ring of pridurki standing in a semi-circling ogling my porn-star beautiful partner. I want to smash their noses over my knee. Clap their ears. Slam them to the floor by their necks.

      It’s not like me—I’m not possessive of women. I’m the opposite—that’s the reason I came to an event like this. I prefer pairings with no meaning and no ownership.

      But some part of me I don’t recognize isn’t on board with that.

      Blyat. I lift Kayla to stand. “Pick up your top and give it to me,” I order.

      She leans forward to snatch up her bustier. I pull her back to my lap and put it on for her, tightening the laces and tying them. I leave the plug in her, only because I don’t want everyone watching me take it out.

      Yeah, it would be humiliating for her—the name of this scene.

      But I don’t give a fuck.

      I’m not doing it.

      “Put your panties back on, blossom,” I murmur to Kayla. We’re suddenly on the same team from my point of view. I’m protecting her from the gawking assholes out there.

      Part of me wants to stop and examine that—because I’m sure I’m fucking this up somehow. Forgetting how to dominate her the way I’m supposed to, but I shove the thoughts away.

      Kayla obeys and slips on the panties. The plug doesn’t show through the heart-shaped cutout in the back of her panties. I give it a pat to show my ownership and lead her back toward the theater. She toddles on her heels. I saw her rocking them when she arrived, so I’m guessing it’s because that orgasm just blew her mind. Her legs are probably made of rubber right now. Hell, I’ve got a little of that going on myself.

      I lead her to the bar and order two bottles of water and a dish of nuts. I figure she needs to recharge if we’re going to make it two more rounds. We both do.

      I pull out a barstool for her and help her onto it, loving the ginger way she sits to accommodate the plug. She drinks down half her water at once and takes a big handful of nuts.

      She shoots me a glance under her lashes. “Am I allowed to talk?”

      “Yes. If you’re not too annoying.”

      Rather than take offense, I see a dimple flash. “I’ll try not to be. Thank you for the nuts. I was starving. Sasha and I didn’t have time to grab dinner.”

      It’s already more of a conversation than I wanted to have with her, so I simply incline my head.

      “Am I annoying you yet?”

      My lips twitch. Fuck, she’s cute. “Yes.”

      Her gaze drops. “Sorry.” She scoops another handful of nuts and pours them in her mouth. For some reason, I find myself fascinated by her lips as she eats. The light dusting of salt that coats them makes me want to lick them. But that doesn’t make sense because I never kiss my play partners.

      Of course, that thought leads to the image of me pushing her up against a wall and owning that expressive mouth of hers. Shutting her up with my tongue, biting that lower lip.

      “Why were you late?” I surprise myself by speaking.

      She darts a glance my way, apparently as surprised as I am. “I had a gig all day. It took them like one hundred and forty takes to film a sixty-second commercial.”

      I don’t want to be interested, but I’m suddenly invested in her story. “You’re an actress? Like Sasha.”

      “Yes. We went to USC together for theatre. We roomed together for three years.”

      It’s almost painful to think of this delicate, wholesome little creature as a happy-go-lucky college student, hopeful and eager to find some bit part in the school play. It reinforces my belief that she doesn’t belong here. Certainly not to be tortured by me.

      She makes me feel dirty and mean.

      Except the memory of her coming just from sucking my dick comes flooding back. The flush of her cheeks, the glassiness of her eyes, and the way they flickered back in her head. She’d been drunk with lust.

      Not quite so wholesome.

      Fuck, it would be so easy for some Hollywood director to take advantage of her—to discover her kinky little heart and use it for his petty pleasure without giving her the respect she deserves. I fist my water bottle, making it crack and crackle.

      Her eyes widen as she looks at it.

      “I want to see your commercial,” I find myself saying.

      “Oh.” She blushes. “I... it wasn’t my commercial. I was just in the background dancing for the whole thing. It was supposed to be at a nightclub. The commercial is for an energy drink.”

      Now I’m pissed that they didn’t make her the star. Why the fuck wouldn’t they? She’s hot as hell. I can’t imagine another actress would do better.

      “Come on,” I bark as soon as she finishes the nuts and water.

      She shoots me a nervous look and practically launches herself off the barstool. So damn compliant.

      I want to collar her and put her on a leash. Keep her at my feet to suck my dick off the way she did every time I get horny.

      I’m a twisted fuck.

      We go back up on stage, and Kayla steps forward to spin the wheel. I press myself behind her, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her ass back against my lap and put pressure on the plug. Her belly shudders on her next breath. She tosses the ball into the wheel, and it bounces around.

      “Kiki and Master Pavel landed on anal,” the emcee announces.

      Boring.

      Still behind her, I wrap my fingers around her throat, squeezing her breast with my other hand. “My dick in your ass tonight was a given, blossom. We’ll see if we can make it more interesting. I think I’ll stripe that ass first, hmm? Are you sore from your last spanking?”

      “No, Master.” Her voice is soft and warm. Not what I expect. I thought she’d be a fucking baby about getting her ass whipped again.

      My cock lengthens in my pants. “Let’s go, printsessa.” I lead her off the stage and all the way through the play area into the medieval torture room, which I’m glad to find empty.

      I stop her by one of the spanking benches in the room. “Panties off,” I order.

      She drops her head and steps out of her panties, balling them up in one hand, like she doesn’t know what to do with them. I take them from her and tuck them in my pocket. I look her over, critically. “Take off those stockings, too,” I say. “I want to whip the backs of your thighs as well.”

      I’m delighted to watch the shiver run through her. She steps out of her high heels and peels off the stockings. When she does, I notice her feet have angry red marks from her shoes.

      I shove my hands in my pockets, considering them. “Are your feet sore, blossom?”

      “Oh.” She looks down. “I-I’ve been in heels all day, Master.”

      “But you still wore them tonight? For me?” No, of course not for me. My dick is taking over my brain. She didn’t even know she’d be paired with me tonight.

      But she says in that same honey-soft voice, “Yes, Master.”

      Fuck.

      I’m torn between rewarding her for her sacrifice and inflicting more pain.

      “You look fucking gorgeous in those heels,” I say gruffly. It’s true. She has lean, muscular legs—like a ballerina—and the heels make them look like works of art.

      Her gaze flies to my face, searching. “Um, thank you.”

      “I know they hurt, but I want you to put them back on.”

      She immediately steps back into them.

      I step into her space and cup her mons, reaching around to twist the plug in her ass at the same time. “Does it make you wet to know your pain gives me pleasure?” I stroke along her slit, which instantly produces nectar.

      “Yes, Master.”

      Fuck, she’s sweet.

      “Good girl. I’m going to hurt you some more. Not because you’re bad.” I sink a finger inside her and she squirms, her expression turning needy. “But because I want to. You understand, don’t you?”

      She nods eagerly. “Yes, Master.”

      “I thought you did. You don’t like to be a bad girl, do you?”

      A quick shake of her head. “No, Master.”

      “I didn’t think so. You’re a pleaser. A service submissive.”

      Her expression brightens. Like she’s being seen for the first time in her life. “Yes, Master.”

      I screw the plug around in her ass. “Every time you say yes Master in that soft, silky voice, I get hard, blossom.”

      She practically glows with the compliment.

      “Now kneel and bend over.” I slip my finger out of her and use the anal plug to guide her to the spanking bench.

      She drops to her knees and folds her torso down over the padded bench. I buckle her ankles and wrists.

      I’m feeling cruel. Maybe I resent my little blossom for being so damn agreeable. She’s hard to dislike, and I wanted to hate her. Women like her aren’t for men like me.

      I’m the kind who lurks in shadows. My sins marked clearly in ink all over my skin. A Russian soldier who killed, first for his country and later for his bratva cell. I’m nothing of worth, and this girl? She’s golden.

      She’s young, talented, sweet. Smart and agreeable. She’s definitely going places. The monster in me wants to break her for it, but I also want to kill anyone else who might think of breaking her.

      I pull out a rattan cane and slap it into my palm. It bites, even without a lot of force.

      My blossom won’t be ready for something like this, and yet, I’m compelled to use it on her.

      To crush those petals of hers and make sure she never comes back here again, where it’s not safe for a sweet, aching flower like her.

      I step forward and diddle the plug in her ass. She moans and sways her hips. I tap her buttocks lightly with the cane. “I’m going to stripe your little ass now, blossom.”

      She whimpers slightly. The muscles of her lower back bunch up in preparation for the first strike. I swing the cane, aiming and striking right across the center of her buttocks.

      She lets out what sounds like an involuntary shout then a long, long warble of recovery.

      I strike again, just below the first one.

      She shrieks, her body instantly going into flight mode as she struggles against her bonds. “Master?” There’s panic in her voice.

      I rub between her legs to see how the pain landed this time. She’s soaked with fresh lubricant—apparently just as turned on despite the intensity.

      I want to whip her mercilessly until she screams and cries red, and I can be sure she’ll never come here again. But something in her plea tugs at me. Forces my restraint.

      I walk around to the front of the spanking bench and crouch down. I push her hair back from her face to look her in the eye.

      “Yes, blossom?”

      Her breath is chaotic, her eyes dilated, glassy and wild. Her lips are parted, but no words come out.

      I stroke my thumb across her cheek. It’s baby-soft and smooth. “You look frightened. Are you scared?”

      “A little,” she admits.

      “Okay. I will tell you what’s going to happen. I’m going to give you three more stripes with my cane. You can scream as loud as you want. Cry if you need to. But you’re going to be a good girl and take it because you know it pleases me to hurt you.

      “When it’s done, I will put arnica on it to help with bruising. And then I’m going to take that plug out of your ass and fuck it with my cock. I’ll use a condom to keep us both safe. Yeah?”

      She bobs her head, endlessly agreeable. “Okay.” She licks her lips. “Thank you, Master.

      My erection surges against my zipper. She’s thanking me. She really couldn’t be more perfect.

      I cup her cheek, suddenly reluctant to do what I just promised. “You’re doing so well tonight.”

      She nuzzles into my hand. “Master Pavel?” Again, the frightened warble in her voice.

      “Hm?”

      “I might not make it.” She blinks rapidly. “What if I can’t make it through the night without saying red?”

      I’m such an asshole for wishing that.

      The biggest dick alive.

      “You’ll make it,” I promise. “It’s my job to make sure you do, blossom.” Steel barriers in my chest bend and warp in different directions. I both want to keep my promise to her and break it to make sure she can’t return.

      Not without me.

      What am I thinking? I won’t come back here again. I don’t even live in L.A. And I certainly wouldn’t come back to play with her. She’s the last person I’d want to partner with again.

      Except as I flip through the half-dozen partners I had in Chicago over the last year, I see the energy between us was about as flat and dry as paper. It’s nothing like partnering with Kayla—this beautiful shining light. Do I want to go back to my old type?

      I suddenly don’t.

      What’s wrong with me? I’m getting attached, and that’s against the bratva code. Not that my cell enforces those old country rules.

      Still, even if I wanted her, I couldn’t have her. She’s all wrong for me.

      And I’m definitely wrong for her.

      I hold her gaze as I roll up my sleeves. “Now I’m going to hurt you, blossom. And you’ll like it because I do.”
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      I’m trying not to flip out. The pain of the stripes Pavel gave me just keeps growing. I don’t know if I can take three more. But at least he told me what to expect. I almost called yellow when he delivered the first two—scared I wouldn’t be able to go on.

      Even as freaked out as I am, my body is also steeped with lust. I think I’m dripping on the spanking bench, my body so lubed and ready for more.

      Pavel goes to stand behind me and taps the cane against my ass. I flinch, even though it’s just a tap. Every time he touches me, my anus squeezes around the plug, sending erotic impulses everywhere.

      He strikes.

      I scream and clench.

      This one lands below the first two. It seems like he is laying very clean parallel lines down the lower half of my ass. It would be hot to me if it didn’t hurt so badly.

      He whips me again. Surprisingly, I don’t scream. I clench the plug and let out a wounded groan. It hurts, but the endorphins must be kicking in because my whole body’s buzzing. The pain is starting to feel good.

      He lays the last one in the creases where buttocks meet thighs. I sob out my breath.

      It’s over. He told me three more, and I made it through three. The relief and pleasure is immediate. I’m not even afraid of the anal sex now. I’m in need of sexual satisfaction again. I can’t wait to take his cock.

      He smooths the arnica into my skin, tracing over the weals like he’s rubbing them out. He tugs on the buttplug. Nothing happens. He strokes his palm around my ass. “Relax, blossom. Open up.”

      I didn’t realize I was still clenching. I force my breath out and relax, and he slowly pulls the plug out. I whimper at its widest point, but then it’s gone, and I feel empty.

      “Good girl.” I hear him rustle in his duffel bag. The snap of a ziplock bag. The click of a cap. He applies a cool dollop of lube on my anus, and I flinch at the startling sensation.

      A small motor whirs to life. “A reward for you, blossom. Because you did so well.” He slides a small bullet vibrator over my folds and tucks it between my hips and the bench, directly under my clit.

      I let out a surprised puff of breath, shocked by the pleasure. “Mmmmaster,” I blurt.

      “You like that?” Pavel rubs the stripes on my ass some more.

      “Yes, Master.”

      “Good. While I’m fucking your ass, you just grind down on that, blossom. You have permission to come. You don’t have to ask me.”

      “Th-thank you, Master.” My teeth are already chattering with ramped up desire.

      He massages the lube around my anus. I’m surprised at how easily his finger sinks in this time. I hear the snap of foil and a zipper, and then the prod of Pavel’s cock at my back entrance.

      After having the plug inside me for the past half hour, I’m way more amenable to the idea of anal sex. I mean, I wasn’t against it before, it’s just new for me.

      Pavel pushes my cheeks apart and slowly presses forward. He’s big, but I stretch to accommodate him—it doesn’t burn as much as the first time the plug went in. There’s plenty of lube.

      I moan because… it feels good. It shouldn’t, but it does. I’m instantly lost. Grateful for the vibrator at my clit because I’m desperate to get off. I don’t dare move, though. Not that I can move much, but I don’t even wiggle. I just hold still and let him plunge in and out of me.

      I feel thoroughly used. My ass whipped and burning, his cock inside, owning me.

      This was exactly why I came here tonight. It exceeds every fantasy I’ve had about being dominated. I’m fantastically and ridiculously in love with my new master.

      The man who will only be my master for one more spin of the wheel. The man who will leave town after tonight.

      But I can’t think of that.

      I surrender to him. To his dominance, his plunder. He fucks my ass, holding me down by the nape, even though I’m already strapped to the bench, and plowing into me.

      I want to come, but it’s hard with my ass being held open. I feel like I need him inside my pussy instead.

      “M-master,” I chant, even though I don’t know what I want from him. “Master,” I gasp.

      “You can come, blossom. Is that what you need?”

      “Yes.”

      He pounds harder, like my need ramps up his desire. “Come for me.” His voice sounds rough and ragged.

      “I-I…” I was going to say, ‘I can’t’ but I feel the ripple run through my lower belly. I wish the vibrator was inside me as my muscles clench on air. My anus squeezes around his cock, and he shouts.

      “Fuck—oh, fuck!”

      His pounding hurts with my anus squeezing, but I can’t stop it. It doesn’t go on for more than a few more strokes, and then he comes, burying himself in deep and staying there as he groans. His belly moves against my back. I let out a soft sob of breath.

      Time seems to stand still.

      Pavel doesn’t move.

      I know there are people out in the hall. Definitely watching, but I feel like I’m in a bubble. Like my ears are ringing.

      Maybe it’s my pussy.

      After what seems like a long time, Pavel pulls out and disposes of his condom. He uses a soft baby wipe to clean me and unbuckles my ankles.

      I still don’t move.

      I don’t think I’m capable of movement. Or speech. I’m barely able to keep breathing and blinking.

      Pavel comes around and unbuckles my wrists. He doesn’t look at me when he does.

      I think that’s the part that gets me.

      My body and soul were just laid open. I’ve been gutted down the middle to make space for his command. And I loved every second of it.

      But surviving on my own is now an impossibility.

      I gave myself over to this man. If he doesn’t peel me off this bench and hold me tight, I will not be able to go on.

      He doesn’t.

      He doesn’t even help me up.

      In fact, he walks to his bag and starts repacking without saying a word.

      I sit up, dizzy. Dazed. I try out my legs. My knees buckle, and I fall on my ass back on the spanking bench.

      And that’s when I burst into tears.
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      I freeze.

      Kayla covers her face with her small hands, full-on crying.

      Fuck. Bawling.

      Broken.

      Just as I predicted, only I hadn’t meant to break her. I fucking knew she was the wrong woman for me.

      If I’d been smart, I would’ve found Valdemar and asked him to switch with me. He would’ve loved this sweet little morsel.

      Except that thought only makes me want to tear Valdemar’s head off his shoulders and throw it down a mountain.

      I literally don’t move. The wires in my brain have been severed. I’m incapable of action. I just stare at my little blonde submissive in her hot mess. A dungeon monitor opens the door and audience members who had been observing in the hall crowd around the door when they realize I’m not doing anything.

      I’m torn by the desire to fight them all off—the dungeon master included—and walking away.

      Because I’m sure as hell not fit to deal with this kind of shit.

      I wouldn’t even know where to start.

      A flash of red hair swings in front of Kayla, and she’s engulfed in Sasha’s arms. Maxim somehow appears at my shoulder.

      “You break her, you own her.” His words cut through the haze in my brain. I manage to turn my head and look at him. “You heard me,” he prompts. “She belongs to you now. Pick her up, carry her to a cool-off room and put her back together.”

      It must make sense because my feet are already moving forward before I’ve even decided what to do. I pry Sasha away from Kayla and scoop her into my arms. “Give her to me, she’s mine,” I assert.

      Mine.

      It sounds right. It’s not what I wanted, but it’s the truth. She’s mine.

      You break her, you own her.

      “Go get her some hot chocolate,” I bark at Sasha, who is less than impressed with me.

      Her face screws up in disgust. “Hot chocolate? Really dude?”

      I don’t even know what made me say it, but it sounded right.

      “Is that what you want?” she asks Kayla, who is still sobbing uncontrollably. Kayla bobs her head yes.

      Someone offers a blanket, and I wrap it around Kayla and carry her to the cool-off rooms, abandoning my duffel bag and possibly my balls on the floor.

      “I’m sorry,” Kayla struggles to speak between hiccups and sobs. “I don’t even know why I’m crying.”

      I can’t think of a single thing to say. Not one goddamn thing, so I don’t. I just find a room and settle on a couch, curling her against me on my lap. I tuck the blanket in around her and hold her tightly.

      My lips find her hair. First one kiss.

      It doesn’t kill me. Her hair smells sweet, like oranges. I kiss her again. I cradle the side of her face with one hand and lay tiny kisses along her hairline, on her forehead. Her wet, wet eyelids.

      “I’m so sorry,” she sobs.

      “It’s sub-drop.” Finally, my brain returns.

      This happens. I read about it. I’ve heard about it. I just haven’t had to deal with it before because I’m honestly not that much more experienced than Kayla.

      “Your brain chemistry took a hit because things were so intense. The hot cocoa will help.”

      “I’m so embarrassed.” She tries to erect her head, but I cradle it back against my shoulder.

      Mine.

      She’s really mine. Maxim said it, so it must be true.

      “Don’t be embarrassed. I like you like this.”

      That seems to slow down the sobs. Probably her trying to stop them just made it worse. Now that I welcomed them, she can breathe. “W-what?” She peels her wet cheek away from my neck and blinks at me. Her mascara has run around her eyes. I find it oddly erotic. “Why?”

      Telling her I’ve decided the tears mean I own her now probably won’t come out right. I give a little shrug, the corners of my lips lifting. “It’s just another fluid exchange, right?” I flick my tongue out to lick one of her tears.

      She lets out a watery laugh. The sobs dissipate completely, and she stares at me, her big eyes looking even larger with the black rings from her mascara. “D-do you even like me?”

      I give her a slow nod, gaze locked on hers. “Yeah. I do. I like you so much I was thinking about making you safe word, so you wouldn’t come back here without me.”

      Her lips form a surprised ‘O.’

      “Yeah. I forbid you to come here without me.” I hold my breath to see how that lands.

      She punches me with the world’s least effective blow. I make a mental note to teach her how to punch. “What the fuck? I thought you hated me.”

      “I—” I grimace and hang my head. “I was a total cocksucker. I’m sorry. You… you seemed way too good for me. Like the kind of girl I can’t have. And that pissed me off.” I’m surprised to hear what’s coming out of my mouth. I don’t think I even realized that was true until this moment.

      “You’re beautiful and sweet. Too innocent. Your father would put a shotgun to my chest if he saw us together.”

      She lets out a little puff of laughter. “My father is a very nice man.”

      “See? I knew it. Me—I am not a nice man.”

      Her smile fades. “I…” She swallows. “I trust you.”

      “I know. That’s the part that blew me away, blossom. You had no goddamn reason to trust me, and you still did. You worked so hard to please me. Now I’m spoiled for other women.” I shake my head in chagrin. “No one else will do.”

      Light blooms in her expression, but she still looks dubious. “You don’t even live here. How are you going to come back with me?”

      “I’ll fly out.” I can’t believe what I’m promising. But the moment I say the words, I know they’re true. “I will be on a plane every weekend next month to come here with you. I can’t stand the thought of you scene-ing with some other guy.”

      She lowers her lashes. “You’ll be my dom?”

      Something kicks in my gut. Excitement, maybe. A potent twist of meaning. I nod once. “Will you have me?”

      “Is it… just for here?”

      My heart starts to thud uncomfortably in my chest. The Neanderthal in me snarls, Mine. But how do I stake my claim on a woman I have no rights to?

      Still, I shake my head. “No, blossom. When I claim a woman, I claim her everywhere. I want you in my hotel bed tonight. I want you straddling my waist in the morning before I fly home. I’ll need you on FaceTime every fucking night we’re apart.”

      I know it’s too much. We don’t even know each other. But my sense is that half-assed isn’t going to cut it for Kayla. She deserves the whole package. If I’m going to own her, I take responsibility for all of her. Not just her sex life.

      I shrug. “We’ll try it. If you still think I’m a dick after the first month, you can cut me loose.”

      I’m shocked by the sudden and brilliant appearance of her smile. “I know you’re not a dick. Sasha is friends with you.”

      “Sasha is a crazy fucking Russian whose father made me kill for him.” She ought to know the truth. What she’s dealing with. “I’m not a nice man.”

      She angles her head back. “Kiss me.”

      Kiss her.

      It’s a fucking honor to kiss this girl. But I want to make it right. Not the rough, claiming kiss I’ve been wanting to give her ever since she knelt at my feet and swallowed my cum. No, she deserves my restraint. A heavy dose of respect. I take her head between both hands and pull her face up to mine. My lips slide over hers in a slow glide, a long exploration of the surface of her beautiful mouth. I re-angle and repeat. Another slow closed-mouth kiss. And then I abandon restraint and kiss the fucking hell out of her mouth. My tongue lashes between her lips, my teeth graze her tender skin. I kiss and suck and claim with every parting and closing of my mouth. When I finish, she’s breathless and wild-eyed and so goddamn adorable I want to carry her out of here before our final spin.

      Sasha and Maxim appear at that moment with the hot chocolate and my duffel bag. “Sorry, it took us a while to have some made,” Sasha says, pressing the warm mug into Kayla’s hands. She sits beside her. “How are you feeling? You look better.”

      I hold my breath.

      Kayla nods. “I’m better. Pavel’s keeping me.”

      My heart gallops into action.

      She claimed me back.

      I nod, returning Sasha’s surprised blue gaze with my serious one.

      “Um, wow. Okay. Glad that worked out.” Sasha’s tone is one part wonder, one part doubt.

      Maxim’s smirk is bro-code for nailed it.

      It feels too precarious to smirk back.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Kayla

      

      

      

      The hot chocolate really helped. I sip it and stare at my new master. The man who suddenly decided I’m his.

      I feel like I’m in a Regency romance novel—like that Netflix series, Bridgerton—when a man offers to marry a woman after two dances. I know endorphins and orgasms and all kinds of other things factor in, but I’m falling madly in love with Pavel.

      I’m madly in love with this world. It terrifies me how well-suited I am to this lifestyle. I think part of what made me fall apart was my horror and exactly how boundaryless I am here. I think I would do anything Pavel asked. Submit to anything he requested.

      I mostly trusted him before, but his reaction to my meltdown solidified it. He was perfect. Calm and unfazed. Tender. Honest.

      “A lot of couples have moved onto their third spin,” Sasha’s husband, Maxim, tells us. “Are you two going to finish?”

      “It’s up to Kayla,” Pavel says.

      “Yes.” I want that monthly pass. I want to come back here with Pavel. He said he’d fly back to play with me.

      Pavel shifts and produces my panties from his pocket. “Let’s get these back on you.”

      Maxim and Sasha have the grace to disappear, so Pavel can help me back into them. He takes the heels off my feet and tosses them into his duffel. “Enough of those,” he says.

      Loud cheering and applause sound from the direction of the red-light district.

      “Come on, blossom.” Pavel helps me to stand, and we head back into the theatre and onto the stage.

      “Kiki and Master Pavel are here for their final spin,” Madison announces. I pull the wheel and watch the activities flash by then toss the ball. It bounces for a long time before it finally settles into a slot.

      “High protocol!” Madison says.

      Pavel makes a sound of interest. I glance up, and he lifts his shoulders in a slight shrug. When we get off the stage, he leads me into the main play area where he pins me against a wall. “High protocol, hmm.”

      “I-I’m not sure I remember exactly what it is,” I admit.

      “Me neither.” I see a hint of a smile.

      My heart flutters.

      “I think I just make rules, and you follow them. You provide service to your dominant. Same as we’ve been doing all night.”

      I bat my eyelashes. “So what are my rules?”

      He brushes his tattooed knuckles down my cheek. “Your rules are…”

      I wait, nipples stiffening in my bustier, excited by our game.

      “When I say up against the wall, you get up against the nearest wall and present yourself to me for fucking.”

      I drop my eyes and hide my smile. “Yes, Master.”

      He waits a beat.

      Every nerve ending tingles waiting for his command.

      “Up against the wall.”

      I dash over to the closest wall and yank my panties off, hopping in my hurry. I then press my palms against the wall, spread my legs and stick my ass out, looking over my shoulder.

      He’s right there behind me. He cups my mons from behind, one of his digits circling my tender clit. “That’s pretty, blossom, but I’ve already had you from behind tonight.”

      I turn around.

      “When I say, prepare your master, you’ll find the condom in my pocket and put it on me.” His voice is velvety smooth, not the harsh bark of earlier.

      I reach for his pocket then stop, my hand suspended, waiting for the command like we’re playing Simon Says.

      “Prepare your master,” he murmurs.

      I find the condom, open it and unbutton his pants. He helps me by holding the base of his cock for me to roll the condom on.

      “Good girl.” He crowds against me, the head of his cock bobbing between my legs.

      I lift one leg around his waist to present myself to him, and he doesn’t hesitate, he sinks right in.

      I open my mouth, but no sound comes out.

      “You okay? You seemed wet enough.”

      “I am. Yes. I’m good. I’m great,” I babble, reaching for his ass and pulling his hips against mine.

      “Uh oh.” He shakes his head. “You don’t drive unless I tell you to, printsessa.”

      I quickly lift my hands in surrender. “Sorry, Master.”

      He pins my wrists to the wall. “Good thing I’m done punishing you for the night,” he murmurs against my lips.

      “You are?” I sound breathless.

      He thrusts in and up, sliding my back against the wall. “Yes. Other than your fucking. Which may be rough.” He thrusts again.

      The back of my pelvis bangs against the wall, but I welcome the sensation. I’d take all the bruises he wanted to give me. Every thrust feels glorious. Like he’s marking me as his. Branding me. I’ve orgasmed three times tonight, but never with him inside my pussy, and it feels so right. So necessary.

      Exactly where he’s supposed to be.

      He nuzzles the side of my face, shocks me again with the little kisses along my jaw and hairline, which come at total contrast with his slow, rough thrusts.

      “Kiss me, Kayla,” he commands.

      I offer my lips, and he claims them, twisting his slowly, passionately over mine. He takes his time, ravishing my mouth while he nails me against the wall. Only when his breath turns to pants does he hook a forearm under my knee to hold me in place for short, quick thrusts.

      I slide my fingers through his sandy hair. “Pavel,” I gasp against his lips.

      “Take it, blossom. Take it like a good girl.”

      “Give it to me.”

      We’re both out of our minds, dirty talking to each other like a pair of practiced lovers. I forget where we are. Who we are. What I’m doing here. Black Light dissolves, and there’s nothing but wringing this last orgasm out of my master.

      Pleasing him.

      Letting him please me.

      His thrusts get wild and erratic. Our panting breaths mingle.

      “Master, may I—”

      “Come,” he barks.

      The moment he does, I let myself tumble over the precipice, my muscles tightening and squeezing around his cock.

      He growls and thrusts deep, groaning as he, too, comes.

      I cling to him, shaky and limp. Exhausted, but happy.

      “Come on, blossom. You can finish this spin on my lap. It’s time for all the rewards.”

      I beam up at him, my belly fluttering. I don’t know what the rewards are, but I can’t wait to find out.

      

      The End
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Braxton

        

      

    

    
      I stopped walking from the parking lot toward the entrance. Not because I was hesitant to enter Black Light but simply because I was a red-blooded male and the view in front of me had that blood heading straight south. How she didn’t break an ankle in those fuck-me heels, I didn’t know, but it was a question I was willing to ponder for as long as her hips swayed with every step she took.

      “Foster—”

      My lifted hand cut off further conversation as I watched the woman disappear from view when the path led her to the right. I found myself listening for any interruption in the staccato click of her stilettos against stone. Hearing none, I grinned. A man had to admire the talent required to successfully navigate the steps leading down to the door of the club. Only when I heard the brief buzz of voices between the door’s opening and closing behind her did I turn to discover Nathaniel Jacobs standing a foot away.

      “Sorry about that—"

      “Bullshit,” Jacobs countered and shook his head. “I can’t say I blame you. A view like that deserves to be properly appreciated in reverent silence.”

      “Exactly my thought.” I chuckled and we continued toward the entrance.

      “Good to see you again, Mr. Foster, Mr. Jacobs,” Brian greeted us as we approached the counter a few minutes later.

      “Good to be here,” I replied.

      “You observing or playing tonight?” Jacobs asked.

      “Definitely playing.” I hefted my toy bag. The night’s possibilities had replaced the trivial minutia of a dozen business plans that had filled my weekend, allowing me to respond with enthusiasm. “Believe me, with the week I’ve got coming up, the only negotiations I’ll be considering tonight are those proffered by my submissive.”

      “You’re in lockers twenty-three and twenty-seven,” Brian said, offering us the keys. “Enjoy your evening, gentlemen.”

      “That’s the plan,” I said.

      For a moment I’d considered asking Brian if he could tell me anything about the woman who’d entered a few minutes before us but knew the man was far too professional to break the rules. Black Light not only offered its members the venue to be as kinky as one could wish to be, but assured anonymity to those within its walls. However, that didn’t keep me from grilling another dominant.

      “Know anything about her?” I asked as we stored phones and watches in our designated lockers.

      Jacobs didn’t bother pretending he didn’t know who I was asking about. “Sorry, can’t say that I do.”

      “Discovery is part of the game,” I said as I tucked the key into my pocket, and we moved toward the door leading to the actual club. “All I need now is to introduce myself to the lady in red.”

      “Good luck with that.” Jacobs chuckled, and I understood the reason for his amusement the moment I pulled open the door.

      There wasn’t one lady in red… there was a sea of them. For a moment I’d forgotten it was Valentine’s Day, and it seemed red was a prominent color for the evening. A dozen different shades of it moved across the room. Dresses of various lengths clung to enticing curves. Slender throats were encircled by red leather collars. A willowy blonde walked by wearing nothing but sexy-as-sin lingerie the color of a fine glass of Bordeaux. While I appreciated them all, none were the object of my search.

      “So what’s your spidey sense telling you?” Jacobs asked with sweep of his hand.

      I’d been blessed with an innate ability of knowing when an opportunity was about to present itself. My friends referred to it as my ‘spidey sense;’ my business rivals had far less colloquial terms I’m sure. Call it what you will, it was pinging now and had drawn my eyes to a flash of red.

      “There.” The single word and nod of my head proved the gift of intuition had yet to fail me.

      We both watched the woman as, for the briefest of moments, she paused in the doorway leading to the theater. Her head turned to look over her shoulder as if she felt it too and recognition swept through me.

      “I’ll be damned.”

      Jacobs looked from her to me and back again. “Not exactly the response I was expecting,” he joked. “What’s the matter? Redheads not your type?”

      “I know her.”

      “No shit? I thought you said you’d never met her.”

      “I haven’t.”

      “Foster, I hate to tell you but you’re making no sense. You either know her or you don’t.”

      “We’ve never actually met but I know of her. In fact, I have her picture in a folder that is presently one of many spread out over my desk at home. Though, I’m telling you, the photo doesn’t even come close to doing her justice.”

      That wasn’t a lie. Instead of a static version of a businesswoman dressed in a black suit and sensible pumps with her hair pulled back into a bun, the live version wore red silk, silver stilettos, and the hair flowing down her back had me visualizing a river of lava. The difference was truly incredible.

      “Should I even ask why in the hell you have her photo?” Jacobs asked.

      “Haven’t you ever heard of keeping your friends close and your enemies even closer?”

      “I’ve got to hear this story. Come on, I’ll buy you a drink before the action starts.”

      We made our way to the bar and ordered. After swirling the amber liquid around the bowl of our snifters to warm the contents, Jacobs took a sip from his and nodded. “I’m listening. Explain to me how someone who has the power to stop you in your tracks can be your enemy.”

      I enjoyed the smooth brandy sliding down my throat before I filled him in. “We’re both attending meetings this week competing for the same business opportunity.” I took another swallow and continued. “That explains her presence in L.A. though her arena is on the East Coast. The real question is what is she doing at Black Light West wearing a backless red dress that barely covers the curve of her ass?”

      “Same thing as everyone else here, I suppose,” Jacobs offered. “Enjoying herself and, believe me, if all my enemies looked like your lady in red, I can see why you’re craving to hold her very close indeed.”

      I could only agree, the need to dominate shifting from the conference room to this self-contained world of pleasure and pain in the span of seconds.

      A soft chime diverted our attention as the crowd began to move as one toward the theater.

      I cursed beneath my breath. “Shit, I totally forgot about Roulette.” This was the one day of the year when the rules within these walls changed, shutting down any chance of sceneing with just any submissive.

      “Far too late to pull out now,” Jacobs informed me before draining the rest of his drink in one swallow. “Don’t worry. Your loss is my gain. Being the great friend I am, I’ll make sure to keep your lady occupied while you spin the wheel.”

      “How very generous of you,” I grunted, setting my empty glass onto the bar. We followed the crowd as they entered the theater. Leather recliners had been replaced with banquet chairs to accommodate a much larger mass of people. A small, raised stage had been erected at the front of the room and was where those who’d be participating in tonight’s game were gathering.

      “Unbelievable. How lucky can one man be?” Jacobs groused as we watched the lady in red join the submissives to the right of the stage.

      “Comes from clean living,” I replied, grinning as Jacobs rolled his eyes and called, ‘bullshit’ for the second time tonight.

      I waited until her eyes found mine before dropping my bag at the base of the stage and moving to stand with the other doms. When her lips parted into a perfect little O of surprise, I gave her a wink. All I needed now was for the gods to continue to bless me by making sure a little ball landed in the pocket containing her name, and then the real fun could begin.
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Ember

        

      

    

    
      Omigod!

      All it took was a grin and a wink to have everything around me disappear. I no longer saw the other submissives I’d joined to await the start of the evening. I no longer heard the crowd of spectators as they began to settle into seats filling the room. I no longer wondered about the others gathered at the left of the stage.

      The only thing existing in my world was the man standing across the room from me.

      Braxton Foster.

      CEO and owner of Foster Enterprises.

      Businessman. Make that businessman extraordinaire. The man’s list of accomplishments was longer than my arm.

      Shrewd…

      Unforgiving…

      Demanding…

      Ambitious…

      He was all of those and so much more. His business acumen was already the stuff of legends even though the man wasn’t forty yet. In the past fifteen years he’d torn apart and rebuilt more companies than most corporations did in decades.

      And if that wasn’t enough, the man was incredibly good-looking. Tall, dark, and handsome didn’t even begin to describe him. He might have exchanged his bespoke suit for a pair of jeans and a pristine, white, long-sleeved, button-down shirt, but he couldn’t shed the raw animal magnetism exuding from his every pore.

      I’d given a great deal of thought to this evening. I was extremely conscious of the power of one’s reputation. I’d even spent the better part of a year attempting to convince myself I could live a normal vanilla lifestyle. That had cost me a great deal of frustration not to mention hundreds of dollars supporting BOB.

      I mean have you seen the price of batteries lately?

      I’d worked my ass off to gain respect as a businesswoman. And while I hadn’t yet reached legendary status, it was definitely one of my goals. But even the best-laid plans needed the ability to shift occasionally. No matter how hard I’d tried to convince myself otherwise, I simply was not a vanilla girl.

      I didn’t just like kink — I needed it as much as I needed air to breathe. Something of a control freak in my public persona, I did a complete one-eighty when it came to my private life. My entire soul craved giving myself over to a man skillful enough to keep me balanced on the knife’s edge of pleasure and pain.

      Still, I’d never once considered the possibility one of those men would not only be known to me… but would be the very person I’d be competing against tomorrow. He might not be sitting across the conference room table from me yet, but he already had the upper hand. Not because he was a man, not even because he was the Braxton Foster. All it took to give him a leg up was his physical position on the left side of the stage — the dominant side.

      Me?

      I waited to be called forward to offer myself as a submissive. The very definition meant I had voluntarily signed up to yield to the authority and will of another person. To serve him… to make sure he was happy. My pleasure — and my pain — came at the discretion of my dom.

      I gave a start of surprise when the crowd erupted into applause and good-natured shouts. I’d been so lost in my own world, I’d totally missed whatever Jaxson, one of the co-owners of the club, had said. All I caught was his introduction of Mistress Madison, our MC for the evening.

      A glance back at Braxton showed a quirk of a brow and a slight smirk as if he knew I’d been completely thrown by his appearance. The worst thing I could do was show weakness. I pointedly looked away and watched Jaxson descend the stairs and move toward his wife and husband. The trio was not only famous, Emma, Chase, and Jaxson were some of the best people I’d ever met. I turned my attention back to the stage where I kept my eyes on Madison.

      After going over a few details, the gorgeous woman grabbed what looked like a handful of popsicle sticks. One by one the dominants plucked a stick from her hands to determine the order in which they’d be spinning the wheel. When she came to Braxton, everything seemed to slow down. I watched every centimeter of the stick as he slowly drew it free and saw his lips curl into a grin that had my body betraying me. My nipples hardened beneath my dress and my brand-new panties dampened as his gaze lifted to meet mine.

      “God, he is fucking hot,” the woman next to me mock whispered. “I’ve seen him in action and let me tell you, I’d sell my soul to be paired with him.”

      Okay so maybe the degree of separation between my two selves wasn’t quite a hundred percent because the barracuda made an appearance. I might not want to bow down before my competition, but I sure as hell didn’t want to see the blonde dropping to her knees in front of him either. The snarky bitch inside of me didn’t bother to point out that from what I knew of Braxton’s reputation, he didn’t go for the simpering, sniveling type — he much preferred the fight.

      Then again, what did I know? True, I was familiar with him in the outside world, but inside this room, this club? If she’d seen him play, this woman knew more about him than I did. I simply nodded and whispered, “Good luck.”

      She giggled and then we both quieted as the last popsicle stick was drawn and Mistress Madison returned to the roulette wheels.

      “Now, it’s time to find out which of our doms for the evening will meet their submissive first!”

      I wasn’t the least bit surprised to see Braxton step forward. After all, he’d been number one for most of his life. He exchanged his stick for the ball that would determine who would be his partner for the next three hours. My new friend’s desire proved contagious as other women whispered, a few even softly moaning as the wheel began to spin. I heard the ball drop and looked around at all the submissives who were watching every revolution of the wheel. My mind quickly did the calculation and I realized there were fifteen of us which meant there was almost a ninety-four percent chance I would be safe. I released the breath I’d been holding and scanned the line of men wondering which one I’d be paired with when the blonde next to me grabbed my hand and squeezed.

      “It’s stopping.”

      A look back toward the Roulette table showed she was right. When the wheel stopped spinning and I saw Braxton’s eyes lift and that grin appear again, I knew despite the odds exactly what name I’d hear before Mistress Madison called out, “Cinder, please join your dominant on stage!”

      “Damn,” the blonde beside me muttered while I attempted to cover my shock. I obviously failed when she added, “Omigod, is that you?”

      “Guilty as charged,” I managed. I was pretty sure she hadn’t heard me over the squeal she gave while wrapping me in a huge hug.

      “You lucky bitch! Have fun for the both of us, okay?”

      Fun?

      Having fun was the least of my concerns. Coming out of this with any shred of dignity as a respectable player in the business world was far more vital than having fun. Still, I couldn’t deny the tingle shooting through my body as I slowly made my way up the steps of the stage to join my dom.
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Braxton

        

      

    

    
      She was good...

      Good but not perfect.

      There had been the briefest flash of panic across her face before she’d taken a deep breath and stepped forward. I’d thought the dress quite provocative from the back, but damn… the view from the front took it from sexy to fucking stunning. Silk dropped from her shoulders to drape over the mounds of her breasts, leaving the valley between them completely exposed. The fabric drew together to cinch at her waist and then hugged her hips and ass. She wore more than some of the other women in the club, but I found it far more seductive wondering exactly what lay beneath soft silk. I was under no illusion she wasn’t going to do her damnedest to best me at my own game tomorrow, but for the next three hours, the lady in red belonged to me.

      “Cinder?” I grinned at the clever tweaking of her actual name.

      “Yes, and you are…”

      I had absolutely no doubt she knew exactly who I was and yet I’d play along. “Master will do for now.” I didn’t miss the quick intake of her breath or the pinkening of her cheeks as I set the tone for the evening.

      “Cinder, it’s your turn to spin,” Madison said. The white ball changed hands and then Madison reached up to set the second wheel to spin. I watched Ember’s bottom lip disappear between her teeth as she glanced up at me.

      Was she seeking permission?

      Well, well… that little tidbit hadn’t been in her file. Then again, neither had any references to the fact she wasn’t always the take-no-prisoners businesswoman either. I obviously needed a better investigator. Until then, I was going to have fun uncovering all the secrets Ms. Keller held close.

      “Drop the ball,” I instructed, nodding toward the wheel which was definitely slowing.

      “Oh.” She seemed surprised to find the ball still in her fist. With a flick of her wrist, the orb flew the short distance before dropping down into the wheel where it ricocheted right back at us.

      I caught it before it hit the floor. Ignoring the hoots of the crowd, I took Ember’s hand in mine and pressed the ball into her palm.

      “Try again.”

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked. “Maybe it’s a sign we shouldn’t continue.”

      “I’m not only sure, I’m absolutely positive.” After a pause where she seemed to waver, I added, “Unless, you’re not up to the challenge?”

      That seemed to do the trick as all hesitancy disappeared. She took a step closer to the wheel and dropped the ball. It wasn’t but a second or two before the wheel stopped turning and Madison looked up to announce, “Chemical Play.” Ember looked at the wheel as if to confirm the spin and then back at me.

      “Something wrong?” I asked.

      “No. Well, I don’t think so. It’s just I’m not too sure what that actually means.”

      “If you’re asking then I’m guessing it’s not one of your hard limits,” I said.

      “Um, no. I put down needle play, diaper play—”

      “Then we’re good to go.” Placing my palm against the small of her back, my fingertips brushing against the bare skin of her spine, I gave Madison a nod and then guided Ember from the stage.

      Once we were standing off to the side, Ember spoke softly. “Listen, maybe we should rethink this. I mean—”

      “I know what you mean.” I regretted cutting her off when she shifted away from me, which wouldn’t do. With a press of my fingers, I pulled her back. “I meant I understood this is probably not what you expected, but I also meant what I said. I’m looking forward to sceneing with you.” When that didn’t dispel the look of uncertainty in her eyes, I sighed.

      I didn’t mind a little hesitancy in a submissive, but I sure as shit didn’t want to see fear. I was pretty positive she wasn’t physically afraid of me regardless of the fact I towered over her despite those killer stilettos and outweighed her by a good hundred pounds or so. That left the concern of emotional damage, and while I was a dominant who demanded a lot from the women I played with, I wasn’t a bastard. I moved us a few inches from the others as a newly paired couple joined us.

      “Look, is this awkward? Sure. But the fact we’re meeting for the first time in a club rather than a conference room isn’t necessarily a bad thing. If you’re concerned I’m seeing a side of you that you don’t share with the world, don’t be—”

      “You really expect me to believe you won’t see me as weak and use that against me tomorrow?”

      “Weak? Because you’re a submissive?” At her nod, I shook my head. “Hell no. It takes an extremely strong woman to surrender control to a dom.” When she still looked doubtful, I continued, “We’re both very astute people, or else we’d not be able to successfully separate our professional lives from our personal ones. Before I saw you here, I had no clue you were a member of Black Light—”

      “I didn’t turn up your membership either.”

      “Ah, so you confess you researched me?” I teased.

      She shrugged, her cheeks flushing at being caught. “Let’s just say we both obviously discovered Google’s weak spot.”

      I didn’t bother to inform her Google wasn’t my only source of information. Instead, I reached out and brushed her hair off her shoulder, wrapping my fingers loosely around the slim column of her throat. Extremely conscious of her quick inhalation, I spoke softly enough she’d have to concentrate all of her attention on me.

      “Will I push you to your limits? Yes. Will you be pleading for permission to come? That sure as hell is one of my goals. Will you be begging me to fuck you? If you don’t, I won’t have done my job properly.”

      Her eyes, which I’d assumed would be green, proved to be an incredible shade of cobalt blue. They widened as the pulse beneath my fingertips fluttered rapidly. She could deny her need all she wanted, but her very body language told the truth.

      I leaned closer, stroking my fingers along her skin. “But do you need to fear anything that happens here will follow you into the meeting tomorrow? No, Ember, you do not.”

      She stared up at me, and I watched the war between the professional woman and the submissive play out. My assurance or perhaps the intensity of my gaze had her bottom lip beginning to tremble. I lifted my free hand and ran my fingers across her lips and down her throat. Aware of the hitch of her breath, I continued the slow slide into the valley of her cleavage, watching as her nipples puckered against the red silk. I didn’t stop until my fingertip circled around the rim of her belly button, enjoying the quivering of her body at just the simple touch.

      “So you’re suggesting we play tonight and tomorrow we forget about what happened here? It’s business as usual?” she asked.

      “Exactly,” I confirmed, twirling my fingertip in the little dip of her navel, loving the soft moan she gave and the fact her head bowed to watch my every move.

      “I just have one thing to say.” Her voice shook slightly as she lifted her head.

      “What’s that?” I asked, meeting her gaze, my dick jerking at the raw need I saw in the blue depths, knowing without her speaking who had won the internal battle.

      “Stop touching me before we’re dismissed or else we might be disqualified before we even begin.”

      I chuckled, not really caring if we were granted the free month’s membership awarded to any couple who made it through the evening.

      “It’s not about the money,” she said quietly as if reading my mind. “It’s about respecting the integrity of the game.”

      She had me there. I lifted my finger away and moved behind her, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her against me. Leaning down, I spoke into the shell of her ear. “I’ll grant you this one, little girl, but any further instructions will only come from me, understand?”

      “Yes,” she said and then yelped softly when I nipped her earlobe.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Master.”

      I’d heard those words before, yet somehow, they’d never sounded quite the same. I soothed the bite with a long, slow sweep of my tongue, her moan my reward as I straightened to wait for the last couple to be paired so the games could begin.
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Ember

        

      

    

    
      Master.

      How one little word had the power to calm nerves that had been jingling since I’d looked up to see this man — this Master — I couldn’t explain. But it did. Uttering the word caused my entire awareness to shift. While I was cognizant of the fact several additional paired couples had joined us, I was far more conscious of the man standing behind me. The fact he held me so close I could feel the bulge of his dick probably aided in my awareness. Then again, I’d already learned he could stand yards away and the submissive in me was drawn to the dominant in him like a bear to honey.

      More like the spider and the fly…

      I shuddered as the fingers splayed at my waist gave a gentle press as if to reassure me I had nothing to fear. If Braxton could see my face, he’d know I wasn’t afraid — well, not in the sense I feared he’d harm me — I was anxious to see where this evening would take me. Where my Master would take me.

      Finally, the wheel made its last revolution, the final couple heading off the stage, and someone from the audience yelled out, “Let’s go!”

      Several people laughed, and as the last pair left the stage, Mistress Madison announced, “You’re right! It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette. Good luck!”

      Braxton wasted no time, his hand dropping from my waist to take mine. “It’s about time,” he said, his long stride making it necessary for me to take two steps to his every one which wasn’t exactly easy in four-inch Jimmy Choos. But who needed comfort when one could wear glittery shoes that shimmered with every step?

      I got a momentary break when Braxton paused to grab his bag among several others that had been left at the base of the stage. My thoughts instantly went from my shoes to wondering what might be in the bag — the rather large bag. There was only one way to find out.

      “What’s in the bag?”

      Braxton looked down and grinned. “Toys.”

      My stomach flipped. “What kind of toys?”

      “Curiosity killed the cat,” he taunted as we reached the doorway to leave the theater.

      “Satisfaction brought it back,” I countered.

      He chuckled and hefted the bag over his shoulder. The sound of the contents was subtle yet enough for me to hear a few clinks of something that sounded like metal and a thud of something heavy.

      “Handcuffs?” I ventured, my mind already visualizing my wrists cuffed to some apparatus. “And maybe a paddle? Are you a spanker?”

      “Anticipation is part of the game,” he answered cryptically. Before I could ask another question, he added, “Just so you know, I won’t need a paddle to set your ass on fire.”

      I swallowed hard, the skin of my buttocks crawling even as my pussy contracted.

      He wove through the crowds milling about, and all I could do was practically trot by his side. I saw spectators leaving the bar area to begin lining up to watch as other Roulette pairs peeled off and approached various equipment. It served to remind me part of the night’s draw was the prize of an additional free month of membership for whichever pair gave the best show.

      I wasn’t a shy woman when it came to standing in front of a room full of business associates while wearing a designer suit and far more sensible shoes. But if I said I wasn’t nervous about getting buck-assed naked, I’d be lying. I’d taken a tip from a blogger and had started performing household tasks like washing dishes, checking emails, and doing laundry in the buff in an effort to become more comfortable in my own skin. I normally managed to check my modesty the moment I entered a club to play, but that was before I knew who I’d be paired with. Seeing women already shedding their clothes in preparation for play had me very aware of every bounce of my breasts as Braxton continued across the floor.

      I’d never been to this club before, but it was definitely laid out differently than the one in D.C. Instead of basically one very large room where members played, Black Light West had been built inside an absolutely huge mansion. There were hallways leading off in different directions and was that an actual swimming pool? I got a better view of the gorgeous indoor pool when Braxton finally slowed as a woman approached us.

      “I’ll be right back.” Dropping my hand, he moved forward to speak to the blonde.

      I took the opportunity to look around and discovered the area also held a sauna, a hot tub, and several platforms that were already being claimed. It wasn’t long before Braxton returned and slipped his arm around my waist.

      “Everything all right?”

      “Yes, everything is fine,” he assured me.

      “Where are we going?” I asked as he continued to lead me through the club.

      “To one of the playrooms. They’re located in a hall behind the stage.”

      At his explanation, I relaxed slightly. A battle was already waging inside me about even playing with this man. My mind screamed I was a fool to believe he wouldn’t use this against me tomorrow, while my body stated I’d better not even think about wimping out. Perhaps having any play being done in privacy would satisfy both sides.

      Black Light West was a huge place, but from the amount of people I’d seen, I wondered how many rooms were available for private play.

      We reached a set of short stairs, and I looked up in time to see a door closing toward the end of the hallway.

      “That’s the nursery,” Braxton said. “Complete with adult-sized baby furniture.”

      “So, the rooms are furnished for different play?”

      “Yes. There’s a schoolroom and one that can be used as a dungeon or interrogation room.”

      I was busy picturing a classroom with desks where a naughty student was bent over, her panties at her ankles while the stern headmaster wielded a cane against her ass. Or perhaps a woman tied to a piece of wicked-looking furniture with the ability to have a submissive trembling in need. Yet neither of those rooms seemed a place where chemical play had a role.

      “So which room are we in?” I asked.

      “This one.” He inclined his head toward the first room. The entire front wall of the room wasn’t really a wall. It was a large window that looked a little shaded.

      All it took was a brief glance for me to gasp. An exam table exactly like the one in my gynecologist’s office stood front and center.

      Well, not exactly the same as this. While this table had a strip of pristine white paper aligned perfectly down the center, I was willing to bet the black padded surface was leather and not a cheap imitation. Another difference from the standard shiny metal stirrups at one end, were the large D-rings around the sides where restraints could be attached. Off to one side of the room was a counter with the accoutrements of the medical profession lined up like good little soldiers waiting to be called into battle.

      “I’m guessing there is no wizard behind the curtain?” I motioned toward the back corner of the room where a curtain hung from a rod.

      “Not unless he’s using the bathroom.”

      I looked up at him and saw the amusement in his eyes.

      “You’re not scared of the doctor, are you?” he asked.

      “It depends on the skill of said doctor.” I wasn’t about to admit the very sight of a needle or blood being sucked from my arm into a tube had my vision blurring and my stomach roiling.

      “Touché,” Braxton acquiesced and opened the door, gesturing for me to precede him.

      I stepped past him and would have sworn the temperature dropped a good ten degrees. “Why do they keep hospital rooms so cold?”

      “You won’t feel chilled for long,” Braxton assured me. When he reached for a white lab coat hanging from the back of the door, I thought of a more pressing question.

      “And come to think of it, why are we even in this room when I didn’t spin medical play?”

      “Several reasons, the main one being you never engage in chemical play without testing for any allergic reactions first.”

      When he didn’t continue, I prompted, “And?”

      Grinning, he patted the table’s surface. “Take off your clothes,” he ordered as he moved to drop his bag onto the counter.

      Who knew shrugging into the lab coat allowed a man to slip into the persona of a doctor so effortlessly? Then again, I’d be willing to bet this man had been playing doctor since he was a boy.

      This was it… one could tell themselves they were playing all they wished, but nothing quite screamed ‘submissive’ as loudly as being casually ordered to strip. And nothing announced who was in control any more clearly than watching a dominant with his arms crossed over his chest, his ass leaning against a counter, a look of expectation on his face and that little smirk lifting the corner of his mouth just the slightest bit. Braxton didn’t repeat his order, didn’t instruct me to hurry, didn’t even speak. All he did was wait for me to obey.

      “Do I get a lollipop if I’m a good girl?” I asked in an attempt to ease my sudden flare of nerves.

      “Let’s just say I’m pretty positive you’ll get to suck to your heart’s content before the night is over whether you’re a good girl or not.”

      That didn’t exactly answer my question, but it did have my heart skipping a beat.

      “Do you need help undressing?”

      “No.”

      “No what?”

      “No, Doctor,” I said, proving I wasn’t lying by reaching for the silk at my shoulders. Crossing my arms, I slowly pulled the fabric down until it reached the bend of my elbows. The pressure of my arms against my body ensured I’d yet to truly reveal anything. It was my turn to smile as I watched his eyes follow my every move. I waited for a heartbeat and then dropped my arms, allowing the material to slide down and fall, catching on either side of my hips.

      My nipples instantly peaked and while that could be excused due to the temperature of the room, the fact my panties grew uncomfortably damp told the truth. The look in this man’s eyes alone had every cell in my body sitting up and taking notice.

      “Continue,” he instructed.

      I slid down the zipper and with a little shimmying and a few tugs, the dress slipped down my legs to puddle at my feet. Braxton stepped forward and surprised me by crouching in front of me.

      “Step out,” he instructed.

      I placed my hands on him for the first time, grasping his shoulders as I stepped out of my dress and then my shoes after he unbuckled the straps around my ankles. My legs trembled as he ran his palms up my right calf until he reached the top of my stocking, stroking his thumb where silk met skin before rolling it down until it too was removed. The left stocking was next, leaving me in nothing but the black panties edged with red lace. I gave a squeal when he stood and wrapped his hands around my waist again, quickly lifting me into the air before setting me down on the surface of the exam table.

      “Sit up straight, hands on your thighs, palms up and knees spread.”

      I moved into the position and learned it was far easier to dismiss the crackle the paper made with my every move than it was to ignore the fact there was already a visible wet spot beneath me despite the fact he’d left me in my panties. I shifted a bit forward to cover the telltale evidence of my arousal as he turned away to rummage in his bag. His body blocked any chance I had of sneaking a peek and besides, I was sort of getting off on the whole anticipation thing. The knock on the door took me by surprise. My eyes flew toward it which, of course, had me remembering a crowd had likely already gathered outside the viewing window.

      “Come in,” Braxton called out and turned when the door opened to admit another gorgeous woman who carried a tray, its contents hidden by a cloth. She smiled at me and then passed the tray to Braxton. “Thank you,” he said, placing the tray next to his bag on the counter.

      “You’re welcome, is there anything else you need, Doctor?”

      It seemed the staff was every bit into this role-playing thing as its members.

      “A pot of hot tea, a cup, and a glass of milk,” Braxton responded which had my nose crinkling. I’d never heard a dominant ask for anything other than bottled water or maybe a drink at the bar when he was done playing. The woman simply nodded and left the room with another smile shot my way.

      I forgot all about her as Braxton lifted a clipboard from its hook at the end of the table. Moving to stand before me, he took a pen out of his pocket, clicking it loudly. “Let’s go over a few things before we get started.”

      “All right.”

      “Are you on any medication?” he asked.

      “Only birth control,” I said.

      “Do you have any food allergies?”

      “Not that I’m aware of.”

      He made a check mark on the paper. “Allergic to insects?”

      “Does shuddering if I even see one count as being allergic? I detest bugs,” I answered honestly.

      “You don’t have to like them, but I need to know if you’ve ever had a bad reaction to a bug bite or a sting.”

      “Not that I recall.”

      He looked up at me. “Any swelling beyond just a bit at the site of a bite?”

      “No.”

      “You’ve never had your throat close up? Or had trouble breathing?”

      For the first time since he’d started asking questions, I hesitated.

      Don’t look. Do not look down!

      Totally ignoring that voice in my head, I dropped my gaze south and heard him chuckle.

      “Let me rephrase the question. Discounting any sexual activity, have you ever had trouble breathing?”

      I could feel my face heat but managed a soft, “No.”

      “Any irritation or excessive itching?”

      “I did get poison ivy once when hiking. It was pretty itchy,” I answered, beginning to wonder exactly how dangerous this little game could be.

      “I think we’re good.” Braxton moved back to the counter, exchanging the clipboard for a pair of latex gloves before choosing something off the tray. He grabbed a long cotton swab out of a jar and then came back to me. “You mentioned you weren’t sure what chemical play involved.” I nodded and he continued, “It’s vital I know if you’ve had any bad reaction to food, insects, and even plants. The goal is to have you feel sensations but not to have an attack that has your throat closing or your body breaking out in blisters.”

      “Good goal,” I said lightly, though I was pretty sure if he pressed a stethoscope against my chest, he’d hear my heart rate had kicked up a notch or two.

      “Hold out your wrist,” he instructed, tapping my left wrist with the wooden end of the swab before sticking the cotton end into the brown bottle in his other hand.

      “What’s that?” I asked, holding out my wrist as he withdrew the now saturated swab.

      “Your first test,” he replied, setting the bottle down beside me and taking my wrist in his hand. When I couldn’t quite conceal the flinch, he stroked his thumb across my skin. “Relax, this isn’t going to hurt. I’d never use anything on you I hadn’t already tested on myself.”

      My respect grew at knowing he’d done so. I watched in fascination as he drew the swab over my wrist in tiny circles.

      He chuckled and used his free hand to lift my chin until I looked at him. “Just breathe normally, Ember.”

      I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Opening my mouth to correct him in using my actual name, I realized it was rather silly. It wasn’t as if we both didn’t know exactly who the other was.

      A quick repeat on my right wrist had the scent of cinnamon filling the air. Another smear from a third bottle decorated my left inner thigh and my nose crinkled as the sharp smell of ginger added its aroma to the room.

      “What about here?” I asked, touching my right thigh. “I’m feeling a little off-balance.”

      “I believe I like having you unbalanced,” he retorted and then grinned in a way that had my blood racing.

      “Go ahead and lie back,” he continued, stripping off his gloves and pulling on a new pair as I slowly pulled my legs up and then lay back. “Scoot down until your butt is right here,” he said, patting the very edge of the table.

      Evidently, my perception of when to stop scooting didn’t match his. I yelped as he grabbed my ankles and tugged me down another six inches until I feared my ass was going to fall off the edge.

      “Lift your hips.”

      I gave a quick look toward the two-way mirror, but it was impossible to know if anyone was outside looking in. I closed my eyes and lifted my hips, biting my lip as my ‘doctor’ helped me finish disrobing.

      “Ahh, I’m afraid these cute little copper curls have got to go.”

      The statement had my eyes popping open and looking down the length of my body.

      “What?”

      He reached down to tug at the hair covering my sex as if thinking I needed a visual aid. “Close your eyes again.”

      “Why?”

      Instead of immediately answering, Braxton just quirked that sexy brow of his. Sighing, I closed my eyes and then gasped when my obedience was rewarded with a finger sliding just a fraction of an inch inside me.

      “You feel that?” he asked unnecessarily as there was no way he wasn’t aware that I did. My response had been instant the moment he’d started twirling his finger, fluid gathering in my sex and my hips lifting higher as if begging him to go deeper.

      “Yes.”

      “How about now?”

      The only thing I felt was the removal of his fingertip, and after a couple of seconds, I had to shake my head.

      “You may open your eyes.” Waiting until I had, he added, “And that’s your answer. The entire purpose of chemical play is for you to feel the sensations against your skin. Your pubic hair is a barrier.”

      I couldn’t argue with his logic and nodded, watching him cross to the counter to turn on the faucet at the sink. As the water ran, he returned to me and extended the metal poles at both sides and then flipped down the stirrups. “You know the drill. Feet up and knees wide.”

      I knew the moment I complied I’d be exposing myself to anybody who cared to look. My submissive self obeyed, my legs lifting, my feet sliding into the cold metal cradles. My knees fell apart simply due to the positioning of the stirrups, but evidently not quite wide enough as Braxton adjusted the poles until I was as blatantly displayed as possible.

      “Just relax. By the time we’re done here, I’ll know the results of the tests.”

      I looked down at my wrists, surprised I’d actually forgotten all about the substances he’d spread across my skin.

      Once the water’s temperature was satisfactory, he pulled a white cloth from a drawer, wet it, wrung it out, and then placed it over my sex. The warmth felt good but nowhere near as nice as when he gently ran his fingers over my breasts in ever-tightening circles.

      “It’s important to know how sensitive your breasts are,” he said, falling into his role as easily as I was falling into submission. Reaching my nipples, which were standing at full attention, he flicked them a few times before taking each one between his index fingers and thumbs. “Tell me, do you have sensitive nipples?”

      “Yes, Doctor. Very sensitive.”

      “How fortunate.” He grinned as his fingers closed around the taut buds. I gave a long groan when he pulled back, elongating each one until I began to arch up in an effort to ease the pressure.

      “Lie back,” he instructed firmly, not giving me an inch of relief. I obeyed, the sensation intense, but his eyes locked on mine were even more so. “Good girl,” he praised, squeezing just a little tighter and pulling just a tad bit harder until I was whimpering. “Very nice.” Releasing my nipples, he bent to give each one a quick kiss.

      He left me wanting so much more while he pulled back the cloth covering the tray and picked up a package. After opening it and removing the razor inside, he added a pair of small scissors, a can of shaving cream, and a small basin. Did the man think of every possible scenario when he played? Of course he did. He might be playing doctor, but he was Braxton Foster after all. The man was always prepared. Hell, he’d probably been the poster child for the Boy Scouts.

      Hooking a rolling stool with his foot, he dragged it over to the end of the table. Removing the cloth over my sex, he set it beside my hip. “Ready?”

      I wasn’t sure how he expected me to be prepared for something so out of the box it had never crossed the realm of possible outcomes in my mind.

      For fuck’s sake, Ember, he’s not asking you to join a think tank here.

      “Just so you know, I’ve never shaved before,” I informed him. “Not there.”

      “I’m honored to be the first,” he said, and, for some reason, I believed he truly meant it.

      I was busy telling myself it was just hair and would grow back when he bent forward to press a kiss to the curls he was about to shear, ending my one-sided conversation. Within minutes he had used the scissors to cut most of the hair away. I gave a small start as he shook the can of shaving cream and then squirted it on me. He just grinned and added far more than was necessary until it looked like I had a snow-capped mountain between my legs. He finished with a twist of his wrist to form a little curl at the peak.

      I knew Braxton as a stoic, serious businessman… tonight I saw a far more playful side of him.

      And I liked it.

      Every stroke of the razor had me holding my breath until at last he picked up the discarded cloth and cleaned off any remaining cream. When he lifted the cloth away, I could feel the air drifting across my pussy, but it was the long, slow lick of his tongue across the newly bared surface that had me sucking in my breath again and my knees trembling.

      He lifted his head and grinned. “Feel the difference?”

      “I’m not sure. Perhaps you’d better give me one more test,” I suggested.

      Braxton’s brow lifted and I shrieked as his fingertips slapped down against skin that had never been as sensitive as it was now.

      “I mean, yes, Doctor, I definitely feel the difference.”

      After putting the shaving supplies away, he picked up my hands and turned them over to examine my wrists. “How about here and on your thigh? Any sensations?”

      “I feel a slight tickling on my right wrist, but nothing intense enough to be worrisome,” I answered.

      “That’s nothing to be concerned about.” Choosing another bottle, he wet a cotton ball with its contents and wiped it across my skin, leaving a sheen and a slight aroma I recognized.

      “Is that olive oil?”

      “Good nose,” he said with a nod. “You don’t use water to remove chemicals because it only spreads the oil or whatever has been applied.”

      I laughed and shook my head. “So, basically, if you have a decent pantry at home, and you’re tired of cooking, you can play instead.”

      Braxton chuckled. “True, but it’s best if you combine the two.”

      Before I could respond, there was another knock on the door. Braxton moved toward it, and it took everything I had not to yank my feet from the stirrups. He opened the door and took another tray from the woman.

      I waited until he’d thanked her and placed it on the counter before asking, “What do you need tea and milk for?”

      “Milk is another safe way to ease any irritation. I just wanted it on hand before we get started.”

      Get started?

      I was about to ask what it was we’d been doing when he poured a small amount of the olive oil into a glass and then tore the corner off a cellophane envelope. After choosing some sort of capsule from the bag, he opened it and dumped its contents into the cup. Using a tongue depressor, he stirred the concoction together.

      My concern about what he’d created was replaced by fascination as he dipped the tip of his finger into the liquid and then licked it.

      “Um, do I even want to know what that is?” I asked.

      “Let’s wait and see if your sense of touch is as good as your sense of smell.”

      The man truly did like to keep his cards close to his chest. Picking up the cup, he made a point of extending his pinky finger as if he were enjoying tea with the Queen of England instead of drinking it with a buck-ass naked woman splayed on a table.

      “To your continued good health,” he said, toasting me before taking a sip. He didn’t immediately swallow. Instead, he swished the liquid around in his mouth like mouthwash. After he’d repeated the swishing with a second mouthful, he put the cup down, moved to stand between my knees, and bent forward over my body.

      I thought he was going to kiss me or maybe transfer some of the liquid to my mouth like some sort of twisted version of a momma bird. Thankfully, Braxton proved he was definitely not concerned with feeding a baby chick when his target became clear. Instead of my mouth, his lips landed on my breast, and the only liquid I felt was the wetness of his tongue as he began to flick it over the peak of my right nipple.

      He licked and sucked, nibbling a moment before his tongue traced a line down the valley between my breasts and back up until he could give the same attention to my left nipple. It felt good… really, really good. I hadn’t been joking when I’d said my nipples were sensitive. Every lick of his tongue and draw of suction had little sparks of electricity shooting straight to my sex. I was losing myself in the glorious haze of sensation when it stopped. I opened my eyes to find my fingers tangled in hair the color of coal and a pair of blue eyes meeting mine.

      “Did I give you permission to change position?” he asked.

      “Um, sorry,” I muttered, dragging my fingers from his hair only to see him grin.

      “I was talking about your legs.”

      Looking over his head, I saw a pair of feet, but it took me a moment to realize they weren’t where they belonged. I truly hadn’t been aware I’d moved my legs to wrap around his body. Uncrossing my ankles, I slid my feet back into the stirrups. Braxton gave my nipple a sharp nip and then began to lick down my belly.

      His finger had felt good when we’d been in the theater and he’d traced a circle around my navel. His tongue felt a thousand times better. Like a kitten lapping cream from a saucer, he dipped his tongue into the slight depression. It was unexpected and the fact I arched my back to protest when he pulled away had me flushing. I couldn’t suppress a mewl when his lips ran over my denuded mound to the entrance of my pussy.

      Using just the tip of his tongue, he burrowed between my outer lips, spreading them apart in order to take long, leisurely licks up my center. When he reversed, his tongue trailing down over my perineum to begin circling my anus, the rattle of metal accompanied my mewls as my legs began to shake. Again and again, he feasted, proving to me that eating while playing was beyond good… it was about to be mind-blowing. I could feel my climax approaching with each swipe of his tongue, every nibble of his teeth over my clit.

      The scent of cinnamon filled the air and I recognized that must have been the substance he’d added to the oil. Suddenly, I realized my blood wasn’t the only thing beginning to heat. My nipples were tingling, the skin of my abdomen and my pussy joining in the slow burn. I understood the titillating excitement of his tongue tracing around the tightly puckered skin of my anus was no longer simply due to enjoying the act considered taboo by so many. The sensation grew as if every flutter of his tongue stoked the fire inside me.

      “Um… is it getting warm in here?”

      Braxton lifted his head, his lips and chin shiny with proof of exactly how hot he made me. “It takes heat to cook.” He slowly licked back up to my sex. “What you’re feeling now is just the preheating. It’s going to get hotter,” he added before he lowered his head and drove his tongue into my pussy, thrusting it in and out, in and out until I writhed beneath him.

      I’d always dismissed the stories about spontaneous combustion as urban legend, but now? Now I was wondering if Mr. Boy Scout had thought to have a fire extinguisher on hand. It turned out, he didn’t need one as, suddenly, he simply stepped away leaving me on the table.

      I could only lie there watching him rinse the cup he’d used, replacing the mystery brew with tea.

      “I’ve never known anyone to stop in the middle of a scene for teatime,” I said. Was my tone snarky? Probably, but I was having a slight problem reconciling the fact he’d left me cold… okay, that wasn’t true. The man had left me smoldering and needy while he enjoyed his bloody tea!

      His response was to fill his mouth with the tea and then spit it out into the sink. I smirked, but before I could verbalize the rather unsubmissive thought that it served him right the tea couldn’t quench the fire he also must be feeling, he poured a second cup and drank it down.

      “I quite enjoy having you unbalanced and smoldering,” he said, turning to look at me as he whipped the towel off the first tray. He picked up a big, fat, knobby ginger root and a sharp paring knife. My ass cheeks clenched tightly. I might not have ever tried chemical play, but I’d scanned enough FetLife and YouTube videos to have a very good idea of exactly what he was doing. The aroma of fresh ginger intensified with every inch of peel he removed. If I had any doubts whatsoever, they disappeared as the root took shape in his hands until he looked up and caught me staring.

      He grinned as another long, greenish gray peel fell to the countertop. “Ever been figged before?”

      “No.” A quirk of his eyebrow reminded me of my place and his. “I mean, no, Master… Doctor.”

      The corner of his mouth lifted. “Master Doctor… I like it.” He put the knife down and stood. “You can lower your feet and roll over.”

      How I’d forgotten my legs were spread wide open I’d never know, but I quickly remedied the situation. Before I could become too comfortable on my stomach, he added, “Up on all fours, knees wide, tits to the table and ass up in the air.”

      Not looking at the mirror, I pushed up and arranged myself as directed. Any onlookers had already seen the goods, this was simply a different view. I watched him use the tip of his knife to score several long lines through the flesh of the penis-shaped root.

      “Reach back and spread your ass cheeks apart.”

      What the hell? How does a man make a statement like that as casually as he would ask someone to pass the salt? Forget facing him across a conference table knowing we’d played together. Acknowledging the other had an affinity for kinky games was something we’d both share. But this felt far more intimate. This was asking me to actively participate in exposing the most secret part of myself while he remained fully clothed.

      Trust your dom or say red.

      Since I wasn’t about to safe word, I reached back, my fingers moving into the crease of my ass, and I pulled my buttocks apart.

      “Good girl,” Braxton praised, and I felt an inordinate amount of pleasure at his words. And when he added, “Wider,” I tightened my hold and offered him even more of myself.  My entire body trembled as his fingertip traced down the split of my ass.

      “Don’t tense,” he instructed, the finger no longer circling but tapping against an opening that wasn’t exactly the one I wished to be entered. “The ginger is going in, but you do have the choice of making it easy or difficult.”

      Who was he kidding?

      I couldn’t possibly be the only person who would argue there was nothing easy about having a plug shoved into your ass, could I?

      A slap directly against my anus had me yipping and reminded me doms made the rules here. The sub obeyed them or most likely paid some type of consequence. I took a deep breath and concentrated on obedience, determined not to show him any cracks in my facade even if I couldn’t quite relax as much as I wished.

      The tip of his finger pushed into me, and that’s when I realized ginger wasn’t the only substance he’d be introducing. Whatever he’d dipped his finger into was slippery. Lube would be my guess as he pulled his finger free only to add another dollop.

      I bit my bottom lip as he added a second finger, the stretch more intense. It was a strange feeling, his fingers twirling to smear the substance onto the sensitive surface of my inner walls. It felt a little cold but perhaps that was simply because all the parts of me he’d licked, nibbled and kissed were burning. It was wrong in so many ways, but my body didn’t care. As Braxton’s fingers began to scissor, forcing my hole to loosen, my pussy spasmed as if jealous of the attention happening just a few inches away.

      He was no longer tonguing me, but he was definitely adding fuel to the fire. My nipples rubbed against the surface of the table intensifying the tingling heat from his licking, and my fingers itched to drift between my legs and relieve the throbbing building between them. I was so lost in the budding arousal it took me a moment to realize that while the stretching sensation continued, it wasn’t due to the presence of his fingers. He’d pushed the ginger plug he’d prepared into me.

      “No, don’t clench. Just relax,” Braxton chided. Each word was accompanied by more pressure as the plug gained another inch.

      It advanced steadily until he gave a final firm push, seating it fully within my ass, ignoring my cry at the brief flare of pain.

      “How do you feel?”

      Looking over my shoulder, I watched him pull off the gloves he wore while I considered my answer for a moment. “I probably shouldn’t admit this, but except for the pressure and a fullness, I don’t feel anything. I sort of expected something more… ummm back there.”

      He grinned. “Give it time.” Patting my ass, he added, “You can let go.”

      Embarrassed at the reminder of my participation, I released my cheeks as he left my side. After pulling on a new pair of gloves, he selected the next item from his bag of tricks.

      Seems he hadn’t lied about the contents of his bag. This was a toy I instantly recognized. “What are you planning on doing with that?” I asked, pushing up onto my elbows. “Last I checked floggers were made of leather strands and not chemicals.”

      “They’re called falls, not strands,” Braxton corrected as he ran his fingers through the leather strips. “And if you remember the basic principle of chemistry, everything on earth is chemical because everything is made of matter.”

      Seriously?

      I considered asking him if there was anything he didn’t know but decided it didn’t matter. He unscrewed the top of a large bottle and upended its contents into a basin. Flexing his wrist, he used the flogger to stir the solution, coating the falls before lifting it high. I watched as droplets slowly slid down the leather.

      Meeting his gaze and seeing the heat in his eyes, I had the distinct feeling I was about to learn more than I’d ever wanted to know about chemical reactions. My pulse quickened as the anticipation he’d mentioned earlier returned ten-fold.
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      I was very aware of Ember’s hesitancy… not in playing, but in playing with me. I was also cognizant of the submissive need she telegraphed with her eyes, her soft gasps, little mewls, and, of course, her very responsive nipples and still glistening pussy easily seen now that I’d removed her curls.

      “Flat on your stomach now. Arms and feet to each corner,” I instructed as I pulled restraints out from the shelf beneath the table.

      Taking her right hand, I wrapped the cuff around her slender wrist and clipped it to the rope. I checked to ensure there was enough slack as not to put too much tension on her shoulders when she started to tug against their hold… because I had absolutely no doubt she would be. After tying the rope off, I moved to her ankles.

      The view of her spread eagled was extremely appealing, and yet I wasn’t quite done in prepping her. It took me opening a few drawers to find what I needed while making a mental note to stock hair ties in my toy bag. Opening the package, I pulled out a band and began gathering her hair. Its weight was heavy, the tresses like silk in my hands. Once I had fashioned a ponytail high up on her head, I realized there was a problem.

      “Your hair is really long,” I said, running my fingers through its length from the top of her head to where it ended below her shoulder blades.

      “You are not cutting my hair,” she said emphatically.

      “Don’t worry.” I curtailed her attempt to turn her head back with nothing more than a sharp tug of her hair. “Not only does it make a very convenient handle, it’s far too beautiful to even consider cutting. However, I do need it off your back,” I said, releasing my hold.

      She studied me a moment and then offered, “If you’ll undo my hands, I can fix it.”

      Nodding, I loosened the ropes but left the cuffs in place. In just a few seconds, she’d pulled the hair free of the band, and with a few twists of her fingers, what had been a rather messy ponytail became an elegant chignon. She gave me a smile and offered me her wrists.

      “Well done,” I said before taking her hands. Once I’d secured her again, I retrieved the flogger.

      Ember’s eyes never left the implement as a few drops of the oil I’d applied dripped from the falls. I didn’t see any signs of distress in her expression or her body language.

      “You’ve been flogged before?”

      “Yes, though never with a wet one.”

      “Another first then,” I replied with honest pleasure. There was just something about introducing a submissive to an unfamiliar element, be it an instrument, a position, or a piece of equipment. “Do you remember your safe word?”

      “I won’t need it. I like being flogged.”

      “The question was do you remember your safe word,” I admonished, needing to know she remembered she had an avenue to stop everything with the uttering of a single word.

      “It’s red to stop, yellow if I need a break, and green if all is good,” she dutifully recited.

      “Correct. Do not hesitate to use them. This won’t feel like any other flogging you’ve experienced. If you start feeling truly uncomfortable, I need to know immediately. Is that clear?”

      Ember impressed me when she nodded and answered, “Yes, Master.”

      And with that utterance of respect, I began.

      Standing at the end of the table, I flicked my wrist, the falls landing with a soft splat across her shoulder blades, then against her upper back, then a bit lower. I started to circle the table, adjusting my strokes to land in different spots, the glistening on her skin spreading as the oils were transferred from leather to flesh.

      A soft moan had me asking, “Color?”

      “Green… but it’s different. Not really painful, but there’s a sense of heat I don’t remember.”

      “Burning or just warm?”

      “I feel a little more heat than from the cinnamon oil you licked all over me, but my ass is beginning to tingle… a lot.”

      “Your sense of smell is spot on, but I think you must be anticipating a bit too vividly as I’ve yet to even flog your ass,” I teased. Her hips twitched and I caught sight of the ginger root protruding from between her buttocks. “Ah, you meant inside your ass, didn’t you?”

      Her answer was an exaggerated huff that had me reaching down to give the plug a tug. After enjoying her little squeal, I gave it a few twists before pushing it deep again.

      “I meant, yes… yes, sir.”

      It truly was remarkable at how quickly her attitude changed.

      “You’re fine. A little heat and tingling are part of the experience.” Knowing the effect was just beginning, I patted her ass and then continued. Each stroke slapping against her body helped drive the oil deeper. She began to squirm but didn’t start pulling on the restraints until I landed the first hard stroke across her ass. A second circle of the table had her mewling and writhing, her legs jerking in concert with each contact of the dozen falls against the back of her thighs. The aroma of her arousal grew thicker as my dick hardened.

      Moving to the head of the table, I continued, “The good news is if you haven’t had an adverse reaction by now, you aren’t going to.”

      Blue eyes looked up at me. “How come I have a feeling there is a ‘but’ coming?”

      “Because you are as smart as you are beautiful.” I shook the flogger. Not because the falls needed to be untangled — I paid a great deal for the implements I played with and expected them to perform flawlessly. But the motion had the intended effect. Ember’s eyes were glued to the flogger, color darkened on her cheekbones, and the pouty bottom lip disappeared between her teeth. Squatting down before her, I ran my thumb along her lip until she released it. Only then did I expand on my answer. “But… the bad news is the burn is only going to get hotter from this point forward. Still green?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good.” I leaned forward to nip the lip she’d been biting before straightening. I gave her a few seconds and then lifted my arm. The first stroke had her eyes closing, her mouth forming an O as the tips of the leather kissed the lips of her pussy.

      My attention split between listening to her verbal responses, watching her reactions, and witnessing the red lines rising on the surface of her skin. The individual smears of the nettle oil had long since merged together to form a sheen that seemed to ripple like water as she writhed and squirmed beneath the flogger’s falls. Her ass danced from side to side, her fingers clenched tightly around the restraints, toes pressed into the table, each perfectly painted nail a spot of blood red against the ebony black of the leather. But what had my balls drawing up was the line of cream I could see glistening between the lips of her sex every time she bucked her hips up.

      I quickened my pace as I circled the table, the falls flying through the air in a blur to land all over her back, her ass, her thighs, her sex. Muffled squeals and moans serenaded the flogging. Ember wasn’t just wet… she was dripping, yet I had the feeling she was holding back.

      The next time I was at her feet, I paused to reach forward, drawing a finger up her sex, and didn’t stop until I had two fingers buried in her pussy. Muscles immediately clamped tight when I attempted to withdraw them as if determined not to let me go. I’d not doubted she was enjoying the scene, and this absolutely proved me right. But she hadn’t yet come apart. What was she afraid of?

      Pulling my fingers free and tucking the flogger beneath my arm, I reached into my pocket and removed the packet I’d slipped into it earlier. Her head turned at the sound of my teeth ripping it open. I knew she expected me to pull out latex and watched her nose crinkle when instead I cupped my fist, concealing the contents.

      “Eyes forward,” I instructed, ignoring the question in her gaze.

      Once she looked away, I stepped closer and used the fingers of my left hand to part her labia, giving her clit just the barest flick of my nail. The little bundle of nerves was swollen, and I could see it pulsing. She gasped when I slid the first toy into her, pushing it deep with my index finger. The second orb immediately followed.

      “Omigod, what is that?” she asked, her voice an octave higher than it had been before.

      “Stop questioning everything,” I said, ignoring the question. “Just enjoy the sensations.” A slide of a switch encouraged her to do just that as I began flogging her again. Her cries were louder, her movements less controlled as her body’s needs overcame whatever barrier her mind had erected.

      “Please… oh… oh, God…” she moaned, her ass lifting and bucking, every point of restraint rattling as the force of her struggles increased.

      “Come for me, Ember.”

      “I… I can’t,” she wailed.

      This was the moment when she needed to realize I didn’t play at being a dom. I expected my submissive to obey, to follow every instruction to the best of her abilities. I didn’t care if the performance was flawless — especially when partnering for the first time — but I did expect obedience.

      I crouched down at her head again, cupping her chin in my fingers and forcing her gaze to mine. “You can,” I corrected. “You will. We both know how much you want to come. Send the prim and proper Ms. Keller away and let dirty little Ember out to play. You’ve got a ginger root up your ass and a pussy buzzing and weeping like a fountain. Stop fighting it and just let go.” Rising, I gave her another stroke. The crack of leather against flesh was almost as pleasing as the sound of her keening.

      “Come for me. Come now,” I ordered, snapping the flogger against her pussy. Moisture from her arousal splattered as her head reared back. She screamed as she came, her body going rigid for a moment before it bowed as far as the ropes allowed. It was fucking beautiful to watch.

      I didn’t instantly quit, simply lightened my strokes, drawing the falls slowly over her skin, keeping her body in an aroused state as I clicked the remote off. She convulsed, muscles contracting, her legs trembling until she went limp on the table. She gave a protracted sigh as her fingers uncurled from the ropes; her cheek pressed to the table.

      Bending down, I kissed the tip of her nose and then moved to release her from the restraints. When she started to push up, I gently pressed against her shoulder.

      “Just relax.”

      She’d done beautifully beneath the flogger, accepting each stroke with grace. From the mewls and moans, I’d say she’d experienced a great deal of pleasure despite the bite of pain of every lash. More importantly, she’d fought an internal battle and banished the third uninvited player from the room. Blue eyes followed my movements as I gathered what I needed and returned to her.

      “Essential oil,” I informed her as I poured a generous amount into my palm. “It will remove any residual sting from the nettles.” I began massaging the oil into her shoulders, loving the soft, drawn-out moan of pleasure she gave. My fingers grew slippery as they ran over slightly raised wheals that were already fading. Any sign of tension began to dissipate as I moved down her body.

      Once I had washed her torso, I opened a cabinet. The distinctive box I chose had her scrambling to sit up only to discover that wasn’t exactly comfortable with a large ginger plug up her ass. Tucking her knees beneath her, she knelt up and shook her head.

      “Oh, hell, no,” she protested vehemently. “The root was bad enough.”

      “Even after I remove it, leaving it unrinsed will only ensure you’ll continue to feel its presence for hours.” I paused before shrugging and adding, “Your choice.”

      She didn’t immediately answer, her eyes focused on the plastic bottle I pulled out as if it were a viper slithering out, fangs bared and ready to strike.

      “So, this is what a dirty girl gets… an enema,” she said forlornly.

      A second bottle had her slapping her hands over her face. Setting the pair down on the table, I took her hands and pulled them down.

      “I happen to think dirty girls make the best play partners,” I said. “But it’s also a great deal of fun to clean them up so they can get dirty all over again.”

      Sighing deeply, she lay down once more. After care was her time to regroup, so I spread her cheeks myself with one hand and then tugged the root firmly. Her hips shifted but her only protest was a slight moan as I worked the ginger free. I inserted the tip of the bottle into her anus and squeezed repeatedly until the contents had transferred into her.

      Tossing the empty bottle into the trash had her planting her hands on the table and pushing up. I pressed my palm to her back. “Not yet. You need to let the solution do its work. Relax and hold that in while I wash your pussy.”

      “You try relaxing with a gallon of liquid sloshing around inside your ass,” she snapped tersely, her buttocks instantly clenching tightly.

      “Watch your tone,” I said, the quick slap applied to her right ass cheek serving as an exclamation point to the instruction. Reading the label on the second bottle, I added a quick lesson in math to the lesson plan. “You’re about 123 ounces short of a gallon, but I know there is a very large red rubber bag in the cabinet if you’re a stickler for being correct.”

      An amazing full-body shudder accompanied the rather vigorous shake of her head.

      “I didn’t think so.” A tug on the cord had the Ben Wa balls slipping free before I replaced them with the nozzle of the bottle. “Hold that in as well,” I instructed after emptying the contents into her sex. It wasn’t truly required, but it was necessary to remind her that she was my submissive until 11:00 o’clock.

      I washed my hands before picking up the glass of milk.

      “You don’t strike me as a milk drinker.”

      Chuckling, I said, “This isn’t for me.” Grabbing a few of the large cotton balls out of their jar, I added, “And it’s not for drinking. The solution inside you won’t ease the residual sting of the nettles and ginger in all your little nooks and crannies.”

      “I thought that was what the olive oil was for.”

      “They both work but milk won’t leave you feeling slippery when you walk or stain your panties.”

      “Oh... Just… please hurry,” she pleaded softly, her tone a lot more respectful.

      I dunked a cotton ball in the milk and then pressed it against her anus, grabbing another before I carefully washed the folds of her sex. Her urgent whimper had me tossing the cotton balls away and plucking her off the table. A few steps later, I set her down and she ducked behind the curtain.

      By the time she returned, I had already put my things back into my bag, cleaned the countertop and thrown away the completely sodden paper from the table. I knew the staff would give it a much more thorough cleaning, but I wasn’t the sort of man to leave anything a mess… unless, of course, it was my submissive whom I totally enjoyed mussing.

      After she’d dressed, she reached up and took her hair down. The mass of red and gold curls tumbled down her back, her fingers serving as a comb as they raked through it.

      “Let me.” I turned her to face away as I pulled a new brush from my bag. “You really do have gorgeous hair.” I watched the strands smooth out beneath the bristles only to curl again when released. “With your eyes it reminds me of the sun sinking over the horizon of an ocean. I can confirm you’re a natural redhead, but I have never seen a ginger with blue eyes before.”

      “It’s pretty rare. Both parents must have the recessive gene to pass on to their child.”

      “Whatever the biology, the combination is beautiful on you.”

      “Thank you,” she said softly, turning back toward me.

      The fact her cheeks pinkened had me wondering if she were truly unaware of exactly how stunning she was.

      “Ready to spin again?” I asked, easily lifting her up to sit on the table while I helped her back into her heels.

      “Ready when you are,” she said and then laughed.

      “What’s funny?” I asked, buckling the strap around her ankle.

      “Master, doctor, masseuse, and now a stylist. You’re a man of many hidden talents, Mr. Foster. I was just wondering what other title you’ll have before this evening is over.”

      Grinning, I picked her up and set her on her feet. “Only one way to know. Let’s go find out what sort of mess your next spin gets you into.”
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      The sound of clapping surprised me as Braxton escorted me from the room. I had no idea how the acoustics of the room worked, but I’d never heard a sound from the hallway after the second tray had been delivered. I’d actually forgotten we had an audience once that incredible flogging had started.

      I squeezed my buttocks, the embarrassment of the enema and douche causing my face to heat. Looking up at the man who’d made it his job to educate me about the definition of chemical play, I said, “Who knew scientists aren’t anywhere near as nerdy as society portrays them to be.”

      “And now you can personally testify chemistry isn’t the boring subject most people think it is.” Braxton chuckled as we retraced our steps back through the club.

      The action had definitely increased. Splashing from the pool competed with the sounds of leather and wood slapping against flesh. The occasional cry of a submissive was accompanied by encouragement from the crowd.

      The fabulous orgasm Braxton had drawn from me had released some of the tension I’d felt since looking up and seeing him across the stage. He wasn’t just the stern, unyielding man I’d researched in preparation for the meeting. A sense of humor accompanied his play. He still expected to lead, but that was a requirement for any dom. The fact he was also capable of bringing me exquisite discomfort while still caring for my well-being was a definite bonus. That wasn’t to say I wasn’t still concerned about tomorrow, but morning was still several hours away. Until I stepped into the conference room, I’d do as Braxton suggested and leave Ms. Keller behind and do my very best to enjoy being Cinder.

      “Welcome back,” Mistress Madison said as we joined her on the stage. “I hope you’re enjoying yourselves.”

      “We are,” Braxton answered for both of us.

      “Ready?” Madison smiled and handed me the white ball, giving the wheel a spin.

      I didn’t hesitate this time. Releasing the ball, we all watched it bounce from slot to slot until the wheel began to slow and it settled into one. I still couldn’t read it as the spinning continued for a few more revolutions.

      “And the winner is”—Madison leaned forward and plucked the ball from its space—"Bondage.”

      “Yes!” I looked up at Braxton when he chuckled. “Please don’t tell me it’s one of your hard limits.”

      “Not at all and from your enthusiasm I’m guessing it’s not on yours?” he asked.

      I laughed and shook my head. “I love bondage. I know it’s an oxymoron but being bound sets me free.”

      “Need any definitions before we begin?” he asked.

      “What’s to define? You tie me up, we play, and you let me go. That’s pretty much it.”

      “Oh, babe, I can promise you that is so not it,” Braxton said, sliding his hand beneath my hair and wrapping his fingers around my neck.

      My blood instantly quickened as he brushed the pad of his thumb over my pulse point. Every cell in my body did a happy dance as he added, “Let’s go tie you up, shall we?”

      Passing through the velvet curtain after leaving the theater, Braxton paused for a moment, and I took the opportunity to really look around. Several raised platforms were placed about the large room where some couples were already involved in scenes. A sharp cry snapped my attention to one where a submissive was bent over a spanking bench. The elevation of the platform made the play easy to view. From the paddle in his hand and the color of her ass, I was willing to bet their spin had landed on some version of impact play. My flesh tingled in empathy. Braxton could add mastery of a flogger to his list of expertise.

      Braxton began to move again, weaving us around those people who were enjoying the scenes playing out before them. A lot of people. Instead of a few dozen in the hallway outside the fantasy rooms, over a hundred members were milling about in this area of the club.

      “Here we are.” Braxton dropped his bag onto an empty platform. “I need to go grab a few additional things. I want you kneeling with your hands on top of your head. You may sit back on your heels but keep your knees spread widely,” he instructed as he helped me step up onto the platform.

      “Yes, sir,” I said, linking my fingers on top of my head as I began to sink down, only to have him catch my upper arm and pull me upright again.

      “Let me clarify. I want you to strip naked before you kneel.”

      Of course you do…

      “Everything?”

      “That’s the definition of naked last time I checked. I’ll just be a few minutes.”

      I looked around and asked, “I don’t suppose your definition of bondage includes a blindfold does it?”

      Braxton shook his head. “Now what kind of dom would I be if I left you blind? You could step off the platform and hurt yourself.” He bent to kiss the tip of my nose. “And that is my job,” he added before stepping down.

      I watched his retreat until the crowd swallowed him up. This time I didn’t bother with the slow teasing of undressing. Removing my shoes, I set them off to one side. I neatly folded my dress and removed my stockings. Finally, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my panties. I could almost feel his fingers, the memory of his touch as soft as the silk he’d slid over my flesh. I couldn’t help but think it had been far sexier when he’d removed them for me. Dropping my panties on top of the pile, I looked up to see a small group of people had stopped to watch. I felt my heart trip but didn’t know if it was from embarrassment at being seen naked, or excitement from knowing I was on display.

      This really was a dichotomy that never failed to have me wondering how I could be so buttoned up in my professional life yet feel an inexplicable need drawing me to the world of kinky play. Braxton had obviously picked up on it as well, helping me over the mental barrier by coaxing the naughty side of me to come to the party. The power of observation — combined with the ability to process information he discovered and use what he learned to form a plan of action to his benefit — was yet another talent the man seemed to have. A skill that would bear keeping in mind outside these walls.

      It would take time to consider that more fully, but a shifting of the crowd had me lifting my gaze and leaving such ponderings for later. Braxton stood at the front of the crowd. I had no idea how long he’d watched in silence, but I didn’t need words. I knew what was expected. Walking to the center of what was really a small stage, I sank down, preparing myself for the second act of our Roulette performance.
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      Seeing Ember standing frozen, her hand lifted to her breast, hair the color of fire tumbling down her back, brought one word to mind when I broke through the ring of spectators and saw what had captured their attention.

      Stunning.

      The look in those remarkable eyes was one of a woman seeing things beyond this room. It was so easy to imagine her as Botticelli’s muse when he’d brought timeless beauty to canvas with The Birth of Venus centuries earlier. As if sensing my appraisal, her eyes cleared, and a small smile curled the corners of her mouth. It only lasted for a second before she seemed to realize she wasn’t exactly in the position I’d requested. She spun around and had already knelt by the time I’d taken the last few steps to join her.

      I took a moment to unbutton my cuffs, enjoying the hitch of her breath as I slowly rolled up my sleeves. Ember might have requested a blindfold, but from the way she kept sneaking glances around her, it had most likely been more of a request of momentary panic about being observed than a desire to block out the view of what was in store for her. She’d proven she enjoyed play, but I was willing to bet she was pretty new at the exhibitionist element. My job was to ensure that by the time I was done she was far more concerned about getting off than getting stared at by total strangers.

      I took the band I’d used before from my pocket and walked over and squatted down in front of her. I could not only see the signs of arousal glistening on her labia, I could smell it.

      “Go ahead and put your hair in a ponytail high up on your head,” I said, offering the band.

      After her hair was out of the way, I helped her to her feet and moved her a few steps to one side as a couple of DMs arrived with the items I’d requested. After showing them where I wanted things set up, they quickly went to work. As connections were made and bolts secured into the floor of the platform, the pair circled the apparatus, each checking the other’s work to ensure everything was ready for play. Never one to leave such responsibility to another, I followed behind, shaking the frame, making sure each point of contact to the floor was secure. When it didn’t budge with my weight, I was satisfied it would hold my submissive safely.

      Another staff member arrived with the items I’d purchased from Dominic in the costume shop, setting them on top of the tall stool I’d requested. Botticelli might have used oils to capture Venus’ beauty for all time, but paints weren’t really my thing. I preferred rope… lots of rope with a few additional accessories to heighten the experience. Dominic’s assistant, Annie, had assured me she knew exactly what would perfectly complement the jute I’d chosen.

      “Thank you,” I said when the men stepped down.

      “You’re welcome. If you find yourself in a knot, just holler. I’ll be happy to show you the ropes,” Weston offered with a grin.

      I’d watched him in action on more than one occasion. Weston was not only an expert when it came to shibari and all things bondage, he was also known as somewhat of a comedian.

      “I think I can handle it,” I told him as he chuckled and left me to do exactly that.

      “I’ve never seen anything like this,” Ember said as I led her toward the equipment.

      “Tonight is indeed full of firsts for you, isn’t it?” I asked as I turned her to face me so her back was against the large wooden wheel. “I suppose the best way to describe it is to say it’s a cross between a St. Andrew’s Cross and a sex swing.” Taking her hand, I lifted it above her head. “Reach up as high as is comfortable and hold onto the spoke. Spread your legs as wide as you can. Back straight, and stick those tits out for me,” I instructed, not missing her soft inhale at the crude order, but loving the instant compliance.

      After placing cuffs around each limb and securing them to the wheel, I picked up the first coil of rope. I didn’t rush. I had no desire to cut off any circulation. I wrapped the jute around her right breast a few times, making sure the tension was enough to get her attention, but not enough to be too uncomfortable since she’d be here a while. Measuring the length, I tied the end of the rope off around the same ring holding her right wrist in place. Once I’d repeated the procedure on her left breast, I stepped back to check for symmetry. Ember’s breasts were rather large for her petite size but with the rope constricting them, they were now huge. The roundness of both exaggerated into the shape of very full, very ripe, luscious melons.

      “Color?” I asked, reaching up to palm her breasts, my dick twitching as she moaned with even the slightest pressure of my fingers manipulating the tissue.

      “Green,” she answered softly.

      Satisfied she was good to go, I opened another package and once again, crouched down before her.

      Her labia were slippery beneath my fingers as I ran them between her lips. A circle around her clit peeking from its hood had her hips bucking forward.

      “My, my, you are soaking wet. Aren’t you quite the dirty girl?” I taunted.

      “Oh… um… I… yes, Master,” she said, her words broken as I continued to slide my finger along her slit.

      Pulling on her left labia, I opened the clamp in my hand and positioned it before allowing my fingers to close.

      “Ohhhh!” she cried, her body going rigid as rubber-coated teeth took their sharp bite of very tender flesh.

      I tied the rope attached to the clamp around her thigh. This time when I ran my finger over her sex to take hold of the right lip, she whimpered, the sound going straight to my cock.

      Anticipation truly was a beautiful thing.

      Her cry was sharper as the second clamp bit down. Satisfied they’d keep her sex open, I bent forward and gave her now even more prominent clit a kiss before I straightened. Her nipples were tight little buttons as I began to roll them between my fingers.

      “Bondage involves far more than simply being tied up,” I said, giving each nipple a sharp twist that had her gasp before I released them and reached for the next fashion accessory.

      Her eyes dropped to my hand dipping into the bag.

      “Ropes are only the basic items that can be used to bind someone. These are another,” I continued as I pulled out the first string of clothespins. Slowly opening one, I then let it go quickly, the wooden jaws snapping together as my little submissive’s mouth snapped closed in a startled yip. I traced around the rope holding her breasts so beautifully in place. Though the skin looked taut, I knew the magic of elasticity ensured there was still give. I placed the open jaws of the first pin around the small amount of flesh I pinched between my fingers and slowly released my hold.

      Ember alternated between sucking in quick breaths and chewing on her bottom lip as I continued to place clothespins around the circumference of her breast. After placing the last one, I gave a tug on the end of the string and was rewarded with a sharp mewl. A quick run of my fingers through her sex assured me that, while she was no doubt suffering a bit of discomfort, her body loved every bite.

      Lifting my soaked fingers to her lips, I said, “Open, dirty girl.” Once she obeyed, I added, “Lick.” Her tongue came out and lapped at my fingers, cleaning them of her own essence. It was erotic as fuck and had my dick protesting its confinement, but I wasn’t yet done.

      I repeated the process, encircling her right breast with the second set of clothespins and then joined the two strings together with a clip that bounced against her sternum with her every breath.

      Reaching into the center of each circle of pins, I took hold of her nipples and gently squeezed, the sound from her throat half mewl and half growl. “Can’t leave these pretty little nips without their own embellishment now, can we?”

      “I… I’m not sure I can take clamps,” she said.

      I’d taken into account how sensitive she’d stated her breasts were and had no intention of using clamps on them. That didn’t mean I wasn’t going to bind them. I definitely was but would use a different tool. This time when I pulled my choice out, her expression at the sight was a combination of confusion, curiosity, and trepidation.

      In other words, it was exactly what I wanted to see.

      The clear plastic cup covered her nipple and fit perfectly into the center of the clothespins. I began to compress the bulb at the end of the tube. Her reaction was instant as the suction began to elongate her nipple.

      “Omigod…” Her eyes were glued to her breast, each compression drawing her nipple further into the cup. “Oh. My. God!” she keened when her nipple had grown to twice its normal length.

      “Color?”

      “Uhhh… I… ummm… oh… omigod…”

      Not sure if it was my question or her fascinated horror that had her unable to give a coherent answer, I ceased squeezing the bulb and lifted her chin with my fingers until her gaze met mine. “I need a color, Ember.”

      Her eyes were glazed, but she blinked and then nodded.

      “That’s not a color,” I admonished with a chuckle. “Do you want to stop?”

      “Noooooo…”

      Pleased, I gave her another choice. “Do you need a break?”

      “No… I’m good. I just never… never had…”

      “Your nipples hoovered?” I supplied when, once again, she simply paused mid-sentence.

      “That… that sounds so… dirty.”

      “So that’s a no?” I teased, thoroughly enjoying the conversation.

      “That’s a definite no,” she replied, finally stringing a complete sentence together. “I’m green, Master.”

      That was what I wanted to hear. I released her chin and gave the bulb a few more pumps, rather amazed myself at how much a small vacuum could stretch a nipple. When it was within a few centimeters of the end of the cup, I released the bulb and removed the tubing. The small cup bobbed on her breast as I attached the tubing to the second one. By the time both nipples were perversely elongated, her scent was strong on the air.

      The cup for her cunt was slightly larger and required more pressure to secure a seal as she was so incredibly wet. I placed it over her sex, making sure it covered her clit, holding it in place as I began to compress the bulb of the pump. Like her nipples, the little bundle of nerves began to enlarge as the vacuum sucked it into the cup.

      Muted moans and soft whimpers were the audible evidence of her arousal. Drops of her cream continued to seep from her pussy lips and drip to the floor, the quivering of her belly, and the millions of goosebumps popping out all over her body serving as visual proof Ember teetered on the edge of the abyss. But I had no intention of allowing her to fall into it… not yet.

      Unfastening the tubing, I set it aside and pulled out the final implement I’d purchased. Complete silence replaced the sounds of an aroused woman as I opened the jar of lubricant. Looking over at my bound submissive, I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers, the cups around her nipples no longer bobbing.

      “Breathe,” I ordered, dipping the ball into a jar of oil-based lube. “You didn’t think I was going to forget to bind your ass, did you?” I asked. When she still remained breathless, I said, “I suggest you start pulling in all the air you can, Ember, because once I have this in place, you’ll be discovering the true essence of bondage.”

      I waited until her chest heaved, her lungs working to replace the oxygen the sight of the stainless-steel anal hook had stolen from her before I removed the ball from the jar. Moving behind her deprived me the pleasure of watching her watch my every move, but the very fact her inner thighs trembled was expression enough. Her spread-eagled position naturally enhanced the divide of her ass, but I spread her buttocks further apart. Upon exposure, her asshole quivered in anticipation of being invaded again.

      She whimpered, but I knew the ginger root from the first scene had begun prepping her ass for more. But while ginger was malleable, steel was not. I slid the ball against her hole to transfer some of the viscous oil, working it in with one finger, then added another, scissoring my fingers once her muscle loosened. I grinned when her hips began to push against my fingers. Ember was most definitely a dirty girl.

      Withdrawing my fingers, I again pressed the end of the hook against her. Her body instantly stilled at the touch of cold metal. I applied steady, firm pressure, watching her fight a futile battle, her muscles standing no chance against my determination to fill her ass with unyielding steel.

      “Oh… oh… fuck!” she squealed as a firm push had her anal muscle surrendering, opening to swallow half the diameter of the ball.

      “Press down,” I instructed, giving her a chance to do so which would help her accept the intruder more easily. A few gasps and mewls later, the ball popped fully into her, her sphincter closing around the shaft of the hook. “Good girl,” I praised, running my hand up the hook to take the rope threaded through a hole in the end and wrap it around the band holding her ponytail. Stepping back, I took a moment to admire the line of her body, her head arched slightly back to relieve the tension on the rope holding the hook securely in her ass. She looked fucking fantastic.

      Walking back around to the front, I saw her attempt to lower her head only to freeze when the movement pulled on the hook. She’d learn that even the slightest change in position, any shift of her head would cause the ball to massage the walls of her bowels. It was time to teach her the remainder of her lesson. I took the cups on her breasts in my hands, jiggling them slightly, reawakening the sensation that had dissipated over the last few minutes.

      “Are you beginning to see what you thought you understood about bondage was simply the tip of the iceberg?” I asked.

      “Yes… yes, sir.”

      “Then know this, to be completely bound involves every single part of your body. Your arms, legs, breasts, pussy, and your gorgeous ass. But, Ember, bondage is not only physical, it’s emotional as well.” I released her breasts and moved to make an adjustment to the wheel before adding, “When you are truly bound, you’ve not only given your body to your dom, you’ve placed your very soul into his hands.”

      I paused for a few moments to allow that to sink in as I pulled a red ball from my pocket. Reaching up, I tapped it against her fist. When her fingers flexed, I pressed the ball into her hand. “This is now your safe word. If you need to stop for any reason, drop the ball.”

      “Yes, sir.” Slim fingers closed tightly around the rubber ball.

      Placing my hand over her fist, I leaned in and spoke softly, “Safe wording might disqualify us from winning a free month, but it is not a sign of failure. Failing to stop if you need to is far worse in my opinion. Pushing you past your comfort point is my goal… pushing you too far is definitely not. If for any reason you need to stop, do not hesitate to drop the ball. Is that absolutely clear?”

      “Yes, Master,” she whispered, the tension in her fist relaxing beneath my fingers.

      Satisfied her arousal hadn’t stolen her ability to comprehend my instructions, I gave her fist a squeeze. Stepping back, I asked, “Tell me, Ember, do you think you’ve been a good girl for me?”

      “Yes… I think so,” she offered, her attempt to turn her head toward me hampered by the pull of her hair.

      “And do you remember what you requested as a reward for being a good girl?” I asked.

      “A lollipop?”

      “That’s right. Good girls get a lollipop to lick.” With a twist, I released the spring and her scream echoed as the wheel spun on its axis. The momentum of release had it rocking back and forth like a pendulum, allowing me time to jump off the platform. Positioning the stool I’d requested, I stood on it, turning to face her. Once the wheel settled in place, Ember was hanging upside down. The view was magnificent and kinky as fuck. The burnished copper curls of her ponytail now swept the floor. Even the slightest movement of her head caused light to reflect off the steel hook before it disappeared into her tight little asshole. Long, slender limbs were outstretched, their extension ensuring her pussy was beautifully displayed.  More importantly, her mouth was exactly where it needed to be. I dragged the zipper of my pants down and pulled my cock free.
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      Holy. Fucking. Hell.

      My world had literally been turned upside down.

      I was completely shocked to learn that was even possible and a bit disoriented with my head only inches from the floor. As if that wasn’t enough to contend with, my entire field of vision was taken up by the crotch of Braxton’s jeans. A crotch with a very significant bulge beneath the denim. His hand dropped and, once again, I stopped breathing. Each snick of the metal teeth was both a tease and a promise as he dragged the tab of his zipper down its track.

      Braxton Foster went commando.

      How fucking sexy was that?

      A tingle began to smolder in my belly as he freed his cock. It was huge and hard. He fisted the base, his fingers squeezing the flesh, and my nipples and clit fought the hold of suction beneath their acrylic cups, swelling even more. I couldn’t have looked away if my very life depended on it when he began to run his hand up his very impressive length.

      He stepped closer and asked, “Do you know what dirty girls get?”

      I might have been a novice about the definition of true bondage, but the saliva beginning to pool in my mouth left no doubt as to my answer.

      “A cock to suck.”

      “Correct.” Reaching out, his fingertip traced the outline of my lips. “And when those dirty girls are very, very good, they get an added treat.” His finger left my mouth to run over my chin and along the column of my throat, traveling through the valley of my breasts and finally circling my abdomen. “They get a belly full of cream. You’ll suck my cock until I come and then you’ll hold my cum in your mouth, feel it coating your tongue until given permission to swallow. Any questions?”

      “No, sir,” I managed though my mind was whirling at how easily he shared such explicitly naughty instructions.

      He took another step closer, braced his feet apart and pressed the tip of his dick against my lips. “Open,” he instructed and once I obeyed, he slid into my mouth. Before I could do more than give a tentative lick to his hot flesh, my entire body jerked when he reached up to release the cups at my breasts. The pain was delayed, or perhaps it simply took my brain time to understand the synapses of nerves snapping as blood rushed back into swollen tissue, but when it reached my nipples, my scream followed. The cock in my mouth served as a very effective gag as did the hand at the back of my head keeping me in place.

      Logically I knew I should have been ready, but I was so awash in different sensations that when he released the cup over my pussy, my strangled scream threatened to cut off my breath. Muscles spasmed in my sex as well as my ass, causing the hook deep inside me to shift. Nerves I had no knowledge existed throbbed and pulsed. Braxton’s already huge dick swelled to fill my mouth even more.

      Something swam into my limited line of sight.

      It was hard to focus on the large red item in his hand, but the moment he flicked his thumb, the loud buzzing told me it was a vibrator. No, that wasn’t true. The thing in his hand was nothing like the one in my nightstand drawer. The mere heft of the vibrator he held made BOB look like a wimpy toy. The vibrator disappeared from my view only to be pressed against my pussy. The vibration was all encompassing. It not only coursed through my sex, I’d swear it was running up and down the steel shaft he’d impaled me with.

      Everything I was experiencing was unprecedented… strangely wonderful and yet truly terrifying.

      “One more thing. You won’t be allowed off my cock until you’ve come as well.”

      I nodded as best I could to show my understanding. Trust Braxton to add another incentive to the game that helped mitigate the throbbing he’d set free in my body.

      “Several times,” he added.

      While I could usually count on BOB to get me off, I very seldom was able to come twice. But then again, perhaps I should have purchased a toy with more horsepower. The head on the red behemoth Braxton had brought to the party was already sending tremors coursing through my body unlike any I’d ever experienced before.

      “Suck,” Braxton ordered, and I obeyed.

      I darted my tongue all over his shaft before taking long, slow licks over the mushroom-shaped head. As the vibrator hummed against my sex, I dipped the tip of my tongue into the slit and then spread drops of his pre-cum over the crown. Suddenly, I paused as the familiar tension of an impending climax shocked me. It had built far faster than I’d expected even given the size of the vibrator.

      “You’ve not been given permission to stop,” Braxton said. The pressure of his hand pushing me down not only forced me to accept more of him into my mouth but shifted the hook he’d put in my ass. I could feel the large steel ball rubbing along the thin barrier separating my bowels from my sex. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking for less time than it took to draw a deep breath before that very breath was stolen as my first orgasm swept through me. It was glorious, everything dropping away as exquisite pleasure swept through me. Another tug on my hair had my tongue returning to worship my Master’s cock.

      Before the wave of contractions ended, another orgasm was already welling. I felt a little greedy as I allowed the vibrations to build when I’d not yet brought Braxton to his own end. I needed to concentrate on doing exactly that, and I would… right after enjoying the next sweep of pleasure that began to roll through my body under the ministrations of the ingenious red toy so expertly applied by my generous dom.

      I blamed the fact I was absolutely clueless as to what Braxton was actually doing on the blood rushing to my head. As the third climax overtook me, I suddenly remembered something my parents had taught me. Whenever something appears too good to be true, it usually wasn’t good at all. The real question I should be asking myself was how awful could it be? Every nerve in my body was firing nonstop. Muscles contracted not only in my pussy, but in the walls of my ass as they spasmed around the metal ball.

      “Oooo… oooo…” The sound was far more a gurgle than words, his cock forbidding any clear dialogue, especially when his hips began to thrust, driving his dick to the back of my throat.

      “You want it to stop, you know what you have to do,” he reminded me as he pressed my head down his length. “Either drop the ball or open your throat.”

      Dropping the ball wasn’t an option. My subconscious knew no matter how far he pushed me, no matter how difficult the task was he set before me, Braxton was far too good a dom to allow true harm to come to me. I wanted to prove I was trying to be the absolute best submissive I could be. Fighting to obey, I ignored my gag reflex, swallowing once and then again until the head of his cock entered my throat.

      “That’s right,” he said. “You’ll take it all for me, won’t you?”

      “Esssss,” I managed as he pulled back only to thrust forward again, forcing me to loosen the muscles of my throat.

      “Ooooo…” I moaned as the muscles of my sex coiled yet again.

      It couldn’t have been pretty, my body twitching as that damned vibrator forced me to come yet again. My feet attempted to drum against a floor that was no longer beneath them. My mouth was stretched lewdly around a cock that continued to batter the narrow passage of my throat as drool began to slide from the corners of my lips. All coherent thought disappeared, my primal self taking over: sucking, licking, swallowing, gagging, convulsing as wave after wave of sensation swept through me.

      I learned exactly how bad it could be when Braxton reached down and added the element of sharp pain to the mix, fingers tugging and twisting on nipples that were tender at the best of times and incredibly ultrasensitive after all the attention he’d bestowed upon them. He began to fuck my face, holding my head in place as easily as if I were an insect he was pinning to the wall. The vibrator pressed harder onto a clit so sensitive even the slightest touch had me teetering on the brink of madness. Any sane person would have immediately dropped the ball… but I suppose I’d lost my sanity the moment he’d spun the wheel that paired us together.

      Finally, I truly understood what he’d meant to teach me. Placing all of myself in his hands, I surrendered myself to the totality of his bondage. My lips kissed the curly hairs at the base of his cock, proving I was far more capable than I would ever have believed possible. I embraced the pain as it morphed into incredible pleasure. When I was without breath, he pulled back enough to allow me to take in air before driving me down again. I howled around his shaft like a wild animal as the clothespins were ripped from my body with his tug on the rope, a tsunami of another orgasm tearing through me as I shattered completely.

      Tears of the sweetest agony ran into my hair as he stiffened, finally tumbling over the edge of the cliff with me. My pussy convulsed around empty air while his cock jerked, ropes of cum flooding my mouth to capacity. He’d forbidden me to swallow without permission, yet there was no way to contain it all inside. Strings of it joined my drool, and since I was hanging upside down, the sensation of it sliding over my cheeks had my entire body shaking as I blinked rapidly, the attempt doing nothing to slow the tide rolling ever forward.

      “Eeess…” I begged, when my eyelashes caught the first droplets of the mess. My body and breath hitched in gratitude as his thumbs swept over my face, spreading the sticky cum over my cheeks and away from my eyes.

      “Absolutely beautiful,” he praised, his finger stroking over the corner of my mouth.

      It took me a moment to realize the buzzing I heard was my blood pulsing through me, the vibrator no longer pressed against me.

      “You may swallow.” After I’d swallowed, he said, “Open.”

      I slowly opened my mouth and he pulled free.
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      She was unbelievable.

      Choking on my cock one minute, screaming as I yanked the clothespins free, every muscle in her body contracting again and again with multiple orgasms. The woman was truly incredible.

      I tucked my cock away before cupping my palm against her cheek. “I’m going to spin you again. It might be better if you close your eyes. It will help with the dizziness.”

      Eyelids drifted closed over sapphire blue. Even her eyelashes were a beautiful mix of red, copper, and gold hues. Her freckles were more prominent beneath the drying sheen of my cum. Her face flushed with color from being upside down.

      Climbing back onto the platform, I slowly turned the wheel, listening closely for any sign of distress. Once she was upright, I set the pegs in their proper positions to keep her in place.

      “How are you feeling?”

      Her eyes opened, her lips parted but instead of giving me a color, her tongue slowly pushed out, folded into a tight little roll.

      I grinned and stepped closer. “You really are a very, very dirty girl, aren’t you?” I asked as I slipped my finger into the semen held in the cup her furled tongue had created.

      Her cheeks pinkened and her eyes danced with mischief as I smeared my essence over her top lip, gathering more to coat her bottom lip as well. She pulled her tongue back and swallowed a final time.

      “You said you wanted your cum coating my tongue. That’s what good dirty girls do, sir. Obey their Master’s orders.”

      Leaning forward, I kissed her softly.

      When I pulled away, she smiled. “Oh, and I’m green, sir.” Her eyes closed for a moment or two before she tried again, this time opening them completely. “Make that yellow-green. I’m a little wobbly, but not too bad.”

      “We’ll take it slow.” I knew she’d remain unsteady until I was done freeing her from the wheel. I untied the ropes holding her breasts captive, slowly unwrapping each one. She drew her breath in with a sharp hiss as the last rope released and blood began to flood back into tissues that had been constricted.

      “Easy,” I said when she flinched as I cupped the abused mounds. She quivered as I gently massaged her breasts, softly stroking over nipples that still had not yet receded to their normal size. I didn’t rush, giving her body time to process the return to normality. When she gave a long sigh, I asked, “Better?”

      “Much, thank you.”

      “Don’t thank me yet, there’s still the matter of the hook in your ass. Ready to have it out?”

      “Is that some sort of trick question?” she asked snarkily. I moved behind her and gave a tug on the rope connecting her hair to the anal hook. “I’m sorry,” she squealed, her toes curling against the floor. “I meant, yes, Master. I would very much appreciate it if you’d remove the hook from my ass.”

      I untied the rope from her hair, allowing it to drop as I took hold of the steel. Turning it a little, I slowly began to work to release her from a bondage I was positive she’d never considered possible.

      “Oh God.”

      The way the words were uttered had me immediately halting any progress.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “I just got a mental picture of myself as some sort of mutant fish only instead of a hook in my mouth, I… Well, hell, I guess I did swallow it, didn’t I?”

      I couldn’t help it. Chuckling, I resumed my task. “Yes, but I don’t see a fish. I see a beautiful woman not afraid to explore her sexuality.” Another sigh had me halting again. “I’m serious,” I reassured her.

      “I know, and the sub in me thanks you,” she said, turning her head to look over her shoulder.

      “And what does Ms. Keller think?”

      “She’s beginning to wonder if there is anything you aren’t so damn good at.”

      With a final tug, the ball popped free and she squealed. “I suppose I could use more practice at this,” I offered, bending forward to plant a kiss on each of her ass cheeks. Rising, I quickly undid the cuffs around her wrists and ankles, then helped her down from the wheel, keeping her hand in mine. “I’ve yet to show you the rest of the club. Ready to go back to the theater and see where our final spin will send us?”

      Red hair swished as she shook her head and then smiled. “Wasn’t it you who said curiosity killed the cat?”

      I pulled her to me and bent down to speak against her ear. “A very wise woman reminded me satisfaction brought it back.”
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Ember

        

      

    

    
      We returned to the theater after a quick stop in the ladies’ room where I emptied my bladder and then washed my face and hands. When the wheel stopped spinning, I couldn’t decide if I was being punished for being a bad girl, or if Braxton was being rewarded for being… well, for being Braxton.

      As if needing to confirm what Mistress Madison had just announced, I leaned over the wheel to see the traitor — aka the little white ball — had really landed where she said it had.

      Anal Intercourse.

      I mean seriously, what were the odds? The grin on Braxton’s face told me there was no way in hell he’d listed this as a hard limit. I suppose I should have, but there were far more worrisome possibilities on the list attached to the application I’d chosen instead.

      “What if there has already been a lot of anal play?” I asked, sudden inspiration flaring as I turned my gaze to the woman who was in charge of the event.

      “Was intercourse part of that play?” Madison asked.

      My first thought was to ask if ginger plugs or stainless-steel hooks qualified but lost my nerve. Instead, I simply shook my head. “No.”

      “Then you may consider the play as a bonus,” she offered with a grin.

      “Oh goodie,” I muttered only to hear both of them laugh.

      Madison glanced over at a clock and added, “It’s a little after 10:00 o’clock, so you have less than an hour before the end of Roulette.”

      Before I could respond, Braxton said, “In that case, we’d better get to it.”

      He might not be dragging me across the floor but sweeping me off my feet and tossing me over his shoulder proved that within the modern businessman lived a Neanderthal.

      “I can walk you know.” I was speaking to his back on our way out of the theater.

      “This is faster,” he said, stating the obvious as he pushed through the curtain.

      “Very funny,” I huffed. “You know, for a man whose very success depends on everything being exactly in the right place at the right time, I’m really surprised you seem to get off on… well, on messy stuff.”

      “Don’t expect me to apologize,” he said as he carried me through the club for the final time. “Not when you’ve got such a fabulous body no heterosexual male could keep his hands off.”

      “Flattery is not going to get you anywhere, Mr. Foster.”

      His loud bark of laughter had my belly fluttering, as if already understanding a submissive did not decide the agenda of this particular meeting. Accepting the fact he was not setting me on my feet until he reached his destination, I lifted my head to see exactly where that location might be. We passed an elevator on the left side of the room, my fingers gripping his shirt as he went up some steps.

      Crowds of people filled the corridor. Braxton paused but all I could do was stare at the wall.

      Holy shit.

      I was looking at a woman locked into stocks. It wasn’t that or even her mouth being stretched obscenely wide around the cock of the man standing before her that had me staring. Both of those weren’t exactly novel in any BDSM club. What was absolutely amazing about the photograph on the wall was that it showed the woman’s hair was not only mussed, it had been teased to within an inch of its life. I seemed to remember the style had been referred to as a beehive in the 60s. I could understand why as her hair stood at least a full foot from her scalp.

      Another small niche held a bra, belt and panties unlike any I’d ever seen. They weren’t made of silk, lace, or even cotton. Reflected light identified them as metal. The studded belt had two chains connected to what I first thought was a pair of panties in the shape of a shield. The small keyhole at its base revealed the set as some sort of archaic chastity device.

      Whipping my head to the left, I was met with neon lighting that washed everything with a rosy hue. I saw a few women behind a huge plate glass window modeling… no, posing… no, advertising was the word springing to mind.

      “Is this place what I think it is?” I asked.

      “If you think it’s a Red Light District, then yes,” Braxton said, continuing to press forward, people parting before him like the Red Sea had parted for Moses.

      “Are those… Omigod, they are! They’re actual glory holes!”

      “They are,” Braxton agreed, bending forward so I slid off his shoulder.

      And since he’d stopped in the middle of the hallway, only a few feet from a hole where a man’s cock was appearing and disappearing as he thrust into some anonymous mouth behind the wall, I did the only sane thing — I attempted to climb back up him like a spider monkey.

      Braxton chuckled, pried my nails from his shirt, and set me onto my feet.

      “You are not going to stick me behind some wall,” I protested, stomping my foot the moment my heel touched the floor.

      “Not all of you,” he said, the statement so ludicrous I simply had no immediate response.

      Braxton placed his hands on my shoulders and turned me around. I was so focused on attempting to decipher his meaning I wasn’t immediately aware Braxton’s hands had pushed my dress off my shoulders until silk fell to my waist.

      “Remember what Mistress Madison told us; we don’t have a great deal of time.”

      He had my shoes and clothing off in under thirty seconds, leaving me in my stockings and heels. Stepping forward, he rapped his knuckles twice against the wall.

      The fact someone had actually dreamed up such a hallway should have prepared me, but I was still startled when the wall began to shift apart. Braxton motioned me forward, so I went backwards.

      A deep masculine voice stating, “Wrong direction,” preceded a gentle pressure against my shoulder blade, halting my retreat.

      Looking behind me, I saw the reason why another man would touch a submissive who was obviously with a partner. This man was also a dom and was simply keeping the submissive kneeling at his side from having my stiletto heel planted into her thigh. Sitting back on her feet, she was as naked as I, except for the cat ears she was wearing and the long furry tail that curled around her hip. I had no doubt exactly where the other end was.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologized.

      “No harm done,” the dom said. Dropping his hand from me, he gestured toward the opposite wall. “Though I do suggest you remember your choice to serve and return to your dom before he decides to come get you.”

      Perhaps it was his suggestion, though it was more likely the knowledge I wasn’t the only woman being asked to do kinky things, but I followed his advice. When Braxton reached out, I took his hand and allowed him to draw me back to the wall.

      “You didn’t have this on your hard limit list, but I need to know if you are claustrophobic, or put down anything having to do with sensory deprivation.”

      I seriously considered taking the out being offered, but while it would keep me on this side of the wall, it wouldn’t keep me from knowing I’d lied. “No… but that’s not to say I’m a huge fan of dark enclosed spaces.”

      “I think you’ll be surprised,” he said. “Lean forward and put your head into the hole.”

      My heart pounding, I gave him a last pleading look.

      He ran his fingers along my cheek, tucking my hair behind my ear. “Have I disappointed you yet?” he asked.

      He’d taunted.

      He’d tested.

      He’d pushed.

      He’d demanded I give him far more than I’d ever thought possible.

      But the one thing he hadn’t done was disappoint me.

      “No, sir,” I answered honestly.

      “And if you give me your trust, I promise you won’t be disappointed now.”

      And wasn’t that what this journey was all about? Not only pushing myself to try new things, but trusting him enough to give myself permission to enjoy those experiences along the way? Looking up, I nodded.

      He didn’t speak, simply slid his hand up to curl around my neck and offered silent guidance as he helped me comply with his request. I bent forward and stuck my head through the wall and discovered fear of the unknown was often unfounded. Instead of a dark, dank hole, there was light along the entire length of the hallway. Not only was there a woman kneeling as she serviced the cock before her, there was a man a few feet away. He was wearing the uniform of a Black Light dungeon master.

      “Thanks for popping in,” he said, giving me a smile and a wink as he stepped forward.

      I couldn’t help but roll my eyes, but his lame humor surprisingly helped settle my nerves and allowed me to smile tentatively in return.

      “Is more of you coming through?”

      I honesty had no idea what he meant but Braxton saved me when he answered, “No, not today.”

      “Okay then, don’t be startled. I’m going to close the wall, but you’ll be fine,” the DM informed me.

      The photo of the woman in the stocks came to mind as the wall began to close. Before I could panic, Braxton’s hand began to stroke along my back. “You’re doing great. Kaiden won’t leave you alone.” He pressed something into my hand, and I recognized it as the ball I’d held earlier. “Like before, if you need to stop, just drop the ball.”

      I closed my fist and felt him lift my arm and press it against the wall. It was amazing how just that seemed to anchor me. I placed my other palm on the wall as well.

      “Ready to play?”

      His voice was slightly fainter but still audible as he’d obviously crouched down to make sure I was all right, to assure me he was still there.

      I nodded and then rolled my eyes again when the DM chuckled and said, “He can’t see you nod, honey.”

      “Oh, right. Um… yes, I’m ready, Master.”
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Braxton

        

      

    

    
      I’d negotiated more deals than I could count. Wagered millions of dollars on my ability to read people and understand what drove them. Hundreds of employees depended on me to make the right choices and keep Foster Enterprises not only solvent, but a company they were happy to work for. I was proud of my achievements as I worked damn hard for every one of them, but the thing that I valued the most was this.

      Trust.

      Trust in me to keep her safe from harm.

      Trust that, as her dom, I would demand much of her, push her further each time we played with the goal of making sure every moment of her submission was treated as the valuable gift it was. That didn’t mean I wasn’t going to enjoy her protests, whimpers, gasps, moans, and mewls as I did all sorts of salaciously kinky things to her body. I hadn’t been lying earlier when she’d been on the exam table. I really did think dirty girls made the best partners.

      Straightening, I ran my hand down her arm and along her side, splaying my fingers to trace along flesh quickly pebbling into tiny little bumps. Running over the curve of her ass, my cock twitched with anticipation and I grinned.

      It was time to get dirty.

      I used my foot to press against the inside of Ember’s ankle, giving her silent instruction to spread her legs apart. A moment of the barest hesitation before she obeyed had me suspecting she believed I was about to step between them. She’d learn I seldom did what one expected.

      Unbuckling my belt, I pulled the leather from its loops and doubled the length in my hand, securing the buckle end in my fist. Ember had said she loved bondage, and I knew she’d enjoyed the flogger as well. Though she’d seemed reluctant after her last spin, she’d not truly objected. That alone had me determined to give her more.

      Checking around me to ensure I wasn’t going to strike anything other than my intended target, I lifted my arm and swung. The solid smack of leather against flesh was met by a muted startled yelp from within the wall. I continued, working the belt across her cheeks, placing each new stroke a fraction of an inch below the previous. When I placed the first across the sensitive skin where ass met thigh, Ember’s slim hips began to sway. It was a dance done since the beginning of time and yet one that would never go out of style.

      The lighting in the hall cast a reddish glow on everything, including the glistening of Ember’s cream as it began to seep from between the lips of her pussy. Moving forward, I ran my hand over her buttocks. They were warm to the touch. Slightly raised ridges were a hue darker than the rest of her flesh. Sliding my hand down, I cupped her cunt, slipping a finger into her and then another as the sound of her moan drifted from the wall. A third was added, her body bowing as if attempting to pull away. Poor girl. She was going to learn how futile trying to deny me what I wished her to experience was always going to be.

      A quick slap of the belt against the back of her right thigh had her squeal and my entire hand minus my thumb pushed into the tight wet heat of her. I didn’t give her time to reflect. Adjusting the angle of my hand, I slipped an arm around her waist, holding her still as I pulled out only to thrust forward, building up speed until the only audible sound within our little world was the distinctive slap of flesh against flesh, the only aroma that of a woman in a heightened state of arousal.

      When she began to keen, the sound eerie yet so fucking sexy, I increased my speed, until her muscles clamped down around my fingers. Pulling my fingers out, a small amount of liquid flowed. She was so incredibly wet, but I wasn’t near satisfied. I resumed, pushing her toward an experience she’d never forget. I fucked her hard and fast, my fingers deep inside her before pulling out the moment she began to clench.

      “Please!” she screamed, “Please fuck me!” her need evident in her raw plea.

      “Not until you come for me,” I demanded. Sliding my hand back into her, changing the angle to allow my fingers to abrade her sensitive walls, I granted her no mercy as I continued to pump in and out of her. Her entire body trembled, though the hand holding the red ball never so much as flexed. Ember’s mind might not believe she was capable, but her body knew exactly what it needed, what her very soul craved.

      “Come, now,” I ordered, ripping my hand from her, the keen becoming a scream that lifted the hairs on the back of my neck as liquid squirted from her.

      Dropping my belt, I heard applause thundering along the corridor, but I didn’t bother to look to see what had earned the crowd’s approval. I didn’t really care. The only thing I was concerned about was the repeated plea coming from behind the wall. Pulling a condom from my pocket, I stripped out of my clothes. Sheathing my cock, I stepped between her trembling legs.

      Spreading her cheeks, I pushed my thumb into her ass. The play over the previous hours allowed her to yield with only a slight jerk of her hips before she pushed back to meet my thrusts.

      “Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes!”

      Replacing my thumb with two fingers, I coaxed her sphincter to relax, but my cock wasn’t going in without help.

      “Here.”

      A hand holding a tube came into view from my right. A guy had to love a club filled with kindred spirits.

      Squirting a liberal amount on my fingers, I began to work the lubricant into her. Coating my cock, I dropped the tube. I took my time, pressing in inch by inch, not only to allow her time to adjust, but because I fucking loved watching a submissive’s little hole slowly surrendering, the wrinkles rimming her little pucker disappearing as the skin was forced to stretch wide, allowing my cock to sink inside.

      I slipped my fingers back into her pussy, stroking over the slightly rough spot on the roof of her cunt. Cream and lube squished and splattered as she met me thrust for thrust.

      Ember stiffened for the space of a breath and then shattered, her pussy and ass clamping so tight around my digits and cock it was almost painful. More fluid flooded over my fingers, dripping to the floor as I threw my head back to roar, my heart hammering as my climax tore through me.

      It was wet…

      It was messy…

      I’d dirtied her yet again…

      And it was fucking fabulous.

      After pulling out and disposing of the condom, I slid one hand over her trembling body as I knocked on the wall with the other. When it slid open, I was ready, scooping a very sated submissive up into my arms. I didn’t bother with any clothing. I knew a monitor would gather up our belongings and find us. I carried her back into the main part of the club, not stopping until I reached the hot tub. Thankfully, no one was using it though that wouldn’t have stopped me. I sank down into the warm water with Ember on my lap.

      “Ohhhh, so nice,” she said, her eyes fluttering open for a moment before closing again. I didn’t speak, just held her, running my hand over her legs, her belly, her arms as she came back to me. After a few minutes, her eyes opened again, and she smiled.

      “We’re all wet.”

      “We are.”

      “And you’re naked.”

      “I am,” I agreed, running my fingers down her back and cupping a round cheek in my hand. “And so are you.”

      “And you’ve both been awarded an extra month of free membership. Congrats on finishing Roulette.”

      I looked up to see one of the DMs laying our clothes on a stool next to the hot tub before holding out a bottle of water.

      “Thanks,” I said, uncapping it and handing it to Ember.

      He directed his gaze at her and smiled. “Ms. Keller, it truly was a pleasure. You can use your free month back in D.C., but I hope you’ll come back to play with us again.”

      “Thank you, I look forward to returning to Black Light West. This evening exceeded my expectations in every way.”

      “Until next time then.” The DM turned back to me. “You have about ten minutes left before the game is officially over.”

      “Thanks again,” I said as he left us to enjoy the very short time we had remaining.

      “I can’t believe it’s over.” Ember’s tone was plaintive as she finished her water.

      “It’s not yet.” I rose and stepped out of the spa. I wrapped a towel around her, briskly drying her as best I could, though the ends of her hair would need more time to dry.

      Squatting down, I ran the towel over her calves and feet before tossing it aside and reaching for her clothing. Rolling a stocking in my fingers, I held it to her foot and then drew it up her leg after she’d slid her foot in. A soft laugh had me looking up.

      “I didn’t know you were ticklish.”

      “I’m not… well, not really. I was just thinking how even dressing reminds me of our roles.”

      “I’m not sure I’m following your logic,” I said, adjusting the cuff of the stocking around her thigh.

      “You’re definitely the Top starting at my feet as if to remind me I’m the Bottom,” she said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      I shook my head. “Or perhaps I so enjoy looking at your gorgeous body, I’m in no rush to cover it up,” I offered, earning a wistful smile and a beautiful pink flush suffusing her entire body.

      It wasn’t a lie. The truth was I had enjoyed every moment of the evening because it had been spent with this woman. I’d known she was very intelligent, extremely capable, and fiercely determined to stake her claim in the world of mergers and acquisitions. What I hadn’t known was how incredibly gorgeous she looked when she was coming or how beautiful her pleas were when made beneath my flogger, belt, vibrator, or cock.

      She finger-combed her hair, twisting it up into another bun when I offered her the hair tie I’d tucked into my jeans pocket. After I finished dressing, we walked through the velvet curtain to the social area of the club.

      Eleven was still relatively early, yet the game was over. I realized I didn’t want this to end. The pull I’d felt for Ember the moment I’d seen her walking in front of me from the parking lot told me this woman was absolutely my type.

      “I’d like…” I began at the same time she said, “Can we…”

      “Ladies first.”

      “No, please, go ahead.”

      “I was just going to say no matter what happens tomorrow, I would like to see you again.”

      “Why, Mr. Foster, I’d be delighted to get together to negotiate.” She smiled, offering me her hand to seal the deal.

      I gave it a shake and then tugged hard to pull her into me. Curling my fingers around her neck, I tilted her head and bent down to speak into her ear. “Just so you know that negotiation will include reminding you it’s Master Foster to dirty girls,” I corrected, nipping her earlobe.

      I’d loved it when she’d shattered in ecstasy, but I loved it even more when she shivered in anticipation.

      

      
        
        The End
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Geo

        

      

    

    
      George came to a stop behind the limousine waiting to turn left at the private gate. Despite the fact there wasn’t a traffic light within blocks, he watched the two guys in reflective safety vests directing traffic to know when it was his turn to enter the hidden property.

      Just inside the open gate, he stopped at the guard shack where security waited to check his ID.

      This was a whole lot easier before Davidson opened the place.

      Grabbing the sheet of paper from the dashboard of his luxury truck, Geo lowered his driver’s side window and held it out so the barcode was prominent. As expected, the guard scanned the paper first before passing on directions.

      “Welcome back to Black Light, Mr. Quinn. I believe you know your way to the correct parking location?”

      Since he’d overseen the creation of the hidden lot, he should say so. Still, he didn’t want to throw the guy for a loop.

      “I do, but I’m early tonight. I’m gonna pass through Runway first and grab a bite to eat before heading downstairs. I’m hoping to convince Avery to make the mushroom ravioli dish I love.”

      The security guy with the name John scrolled on his name tag chuckled. “Good luck with that. I was up at the house earlier and she was running around barking orders. I’d tread lightly if I were you.”

      “Thanks for the advice.”

      Even with his brief conversation, he caught up to the long line of cars in front of him as they inched down the driveway toward Runway’s parking. Once he made the final turn the drive opened up around the fountain. As soon as he could, Geo took a hard right, detouring through the grass, his truck easily climbing the slight incline allowing him to park out of the way.

      Easier to make an early exit if tonight turns into a bust.

      Pushing the negativity aside, he grabbed his toy bag from the passenger seat and locked the truck, leaving his cell phone behind. There was no sense taking in anything he’d have to check with security.

      He glanced around at the elegant property as he hiked from the far edge of the parking lot toward the grand two-story entrance to the mansion. Not much had changed since he’d been the lead contractor for the massive project that turned the private property into not one, but two successful clubs, a micro-hotel, and a residence for the owners. It may not have been his largest job ever, but it had definitely come with a few perks—three months membership to Black Light being just one of them.

      Geo held the massive door open for a group of giggling women who looked closer to his daughter’s age than his own. The realization didn’t help calm his nerves at all.

      He’d been to Runway many times over the years since it had opened so he knew the security drill, although things had gotten even easier since he’d activated his dormant Black Light membership two months before. A quick flash of his black membership card worked like magic, letting him pass through the entry security check before being spit out into the long hall that led to the Runway dance club.

      With the Valentine’s Day crush of guests, the people in the hall inched forward slowly giving him time to glance at the hundreds of pictures plastered along the left wall of the hall. Autographed pictures of celebrities and VIPs that had graced the club were hung interspersed with artsy looking photography of Hollywood landmarks. Those were the photos everyone else seemed to stop to look at. Geo, on the other hand, spent the most time looking at the construction photos of the transformation of the building.

      He was just about to the turn that would allow him to take the shortcut to the kitchen when he got to a photo that had him stopping in his tracks. The guy walking behind him jammed into his back, not expecting Geo to stop.

      “Sorry man,” he mumbled.

      On the wall was a smiling photo of himself with Jaxson and Chase on either side of him. He remembered the day the picture was taken. They’d just passed the final building inspection and had been granted the occupancy permit just in the nick of time to keep the grand opening on schedule.

      He’d been living on about three hours of sleep a night for weeks at that point and looked like shit, despite the smile on his face. So much had changed in his life since the photo was taken. He may have gained a few more grey hairs, but he’d managed to lose not only fifteen pounds, but more importantly, one cheating wife since that sunny day.

      Good riddance.

      Despite being happier than he had been in the picture, he pushed the memories aside. It had been a long, ugly divorce, but it was finally behind him. It was time to move on. Initiating his dormant Black Light membership had been step one to reinvigorating his stagnant sex life. Signing up for Roulette was going to push him to actually be a player instead of a voyeur tonight.

      He cut across the group going toward the dance music playing from the ballroom ahead so he could head off in the direction of the kitchen and dining room. Weaving between partygoers, he kept an eye out for Madison. Getting to work with the perky blonde had been one of the best benefits of the project. He’d heard through the grapevine she’d definitely be there that night and he wouldn’t mind if the wheel hooked him up with the pint-sized spitfire.

      He took a seat at the kitchen’s eat-in bar and found a Valentine’s Day limited menu card in front of each seat.

      There went his mushroom ravioli.

      Geo had just finished placing his order with a chef he’d never seen at the club before when someone slapped him across the back. Looking up, he found none other than Jaxson Davidson towering over him.

      Sticking his hand out for a shake, he greeted the owner. “Davidson.”

      Not bothering to smile, Jax replied, “That’s Cartwright-Davidson now.”

      The men pumped their hands in greeting as he replied, “Sorry. I can’t get used to the change.”

      “Yeah, it took me a while too.” Dropping their connection, Jaxson added, “I was glad to see you finally putting your free membership to use. It was a pain in the ass seeing it as outstanding on my monthly accounting reports every month.”

      Geo chuckled. “Typical. God forbid anyone inconvenience you.”

      The owner finally cracked an indulgent grin. “Damn straight.” Getting serious again, Jaxson asked, “I’m guessing you finally got the divorce behind you?”

      The men were as close as bossy jerks like them got to be when it came to friends. It didn’t surprise Geo that the dark-haired man would ask.

      “Yep. It was messy as fuck. I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.”

      “I hear that. I was glad to see your name on the Roulette participant list. Tonight will be your chance to get back out there and have some fun.”

      “Maybe. I’ve come to the club a few times, but…” He let his voice trail off.

      “Cut yourself some slack. I know it’s gotta be weird putting yourself out there again but trust me. I’ve seen you in action. You have more than enough of the dominant asshole gene like I do to be able to handle a little subbie,” Jaxson teased before popping a handful of trail mix from the bowl on the bar into his mouth.

      He didn’t know how to respond, so he said the truth. “I’m not worried about the whole dominance/submission thing.” He paused and could tell Jax was waiting for him to finish. “It’s been a long time since I put myself out there. Everyone has an angle and I’m tired of being the one to get burned. I’m just tired of the games, you know?”

      Jaxson slapped him on the back. “Well, you’re in luck tonight because Roulette is the perfect game for you. Three hours. No strings attached. Who gives a fuck if she lies to you? Play hard, have fun, and then go home and sleep like a baby.”

      It sounded cold, but maybe it was the advice he needed. Maybe he didn’t need to get hung-up thinking about the risks of diving back into the relationship thing if he could get his itch scratched at Black Light without any strings.

      “Sounds like odd advice coming from a man who’s married to not only one, but two submissives. You have to have the most complicated marriage in town.”

      Jaxson looked into his eyes, dead serious. “You’d think so, but honestly being with Chase and Emma is as natural as breathing to me now.”

      “You’re serious? I remember how fucked up things got during the lead-up to the opening.”

      “Yeah, well that’s because I was a dumbass and took my eye off the ball. Almost losing Emma was all I needed to get my head on straight.”

      “Wow, I don’t think I ever felt that passion for my ex, even when we were first married.” He heard the regret in his own voice.

      Jaxson glanced over his shoulder, like he was making sure they were alone before he leaned in to talk softer. “Have fun tonight. Play hard, try new kinks and women on for size. But I really do hope you find someone one day who lights up the passion for you, too.”

      The temp chef delivered his plate of food. Jaxson stood tall, his normal dominant glare back on his face that had Geo wondering if he’d just imagined the last few minutes of their conversation.

      “See you downstairs, Quinn. Good luck with the wheel,” Jax added before taking long strides across the room, only nodding at a few other patrons on his way out.

      Geo turned the advice over in his head as he ate his dinner in silence. A couple curvy brunettes across the room tried hard to capture his attention which boosted his confidence, but knowing they wouldn’t be going down to Black Light, he finished eating and signed the check to put the dinner on his tab.

      With the mansion so crowded, it was harder than normal to go down the winding steps to the basement without being noticed by Runway partygoers. Once downstairs, it only took a few seconds to pass through the security check at the end of the bar. He liked arriving through this less-used entrance because it gave him the chance to meld into the sea of faces versus coming in the main Black Light entrance.

      The social area was already crowded with all of the booths, tables, and chairs taken. The remaining crowd mingled nervously, taking appetizers and flutes of sparkling wine from the servers weaving through the crowd. He saw several Doms he’d chatted with in his past visits across the room and tried to work his way between bodies until he finally gave up.

      Snatching a passing appetizer for himself, he changed course, heading in the direction of the theater in hopes of finding an out of the way place to stand instead. He ground to a fast halt as soon as he took his first step into the room.

      What the fuck did they do?

      “Don’t say it. I know. I never should have let anyone else but you and your crew do the reno work.”

      Geo didn’t need to turn to know it was Elijah Keaton, the Dungeon Master, talking next to him.

      “It’s not bad. Just different,” he said, hoping his voice hid his disdain for the changes they’d made to the space.

      “Bullshit, I fucked up the rich private theater vibe and turned it into a glorified meeting hall instead.”

      Geo chuckled. “Well, you said it, not me.”

      “It isn’t as bad when we have the velvet seats in here and the lights lower.”

      “I assume you had a good reason to butcher, er, I mean, change it?”

      “Roulette. Look how crowded it is already.” He waved his arms around. “We’ll have double this many people in here by the time we start in twenty minutes. It’s been too crowded to get even half of those we need in here the last two years, so I decided to do something about it.”

      “Do I want to know who you had do the job?”

      “Jaxson told me to call you, but I took a recommendation from an old friend. You know H & H Construction?”

      Geo whistled. “Let me guess, Oliver ran the job.”

      “You know him?”

      “You might say that. I fired him. Nice guy. Just has a small problem with chronic over promising and under delivering.”

      “Yep, that’s the guy. He literally had a crew here late last night still working. I’ll be holding my breath all night waiting for a lamp to crash on someone’s head.”

      “Sorry man.”

      “It’s a mistake I won’t make again. No one touches projects around here but you and your crews in the future.”

      “Thanks.” While the DM’s assurances stroked his ego, Geo bit his tongue to keep from telling Elijah the job had probably been too small for him to mess with anyway, although he could have had the DM throw in a few more months of Black Light membership to make it worth his wile.

      As the seats started to fill up, Geo joined a group of dominants standing at stage left where the sign-up instructions had told them to congregate. He’d been worried he’d be the oldest Dom at forty-five, so was relieved to see a guy that had to be in his early sixties chatting with a couple in the front row. He was also happy to see he was one of the taller Doms until a true giant of a man stepped into their group. Then a couple minutes later an athletic dude that looked like a professional football player joined them, too.

      A tinkling laugh that sounded familiar took his attention up to the main stage where Madison Taylor stood in all her glory. It took a hot second to realize no amount of luck would be pairing him to play with Madison that night. First, because she was decked out as the hottest damn Domme he’d ever seen. If he hadn’t had the hots for her before, he sure as hell did tonight, which made the fact that she was showing off a huge diamond engagement ring to one of the submissives on the other side of the stage that much harder of a pill to swallow.

      Good for her. She deserves to be as happy as she looks right now.

      A guy who’d been standing behind her on the stage—who he’d assumed was a security guard—stepped up when Madison waved him forward, throwing her arms around him as she introduced him to the woman a few feet lower on the floor.

      Lucky bastard.

      He shifted his focus to the available women for the evening. Like the men, the submissives were pressed in a crowd, making it difficult to get a good look at any of them other than the basics—height, hair color, outfits, or lack thereof.

      But as the women shuffled around greeting each other, George got his first good look at the sub Madison was chatting with. The sconce lighting behind her made the highlights in her thick, auburn hair twinkle. She’d pulled her hair up into a high ponytail, making it easier for him, and every other hot-blooded man in the room, to admire her perfect curves wrapped up in the skin-tight latex hot-pants and bustier that lifted the swell of her breasts up perfectly for his crop. She was taller than most of the women and had a confidence about her that intrigued him.

      Tearing his gaze away, he forced his attention to sweep through the full group of submissives. So many beautiful women in one place and as Madison talked with Jaxson on the stage, clearly preparing to get the night started soon, he grew more excited to be paired with one of the women soon.

      His attention returned to Hot Pants, drawn to her, only to find her looking at him. Most submissives would glance away, shy about being caught staring at a Dominant, but not Hot Pants. Their eyes locked across the room, dozens of people between them as they shared an intimate moment.

      The lights flickered, bringing their short interlude to an end. Their connection may be broken, but if there was any justice in the universe, the wheel would be pairing him with Hot Pants in a few minutes.
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      It was with mixed emotions that Harley noticed the lights flickering.

      “Crap, I totally need to get things rolling. Jaxson is here to get started.” Madison stood up after crouching down at the front of the stage so they could chat. “Have fun tonight!”

      “But wait!” Harley called after the MC for the night, but it was too late to get her attention back. “Dammit,” she cursed at no one in particular.

      I wanted to pick her brain on the pool of Doms before the pairings started.

      She adored her good friend, Madison, and sure, it had been nice to meet the soon-to-be-groom, Trevor, but now that the couple was engaged, they no longer represented just friendship.

      Madison and Trevor had just morphed into work.

      Sure, Harley was honored that her super-organized friend trusted her with the most important day in her life—her upcoming wedding—but lines were now blurred. Worse, her brief conversation with Madison and Trevor had made her think about work instead of play, and work was not what she should be thinking about tonight.

      As the premier wedding planner to the stars, her schedule was already bursting at the seams, ironically with mostly repeat customers. That was the nature of revolving-door marriages in Hollywood. But there was absolutely no way she could turn down one of her oldest friends. She’d just have to work even harder to fit another wedding into her crazy year, but she couldn’t think about that right now.

      As a bonafide workaholic, it took a lot to get her brain prepared to take some downtime. Tonight was supposed to be no work—only fun and much-needed sexual release. It was sheer irony that it would come on Valentine’s Day, her previously most dreaded day of the year.

      “Are you nervous?” A petite submissive in a baby-doll nighty asked next to her.

      “Naw, I’m just excited,” Harley answered truthfully.

      “How can you be so calm? Aren’t you worried the wheel will pair you with someone super hardcore?”

      Harley turned to look down into the wide eyes of the sub who looked about to hyperventilate. “Take a deep breath.” She waited as the girl followed directions like the perfect little subbie she was. “There’s nothing to be worried about. It’s just a game. There are rules that protect you. Limits. Safe words. Witnesses.”

      “But… don’t you want to win? And what about meeting a new Dom?” her new friend asked.

      “As long as I get my itch scratched, I’ll consider tonight a win.”

      From the stage, the opening welcome started, thankfully breaking up their conversation. She was a freak of nature and she knew it. After her last disastrous relationship had ended, she’d accepted that she loved her independence. Unlike probably every other submissive anxiously awaiting to be paired up by the wheel, Harley didn’t put a lot of stock in the wheel’s rumored magical power for pairing up couples who were perfect for each other. She didn’t need perfect, she needed her itch scratched.

      Her neighbor was obviously not paying attention to the welcome either as she leaned close and whispered, “So which Dom are you hoping to get paired with?” The girl nodded in the direction of the men standing on the other side of the stage.

      Harley had glanced over at the group earlier, but at the girl’s urging, she turned her attention back to the men preparing to take the stage, trying not to look at the one man she’d made eye contact with earlier. But as she took in the group of Doms, she found herself comparing each one to the man she realized she’d dubbed Daddy in her head.

      That nickname alone should be enough to avoid him like the plague. She wasn’t looking for a Daddy figure. But as she watched the men ready to file up the stairs, she decided Daddy might be better than Muscles, Doctor, Accountant, or Giant, and certainly better than Playboy and Grandpa.

      Finally letting her gaze fall on the handsome guy with the perfect amount of salt and pepper in his thick hair and groomed beard, Harley locked in her order for the wheel. The guy not only looked like the perfect Dom to her, but the fact that he was once again staring at her from across the room sealed the deal. She loved the fact that he didn’t look away. He wasn’t afraid to let her know he was admiring her, his slight nod in her direction confirming he’d picked her, too. Soon enough, they would both find out if the rumored magic of the wheel would pair them or not.

      ‘Daddy’ looked away when Madison called the Doms up on stage to draw for their order of spinning. Once they had their number, the first Dom stepped up to the wheels and Harley pulled her attention back to the stage. With each number that got called, her excitement grew.

      It wasn’t until she saw a small man she hadn’t seen hiding at the back of the pack move forward that she realized just how much she wanted to be paired with Daddy. This new Dom she quickly dubbed Babyface because he looked like he had to be around twenty-two, younger than her baby brother.

      She was self-aware enough to know she could be handful, and as much as she loved her independence most of the time, playing at Black Light was the one place she needed a man strong enough to make her bend to his will. While she’d learned the hard way she wanted independence outside of the bedroom, she had come to terms with the fact that sexually she still craved being dominated… overpowered and forced to obey. Babyface would fold the first time she told him to fuck off. And based on historical facts, she would be telling her Dom for the night to fuck off at some point since those words came as easily as breathing to her.

      Thinking of breathing, her inhale hitched when Madison called out the number five and Daddy moved into motion toward the wheel. The submissive next to her squeezed her arm, leaning in to say, “I hope the wheel rolls my name. This guy looks yummy.”

      Harley didn’t argue with her, since he really was yummy. Yet more importantly, nothing either of the women said would make a difference. It was up to the wheel to make the decision.

      She listened to her friend on the stage introducing Master Craftsman to the crowd in the theater. So, Daddy was a craftsman of some sort.

      She didn’t have time to consider his name because she was too busy trying to decide if she had really heard Madison calling out The Brat or if that had just been wishful thinking. Her gaze found Master Craftsman and he was looking at her hopefully, but it was when she glanced at Madison and realized her friend was smiling at her as well that she knew she hadn’t imagined it.

      The wheel matched us together.

      Before moving into motion, she turned to her neighbor. “Good luck with your next choice. Looks like I got lucky tonight.”

      She didn’t wait around to see the disappointment on the girl’s face. Returning his intense gaze, Harley finally took her first step forward. The victorious grin that lit up Master Craftsman’s face as she walked up the few steps to join him warmed her from the inside. He took a few steps to meet her, reaching out his hand to help her up the last step.

      Harley wasn’t short so when she was on the stage level, she was happy to see him a few inches taller than her. He didn’t let go of her hand, squeezing her to keep their connection as he led her to the second wheel where Madison waited for them. His grip was strong, which was a turn-on, as was the hint of calluses she felt as he lightly caressed her hand with his thumb.

      “Welcome to The Brat,” her friend said, grinning since the moniker had been Madison’s idea in the first place. “Are you ready to see what activity you and Master Craftsman will start out with tonight?”

      “Sure,” Harley said, stepping forward.

      Her Dom didn’t relinquish his hold on her hand as they stepped next to Madison. She tried to pull her hand free so she could reach for the marble, but he was having none of it.

      “I need my hand.” When he didn’t let go, she complained, “I’m left-handed,” yanking harder.

      In one second flat she found herself spun around and pulled against Master Craftsman’s chest. He dipped his head lower to talk against the shell of her ear. “Let’s lay down a few expectations right out of the gate. When you speak to me tonight, you’ll address me as Sir or Master, got it?”

      Harley’s heart rate spiked while her brain bristled at his heavy-handed rules within the first minute of meeting. She understood he was setting boundaries, but she decided it was only fair for her to give him an early glimpse into her own line in the sand as well.

      “And here I planned on calling you by my nickname for you instead,” she taunted.

      “I’ll bite. What might that be?”

      Only after he asked did she realize her error. “Nevermind,” trying to turn back toward the wheel. The last thing she really needed in her life was a Daddy, so she didn’t need to throw even a whiff of that idea into the universe.

      “Spit it out,” he demanded.

      She sensed all eyes of the crowd on them. Harley was no wallflower so being in the limelight didn’t normally bother her, but tonight it made her uncomfortable knowing their battle of wills was delaying the game for everyone.

      “We’re wasting time,” she shout-whispered to make sure he heard her over the buzz that had started in the room.

      His free hand grabbed her long ponytail, using it to yank her head back until she was looking directly into his intense slate-grey eyes. She felt his warm breath on her cheek, and the slightest hint of minty scent.

      “I asked you a direction question. Not only didn’t you answer it, but you didn’t even address me with Sir or Master, either.” He paused, letting his baritone voice and dominate glare seep into her veins, softening her before he asked again. “Now, what is your nickname for me?”

      Three long seconds passed before she caved in. “Daddy…” she answered quietly before adding a mere whispered, “Sir.”

      “You looking for a Daddy, little girl?” he asked.

      She knew that would be the assumption he would jump to. “No, Sir. You just… remind me— I mean no, you don’t remind me of my father, and I’m not into the whole little girl thing… it’s just your grey hair and…”

      Jesus, I’m rambling like a fucking schoolgirl. What the fuck?

      Instead of getting angry at her insecure rant, Master Craftsman grinned instead. At first, she thought he was mocking her, but then he added, “I see that The Brat seems to be a fitting name, but don’t be surprised if I call you by the nickname I gave you as well.”

      The smile on his face warned her that she may not want to know, but she asked anyway. “And that is?”

      “Hot pants,” he answered with a grin.

      “Aw, you noticed,” she teased back, secretly happy he’d admired the new outfit she’d bought just for Roulette.

      “Oh, yeah. You are a little hard to miss.” He paused, before adding, “And I’ve given you more than enough verbal reminders. Looks like Daddy is going to have to remind his brat to address him appropriately. Now, we’ve made everyone wait long enough. Use your right hand to throw in the marble so we can see what kink we’re going to start with.”

      Her soft “Yes, Sir,” came out before she could decide if she wanted to keep bratting or not. The small nod of his head told her he approved.

      Harley avoided looking Madison in the eyes when she turned and took the marble. She didn’t need to see her friend’s face to know Madison was enjoying the front row seat to the couple’s meeting.

      Madison spun the wheel and Harley wasted no more time, throwing the marble in and watching it as it jumped around the wheel before resting in a slot. The wheel was still moving too fast to read, but as soon as it slowed, her heart took off at double speed. It had landed on one of her favorite activities.

      Madison delivered the news to the rest of the room. “Neither of you had it on your limits list so you’ve rolled Flogging!”

      She felt lucky with their role right up until her Dom for the night leaned closer. “It’s a great thing I brought my entire flogger inventory tonight,” he said, patting his leather duffle bag she now noticed slung over his shoulder.

      Master Craftsman pulled them into motion toward the exit steps. Harley weaved through the crowd behind her Dom, only stopping when he found them a small out of the way spot at the very back of the room. She was relieved when he pulled her into his arms with her back leaning against his hard chest. The position prevented her having to look into the intensity of his eyes, although it was an intimate embrace for virtual strangers. Thanks to Roulette’s unique setup, there was no time to slow play anything. Someone used to only vanilla relationships would never understand, but singles in the BDSM lifestyle knew they had started negotiating their upcoming scene the second she’d taken his hand on the stage.

      They watched in amicable silence while a few couples were matched by the wheel. As the groups of Doms and subs grew smaller, the reality that she was about to participate in Roulette grew closer. Glancing around the room it hit her just how many spectators there would be tonight, watching as the participants played, as she played.

      His arms hugged her harder as each couple got matched until there was no mistaking his hardening cock pressing against her lower back.

      They were nearing the last few couples when he leaned down to talk against her ear. “So, you still thinking of me as a Daddy?” He thrust his hips forward for good measure.

      The room had grown oppressively warm. That had to be the reason she was feeling lightheaded. It was either that or it could be the brush of his lips nibbling across her bare shoulder that had her pussy aching for his touch.

      Still, as the latest number was called and another Dom approached the wheels, she just couldn’t resist teasing him. “Maybe. But at least I didn’t name you Grandpa,” thumbing in the direction of the current elderly Dom on the stage.

      After glancing at the stage, he spun her around in his arms, looking at her with humor in his eyes. “You really are a brat, aren’t you?”

      “I try.”

      Tonight is going to be fun.
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      The night was off to a great start as Madison released them to start Roulette. He’d assumed the rumors of the roulette wheel knowing how to match couples perfectly were as fictitious as J.K. Rowling’s Sorting Hat. Now? He wasn’t so sure since it had paired him with the submissive that he’d had his eye on from the moment he’d seen her. Okay, maybe it was that luscious ass in those skin-tight hot pants he’d been admiring, but whatever.

      The night is young. Don’t count your chickens yet.

      Any other night he’d find a seat in the bar and sit, have a drink, and let them get to know each other a bit before they got started. But they only had three hours and, more importantly, there was going to be a rush for the platforms in the main club room. George looked forward to putting the hottest submissive, in his humble opinion, on display tied down to the spanking bench. His dick approved of that plan.

      The pressing crowd had him squeezing her hand harder, making sure to keep them linked as they snaked through the social area, past the velvet curtain being held open by a DM, and into the much darker main club where members finally started to disperse in every direction.

      They were the first ones at the platform to the right of the stage that had his favorite spanking bench already there and waiting for its first roulette couple of the night. George led his sub up the steps and dropped his bag near the stairs so it would be behind the bench. He had a few surprises in his bag of tricks and didn’t want his Brat to get a preview before he was ready.

      When they got next to the piece of wooden furniture, he pulled them to a stop before regretfully releasing her hand.

      “Stay,” he commanded.

      “Okay.”

      He couldn’t hold in his smile. He knew hardcore Doms that would lose their shit over something as simple as a submissive not addressing him properly. Geo, on the other hand, looked at her lack of proper respect as just another sexy training opportunity.

      After he got the smile wiped from his face, he spun to face her, leaning his ass back against the bench as he crossed his arms across his chest. He adopted a stern, disapproving frown.

      “Are you new to Black Light?” he asked.

      She hesitated slightly before answering with a quick, “No.”

      Geo glared at her until she returned his gaze. He watched her eyes for a reaction as he pressed her. “How many times would you say you’ve played at Black Light?”

      He could see the confusion in her eyes. “I don’t… I mean… more times than I can count.”

      He hated the lick of jealousy that flared up with her admission. Of course, she’d played often. Any Dom would be a moron to pass at a chance to play with The Brat.

      Still, he stayed with his line of questioning. “Based on that answer, you should know how to properly address your Dominant for the evening. Not only did I inform you on the stage, but your experience dictates you absolutely know how to address me. The fact that you’ve refused to call me Sir or Master yet tells me you are desperate to get your ass lit up.” He paused, happy to see a flit of surprise in her eyes. “Say it. You want me to punish you tonight, don’t you?”

      “No!” she answered reflexively. Channeling his best stern Daddy vibe, Geo raised his right eyebrow just as she added a fast, “Sir.”

      “A bit late there, little girl.” He took a second to admire her sexy outfit before issuing his next order. “Lose the boots.”

      Her pink tongue flicked out to wet her lips nervously for several long seconds before leaning down to unzip her left ankle boot. Pulling it off and dropping it with a thud to the wood platform floor, he sighed at the way she could even put sass into the act of undressing for him.

      “Have you been to any other BDSM clubs?” he asked, and she hesitated slightly before unzipping her other boot and dropping it next to its twin.

      “Yes, sir. Why?”

      “Just curious what you think of Black Light’s play area.” Looking over the room, he remembered how they’d taken the basement down to concrete and studs to create the beautiful space that was now the most exclusive club on the West Coast. Pride surged inside him, as he watched her yank a sock off.

      “Eh, it’s pretty nice. I mean they have great equipment, but I wouldn’t have done it like this,” she said, both missing the use of ‘sir’ and insulting him in the same breath, but she wasn’t done. “When I plan events, I always organize it so that the most important part of the event happens in the grandest space.”

      “Okay…” Biting his tongue at the urge to interrupt her, he decided to let her continue as she lifted her foot to pull off the other sock.

      “Right! So, why is the freaking bar area taking up so much room? This is where the real show happens!” The Brat actually laughed a little as she waved a hand toward the wall. “See, if I’d been involved in this, I would have pushed that wall way over. The bar doesn’t need that much room, and then the play area wouldn’t feel so cramped. Especially during events like this one. I mean, come on, it’s so basic. You have no idea how many bad locations I have to figure out how to troubleshoot for my clients.”

      “Bad locations?” he echoed, clenching his jaw as his pride took more than a few dings with her list of complaints.

      “Oh totally. L.A. has all these historic spots that are a total freaking headache to plan events for, but everyone wants to say that they had their wedding somewhere special, so I’m used to making the most out of what’s available.”

      “The bra is next. Lose it,” he barked, trying to move on from the critique of a building remodel he had been proud of until a few minutes before.

      Despite losing the two inches the heels had provided, she was still one of the taller submissives playing that night. Geo raked his gaze up and down her body, regretting the fact that she’d soon need to take off those sexy as fuck hot pants. But not yet.

      “Sure,” she responded, as if their discussion about the use of ‘sir’ had already vanished from her memory completely. The Brat reached for the front of the black, shiny piece holding in her ample chest, but then she stopped and turned to point at the hall entrance. “Also, oh my God, have you seen the hall around the playrooms? It’s so freaking narrow that getting through there on a busy night like tonight is practically impossible. Whoever designed this place needed to think about it in action, not just how to make it look pretty.”

      “I designed this place.”

      “What?” Her eyes widened, and Geo couldn’t deny how much he liked watching her nervous swallow.

      “You seemed curious about who designed the remodel of this basement for Black Light, and… congratulations. That would be me. In fact, I oversaw the reno of the entire estate.” Crossing his arms, he kept his face blank, letting her soak in the awkward silence for a moment before he reminded her, “You’re supposed to be taking that bra off, Brat.”

      “Oh, right, um… yeah.” She sounded a little subdued after the realization that the person’s work she’d been so carefully tearing apart was the same person who was about to have control over what happened to that tight little body.

      She already had three of the eye-hook fastenings holding the skin-tight bra to her body undone when he barked, “Verbal confirmation is needed.”

      “Okay,” she muttered, and her “Yes, Sir” lagged behind again.

      The room felt warmer to Geo with every clasp she undid. Pushing down the ding to his pride, he focused on how much fun he was going to have making her pay for her comments.

      The latex material sprung apart as the last hook was undone and full breasts fell into view. They would probably sigh with relief if they could after being wrestled into the tight bra all evening.

      Brat stood frozen as if waiting for further instructions, even though she hadn’t finished taking her top off yet. He raised his eyes to find her watching him admiring her body.

      “Slowly… take it the rest of the way off.”

      She swayed her hips, enjoying her strip tease as she bared her top half to him.

      “Cup those boobs for me. Show them off for the crowd watching,” he instructed, having to speak louder as it was getting noisier as the room got more crowded.

      He didn’t detect a lick of embarrassment from her, reminding him she had played out in the open at Black Light many times in the past. Her inner confidence shined through and even if it meant she would probably brat all night long, that was fine with him. Confidence was sexy as hell to him at this phase in his life.

      “Very nice,” he said, watching her massaging her breasts. “Now, pinch those nipples. Show me how hard you can make them for me.”

      Their eyes met, bringing a new intimacy despite the few feet of distance between them. When his curiosity got the best of him, Geo finally looked down at those tight hot pants, anticipating the continued unwrapping of his gift for the night.

      He’d lived in Southern California his entire life. That meant he was surrounded by beautiful women, and men for that matter, every day. Many, like the trio that owned this property, were famous. Almost all were rich. And in that moment, he knew he wouldn’t swap out his Brat with any one of them. Her body was perfect… at least for him. He hated stick-thin bodies with fake boobs, nails, and who-the-hell knows what other body parts. Her milky-white breasts with the faint bikini tan lines screamed real, and the curvy body below looked like she’d have no problem stopping to grab a cheeseburger and milkshake with him after they left later that night.

      Fuck you, kale and tofu.

      “I take it you like what you see… Sir.”

      His gaze returned to her face, not surprised to see the cocky smile there.

      “You could say that, sub. Nice of you to finally call me Sir without being reminded.”

      “No problem.” She paused for several long seconds before breaking out into an even broader grin and adding the tardy, “Sir.”

      His Brat was a happy person. It was a refreshing revolution.

      Let’s see how happy she is after I introduce her to a few of my floggers.

      Geo left her standing to go back to his toy bag, rummaging inside to come out with his smallest and lightest implement.

      As he approached her, he could see the disappointment in her eyes when she saw what he carried. Could she be a masochist? He’d have to work on figuring that out.

      “Cup those beautiful, full breasts and hold them up for me,” he ordered.

      “But don’t you…”

      He lifted his finger to her lips to shush her. “Do I need to ask the DM for a dictionary so I can have you read the definition of submission for us?”

      Humor sparked in her cornflower-blue eyes. Instead of sassing with words, the brat dared to open her mouth and take a playful bite of his finger. He couldn’t help it. The bark of laughter erupted from him before he could hold it in.

      “Oh sweetheart, I don’t know if you are brave or stupid.”

      “Definitely brave, Sir.”

      “We’ll see. Now be a good girl and do as you’re told. I don’t want to get into trouble with the DMs for delay of game here since I technically haven’t started flogging you yet.”

      He took a step back, lining up the right distance from his target.

      The dozen leather strings of the flogger were only about eight inches long, which made it easy to control. Rotating his wrist in a circular motion, he began pelting her left breast with a non-stop flurry of light strikes. White skin turned pink as he kept up the flogging motion, increasing the strength used gradually until the heat forced her first yelp. Rather than stopping, he moved position just enough to make sure her hard nips would take the next burst of strikes.

      “Oh… owie.”

      When she failed to add the Sir at the end of her outburst, he laid one full force blow to her warmed skin.

      “Sir!”

      “Good girl,” he added, moving to pay equal attention to her right boob.

      As much fun as it was to paint her top half, after a few minutes Geo was anxious to get a good look at her still hidden parts.

      “As much as I love them, it’s time to lose the hot pants, baby.”

      Watching her unzip the latex and start to wiggle her curvy ass as she struggled to pull her last piece of clothing down her body was fun. Only after she’d dropped them onto the pile of her other belongings did she look back at him for his next instruction.

      Raking his gaze up and down, he added, “I think I can work with this.”

      “Oh? See something else you like?” she asked with the perfect amount of sass.

      Determined to keep a measure of control, Geo reached out to quickly pinch the back of her neck, squeezing hard enough to ensure he had her attention. Moving them into motion, he added, “Time to get you settled across the bench. Maybe you’ll behave if I show the same attention to the rest of your body as I did to those tits of yours.”

      Like the experienced submissive she was, Brat kneeled onto the lower pads of the bench, gracefully draping her torso forward across the padded top before reaching down to grab the handles closer to the floor. Her long auburn ponytail fell forward, swishing the floor under her head.

      George knelt next to the bench, buckling a belt across her calf before moving to restrict her left wrist. He moved to the other side and repeated the same steps to make sure she would be immobile and at his mercy.

      Only after he cinched the wide leather across her waist did he step back to admire the vision she made. The music and chatter of the spectators was loud enough that it prevented interrogating her the way he’d like to now that he had her undivided attention. For starters, he’d like to ask for her real name. While The Brat certainly fit her, it felt wrong not knowing her name.

      But that could wait. He went back to his bag of tricks, pulling out the oldest implement he owned. It was also the only item in his bag he’d kept after the divorce. Everything else was new for his fresh start.

      Pushing aside sour memories, Geo focused on how heavy the punishment device felt in his hand. The sturdy handle, the thick, heavy, long strips of leather—it was the perfect way to warm up his brat.

      He started with her back, laying down heavy thuds, letting them linger on her skin before dragging the strands slowly off her body only to strike again a bit lower. Inch by inch he made his way down her body, turning her skin a faint pink in the wake of each flogging down her back, to her ass, the backs of her thighs, even her calves and feet.

      Returning to where he started, he laid down the first lash of round two. Her small squeak as the whack bit into her shoulders told him she recognized the change in strength. He worked in silence, thoroughly enjoying inspecting every inch of her delicious body as he deepened the shade of pink across her entire back side. Her faint tan lines disappeared under the layer of warmed skin.

      Before he traded his favorite flogger in for a harsher toy, he stepped behind the bench, admiring the view of her exposed pussy, glistening in the overhead spotlight shining down on their platform.

      Grinning, he laid down the perfect line of heat directly on her open folds, drawing a loud groan from his submissive. It was the first time she pulled on the restraints, trying to wiggle free, although he suspected she was just trying to bring some friction to her clit. Again and again, he flogged her cunt until her groans turned to moans, landing a few more before he finally stopped and knelt near her head.

      “Oh no you don’t, little girl. It’s way too early in the evening for you to get one off.”

      “Come on,” she answered slightly out of breath. “I promise, I’m much less of a brat after I’ve had my first orgasm.”

      “I just bet you are, but I have a better idea on how to beat the brat out of you.” Despite his cryptic threat, Geo reached out to grab onto her ponytail, using it to yank her head up so he could look into her eyes. He told himself he was just being a good Dom checking on his submissive, but he knew it was more about missing the sassy expression in her blue orbs. He was relieved to see her confidence holding strong.

      “When are you going to start—Sir?” she sassed.

      “Oh baby, you really do love to live dangerously.”

      “I’m just saying it was a bit light.”

      “Warm-ups usually are.”

      “Warm-ups?” she asked, and he saw the tiny flicker of fear as she realized he had more in store for her.

      “Be a good girl and wait here. Daddy needs to trade in his implement.”

      Her eyes widened just before he lowered her head again.

      Geo returned to his toy bag. It was time to explore just how much pain his sub craved with her pleasure. He’d only used the next flogger he pulled out once before, and not for long. It was a lot lighter weight with a dozen long strands that were more whip-like than flogger. What gave each of the thin leather strips their bite were the knots tied every few inches with about half of the bumps covered in metal studs.

      He pulled his arm back, following through with his first swing of the new implement, letting the knots sprinkle her ass with pricks of pain.

      “Red!” The screamed safe word filled the club.

      For a split second his heart dropped, worried he’d just hurt his submissive enough that she needed to put a stop to their evening before they had really gotten started. The level of his disappointment at the thought of walking away from his brat told him more than he was ready to admit.
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      Holy mother of God that one hurt.

      Harley had been lulled by the previous thuddy flogger so when the explosion of pain consumed her ass, she’d screamed. Now that the pain was fading, she was a bit embarrassed, and that only got worse when Master Craftsman kneeled next to her head, lifting her by her hair. The concern she saw in his eyes seemed a bit over the top.

      “That wasn’t you, right?” he asked as he brushed a few stray hairs away from her face.

      Surely, he wasn’t this freaked out by a submissive crying out while at Black Light?

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scream. It just surprised me is all.”

      A commotion not far away had gotten louder. She couldn’t see from her prone position, but it made her curious what was going on behind her. As if he’d heard her, her Dom for the night looked out across the club for a few long seconds before looking back down at her with relief.

      “It was someone else,” he said simply.

      “What was someone else?”

      “That called red. I thought… I heard it and thought I’d really hurt you.”

      Things were starting to make more sense. She wished she could reach out to reassure him, but in her current position, she had to rely on her words.

      “I’m not even close to red, Sir. In fact, I’m bright green.”

      “Maybe, but I do think something might be wrong.” He paused, a smile finally playing at his sexy lips. “You just called me Sir without prompting.”

      Harley loved his playful teasing. The last few times she’d scened at Black Light she’d played with Doms that really took themselves and their control way too seriously, bringing back unwanted memories from her past. That kind of dominance may be what some submissives craved, but she’d spent enough time analyzing her own desires to have discovered that at the end of the day, she came to Black Light to play. And to her play meant having some fun along with getting her sexual itch scratched.

      “I wouldn’t get used to it if I were you. It was just a moment of weakness on my part,” she teased.

      He chuckled before adding, “We’ll see about that, won’t we? Still, let’s have a bit of a reminder. What is your safe word, sub?”

      “I won’t need…”

      “Safe word?”

      “Red… Sir. Yellow to slow down. But I promise I won’t need them.”

      “I sure as hell hope not, but just know that I love to hear my subbie cry out. There’s an added bonus if you break into tears that will smear this make-up you have on,” he added, stroking her face with the pad of his thumb. The slight callous brought back the memory of how she’d stuck her foot in her mouth earlier by criticizing his design of Black Light.

      She didn’t have time to worry about the awkwardness because he lowered her head and resumed his position behind her.

      Harley prepared as best as she could for the coming strike, but it felt different—harder—than any flogger she’d ever felt. “Oh shit!”

      “That’s ‘oh shit, Sir.’ Let’s see if I can help you remember, shall we?”

      She took a few cleansing breaths while she waited for the next lash. She both loved and hated this part of being a submissive. Her brain was still fighting for control, but her body wanted to take over—to turn the pain into pleasure.

      The whizzing sound of the coming swat hit her ears just before the pain sliced through her brain first, and then settled into the fiery burning on her ass.

      After she caught her breath, she complained, “I thought we rolled a flogger!”

      The whisper of the coming strike arrived in just enough time to have her clench her ass to prepare for the blow. It didn’t help. It hurt like hell.

      “What word did you forget, little girl?”

      “Sir!”

      Strike.

      Harley struggled against the restraints holding her in place, wanting to rub away some of the pain on her ass, but it was no use. She wouldn’t be going anywhere until Daddy told her she could. That knowledge helped her finally sink into her submission.

      After the next lash across her sit spot and down on her thighs, she realized how short of breath she was. Harley gasped for air as she felt a warm palm lightly massaging her punished ass. The contrasting softness of his touch soothed the sharp lines of pain until his touch was gone, replaced with more fire.

      “This can’t be a flogger, Sir!” she argued, more afraid of getting disqualified than the pain.

      His low, rich laughter warmed her insides like the implement had her skin. His deep voice bellowed out a question for the spectators. “Can you all help me out? My submissive doesn’t believe me. What kind of implement am I holding?”

      A shouted chorus of ‘flogger’ came from several different directions.

      The next few strikes pushed her deeper into her submission, making it easier to tune out the sounds around her and just focus on the pain—on the intimacy and trust growing between her dominant for the evening—on the warmth blossoming at her core, preparing to boil over into a much-needed orgasm.

      Every few strokes, Daddy would stop and inspect his handiwork. She felt his calloused hands lightly massaging her ass and thighs where he’d been paying the most attention to with that flogger of his. While the massaging felt wonderful, when his fingers strayed to her inner thigh before inching upward until they connected with wetness, she was in heaven.

      So close. The pressure was too light. The location of his fingers was a few centimeters off her bullseye. Harley did her best to wiggle enough to get her clit lined up with his probing digits, but all that did was earn her a spank to her already punished asscheek.

      “Be a good girl. You haven’t earned getting that clitty of yours stroked yet. Maybe later, but we aren’t done yet, sub. In fact…” His voice trailed off.

      Like before, she sensed him kneeling next to her just before he lifted her head by yanking her ponytail hard enough to pull at her skull.

      She’d forgotten how handsome he was when his face came into view. His salt-and-pepper touches in his short beard and hair gave him an air of maturity that was absolutely yummy. There was a new layer of lust in his eyes that hadn’t been there earlier, and she was glad to know he was enjoying their first scene as much as she was.

      Using the pad of his thumb, Daddy swished at a stray tear that had escaped during her flogging. The next thing she knew he was pulling an old-fashioned hankie out of his back pocket and holding it up to her nose.

      “Blow for me,” he ordered.

      She complied, appreciative of his care. She knew it was rude to compare dominants, but it was impossible not to. A couple of the hardcore Doms she’d played with acted as if small acts of kindness like this were weak. And to be honest, a lot of submissives craved the rougher treatment—the hardcore dominance.

      She wasn’t one of them.

      “Let’s play a bit of a game, shall we?” he asked her.

      Harley smiled before answering. “I thought roulette was a game.”

      “True… but this one is for our flogging scene. You want an orgasm, yes?” he inquired.

      She teased back, “Does L.A. have smog?”

      Chuckling, he reached out to shove a six-inch long wooden rod between her lips sideways while instructing her, “Bite down, Brat.” He’d effectively put a horse’s bit into her mouth, although she was relieved there were no ties to keep it in her mouth.

      Unable to talk any longer, he continued. “I’m going to give you a chance to earn that pleasure you want so desperately. Hold the bit in your mouth until I finish flogging you, and then if you call me ‘Sir’ at the end when I take it out, you’ll get that orgasm. Drop the wood from your mouth before I take it out and you’ll be leaving this station to go back to the roulette wheel one horny little girl.”

      Her ‘shit’ came out a mumbled gargle, but she successfully kept the wood between her teeth, thank goodness.

      Then he was gone again, lowering her head by her hair until all she could see was the underside of the spanking bench and the floor.

      Strike. Strike. Strike. Three hard connections with the harsh flogger made her ass feel like a pack of bees was attacking her. The strands of the flogger themselves may not be very hard or punishing, but whatever those small things attached to it were bit into her flesh like a bee taking a bite out of her hide.

      Her Dom worked her body like a pro. Hard and soft. Fast and slow. She never knew what to expect. As the minutes passed, she sensed herself falling deeper, closer to that elusive place all submissives chased—subspace. The ache in her jaw and copious spittle spilling to the floor from her held-open mouth added to her feeling of surrender.

      So close. Strike. More. Strike, strike. Please.

      “Shit!” her scream coincided with the thud of the wooden gag falling to the floor and the explosion of pain in her pussy where Daddy’s flogger had just connected with her most delicate lady parts.

      “What a shame. You were so close to earning that orgasm, too,” he teased.

      Still panting she acknowledged she’d lost this round with a disappointed, “Yes, Sir.”

      Frustration at being so close to coming only to have her pleasure stolen pulled a low growl from her just as he lifted her head again to look down on her.

      His eyes looked a shade darker and his voice even deeper as he growled, “So beautiful. Those tears are precious to me.” Pausing, he then asked an unexpected question. “What are your four hard limits tonight, Brat?”

      In her confused state, his question didn’t make sense. They’d rolled flogging.

      When she didn’t answer quickly enough, he barked, “Tell me. Now.”

      Her brain worked to focus on the sign-up process, remembering how she’d had way more kinks she’d wanted to put on her limits list than there were slots available.

      “Watersports.” That one was easy. A few seconds later she added, “Blood Play, Knife Play… and…” It took another ten long seconds to come up with her fourth one. “ABDL.”

      He chuckled. “The Brat doesn’t want to be diapered? Got it. That’s a fine list, and since I did say that I’d deliver an orgasm, and you missed out on your chance, I think it’s only fair that since you blew it, I get to come instead.”

      Would he fuck her while tied down and immobile? Christ, she hoped so. It was one of her favorite ways to get fucked in the whole world.

      She had to give up thinking about it when he stood and started pulling her hair harder until her neck was straining to hold her head up. Without any way of seeing what he was up to, she had to guess that he was tying her long ponytail to the buckle of the cinch at her waist as she could feel him fussing around there.

      When he’d finished, he stepped in front of the bench, his waist at the same level as her now-visible face. Harley had a front row seat to the striptease happening a few inches in front of her as Daddy unbuckled his dark suit pants before unzipping them. The outline of his erect cock was already visible straining against the front of his boxer briefs.

      Harley licked her lips self-consciously, anxiously awaiting her first glimpse of her Dom’s package, hoping to become even more intimately introduced to it soon. Reaching in with his left hand, Daddy cupped his erection, lifting the heavy shaft out as he finished pressing his pants low enough to set his cock free, lightly stroking himself several times until she caught the glimpse of wetness escaping the tip.

      Even though she’d been hoping he’d take his place at the other end of the bench, Master Craftsman took two steps closer, commanding, “Open wide, Brat,” just as she felt the moisture swish across her lips.

      Anxious to please him, Harley complied, opening her mouth as wide as she could just as she tasted his hardness moving over her tongue. Within a few strokes, he was already thrusting deep enough to touch the back of her throat, dragging embarrassing choking sounds from her neck. His length was impressive, although she was relieved his penis wasn’t as fat as her ex’s as she’d never been able to accommodate his girth in her mouth.

      Get the hell out of my head. I don’t want to think about anyone else but Daddy right now.

      The shaft in her mouth grew harder as he started to properly fuck her mouth, gratefully stopping his thrusts long enough to give her gasping breaths every so often. She felt heat rising in her cheeks from the lack of oxygen and the sexy sight they made for the cheering crowd around them.

      His fingers wove through her hair, yanking some of the long strands out of the ponytail as he grasped her head for better leverage while he chased his own pleasure. Harley felt a surge of excitement at bringing her Dom for the night enough pleasure to cause the sexy-as-hell growls he was emanating each time the tip of his cock jammed against the back of her throat. She turned herself over to the passion when the face fucking turned harder.

      “Eyes,” he barked as she was getting lightheaded.

      It took a second to comply, and when she did the power staring back at her almost did her in. Master Craftsman’s jaw was locked, his eyes full of an intensity that made her feel like they were the only two people on the planet in that moment.

      “Yesss,” he growled as the first spurt of cum went down her throat and his cock twitched in her mouth, shooting a second and third spurt that promptly spilled out around her lips, dropping globs of white jizz to the floor below.

      Between her tearing eyes, running nose, and dripping cum, she had to look like a hot mess.

      Despite that, he stroked her cheek gently, adding, “Beautiful. Now let’s get you untied so I can get things cleaned up. We need to get you cooled-down and then go give the wheel another turn.”
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      Geo was a bit wobbly on his feet after one of the best orgasms he’d had in… well it had been too long. Sure her mouth on his shaft had felt great, but it had been her looking up into his eyes, his cock spreading her mouth obscenely wide while her tears smeared mascara down her face.

      That just might be my kryptonite.

      One of the dungeon monitors came up to help him get the scene cleaned up. George focused on unbuckling Brat and helping her to her feet while the DM picked up the discarded implements and grabbed the disinfectant wipes to start cleaning the bench and floor.

      To his brat, he commanded, “Stay,” as he leaned her against the bench for stability. To the DM, he added, “Thanks, man. I really appreciate the help.”

      “No problem. It was a great scene. I’ll finish cleaning up here. You can go grab your stuff and help your sub cool down.”

      Geo didn’t have to be told twice. He was anxious to find an out of the way place where they could sit and wind down from their first scene before going to roll the wheel again. He picked up the pile of her clothes and boots, shoving them into his toy bag along with the first floggers he’d used. He had to glance around the stage to find the last device he’d thrown aside when Brat had dropped the wooden bit to the floor.

      “Can I see that?” she asked as he moved to add it to the bag. He offered it and she took it, holding the implement in her hand, caressing the knots covered in metal. “Tricky. I’ve never seen a flogger like this.”

      “What’d you think of it? Would you be game to try it again?” Only after he finished his question did he realize the implications of the question. They had signed up for three hours. They had already rolled flogging which meant he was insinuating they might play with it on another night.

      The spark in her eyes as she glanced up from the implement with a smile on her face told him she’d realized the same thing. He held his breath. The night was young. They barely knew each other.

      “I’d totally try it again, but next time I’m the one who gets to come… Sir.”

      “We’ll just have to see about that, won’t we,” he teased, relieved with her answer.

      Geo led her down the steps, parting the crowd of onlookers waiting to see what the next scene might be on the platform. He led them straight ahead to the line of cool down rooms, but unfortunately, all of them were already in use, which made sense since other couples would be wrapping up their roll too and moving on to the next.

      Knowing the club as well as he did, he headed in the direction of the pool, looking for the out of the way bench along the back wall. Not everyone knew it was there as you had to weave around some floor-to-ceiling marble columns to find it.

      His hunch had been right, the area was empty. Placing the duffle bag on the floor at the end of the bench, Geo took a seat first. Brat moved to sit next to him, but he pulled her down into his lap at the last second.

      “There’s no cushion and since you’re still naked, I don’t want you to get chilled.”

      “We can solve that by letting me get dressed again,” she sassed.

      “Oh yeah, because those hot pants will really keep you warm. Not to mention, what a waste of time that would be since you’ll only need to take them off again for the next scene.”

      “You don’t know that. We could roll…”

      Geo waited to see what kink she would come up with that might involve putting more clothes on than less. She obviously remained silent.

      “Exactly,” he added, leaning down and pulling out a luke-warm bottle of water and a chocolate bar. “Here, you should drink. I don’t want you dehydrated. And have some chocolate.”

      “But I never even hit subspace.”

      “Yet. I want some calories and water in you.”

      “How do you even know I like chocolate?” she asked with humor dancing in her eyes.

      “Just a hunch. And it’s Valentine’s Day. Don’t all women want chocolate on Valentine’s Day?”

      “I’m not most women… although I won’t pass up sweets.”

      “I didn’t think so.” He paused before adding his real motive. “And anyway, I want us to have a few minutes to chat.”

      “Chat away,” she said, more than happy to snap off a few squares of the bar and pop them into her mouth. Her unadulterated groan of delight sounded suspiciously like her sexual groan when he’d grazed her clit.

      “So, you’ve already answered my unasked question,” he teased, and she looked up at him, her cornflower blue eyes shining in the pool’s lighting. “You obviously love chocolate.”

      “Well, duh. Who doesn’t?”

      He bit his tongue to answer his ex-wife. Well, technically she liked it, she just didn’t eat it as it was too fattening or some bullshit. How refreshing it was to watch his submissive for the night enjoying the simple joy of a few bites of chocolate.

      As he opened his mouth to ask a question, The Brat had the audacity to pop a square of chocolate onto his tongue. It was a tiny, but intimate, gesture he found endearing.

      After several bites, she handed the remaining snack back to him before burrowing deeper into his arms. A small shiver confirmed she had a chill and he found himself wishing he’d thought to pick up a Black Light robe for her to put on between scenes.

      On second thought, he rather enjoyed the quiet intimacy of their embrace. As they had met a mere hour before, he worried things would get awkward, but they spent a few silent minutes enjoying watching two couples horsing around at the opposite end of the pool.

      “I know we each signed up with our club names, and it’s totally optional if you don’t want to share, but my name is George. My friends call me Geo. I’d love to know your first name so I can call you something other than Brat.”

      She looked up into his eyes and mischievously answered, “Ironically, my name is Hot Pants.”

      George let out a short bark of a laugh. “You really are cheeky, you know that? Most Doms don’t put up with such total insubordination. I can see I’ve been much too easy on you.”

      “Yeah, I really am lucky. I don’t know how well I’d get along with one of the more high protocol dominants.”

      Geo liked hearing she thought landing him was lucky but was disappointed she still didn’t share her name. There were many things he could demand from his sub for the night, her real name wasn’t one of them.

      “I’ll tell you my name, but you have to promise not to make the joke everyone makes when they hear it.”

      “I can’t picture making fun of you.”

      “Harley.”

      “As in Davidson?” The question flew out without thinking.

      Her exasperated glare confirmed he’d hit the nail on the head.

      He tried to recover. “I’m certainly not making fun of you. I love that name. It’s unique and it sort of just fits you.”

      “Yeah, it’s not so bad now, but it was a bitch in high school.”

      “I bet. Is that where you met Madison? It looks like you guys are friends.”

      “How did you…” She paused. “Oh yeah, you must have met her during the renovation.” A huge blush colored her cheeks. A part of him still bristled at her earlier criticism, but he was a big boy. He could take it.

      “Actually, she got hired right at the very end as we were wrapping things up, so I didn’t get to know her well. But she runs a tight ship around here. You mentioned arranging events so I just assumed you guys might have worked together or maybe gone to school together?”

      “Both, actually. We worked together on a bunch of high-profile sporting events until I broke off to focus only on VIP and celebrity wedding planning. I ended up getting enough clients that I was able to start my own business two years ago.”

      “Weddings? In Hollywood? No wonder your business is good.”

      “Right? Sadly, many of my customers are repeat clients these days. But I’m hopeful for Madison. It seems like she found one of the good ones.”

      For the first time that evening, Geo heard a cynicism in her voice talking about marriage. “Let me guess. You’ve been burned by a bad one yourself?”

      “Haven’t we all at some point? And anyway, I just call it a job hazard. After watching dozens of couples that I could have sworn loved each other crash and burn later, I might have become a bit jaded on the whole marriage thing.”

      He internalized her words, part of him thinking he should steer their conversation back to lighter topics, but another part wanting to dig deeper into what made Harley tick.

      He went for broke. “As a recent divorcee myself, I don’t deny being a bit jaded myself.”

      “Well shit,” she said, burying her head into his chest to avoid looking at him any longer. It made it harder to hear her next words. “That’s twice tonight I’ve stuck my foot in my mouth. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

      He raised his fingers to her lips, shushing her before using the same fingers to lift her face toward him. “Don’t sweat it. I’m a big boy and anyway, it takes a lot for me to get butt hurt.”

      Harley looked conflicted, so he gave her time to decide what she wanted to say. “Well, that really sucks.”

      “What? That it takes a lot to get me upset?” He felt a small smile tugging at his lips. “You planning on trying to really piss me off?”

      “No. It’s just…” She paused before surprising him with her answer. “It just means your ex must have done some really shitty things to make you want to call it quits.”

      Geo was definitely getting uncomfortable talking about all this heavy crap. Ironically, it wasn’t because she made it feel awkward, but more because they were in the middle of roulette. In fact, he glanced around the club for the first time in several minutes and saw one of the DMs across the pool waving at him and then tapping his watch as if to say ‘get going.’

      “We need to get back to roulette. You don’t need to hear…”

      “No, I do, actually,” she insisted.

      He hesitated for a moment before telling her the truth. “There was a lot I overlooked over the years, but when she started banging our insurance agent that was the final straw.”

      “I’m sorry… Sir.”

      “Don’t be. I’m ten times happier now than I have been in years, and if I’m honest, I think she is too. We have two kids, but they’re old enough to be happier too.”

      “So, you really are a Daddy?” she teased.

      “Stop. We are not going there. Now, I think it’s time for us to head back to see Madison and give the wheel another spin, don’t you? I’d hate to get us disqualified for talking too long.”

      He stood, slowly dropping her feet to the ground to set her upright before grabbing his toy bag from the floor. Linking their hands together, he moved them in the direction of the theater.

      As they passed several scenes on the club’s platforms, Harley squeezed his hand, slowing them down so she could get a peek at a needle play scene and then a pretty intense wax play scene.

      Only when they got beyond the velvet curtain did the music get soft enough for them to talk again.

      Harley grabbed his arm, almost bouncing on her toes as she said, “This is so exciting. I can’t wait to see what we roll next.”

      “Me either, but fair warning, this scene I expect to hear a few more Sirs and a bit less sass, got it?” he instructed.

      She just grinned. “We’ll see… Sir.”
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      “There you are! I was starting to get worried about you.” Madison called out to them before they even started up the first step to join her on the stage. “Is everything okay?”

      While Harley appreciated her friend looking out for her, she wasn’t prepared to provide a blow by blow of her evening so far, although she was grateful they’d found a Black Light robe to put on while heading back to roll again.

      “Everything’s great,” she said, letting George pull her to a stop next to the roulette wheel loaded with dozens of kinks.

      She was relieved when Daddy carried the conversation. “I heard the good news that you’re engaged. Congrats to you and your fiancé, Madison.”

      “Like, thanks! Trevor is off grabbing us some snacks, or I’d introduce you.”

      Harley was ready to roll for their next activity, but Madison wasn’t taking the hint as she kept talking.

      “I think you’re the last couple to come back to spin for your next activity. You must have really had a lot of fun with your flogging roll.”

      George gave her hand a squeeze before answering. “Yeah, we sure did.”

      Harley squeezed back, teasing. “Easy for you to say. You got to come. You left me high and dry!”

      His deep, rich laughter caught her off guard. “I can assure you; you were far from dry in that last scene,” he teased.

      Madison threw her hands over her ears in exaggerated embarrassment. “TMI! TMI!”

      “Oh, come on. It’s Roulette. You’ve heard or seen way worse tonight,” Harley joked.

      “Maybe, but we’re friends. That makes it different.” Finally ready to get things back on track, Madison handed Harley the white marble and gave the wheel a spin. “Roll a good one, now,” she added.

      The marble bounced around as Daddy leaned in to watch the outcome with her.

      The second she was able to read the wheel’s slot where the marble now rested, she couldn’t wait to see what George might come up with.

      “Dom’s choice! That’s great. We’ve only had one other of this roll tonight,” Madison added.

      Harley looked up into his eyes and could already see mischief dancing there.

      “You’re going to be in trouble if I choose to edge you for the rest of the night, aren’t you little girl?”

      “You wouldn’t,” she whined, quickly tacking on a, “Sir,” for good measure.

      The grin that lit up his face was contagious. “Lucky for you I can’t wait to watch you come unglued as I push you into an orgasm. The real question is… how long can I make you wait before I give in and let you come?”

      Heat suffused her cheeks as they said their goodbyes to Madison and took off hand in hand through the theater and bar area. It was ridiculous how giddy Harley felt. She’d been in the lifestyle over four years now, most of that time spent with her no-good ex, Ken. But she’d played at Black Light enough times in the last year to know that George was unique, at least from the Doms she’d scened with in the past. She liked that he wasn’t afraid to have some fun along with his brand of BDSM and dominance.

      Beyond the velvet curtain, the music got louder, the space got more crowded, and the smell of sex permeated the air. Not sure what her Dom had in mind, she followed as he led her up the few steps and into the crowded and dark Red Light District hallway. He weaved them between the sweaty bodies enjoying themselves in the enclosed space.

      Once they’d finally made it through the thickest of the crowd, they had to stop again, this time in the small line waiting at the Costume Shop door.

      “Don’t even say it,” he groused when they stepped forward as the line moved up.

      “Say what?” she asked.

      “How crowded the Red Light District is and how it leads to such poor traffic patterns in the club.”

      It took a lot to embarrass Harley, but she really regretted that she’d opened her mouth and stuck her foot in it earlier by criticizing the floor layout of Black Light.

      “I know you won’t believe me, but I really am sorry I said that. Especially because I was wrong.”

      “Don’t lie. Anyone can see how packed it is in there.”

      “Exactly, and that’s awesome.” She paused before leaning closer to be sure to be heard over the loud din. “I stand by what I said if I were planning a wedding event here, but I’m not. I think it’s perfect for a BDSM club because it offers more nooks and crannies for couples to disperse and play. Not everyone likes to be the center of attention on the main floor and having the smaller playrooms and viewing areas in the hallways give everyone a space they can feel comfortable in.”

      “You’re placating me,” he groused. “I told you, I’m a big boy. I don’t need flattery to stroke my ego.”

      The stark difference between George and her ex in that moment hit her over the head and it got her attention. In fact, so many of the men she interacted with regularly seemed to have such fragile egos that she’d just come to expect it. It was refreshing to meet someone who just seemed comfortable in his own skin.

      “You okay over there?” George asked.

      She must have been lost in thought longer than she’d intended. “Oh sure, fine… Sir.”

      “I’m gonna see if I can get you to upgrade that fine to great in our next scene,” he teased as they took a step closer to the front of the line at the Costume Shop.

      “You gonna tell me what you have planned for Dom’s choice?”

      “You’ll find out soon enough.”

      She was going to press for more info, but it was their turn. She’d never needed anything from the Costume Shop on her previous visits, so she’d never met the flamboyant man working there.

      “Well, hello there, my sweets. I’m Dominic. What can I do to help you tonight?” the man who looked like a cross between RuPaul and Jack Sparrow asked.

      Harley had to admire Dominic’s eccentric outfit from afar when George stepped around the counter and a few feet into the compact room to talk with the costume guy privately.

      So much for getting a hint of what he had up his sleeve.

      The men conspired for several long minutes, giving Harley time to watch the other lady working in the area helping another couple while she got more nervous by the minute.

      What could George have in mind that it would take this long to conspire with Dominic? The more she tried to figure it out, the more excited she got until she finally tried to distract herself by thinking about something else.

      Unfortunately, the only thing that kept floating to the top of her brain was how she’d vowed to just use roulette to scratch her itch. She’d come to feel a bite of pain and get her sexual itch scratched and that was it.

      It was just three hours. She didn’t have time to get attracted to her Daddy for the night. That would just lead to complications at best, heartache at worst. No, she needed to stay focused on the sex, and only the sex.

      Well, and she could admire some of the ornate costumes she could see from her vantage point. Racks and racks of them, from floor to ceiling. Shelves filled with accessories and sex toys. It looked like a costume design shop for the adult film industry.

      Dominic handing George something white and folded got her attention just as Geo turned to walk in her direction, a grin on his face.

      “Dominic’s gonna get you dressed for our next scene while I go out and get things ready. Stay here, follow his directions, and I’ll come back to pick you up when I’m ready for you. Got it?”

      “But…”

      “No buts. We’re back in scene. What do I need to hear?”

      His yummy dominance came through loud and clear, yanking a quick “Yes, Sir,” from her reflexively.

      “That’s my good girl. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      Good girl, indeed. So why did being his anything make her tummy flutter with butterflies?

      “Okay, chop chop! We need to get to work, or that delicious man of yours is gonna get mad.” Dominic clapped his hands together, and Harley opened her mouth to tell the guy this was roulette. Not a regular night where they could be something more.

      During Roulette no submissives belonged to their Doms for more than a few hours, but she bit her tongue because Dominic was already frantically flicking through the hundreds of costumes on the racks and shelves, clearly looking for something.

      “You’re a size eight, right?” he asked, not bothering to look her direction.

      She wished she could let the comment stand, but she couldn’t. “Better make it a ten,” she corrected.

      “No problem, girly. I’ve got you covered,” he said as he almost gleefully pulled a hanger from the rack.

      The outfit didn’t make any sense while on the hanger, and as Dominic pulled the robe off her shoulders and started to help her into the skimpy clothes, she was still unsure what she was supposed to be.

      As Dominic pulled the white corset-styled peasant top over her head, making sure to pull the ruffled mini-sleeves off her shoulders, she tried to press him for answers.

      “What am I supposed to be?”

      “Never you mind. Let’s get you into this skirt.”

      The minuscule ruffled fabric had elastic at the waist for comfort, but the few inches of material barely covered her ass. She was relieved when he returned with a pair of panties until she realized they were almost completely transparent.

      “Em… these are see-through.”

      “Exactly. I wish I could be out there when that man of yours rips them off you in a little bit.”

      “But… I look like a cross between an old-fashioned barmaid and a girl in an old whorehouse.”

      Dominic’s grin lit up the whole space. “Then, girl, I did my job well.”

      “I’ll say you did.” Her Dom’s deep voice made her jump as he answered in his deep voice. Their eyes met as she turned to face him and she saw the heat stoking there as he added, “You look perfect.”

      Harley let her own gaze rake up and down her Daddy for the night, liking what she saw. He still had on the dark suit pants he’d been wearing, but he’d changed out his more formal shirt with a casual white linen tunic that was open at the collar and slit half-way down his chest. The salt-and-pepper chest hair peeking out reminded her he was all man—confident.

      Sexy as fuck.

      “What were you just thinking about?” he questioned.

      “Nothing,” she said too quickly. She didn’t want to admit to him just how attracted to him she was. It felt like it would be breaking the rules of Roulette.

      “Hmmm. You want to keep secrets? We’ll see about that.”

      Playing along, she teased. “Oh? And whatcha gonna do about it?”

      Putting on a previously unseen tricorne hat that looked straight out of a Pirates of the Caribbean movie, George grinned before answering.

      “I’m Captain Geo and I’m about to take you hostage on my pirate ship. I have my ways of whipping the truth out of sexy captives like you. I plan on having fun punishing you in front of the entire crew, and then I’ll be sure to claim you as my own until you scream my name.”

      His words were from an X-rated bodice ripper novel and her pussy reacted accordingly. Never in a million years would Ken, or any other Dom she’d ever played with in the past, propose a fun scene like this. Harley’s brain wanted to think it was a foolish game, but her body’s reaction called her a liar.

      Geo grabbed her by her forearm and started pulling her down the specialty room hallway. She took several steps, going with him willingly before his words registered. He wanted to role-play? Well then, she should play her part a bit more convincingly.

      Yanking her arm free, she pulled away from him, yelling, “You can’t take me alive! I’ll jump overboard before I let you defile me!”

      For a brief second she hesitated, enjoying the broad grin that made him look years younger. “Oh baby, you’re on. I’ll give you a head start. If you can make it beyond the velvet curtain before I can catch you, I’ll go easy on you. But if I catch you before then, well… let’s just say I’m going to enjoy hearing your screams.”

      Those words did funny things to her. Her brain fought it, but there was no denying she couldn’t wait to scream for him if it meant having him claim her forcefully on stage in front of the entire Black Light crowd.

      Still, it would be no fun unless she played along. That was how she found herself spinning to run in the opposite direction they’d been going. There were two ways to get to the velvet curtain and doubling back the opposite direction had two advantages.

      One, the physical distance was much shorter and two, it was the opposite direction Geo was headed.

      Her quick decision felt right for about five seconds until she hit the body-to-body press of club members enjoying the debauchery of the Red Light District. Lines of Doms waited for turns at the gloryholes while two subs’ bottom halves stuck out into the walkway, their heads hidden behind the wall as they were fucked by strangers.

      “Excuse me! I need through…” she tried as she pushed and shoved with little success. With each second that flew by, she knew she’d made a mistake coming this way.

      Too late to head the other direction, Harley did the only thing she could. She dropped to her hands and knees and started crawling between the press of legs in her path. She tried her best not to think of how dirty the floor was, but by the time her right palm splatted into a gross puddle of something she knew she didn’t want to investigate, she was committed.

      Shouts of “Hey, what the hell are you doing down there!” mingled with, “Someone’s subbie is getting away,” and “Oh, gross. She’s crawling along the floor!” She did her best to shut out the detractors as she slowly made progress pushing and shoving between legs.

      Smack!

      The crack of someone’s hand on her unprotected ass hurt like hell.

      Smack! Smack! Smack!

      Great, they were all getting in on the fun. In unison, the patrons playing in the Red Light District took it upon themselves to punish her as she wiggled and crawled by them.

      By the time she got to the steps, her ass was on fire, her knees hurt, and she fought the urge to scream red just so she could head straight to the women’s locker room to wash her hands.
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      George was short of breath by the time he pressed his way through the crowd of spectators in the long hallway and then out on the main floor of Black Light. He rushed to skirt the crowds gathered around the platforms where Roulette couples were playing, hoping to arrive at the velvet curtain before Harley.

      Not that it would really matter. He had fun plans for his sub for the night and short of her crying red, he’d have his way with her.

      As he made the final turn putting the velvet curtain within reach, he looked right to see his Brat actually crawling on her hands and knees just before grabbing onto the railing at the stairs to pull herself to her feet.

      He changed directions, angling to intercept her just as she’d started to run toward the curtain. Acting like the linebacker Dom also playing in that night’s game, Geo leaned down, tackling his shoulder into that sexy mid-drift of his sub, scooping her up and over his shoulder in one fluid motion.

      For her part, Harley played the role of damsel in distress perfectly, wiggling hard enough he almost dropped her from his shoulder before getting a better hold on her.

      “Let me down! You can’t do this!” she said, pounding against his back with her fists.

      The laugh that burst from him was genuine. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had this much fun playing with a sub.

      Turning to head back in the direction of the platform he’d gotten their scene setup on, Geo weaved through the crowd that seemed to part for them. Like him, they were anxious to see how things would play out.

      When she kept wiggling, he swatted her upturned ass. “Settle down up there. You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

      “Screw you, asshole!” She was playing her role convincingly until the giggle at the end of her insult.

      “Such language from a lady! I’ll be sure to teach you some manners.” He easily scaled the few steps up to the platform in the middle of the playroom. It was the perfect location for their scene as it had a permanent whipping post installed from floor to ceiling.

      He should know it was more than sturdy enough for what he had in mind. During construction, Davidson had given him shit about needing the load bearing post in the middle of the playroom, saying it detracted from the space. It had been his own idea to turn it into the medieval pole of torture it now served as for the club.

      Tonight would be the first time he’d be putting the whipping post to his own personal use.

      Geo dumped Harley to her feet and as he expected, she gave a lame attempt to escape, which only gave him the excuse he needed to tackle her against the wide, round, wooden pole. Pressing his full weight against her, he let his semi-hard cock poke into her back as he leaned down to talk against her ear.

      “I captured you fair and square. Now be a good girl and take your lesson so we can move on to more fun activities.”

      “You can’t do this to me. My father will pay the ransom.”

      “I don’t need or want your money. I have plenty of my own.” Little did she know, that was the truth. He had more than enough money and while he wanted them to win, he really couldn’t give a shit about a free month’s membership fees.

      “Everyone has a price. What will it take to win my freedom?” she played along.

      Geo hesitated, a crazy idea flitting through his mind. He could hear Jaxson telling him he was making a mistake. Davidson had warned that tonight was just three hours of hard play and then it would be over. At the start of the night, that had sounded like a great plan.

      Now, not so much.

      “Nothing will win you freedom, but…” He paused before going for broke. “If you agree to go out for breakfast with me after Roulette ends, I’ll make sure you’re well-fucked and walking funny before we leave.”

      He heard her breath catch just as her knees wobbled under her. If he hadn’t been holding her up, she might have fallen.

      “And what if I have my own demand before I agree to go anywhere with you?” she asked, quiet enough it was hard to hear her.

      “I’ll hear your request, but make no promises.”

      She paused long enough he got worried she’d say no to having breakfast with him. The thought of never seeing her after tonight was suddenly a reality he hated the idea of.

      “I demand you let me wash my hands. You have no idea how gross the floor was in the Red Light District. I think I’ll puke if I think about the disgusting germs I have on my hands and knees right now.”

      George couldn’t have stopped from laughing to save his life. The best part was Harley giggling along with him as they both had a blast with the game.

      “I don’t know if I can trust you not to run if I leave you here,” he finally answered after they’d stopped laughing.

      “Oh believe me, if you’re getting me wet wipes, I’ll definitely be waiting here when you get back,” she promised.

      He missed her warmth as he stepped away from her to walk to his leather duffle bag. He carried a packet of disposable wipes for easy clean-up of scenes, although this would be the first time he’d be using it to wash a sub’s hands before they even started a scene.

      Harley quickly burned through four wipes, handing the soiled wipes to him before announcing, “I finally feel like I got the cooties off my hands and knees.”

      Throwing the spent wipes aside, he teased her. “I’d have paid good money to watch you crawling through that throng of a crowd.”

      “Yeah, well, I won’t be recreating it so you missed your chance. But for the record, I told you that hallway was too narrow.” She grinned up at him.

      “Cheeky girl. You’ll pay for that one.”

      “Promises, promises.”

      Geo started with her left hand, securing her wrist in the fur-lined leather cuff attached by a chain to a hook near the ceiling. A pulley system let him tighten the chain until her wrist was held high above her head.

      He repeated the step with her other hand until she was stretched up onto her tippy toes.

      Dominic had done a great job with her outfit. The tiny skirt did nothing to cover her curvy ass and the see-through panties would be ripped off soon enough.

      But first things first.

      He planned on his punishment implements getting a workout tonight. Harley had reacted beautifully to the floggers earlier and he couldn’t wait to see which implements might make his subbie fly high.

      He’d be starting this scene with his leather belt.

      Knowing she couldn’t see from her vantage point, he made sure to pull the belt from his pants fast enough to snap the leather tip. It would be her only hint of what was coming next.

      The first few lashes were delivered over her skimpy peasant top that doubled as a corset. He knew the cloth was taking some of the heat of the licks, which would serve as a nice warm up. Rather than crying out in pain, Harley moaned after each lash of leather connected with her ass and back, proving she liked impact play as much as he did.

      After her warm-up, Geo got back into character, stepping up to his captive, and ripping the flimsy panties off her as easily as Dominic had promised he could.

      “You won’t be needing these any longer,” he warned as he palmed the curved cheek of her ass, squeezing hard enough to pull another moan from his captive.

      Next, he got busy undoing her top until it was loose enough that he could pull it down to pool at her feet. The tiny skirt followed next, leaving her naked and strung up at his mercy in just a few seconds.

      After helping her step out of the clothes and tossing them aside, he stood, taking a few minutes to simply admire the perfect sight she made. Strung up and at his mercy. Her naked body was perfect for all kinds of sinful things he had planned.

      Picking up his belt again, it was time to take things to the next level. Warm-up over. He was ready to get to work, and his next goal was seeing if he could drive Harley into subspace or not.

      The well-worn leather connected perfectly with the globes of her ass, leaving a two-inch-wide pink swath in its path. By the third lash he had her dancing on her toes and on the fifth connection, she released her first groan of pain.

      “Have I chased that potty mouth of yours away yet?” he asked, squeezing her now warm ass.

      Her “Fuck no,” came so fast it shocked him.

      “Well, alright then. Let’s see if I can do a bit better then.” George stepped back, putting himself at a better angle and then let loose with a fast half-dozen smacks across her bottom, all striking one after the other until she was dancing on those tippy toes in an ill-fated attempt at trying to escape.

      Her “Ohhh…” escaped just as he paused, giving her a few seconds to catch her breath before stepping to the other side of her to deliver another fast half-dozen just a bit lower.

      On his next pause, she wiggled that adorable ass of hers back and forth as much as she could, and he found it sexy as hell.

      Hoping she wanted him to deliver another round of leather, he tested her by asking, “Are you ready to behave yet, or do I need to take things to the next level?”

      She took a few seconds longer to respond this time, but the “Screw you,” was music to his ears. Hiding his grin from her, he threw the belt down next to his duffle bag and reached in to come out with the next implement—his fraternity paddle.

      “You didn’t seem to have a problem with leather. Let’s see how you like wood.”

      His first swat was a bullseye right across the middle of her ass. Her immediate howl of pain made him glad he hadn’t used full force. When he leaned in closer, he took note of her quick gulps for air.

      “I think my paddle is gonna be a bit more effective, isn’t it, my little captive?”

      Her more subdued response came several long seconds later. “You don’t scare me.”

      Geo chuckled. “That makes me happy since I have a lot more plans for this delicious body of yours. Let’s see how you feel after you take five more with the paddle.”

      He took his time, delivering increasingly hard swats across her ass and sit-spots at the top of her thighs. Knowing he was trying to drive her through the pain and into pleasure, he enjoyed massaging her hot skin between strikes, enjoying the way she mewed at his touch.

      Determined to push her higher, Geo took out his riding crop next. It was longer than most and he’d purposefully bought one with a bit more flexibility to it, making it a bit of a cross-over with a thick whip. Like all crops, it had the strip of leather at the tip, but it was longer and more flexible.

      “Hold tight, little girl. Let’s see how you like my next toy.”

      Where the paddle had left a heavy thud, the crop whizzed through the air easily, leaving a line of red instantly across her already pink ass. The snap of the tip against her hip brought her first cry of real pain.

      As tempting as it was to massage her between strikes again, this time he let the lines of heat settle deeper into his sub’s ass with each lash. With each whip her breathing got deeper. He watched for signs of distress as his submissive for the night took lash after lash with the crop.

      He glanced into the crowd, not surprised to see most of those close to their platform transfixed, enjoying Harley’s suffering. They knew, like he did, that he was delivering exactly what she wanted. What she needed.

      As if to prove he was right, he stepped close to her again, this time letting his fingers do the talking. Sliding his hand across her punished ass, he moved lower, sliding his fingers through the copious juices wetting her pussy and inner thighs.

      “So fucking wet. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were enjoying yourself.” When she could only muster a sniffle in return, he added. “I know I’m enjoying myself very much.”

      He chose to graze across her clit just as he said the last word. Her knees buckled as she cried out in frustration at the too soft touch. Little did she know his cock was rock hard, ready to come out to play.

      “Soon, my pet. I’m not done taming you just yet. Before my next implement, tell me. What color are you?”

      He hated to disrupt the scene, but the truth was they barely knew each other. The last thing he wanted to do was push her too hard too soon.

      “I’m fine…” she said unconvincingly.

      “Color,” he barked.

      “Lime.”

      “Lime?”

      “Green, but maybe a tinge of yellow… Lime.”

      Geo chuckled. “Good enough. Let’s see if we can get you back into deep green.”

      He’d planned on pulling his short cane out but changed plans and grabbed the heavy flogger he’d used earlier. He suspected it would help drive his sub where he wanted her to go.

      Unlike the earlier implements, Geo didn’t take long breaks between lashes with the flogger. Instead, he started softly, laying heat all across Harley’s ass, up onto her back and even down onto her thighs. And then he’d start all over again, adding more heat. Again and again, he drove her higher with harder rounds until he heard the first low sobs break loose from his sub.

      Watching her wiggling, listening to her moans and cries—he might have been pushing her toward subspace, but he’d managed to push himself to the edge as well.

      Her crying out for “Daddy” was his own breaking point. He needed to be inside her. To claim her in every way.

      Throwing his flogger into his bag, he pulled out a condom packet next. Before putting it on, he went to Harley, curling up behind her body, feeling the heat permeate from her skin through his clothes. She hung limply from her wrists now and he was grateful they were fur lined.

      Harley threw her head back against his shoulder and howled the sexiest sound as he slid his fingers through her wet pussy, cupping her snatch and pressing the heel of his left hand against her clit as he wrapped his right arm around her waist to help hold up some of her weight.

      She shuddered in his arms, making a growling noise that made his own shaft throb with need to be inside her. It would be so easy to make her come with his hand, but selfishly, he wanted to feel her squeezing him when she finally tipped into her first orgasm at his hands.

      Geo stepped away from her just long enough to free his cock, pushing his pants out of the way to roll the condom onto his erection.

      When he returned to her, Geo leaned down to lift both her legs at her thighs, pulling her torso a few inches away from the whipping post to give himself a better angle. He wasn’t sure if she realized she’d let her body turn into a wet noodle, hanging from the wrist cuffs and letting Geo control her completely.

      He guided the tip of his cock to her entrance, enjoying the slick ride as he made sure she was ready for him.

      “Hold on tight, baby. It’s time for your reward.”

      A gentleman would have gone slow, but tonight he was playing the role of pirate captain which meant thrusting balls-deep in one stroke. He’d expected her to cry out, but his own growl of sexual tension surprised him as he enjoyed her tight sheath.

      “Christ. You feel perfect,” he gritted out before lifting her until only his tip was inside her. This time, he let gravity slam her down, back onto his prick hard enough to draw a cry from his sub. Whether it was a cry of pain or pleasure, he couldn’t tell. All he knew was he needed to hear it like he needed his next breath.

      Again and again, he lifted her before dropping her to impale herself with his thick shaft, each time hitting her deeper than the last.

      “Yes! Daddy, it feels so damn good. Fuck me, harder.”

      That can be arranged.
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      She was in heaven. Or maybe hell. The pain across her ass and thighs as Geo lifted her again and again was helping to drive her pleasure higher. With each thrust, she got closer to tipping into her own orgasm.

      “So close… yes… fuck, yeah…” she rambled, not caring that she was probably sounding like the needy wench she’d been dressed like earlier.

      That was the last relatively logical thought she had before George lifted her higher, pulling them together, farther away from the pole she’d been strapped to for God-only-knew how long. The change in angle combined with the hard thrust of his stiff cock to land a bullseye on her G-spot.

      Harley detonated into an explosive orgasm that literally rocked her world. Bursts of pleasure consumed her as waves of pure bliss crashed over her as Geo kept up his thorough ownership of her body.

      Just when she was starting to come down, he changed positions and brought a renewed craving for more. The feel of his lips nibbling in the crook of her neck combined with his fast pounding to push her into the strongest eruption yet.

      It was too much. She felt tears stinging her eyes as emotions she wasn’t prepared to face crashed in on her heart as hard as his shaft pounded her pussy. Just as he shouted out his own climax, she couldn’t hold back any longer, bursting into cathartic sobs as they each were wrapped in their intimacy. Only the applause of the spectators threatened to break through her happy place.

      She wasn’t sure how long they clung to each other trying to catch their breath, but Harley eventually felt her feet touch the ground again.

      When Geo started to release her, she was grateful for the fur-lined shackles because she was pretty sure she’d crumple to the ground without them supporting her. How he could be functioning right now was a mystery, one she’d have to think about later when she could focus on something other than the pure satisfaction strumming through every inch of her body.

      As the last restraint fell away, she collapsed into his arms, grateful for Daddy lifting her up to cradle against his chest as he started walking.

      Harley closed her eyes, snuggling against his chest, enjoying the feel of his arms around her as she slowly came down from her high. His masculine scent calmed her more than any of the expensive candles she loved to light ever had. She had no idea where he was taking her, but even in her precarious state, she knew she didn’t care because she trusted him.

      Trust.

      The intrusion of painful memories threatened to ruin her high. How ironic that she’d wasted three years of her life with Ken before she’d finally admitted to herself that she couldn’t trust him—not with her body, and certainly not with her heart.

      Yet tonight, in just a few short hours, she already knew with a certainty rarely felt that the Dom the roulette wheel had paired her with could be trusted in every way. The thought should have scared her, but instead it helped her sink deeper into a relaxed state.

      Geo found some place to sit, holding her in his lap, hugging her close to keep her warm. They sat in amicable silence, just enjoying each other. At some point, she was vaguely aware of a DM bringing his bag of toys and her clothes to them, but she didn’t bother to even open her eyes.

      “Here, baby. I want you to drink some water.” He finally broke the peace, clearly determined to care for her.

      Harley tried to swish it away, not wanting to bother with anything as mundane as drinking, but Geo persisted until she’d taken several long swigs.

      As she had worried, the cool beverage forced her out of the cocoon she’d been enjoying. Music and laughter intruded into their privacy, reminding her they were still at Black Light and technically still playing roulette.

      Her voice cracked as she tried to speak. “Don’t we have to spin another time? I don’t want us to get disqualified.”

      His breath was warm as he rocked her gently in his arms.

      “There’s only ten minutes left. Between your friendship with Madison and mine with Jaxson, I’m pretty sure they’ll consider us winners. I doubt they’ll penalize us for ending ten minutes early, and even if they do, I can cover a month for us both.”

      Feeling uncharacteristically vulnerable, Harley had to ask. “Were you joking? You know… earlier?”

      Geo’s easy laughter reminded her of how much fun she’d had that night. “I’ve teased you a lot tonight, but I don’t remember telling you a joke, no. Which part?”

      “You know. That you want to go out for breakfast tonight after Roulette ends?” She’d meant it to come out as a statement but failed. She hated the insecurity she felt as she waited for what felt like an important answer from the first Dom she’d played with at Black Light that she didn’t want to say goodbye to. At least not yet.

      So, when Geo admitted, “I’ve changed my mind,” her buoyed heart sank.

      Forcing her best impression of indifference, she bit out, “You have?”

      Geo made her wait several long seconds before hugging her tighter as he replied. “Yep. I’d rather take you out for a burger now and then I’ll make you breakfast in the morning at my house. I make a mean omelet.”

      “Your house?” she teased, trying to keep her relief out of her voice. “So, you think I’m the kinda girl who goes home with just any guy on the first night they meet?”

      “Truthfully, I’m kinda hoping it’s not something you do often. I’d like to think tonight was as special for you as it was for me. I don’t remember the last time I had this much fun.”

      Harley finally pushed herself far enough away from him so she could see his face. She needed to see his eyes to understand if he was being as serious as she thought he was in that moment.  The sincerity shining back at her stole her breath for a second.

      The truth was, they barely knew each other. As tempting as it was to jump all in, she decided to try to keep things light.

      “I guess you really have decided not to hold my insulting your design of Black Light against me. I’m relieved, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. I’ll have to grade just how good that omelet is before things go too far.”

      A grin lit up Geo’s face. “Oh, you’ll love my cooking, I’m sure. And I’m pretty sure I have the perfect thing to keep our relationship from moving too fast.”

      “Oh? Some horrible habit that’s gonna scare me off?”

      “Nope. Just my last name.”

      His last name? Her mind raced as weird guesses came to mind. “Don’t tell me. You are George Davidson… some relation to Jaxson?”

      “No, but close.” Holding out his hand in a faux introduction, he said, “George Quinn, at your service.”

      It took her a split second to understand what he’d been trying to say.

      “No. Absolutely not. You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      Geo grinned. “Told you. Nothing like the threat of legally becoming Harley Quinn to keep things from moving too fast between us. Now let’s get you back into those hot pants. I can’t wait to see the men drooling over you when we get to the Burger Lounge.”

      

      
        
        The End
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Kacy

        

      

    

    
      Kacy wiped her hands on the sides of her dress, trying to hide the nervous gesture as she waited for the doors of Black Light to open. This would hopefully be the biggest night of her life and she absolutely could not screw it up.

      Celebs crowded the stairs, jostling for space with captains of industry and dot com geeks out for a walk on the wild side. She ignored them. Barely a day went by that she didn’t see someone famous trying to hide themselves on the streets of 90210.

      Aside from being allowed to play in one of the hottest BDSM clubs in the world, she’d heard a rumor that Chase, Jaxson, and Emma Cartwright-Davidson were going to be attending. If she could get just a few minutes of their time to set up an appointment, there might be a chance she’d be able to turn their meeting into full-time work.

      Although she wasn’t quite ready to call herself homeless, her address might or might not have been street parking between Beverly and Third when she couldn’t find a place to crash after losing her job due to downsizing. A graphic design position with Runway and Black Light would pay enough for a place of her own and be steady work instead of contract projects that were getting few and far between.

      She’d prayed and crossed her fingers when she filled out the application, then had to panhandle for enough cash to buy a decent dress and a pair of stiletto sandals from a consignment store on Sunset.

      At just over thirty bucks for the dress and shoes, it was the most expensive outfit she’d owned in forever, but it looked amazing. She had a tiny purse made of out black duct tape with rhinestones attached with hot glue, which had her ID and the last of her cash. Kacy didn’t bother with undergarments. She wouldn’t be wearing clothes at all for most of the evening.

      Finding a dominant who didn’t squick out at the sight of a little blood was a very close second on her to-do list. She’d met one when she’d managed to snag a guest pass from a client, but it hadn’t worked out for her.

      Core twitching, she remembered the one and only man she'd played with at Black Light. The man she thought of as her dream dom. He’d been of West African and French descent with a faint accent delivered in a silky voice that made her toes curl. At maybe ten years her senior, he’d towered over her five feet five inches by at least a foot. His trimmed salt and pepper beard had made her want to say ‘yes, daddy’ even if that wasn’t her kink.

      But his name? Nope that was gone. She’d been too busy enjoying the rush of endorphins to commit it to memory.

      She remembered his scent of citrus and masculine spice, the sound of his voice, and the touch of his gloved hands while he built a gorgeous mandala out of colored needles. Using only his fingers and wicked tongue, he’d made her come so hard she’d nearly fainted.

      Those were the fantasies that played out in her head every time she masturbated, except they had real sex when she imagined them together. Even after giving her a million screaming orgasms, he’d refused, saying it was a treat for their next meeting, which sadly, wouldn’t happen.

      She’d fucked it all up by breaking one of the most important rules of BDSM play. She hadn’t told him all her hard limits.

      Kissing was definitely on her list, and the minute he pulled the circle of needles from her areola, he gave her a hug, then… kissed her.

      Eww.

      Although it truly wasn’t his fault, she blamed him for the full day of sub-drop she’d fought through after their scene. He’d tried to make sure she was okay, but she’d been too desperate to escape to think about what she was doing. Checking out on aftercare hadn’t been one of her brightest ideas, but she’d been too weirded out.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t want to be touched. She loved being petted and stroked. Kissing was awful. It sent her right back into the past when her uncle had demanded she kiss his mouth every time he visited.

      She didn’t need it, nor did she want it.

      At all.

      Not the slightest little bit.

      Even though he’d never gone any further, just the memory of her uncle’s smelly breath and tight hands on her made her want to throw up.

      She didn’t put it down on the Roulette application like she should have. Instead, she’d entered adult baby diaper lover, scat, water sports, and breath play into the online application, figuring nobody in their right mind would ever put kissing on the Roulette wheel. There would be aftercare, but the short time frame would prevent anything too involved.

      The kinks were supposed to be edgy—things that would take people out of their comfort zones and give the spectators a show. Who the hell was going to watch kissing? Even if she spun the wild card, the chances of her dom for the evening using it for anything but an over-the-top scene were slim to ludicrous.

      There would be fire-flogging, cupping, breath play, suspension, maybe some knife play… Kissing wouldn’t even make the list.

      She tapped a finger against her lower lip thoughtfully. Since it would be done with multiple dungeon monitors keeping an eye on things, breath play sounded hot. Kacy hadn’t seen it, but she’d heard there’d been an amazing oxygen deprivation scene in Black Light East in the last Roulette.

      Maybe she could take it off her hard limits list. There was no rule saying she had to have four.

      Hauling in a deep breath, she started down the steps, following the line of people into Black Light. The guard was friendly and polite, and it took no more than a minute or two for her to check in, get a locker, and deposit her phone and purse.

      The sheer opulence of the place never failed to astonish her, even though she’d only been once.

      Tables loaded with appetizers and snacks waited, including bottled water and soft drinks nestled in ice. Her stomach growled, making her realize she should probably eat something before she had to go up on stage and spin that wheel. Grabbing a plate, she loaded it with food, then found an unoccupied section of wall near the theater doors to eat.

      She nearly moaned in pleasure when she bit into a mini beef Wellington. The succulent bit of rare prime rib surrounded in flaky pastry melted in her mouth, making her wish she had the nerve to load the whole tray into the back of her car for later.

      After setting her empty plate in a bus pan, she dropped one of her last precious dollars in the tip jar on the bar, then freshened up in the bathroom. As she was about to exit the stall, two women entered and started talking.

      “Did you see Jafari Laurent?”

      “I don’t know who that is. Should I?”

      “Yeah, the hot as fuck black dom with the sexy accent. He’s a sadist and likes needle play. Very high protocol, but he’s good if that’s what you’re into. I’ve seen him play a few times.”

      Kacy laid a hand on her chest, sure the women could hear her heart thundering, then swallowed against a suddenly dry throat. He’d never told her his last name, but his first name clicked with her fragmented memory.

      Was it possible her dream dom was actually here? How many people could there be who matched that description?

      Of course, this was Los Angeles, but still…

      “Oh, I know who you’re talking about now. He’s old, but damn, the man is fine. I’d totally scene with him.”

      “Did you not hear me say sadist and needle play?”

      The door shut behind them, cutting off their conversation.

      Her fingers tightening on the knob, Kacy exited the stall, then washed her hands, forgetting all about her intention to beg the Cartwright-Davidsons for a job.

      “Jafari Laurent.” The syllables sounded like silk and sex, damp cotton sheets and sultry nights. It was a mysterious, slightly dangerous name, tasting of sin and passion.

      Her dream dom wasn’t old. He was seasoned, smart, and experienced. Neither of the women said he’d be participating in Roulette, and the pang of disappointment surprised her. She grimaced at herself in the mirror, then let out a breath. She should probably try to catch him at some point and apologize, but the thought of telling him why she’d run was too embarrassing. Anyway, he was probably with a date for Roulette. He was too gorgeous to be single for long.

      She almost wished she’d let him kiss her.

      Damn. Why did she have to be such a freak?
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jafari

      

      

      

      “Are you sure we can’t talk you into topping for a gay sub tonight?” Elijah asked.

      Jafari took a sip of sparkling wine, judging the vintage as always. It was from a winery not too far from his own in Napa, and was decent quality, if not completely to his exacting standards. A case of one of his better cabs was available for the silent auction, in fact. Despite winning multiple awards, that year had never sold as well as it should have. Perhaps giving a case away would drum up some word-of-mouth advertising.

      He considered Elijah’s words, then shrugged inwardly. He wasn’t gay or even bisexual, but to him, a submissive was a submissive. Male or female, they all cried out in pleasured pain, and he was an expert at making them walk the line between the two. The chances of him being matched with a sub who didn’t have needles on their list of hard limits would be slim anyway.

      “I suppose I—”

      A whiff of vanilla perfume caught him off guard and he spun, then glimpsed a blonde woman with short, shaggy curls. He couldn’t see anything but the back of her head through the crowd, but she looked exactly like the submissive whose memory had kept his cock hard for almost a month straight.

      Kacy Coleman had been the perfect masochistic canvas for his art. Beautiful and plump in all the right places with curves like a forties-era starlet and delicate skin that pierced so beautifully, she was a dream come true for a sadist. Finally, the crowd parted and his breath caught.

      She wore a black dress that bared her silky shoulders and tattooed arms. More ink twined up her legs to disappear under the scandalously short hem. Frowning, he noticed she’d lost a bit of weight since their last meeting, and the immediate desire to have her in his house so he could care for her surprised him.

      “That woman,” he said, pointing. “Kacy Coleman. Is she in Roulette?”

      Elijah flipped through his notepad, then nodded. “Yes. Hard limits are—”

      “I already know them. I apologize, but I’m afraid I won’t be able to do what you ask.”

      Well, he thought he’d known them. She never once uttered a safe word, but he must have broken at least one of her limits. She’d run away from him in the middle of aftercare.

      Following his gaze, Elijah nodded, then closed his notepad. “Can’t say I’m not disappointed, but I wish you the best of luck with your spin.”

      “Thank you.”

      His scared little rabbit had come back, and he wanted to rub his hands together with anticipation. His mother always said if he prayed hard enough, his wishes would come true, but he doubted she’d have approved of exactly what he wished for.

      He rarely had time to use it, but he kept a yearly membership to Black Light, so he didn’t need the free month. He had to know why Kacy ran away. Hell, she’d even thanked him for the scene, and offered to give him her phone number, but left before they had the chance to exchange information.

      When Elijah left to attend to other matters, Jafari stepped into a darkened corner to watch her, nodding in approval when she ate a full plate of appetizers, then detoured to the ladies’ room.

      She exited the restroom, and he silently encouraged her to drink an extra bottle of water. He wanted her well-hydrated. She did, sipping the second bottle slowly as the theater filled with people.

      As unobtrusively as possible, he positioned himself behind her, then leaned down to whisper in her ear.

      “It’s very good to see you, little rabbit.”

      Spinning around, Kacy’s plump lips parted and she wobbled on her heels. The bottle of water fell from her hands, and he crouched to pick it up. Taking her hand, he curled her cold fingers around the plastic.

      “Careful, ma chérie,” he murmured, leaning down to brush his lips across her ear. She smelled just like he remembered. The rich scent of vanilla combined with the warm perfume of her skin made him hard in an instant.

      “I—”

      “Shhh.” He stroked a curl and tucked it behind her ear. “We’re going to talk after Roulette, do you understand? You will leave your phone number with Elijah, and you will answer when I call.”

      “But I—”

      “I will take you to lunch tomorrow. We won’t be playing again. All I want is an explanation.”

      “Yes, sir. I’ll make sure you have my number.” She took a step back, then scrubbed at her glistening eyes with the back of her hand. “You’d better go.”

      Jafari swore under his breath. Her obvious upset made him even more determined to find out what had gone wrong last time. Reluctantly, he crossed the stage to join the rest of the dominants.

      One of the men ahead of him whistled rudely, interrupting the MC’s opening speech.

      “Calm down, boys. Mistress Madison is talking.”

      He chuckled softly and shared a glance with the gentleman next to him, who said, “Baby doms. What are you gonna do?”

      When she finished going over the rules, she called the doms onto the stage and grabbed the numbered sticks to hand them out. Jafari reached forward to take one, but he didn’t look at Madison or the number on his stick. Instead, his gaze was fixed on Kacy’s shocked brown eyes in the little crowd of submissives.

      The first dom spun a name, but he was too intent on Kacy to pay him or his partner for the evening any heed. He didn’t even hear the kink the woman spun.

      The second dom took his spin, making him wish he could take Kacy somewhere private so they could talk. He gave the briefest of applause to the couple when the woman spun their first kink, his impatience rising.

      “Who has number three?” Madison called out.

      Jafari held back a growl of annoyance and scanned the doms, wishing the fool would hurry along and spin. Belatedly, he remembered to look at his own number.

      Three, of course. Perhaps he’d spank Kacy for making him lose focus.

      Stomping to the wheel, he gave vent to his irritation and tossed his ball into the spinning whirl of names. He had zero desire to play with any of the subs waiting to find a partner, no matter appealing they were. Only Kacy would do.

      Worse, the thought of her being paired with someone else made him furiously angry. The bruises and welts left on her pristine skin wouldn’t be his, and it was intolerable.

      Tuning out the crowd noise, he prayed. The wheel finally slowed, going around one more full turn before coming to a stop.

      “Master Jafari will be paired with Special K,” Madison announced.

      Kacy jerked and her soft brown eyes widened with surprise. Jafari smiled with satisfaction at her slight shiver. His little rabbit was nervous, just as she should be.

      “Her hard limits are ABDL, scat, water sports, and breath play.”

      He remembered the first three, but she’d claimed the fourth as a soft limit when they played before. Had something happened in the meantime? Jafari tamped down the surge of jealous rage at the thought of someone harming her.

      Something was missing though. He’d never once broken a partner’s hard limit, and although a few had called yellow, not a single one had ever said red. He took it as his ultimate responsibility to make sure they never had to.

      Was there one she wasn’t saying? If that was the case, he’d be more than happy to make her see her error. Failure to communicate or heed a safe word were both inexcusable breaches of trust between submissive and dominant.

      She was his for the next three hours, and no one else would touch her. His smile turned feral, but he inclined his head and offered her his arm when she reached center stage. He would send his mother flowers for her good advice later.
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      Kacy was torn between jumping for joy and running in terror.

      The look on Jafari’s face scared her and made her wet at the same time. When he wrapped a protective arm around her and pulled her into his hard chest, the immediate surge of desire nearly dropped her to her knees. His thick cock pressing into her backside made her bite back a whimper of need.

      Instead of the dungeon attire many of the dominants wore, Jafari was dressed simply in a white dress shirt with onyx cufflinks and a red bow tie. She knew without asking it was a real, honest-to-God tie and not one of the elastic ones that came with rented tuxedos. It made him look like a slightly nerdy cover model, and her fingers itched to loosen the knot.

      His only concession to the evening was tight leather trousers and snakeskin boots, both in black. She wanted to ask where he’d found leather pants long enough to fit him, but didn’t dare.

      It was odd. She remembered the well-worn leather play bag he carried but hadn’t been able to remember his name.

      “Oh, the things I’m going to do to you, my little rabbit,” he murmured into her ear, his lips brushing the tender shell. “Do you see all the naughty activities on that wheel?”

      Shivering, she held in a gasp when he eased the strap of her dress down, his fingers searing a path across her shoulder.

      “I… I thought we weren’t going to play again. Why didn’t you use your safe word and bow out?”

      He turned her to face him, then tipped up her chin with a gentle finger. “Why didn’t you?”

      She knew she should tell him the truth, but when she met his gorgeous dark eyes, the words wouldn’t come.

      He was fucking perfect. Dark mahogany skin contrasted with the salt and pepper in his beard and short, well-maintained locs. Full lips parted to reveal a gleaming white smile. She loved his effortless dominance and the delicious mixture of pain and pleasure he delivered. Their kinks matched like puzzle pieces.

      How the hell was she supposed to tell him she didn’t want to kiss him?

      “Special K, it’s time to spin for your first kink,” Madison called.

      She tried to wriggle free, but he shook his head. “Answer the question, then you may spin. Why didn’t you use your safe word?”

      Swallowing hard, she said, “Because I didn’t want to.”

      Cupping her chin, he traced her lower lip with his thumb. “Good girl,” he finally murmured, letting her go.

      Goosebumps rose on her arms, followed by a rush of heat. She staggered to the roulette wheel, thankful he didn’t try to kiss her. She had no idea if she’d have run again or let him.

      No, she couldn’t let him. Maybe he didn’t think it meant anything, but it did to her. All she had to do was make it through their three kinks, then she’d tell him.

      She’d be ready when he dumped her for being weird.

      Her hand shook when she tossed the ball into the spinning wheel, not daring to open her eyes to see where it landed.

      “Well, this one seems to be on everyone’s list of hard limits,” Madison said dryly. “ABDL means you get another spin.”

      She placed the ball in Kacy’s nerveless fingers. Drawing in a breath, she tossed it once more.

      “Cell popping,” Madison announced.

      Branding, albeit temporary. The overwhelming arousal at the thought of being permanently marked by him nearly made her stumble off the edge of the stage.

      “Interesting choice,” he said softly, catching her before she fell. “What design do you think I should make?”

      “I…” The words stalled in her throat. “I’ve never done it before.”

      “Nor have I, chérie. We’ll try it together, but we must wait until everyone else spins, yes?”

      Surreptitiously, she brushed her clammy palms against her dress, then took a sip of water to ease her dry throat.

      The sheer debauched variety made her head whirl. She wanted to try several, including the Sybian and pain play. She wished she could watch but wasn’t about to give up her second chance with Jafari, even though it wouldn’t go anywhere.

      Kacy drew in a deep, calming breath, then stepped from the stage with Jafari’s arm wrapped firmly around her waist. She was grateful for the support, and he smelled so damned good. It was a mixture of citrus and spice that made her want to lick him.

      “Everything sounds so interesting,” she murmured. “I wish we could see a few of the scenes.”

      He drew a hand down her spine to her ass, then gave her a warning squeeze. “Shh. Let’s watch the spins.”

      She shivered and let herself enjoy his touch.

      The applause for the last couple died down, and someone from the audience shouted, “Let’s go!”

      “You’re right! It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!”

      Oh, God, it was time.

      “Come, Kacy,” he said softly, leading her away from the stage and out of the theater. By the time they reached a leather-topped massage table set in the middle of the room, a crowd had already gathered, jockeying for position.

      The sheer number of people watching almost made her lose her nerve. If either she or Jafari had done cell popping before, she’d feel more comfortable, but they’d be relying on the expertise of a dungeon monitor before they’d be able to start.

      She knew how cell popping, or Devil’s Fire, worked in theory. It was a relatively harmless temporary scarification in which a heated probe or needle was very briefly touched to the skin to leave a small burn in the upper epidermis. There would be a small pop or sizzle, giving the technique its name.

      Although she’d only seen it demonstrated a few times, it had been entrancing to watch. Still, she wasn’t entirely sure about having marks burnt into her skin. This was a risky kink, and one she’d never seriously contemplated for herself. How would she react when the needle touched her skin?

      Then again, piercing and tattoos carried their own risks as well.

      “Finish your water, chérie,” Jafari said. “I want you to have sufficient hydration.”

      “Yes, Master Jafari.”

      It seemed natural to call him that, especially since it wasn’t just a nickname he’d chosen for Roulette. The warm approval in his eyes let her know she’d made the right choice.

      The cold water soothed her parched throat, and she capped the empty bottle. He took it from her and tossed it into a small wastebasket. Kneeling, he stroked his big hands down her calves then unbuckled the straps of her sandals, easing them off carefully.

      He rose to his feet, then cocked his head. “Are you nervous?”

      She blew out a breath and closed her eyes, then shook her head. If she couldn’t see the crowd surrounding them, she could pretend they didn’t exist.

      “Words,” Jafari ordered. “And look at me.”

      Swallowing hard, she opened her eyes and lifted her chin. “No, sir.”

      “I see.” Spinning her around, he bent her over the bench. His large hand fell to her ass in a stinging slap, followed by several more in quick succession.

      Yelping, she struggled for a moment, but couldn’t get free of his hand resting on her back. Flipping up her dress, he kept going until heat flared in her bottom, moving deep into her core. Tears pricked her eyes and she bit back a moan, arching her spine to expose more of her ass.

      After delivering a few more hard spanks to the tender crease between her ass and thighs, he bent and brushed his lips over her earlobe, then squeezed her punished backside, making the sparks of pain build. “I don’t like lies, little one,” he whispered. “Try again.”

      Kacy’s breath caught. It wasn’t possible for him to have figured out she’d lied about her hard limits. Her muddled brain finally fixed on the question he’d asked. “I… I’m a little scared. What happens if I mess up?”

      He helped her stand but didn’t let her pull her dress down to cover her red bottom. Cupping her cheeks, he kissed her forehead. “Trust me, sweetheart. You’re not going to mess up.”
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      Kacy stiffened the minute his lips touched her forehead, relaxing only when he pulled away. If he hadn’t just eaten a mint, he might have wondered if his breath offended her. Aside from that, she hadn’t reacted negatively when he whispered in her ear, or at any other time.

      Jafari stroked her shoulders, wondering if it was an aversion to touch, yet she softened and leaned into his hands like a spoiled cat after having her bottom spanked. There was something going on with her, and he was determined to figure it out. Unfortunately, Roulette was neither the time nor the place.

      He didn’t care one way or the other about the free month, but he did want to complete the evening successfully. Deciding to keep a close eye on her, he took a step back.

      None of the equipment for their scene had arrived yet. Jafari frowned, wondering what he could do to make her more comfortable with his touch. He had needles and piercing supplies in his play bag, yet piercing wasn’t their first spin.

      “Hold up for just a few minutes.” A dungeon monitor approached, wheeling a metal cart laden with camp stove fuel, a small metal rack, and several tiny probes with wooden handles, along with a fire extinguisher and a first aid kit. There was also a violet wand in a plastic carrying case.

      “Is something wrong?” Kacy asked, worrying her lower lip between her teeth.

      “No, we’re just moving you closer to a ventilation duct, so any odor won’t get blown into the rest of the club. The air filtration will take care of it.”

      The DM pushed his cart ahead, ignoring the crowd waiting excitedly.

      Crouching, Jafari collected Kacy’s shoes, then stood and cupped her elbow to escort her to a massage table in a corner near the lap pool just below a ventilation grate set in the wall.

      “I’m Tyler. Have either of you done this before?”

      “No, but I’ve seen it done.”

      “I have too,” Kacy said.

      “Good. There are two methods. One is the traditional heated needle, but you can also use a violet wand. This one is modified to accept a micro-branding tool. It’s used the same way, but the marks tend to last longer.”

      Tyler let Kacy play with the wand for a few moments, then said, “Since the wand leaves longer-lasting marks, you can refuse it without penalty, but I’m happy to teach Master Jafari its use if either of you are interested.”

      Kacy flushed, giving the wand a lingering glance, then returned it. Her longing was clear in the way she touched it. He’d known she was a pain slut and didn’t shy away from body modification. The number of tattoos and piercings on her gorgeous body attested to that and were what drew him to her in the first place.

      Jafari wasn’t going to allow any scarring that might last for weeks, if not months, over a game. Still, he couldn’t deny the need to put a permanent mark on her. It might happen someday, but not until he learned why she’d left so abruptly after their first play session.

      “No,” he finally said. “We’ll use the needles only.”

      Tyler nodded and boxed up the violet wand. “All right.” He set a fireplace lighter to the can of flammable gel, waiting until a steady blue flame appeared. Handing Jafari a needle, he said, “Hold it in the flame until it starts to glow. You’ll get three or four dots out of each heating.”

      When the needle turned red, Tyler had him pull it out. “Try it on her outer thigh first,” he suggested. “You’ll both want to get used to it.”

      “No, not until I know what it feels like.” Jafari handed the needle to Kacy, then rolled up his sleeves, pocketing his cufflinks. “Go ahead, chérie,” he said softly, holding out his arm.

      Tyler nodded in approval, then used an alcohol wipe to clean a small section of skin on his forearm. “Make sure to sterilize the area and give it plenty of time to dry. You want just a split second, sweetheart. All you need is enough time to hear the pop, then pull the needle away.”

      “I… no, I can’t.” Her hand shook and she tried to put the needle down.

      “Kacy, eyes. Now.”

      Plump lips trembling, she jerked her head up to look at him, her body relaxing. “Yes, Master Jafari.”

      “Good girl.” Taking her hand, he pushed the needle back into the flame, ignoring the anticipatory murmurs from their audience. Although he was happy the spectators were enjoying the show, he wasn’t about to let anything ruin their scene. “Focus only on me,” he murmured. “Feel the heat of the needle and imagine how I’m going to touch you with it. Imagine the sting, and what it will feel like when you’re marked by me.”

      She whimpered softly, her eyes sliding shut, then nodded and looked at him again before he could chide her. She was so incredibly responsive and obedient, just as she’d been the time they’d played before.

      Her hand shaking slightly, she reached for the needle, then let out a slow breath as her fingers closed around the wooden handle. The tremor left her body, and she wrapped the slender fingers of her free hand around his arm.

      Her brow furrowed, she carefully touched the tip to his skin, then jerked away before he heard the telltale sound. Unfortunately, it hadn’t been long enough to leave a mark. In fact, he’d barely felt it.

      Yet she’d tried. She’d done something she wasn’t comfortable doing simply because he’d asked her to. For that, she’d be generously rewarded with her drug of choice.

      Pain.

      “It didn’t work,” she said softly, her disappointment clear. “Can I try again?”

      “Such a good girl,” he murmured. “Heat the needle.”

      “Yes, Master Jafari.”

      He rubbed her shoulders, petting her until her muscles softened and relaxed. While the needle heated, Tyler passed an alcohol wipe over Jafari’s arm once more.

      “It’s ready, Kacy,” Jafari said when the needle began to glow. “Do you want to try again?”

      “Yes, sir.” She pulled it from the flame and gave him a tremulous smile when he presented his freshly sterilized forearm.

      “Go ahead,” he encouraged.

      Pursing her lips, she blew a curl out of her eyes, then lowered the needle to his flesh. A split second later, they were rewarded with a faint pop and a whiff of scorched hair and Kacy smiled like the sun coming up.

      The sensation was a bit like spilling a single drop of hot coffee on bare skin, the slight pain there and gone in an instant. Kacy would love it. The sensation would build with every tiny mark, filling her curvy body with endorphins just like needle play would.

      Smiling, Tyler took the needle away for reheating. “You did it, honey. Good girl.” Turning to Jafari, he asked, “Would you like me to assist?”

      “Yes, thank you.” He traced a finger over the elegant line of Kacy’s jaw. “Have you decided what design you want?”

      She blinked, her big brown eyes meeting his. “You choose, sir.”

      “Very well.” He knew exactly the design he wanted to burn into Kacy’s flawless skin.
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      The crowd quieted as if realizing the real show was about to start.

      Jafari stroked her shoulders, then lowered his hands to unzip her dress. Easing the straps down over her shoulders, he let the silky fabric fall to the floor. She shivered, her body erupting with gooseflesh.

      Taking her arm, he helped her step from her dress, then crouched to pick it up. Folding it neatly, he laid it on the lower shelf of the supply cart along with her shoes.

      “Are you ready?” he asked softly, positioning her next to the table. He brushed a few kisses over her shoulder, his warm breath sending a thrill of need down her spine.

      Kacy swallowed hard and nodded, then remembered to use her words. “Yes, Master Jafari.”

      “Good girl.” He put his hands around her waist, then lifted her easily onto the table, allowing her to perch on the edge. “Lie on your side facing the crowd, sweetheart.”

      She almost wished he’d asked her to face the wall. There were so many people, and Kacy had no idea how she was going to react to what was about to happen. “Master, I—”

      “Shh,” he crooned, spreading her knees apart to stand between them. “Do you not want them to share what you’re about to feel? You can let them see every bit of delicious pain on your gorgeous face. Do you think they’ll wish they could be in your place?”

      Her eyes drifted shut. Jafari made it sound wonderful instead of scary, and her pussy dampened with anticipation. Licking her lips, she looked up at him, then nodded. “Yes, sir. I want that.”

      “There’s my good girl.” He kissed her forehead again, but it didn’t make her panic like it once had. He was gentle and didn’t try to hold her still.

      It was almost… sweet.

      At his direction, she laid on her side, then rested her head on her outstretched arm. A dom in the crowd met her eyes and grinned, then stroked his kneeling sub. Jafari’s callused palms felt wonderful against her bare skin, and her nipples pebbled and hardened under his knowing touch.

      “All right, chérie. I’m going to start my design on your thigh where you aren’t already inked. Are you ready?”

      That explained why he wanted her facing the crowd, and she fell a little in love with him for having the presence of mind to avoid her tattoos. “Yes, Master.”

      Jafari was behind her, still touching her as he spoke softly to Tyler. The alcohol wipe cleaning her thigh was cold enough to make her flinch, but she tried to hold still as best she could.

      Her breathing slowed, her body already anticipating the heated metal touching her skin. It was the same languorous dissonance that always happened when she got a new tattoo or piercing.

      But this was better.

      She couldn’t see him yet felt the heat of the tiny branding needle before it touched her. There was a tiny pop of sound, then searing warmth encompassed the area, followed by a second and third.

      Purring softly, she closed her eyes partway, then returned the strange dom’s smile. He only wished he could make his sub feel so good.

      “New needle,” Tyler said softly from behind her.

      Three more dots of deliciously arousing pain followed, the heat flowing into her body like a stiff belt of whiskey. Then the needle was changed again. Although she tried to follow the design Jafari was creating, she was too busy enjoying the sweet ache of the burn to pay attention.

      Kacy resettled her head, taking in the growing crowd. Their rapt attention was focused on her. Instead of being nervous, she basked in their regard, feeling their eyes on her like the heat from the brand marking her skin.

      “How are you doing, Kacy?” Jafari asked.

      “Mmm. It’s the good stuff.” She moved her free hand to her pussy, then rubbed her clit, her fingers sliding through slick arousal. A little touch was all she’d need, but she wished it was Jafari’s fingers instead of her own.

      “Ah, ah,” he said, moving around the massage table to take her hand. “We’re not finished yet.”

      She whined softly but let him keep her hand. “More?”

      “Soon.” He sucked her wet fingers into his mouth, licking them clean of her juices and she almost came on the spot. He put her hand on the table next to her face, then kissed a path across her jaw. “But you’ll have to beg for it.”

      “Mean Master Jafari,” she muttered, making him and Tyler both chuckle. She was too deep in subspace to worry about being chastised for her snark. And, surprisingly, his kisses didn’t make her squick out. Jafari’s lips were warm and soft, and he wasn’t slobbery, nor did he try to hold her still or kiss her mouth.

      Kacy might have even called it… nice.

      “You have no idea,” he murmured, setting another trio of burning dots on her thigh. “Tell me your color, Kacy.”

      “Red!”

      A woman’s panicked shout echoed, making Kacy flinch and try to sit up, but Jafari was there in an instant and bent down to look at her. Tyler was already gone, trotting toward the disturbance.

      “Eyes, Kacy,” he murmured. “Focus only on me.”

      The commotion faded from her awareness the second she locked her gaze on Jafari. She let out a breath and relaxed, then nodded. “Sorry, sir.”

      “There’s my good girl. Now, please tell me your color.”

      “Green, sir.”

      “Good.” He held her eyes for a moment longer, then nodded. “Are you ready to continue?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Tyler returned, but she was already lost in the perfect floaty sensation of subspace, relishing the welling delight from the tiny brands. They built, one after another, into a wave of cresting sensation spilling over into bliss.

      “How are you doing, Kacy?” Jafari asked.

      She hummed under her breath, giving him the only answer she could. Words seemed like too much work.

      “Hmm.” Jafari’s voice trailed off and she heard him dig through his play bag. The crowd perked in anticipation at whatever he was doing behind her back. Their focused attention should have made her nervous, but it was becoming a part of her scene—almost like their regard touched her physically.

      “One last chance, Kacy,” Jafari said. “I need to hear a color before I continue.”

      The sound of his dom voice brought her out of subspace just enough to answer. “Green, sir.”

      “Good girl.” He pushed her curls out of her eyes, then smiled. “Stay with me, this time. I don’t think you want to find out what I have in mind if you decide to drift off again.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Her words communicated obedience, but Kacy let herself fall back into subspace anyway. Knowing Jafari was planning something even more depraved made the descent that much easier.
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      Focusing his attention on the design he was building on Kacy’s plump thigh, he shaded a curve with closely placed dots.

      “What are you making?” Tyler asked, handing him another needle.

      Jafari went silent for a moment, suddenly at a loss to explain why he’d decided to place this particular design on her skin. Yet it fit. Kacy was effervescent and sweetly intoxicating.

      “It’s my winery logo. We scorch it into all our barrels.”

      It was a somewhat smaller version, at any rate, but Jafari thought he’d done a good job transferring his trademark to her skin. Although he’d finished the stylized eagle, the lettering wasn’t quite done.

      Tyler gave him a strange look, then nodded, his fingers tracing the pulse point on Kacy’s wrist. Laughing softly, he tipped up her chin and Jafari caught a glimpse of glazed eyes and her expression of drunken bliss.

      “Naughty girl,” he murmured, setting the tool aside. He retrieved the item he’d chosen to keep her focused, coating it with a generous dollop of lube. “Bend her knee, please. It’s time to wake her up.”

      “Just out of curiosity, why don’t you let her stay in subspace?”

      He loved watching Kacy fly into that deep delight, but was something private. He wasn’t sure he liked letting a crowd of strangers see something so beautiful—something he wanted to keep for himself.

      “Sadist, remember? If she’s a good girl, perhaps I’ll allow it next time.”

      Tyler snickered and arranged her leg, lifting her knee until it rested in front of her and opened her core to Jafari. She muttered, her words garbled and unintelligible, then moaned and pushed out when he touched her asshole with the slippery toy.

      Her whines of pleasure shot into his balls, making him impossibly hard. Gritting his teeth against the urge to come in his pants, he eased the plug inside her, twisting to seat it firmly in her back passage. Cream slicked her pussy, the sparkling droplets of arousal making his mouth water for a taste.

      In an effort to give her one last chance to come out of subspace on her own, he rubbed her shoulder. “Give me a color, Kacy.”

      “I like pink and blue,” she slurred, a vacant smile ghosting across her lips. She looked out into the crowd, but he didn’t think she saw a thing.

      Sighing, he shook his head, his lips curling into a wicked smile, then turned on the juice to the e-stim plug in her ass. Shrieking, she jerked and would have fallen from the table if Tyler hadn’t held her still. Smirking in satisfaction, he turned it off.

      Although he’d have happily kept her in that state of ultimate bliss for hours, Roulette wasn’t the time or place. It wasn’t a private scene in which he could indulge himself in bringing her slowly to the heights of pleasure.

      “Oh, God! Fuck!” Kacy shuddered, her hips moving toward him as she tried to arch. “Again?”

      He rounded the table and bent to peer in her face. “Have you returned to reality, little rabbit?”

      She blinked, her eyes clearing of the haze of subspace. “Yes, Master.”

      “Good girl.” He traced a finger down her throat, wishing he could collar her. “What is your color?”

      He had no idea where the thought of a collar came from. He’d never offered one to another woman, yet the image of Kacy wearing a delicate platinum bauble engraved with his name was more satisfying than he wanted to admit.

      “Green, sir.”

      “Very good.” He straightened, then thumbed the e-stim controller to its lowest setting.

      “Fuuuuuck.”

      Her groan of pleasure was like music, but he forced himself to be stern. Pinching her chin, he made her look at him. “Do you think an e-stim toy in your ass will keep you out of subspace, little rabbit?”

      “I—”

      He touched the controller, increasing the power for a moment before lowering it again. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her plump lips parted. “You’re going to feel everything,” he warned. “I’ve only used the lowest setting. It goes much higher.”

      “Oh, God.” Her eyes drifted shut, then opened again. “Yes, sir, I’ll try.”

      “There’s my good girl.” He set the controller aside and repositioned her leg, then walked around the table to pick up a heated needle. “Shall we continue?”

      When she nodded, he forced himself to ignore the perfume of vanilla-scented arousal drifting up from her pussy and quickly completed his design. She stayed with him the entire time, focused on him instead of allowing herself to drift back into subspace.

      Tyler’s assistance allowed him to change needles without waiting for them to heat. He’d been working for almost an hour, and people were beginning to drift to other scenes. Perfect.

      “There,” he finally said, placing the last needle in the rack, then slipped the e-stim controller into his pocket.

      He walked around the table, keeping his hand on her while he moved, then turned his back to the few people still watching. “Color, please,” he ordered gently.

      “I’m green, Master.”

      “Good girl.” He helped her sit up, then moved her to the narrow edge of the massage table. The change in position made her whine when the plug was pushed deeper into her ass. Kneeling between her legs, he inhaled the sugary perfume of her arousal, then lowered his head for a taste.

      “Oh, God!” She fell back to her elbows the minute his tongue touched her clit.

      He should have known he wouldn’t be able to stop with a single scant taste. She’d ensnared him the first time they played together, and nothing had changed.

      Pushing her legs apart, he caught a slim calf and draped it over his shoulder, licking and devouring her decadent pussy. She jerked and shuddered, but he pulled her toward him, unwilling to let her go.

      “Please, please, please!”

      Her cries of pleasure made him smile against her wet pussy. “What do you want?” he asked, lifting his head.

      “I need to come, please!”

      “Beg, little rabbit. Beg me, and perhaps I’ll let you.”

      Reaching into his pocket, he turned the control for the e-stim plug up a notch, watching with satisfaction when she spasmed and let out a hoarse scream. She blushed a charming shade of red and he didn’t bother to resist the urge to suck her swollen clit into his mouth.

      She sank her hands into his hair, tugging his locs almost painfully. Normally, he wouldn’t allow her to move, much less touch him, but he was delighted by her abandoned response.

      “Jafari, please! Let me come!”

      “Come for me, chérie.”

      He pushed two fingers into her greedy cunt, curling them up to stab into her g-spot. Kacy screamed, her gorgeously curved body bucking under him. A gush of liquid pleasure bathed his face and he licked her softly until she fell back to the table, her limbs quivering.

      Straightening, he moved around the massage table and kissed a path up her belly, taking time to enjoy her pert nipples. Yet when he reached her lips, she jerked and turned her head away.

      “Shh, little rabbit,” he crooned, content to give her space for the moment. His cock throbbed in his trousers, desperate to sink into her willing heat, but it wasn’t yet time for them. He wanted time, privacy, and a proper bed for the first time he made love to Kacy. “Give me your color, please.”

      She bit her lip, then looked up at him. “Y… green, sir.”

      He took a step back and frowned. Yellow wasn’t red, but it was as good as during a Roulette event. What the hell happened? He took the tube of antibiotic Tyler handed him and dabbed the marks with the cooling gel.

      It made no sense. Jafari had burned her skin dozens of times, and at no point did he believe she’d been close to using a safe word. In fact, he’d gone to some effort to ensure she retained the ability to do so. For her to nearly safe word after the scene was more than a little puzzling. He tamped down the urge to spank her ass until she shared what had gone wrong.

      Thankfully, Tyler had already left, so he hadn’t heard Kacy almost drop a safe word. Then again, perhaps he should have. She had to know how serious this was, and Jafari still had no idea what was making her react so oddly.

      They had two more hours, but at the end of the evening, Jafari was going to get some answers.
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      She tried to sit up, her head still reeling from the incredible orgasm. She’d almost dropped a safe word and wanted to kick herself.

      What the hell was wrong with her? Why couldn’t she see Jafari instead of her uncle? She was a grown-ass woman, well past the point where some creepy old fuck should affect her. Inhaling deeply, she tried to get her head back in the game. She absolutely had to keep her shit together until the end of the evening.

      Jafari helped her, supporting her torso so she could see. “What is it?” she asked, not recognizing the design. It was an outline of an eagle holding the letters J and L in its talons. The skin surrounding the marks was slightly reddened, yet that would fade soon. She almost wished he hadn’t put the cooling antibiotic gel on them, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

      “My winery logo.”

      Biting her lip, she lifted her head and turned to peer at him. She didn’t care whether or not he had money, but she didn’t understand why he’d put something so recognizable and personal on her body. “That’s… Why?”

      “Because you’re intoxicating. It seemed only fair to give you a warning label.”

      A blush warmed her cheeks and she smiled, flattered by the gesture. “It’s pretty. Thank you.”

      “Here,” Jafari said, handing her a bottle of water. “Drink.”

      “I’m okay,” she replied, trying to sit up. “Don’t we need to spin again?”

      Jafari gazed at her impassively, then shook his head. “In a minute. You’re going to drink first.”

      “I’m not—” The plug in her ass zapped her hard, making her jerk and screech.

      “Drink, Kacy. Don’t make me tell you again.”

      Eyes wide, she accepted the bottle, then drained nearly half of it. Giving him an apologetic smile, she finished it. “Sorry, Master.”

      She couldn’t decide if she wanted to throw that damned plug into the ocean or marry it. Holy shit, it gave her a thrill like nothing else when he turned on the juice and was deadly effective in the hands of an accomplished sadist like Jafari.

      “Do you want another?”

      She bit her lip, unsure if he meant water, or another jolt from the plug. “No, thank you.”

      “All right.” He retrieved his play bag, then helped her to her feet, but didn’t remove the plug. “Are you ready for your second spin?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good girl.” Gently, he turned her toward the curtain separating the play area from the rest of the club. “Put your hands behind your head and walk in front of me.”

      “Sir? What about the plug?”

      His warm, spicy scent filled her lungs when he leaned close to whisper in her ear. “The plug stays in to remind you of your manners.”

      Her knees wobbled with a renewed surge of arousal, but she obeyed, clasping her hands behind her head. The plug flared to life once more, nearly making her stagger before she could push the curtain aside.

      “Something wrong?” he asked from behind her.

      Hearing the amusement in his voice, Kacy almost turned to glare, then regained her balance and kept going. It would have been a remarkably dumb idea to give him yet another reason to send that evil thing to life once more.

      Instead of turning it off, he let it twitch inside her, the low thrum of current sending pulses of need into her core.

      Kacy managed to make her way across the bar area and into the theater without further incident but stopped at the base of the steps leading up to the waiting roulette wheel.

      She wasn’t as nervous as she had been for the first spin. It had been wonderful until Jafari tried to kiss her when she hadn’t been expecting it. Thankfully, she’d managed to shake off the sensation of dread and react somewhat normally, leaving him none the wiser—at least she hoped so.

      Promising herself she’d explain everything at the end of Roulette, she lifted a bare foot to mount the stairs. He deserved to know the truth, even if it would cost her the chance to get to know him. The thought made her blink back tears.

      “Come, chérie,” Jafari said, putting his arm around her waist. “Shall we try another spin?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He helped her up the stairs, allowing her to drop her hands only when Madison handed her the small white ball.

      “I heard that was a very fun scene,” Madison said. “You had quite an audience.”

      “Thank you,” Kacy replied, feeling her face heat again.

      The scene wasn’t just fun; it had been explosive and her thighs were still slick with the evidence of her passion. Her stomach twisting with anticipation, she tossed the ball, chewing on her lip when the wheel spun and slowed.

      “Dom’s choice!” Madison announced, giving them a delighted grin. “Let’s make it a dirty one.”

      “Fascinating.” Jafari pulled her into his arms until her back met the hard planes of his chest. “I should take you to Monte Carlo. Your luck is uncanny.”

      Kacy had never considered herself particularly lucky but wasn’t about to argue. “What would you like to do?” she asked.

      “I was considering knives, but I believe someone is already doing that.” He turned her toward the exit of the theater. “Do you think the St. Andrew’s cross is free?”

      Shivering, Kacy imagined Jafari painting her with vivid red stripes from a single-tail. “I think someone was using it, sir.”

      “A pity.” Lowering his head, he kissed a path down her neck. “We could find Tyler and have him set us up for cell popping again.”

      “I think that’s against the rules.”

      “Hmm.” He straightened and rested his chin on the top of her head. “Well, I suppose we could do needle play. It seems a shame to pick something so boring though.”

      She turned in his arms, then caught his teasing grin. “You’re so kind to take one for the team, sir.”

      “Would you like a DM to assist?” Madison asked.

      Jafari traced Kacy’s lower lip with his thumb and a shiver went down her spine when she looked into his fathomless brown eyes. The fiery swell of absolute desire almost brought her to her knees. God, it was going to kill her to tell him about her hard limit, but she had to. He deserved better.

      “Oh, I think we can manage without one,” he murmured.
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      Their place near the lap pool was occupied by the time he walked Kacy back to the main play room, but it didn’t matter. Instead, he chose a platform to the right of the central whipping post, wanting plenty of space for spectators. Kacy would want it too. He remembered how much she’d liked to be watched once she got over her nerves.

      A staff member gave them a nod and finished sanitizing the massage table. As he collected his cleaning supplies, he asked, “Do you need any equipment for your scene?”

      “I’d like a small table where I can set up my supplies.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Within moments, the staff member returned with a small rolling cart similar to the one he’d used for their cell popping scene. Opening his bag, Jafari retrieved plastic tubs filled with the tools of his favorite kink—dozens of sterile fine-gauge needles sorted by color, plus antiseptic wipes, surgical gloves, antibiotic gel, a biohazard disposal bag, and a secure sharps container for the used needles.

      The act of setting up his equipment sent him to the edges of domspace. It was a mindset he enjoyed, yet he’d wait to allow it free rein. Kacy would be his entire focus. There was something going on with her, but he hadn’t figured it out yet. Frowning, he moved the cart into position, then shifted a few tubs for easier access. He’d have to watch her especially closely for this scene.

      “May I help, sir?”

      Shaking away his suspicions, he turned and smiled down at her. Still flushed and dewy from her climax, she blinked up at him. “No, chérie. The only thing left to do is put you in position.”

      Jafari put his hands on her waist and lifted her. To his surprise, she wrapped her legs around his hips then rested her head on his shoulder.

      She was a fragrant, delightfully warm weight in his arms, and he resisted the urge to take her into one of the cooldown alcoves for a more private scene. It was an intimacy he wasn’t expecting, given her disinterest in…

      He inhaled sharply, stilling for a split second before settling her gently on the massage table. Needing to test his theory, he cupped her cheeks, then lowered his head to kiss her.

      Stiffening, Kacy jerked and quivered, but relaxed the minute he changed his target to her forehead.

      Why would something as simple as a kiss set her off? Perhaps the more important question would be why she hadn’t put it on her list of hard limits. Jafari wasn’t one to question anyone’s limits. They were personal, and he didn’t need to understand them. His job was to make sure he didn’t break them, yet because of her reticence, he had.

      And it made her vanish in the middle of aftercare the first time they’d played. He was both furious and disappointed, and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was lying about everything. To not communicate a hard limit went against everything he believed in.

      “Is everything okay, sir?” she asked, biting her lip. Her wide brown eyes met his, guileless and trusting.

      Jafari dredged up a smile. “Yes. I was just considering what design I might do.”

      She gave him a delighted grin. “All your designs are beautiful, and it’s a dream come true to share a scene with you. Would you like me on my back or my front?”

      Instead of answering, he stroked his goatee to give himself time to think. “Do you trust me, Kacy?”

      “Yes, sir. Of course, I do.”

      Gazing down at her, he let go of his irritation, unwilling to ruin her scene. There would be time later to get some answers out of her. The judicious application of a Delrin cane to her tender backside might get her to open up.

      “Good girl. Lie on your back, please.”

      Once she was in position, he lifted her arms, placing them over her head, then made sure the controller to the e-stim plug was off. He didn’t want her to move inadvertently. Her eyes closed halfway, and a sweet smile played across her plump lips.

      “Oh, jeez, he’s doing needles.”

      Jafari ignored the comments from the growing crowd. It didn’t seem possible, but it was larger than their audience for the cell popping scene. Of course, they were in a central location with more room for spectators.

      He donned surgical gloves and a disposable mask, then took his time sterilizing the area he planned to cover. Plastic crackled when he opened the first violet tipped needle.

      “You look like a dangerously handsome doctor,” Kacy murmured.

      “Dangerously handsome?” he asked, pinching the thin skin of her breast where the color changed from alabaster to the madder pink of her areola. He set the first needle, enjoying her indrawn gasp of pain, then wiped the tiny droplet of blood away with a swab.

      By the time the fifth was placed, starting the arc that would circle her breast, Kacy was humming in pleasured lassitude, firmly in the grip of subspace.

      Deciding to let her stay there for the moment, he continued working on the rainbow curling down to cross her abdomen, adding needle after needle until he almost inadvertently fell into a dominant headspace.

      Her breathing evened out, becoming measured, and yet somehow loud over the noise of the spectators watching their scene. His own respirations slowed to match, bringing them in complete sync—a state he’d never reached with another partner.

      Only Kacy.

      Yet she’d dropped so hard and so fast, he’d have to ensure she stayed put for aftercare. A hug and a promise weren’t going to do it this time, and they still had one more scene to go.

      Of course, nothing in the rules said they had to complete three scenes. That was simply the maximum. His watch was covered by the surgical glove, but it had to be close to ten o’clock, giving them very little time to do a third.

      Then again, he could take her into the dungeon room for aftercare. She didn’t need to spin for him to explain the finer points of hard limits to her.

      Straightening, he grabbed another antiseptic wipe and carefully swabbed the area around each piercing. Clean of the last remnants of blood droplets, the needles gleamed in the subdued illumination, and the colored tips popped against her pale skin.

      “Gorgeous,” a male voice murmured. “Would you like photos?”

      Nodding, Jafari spared a quick glance at the photog and grunted his assent, knowing he wouldn’t dare catch Kacy’s face in his shots. She might not be able to answer, but he was almost positive she’d want one as well.

      “Chérie, it’s time to come back to us,” he said, stroking her velvety cheek. He desperately wanted to kiss her but refused to break her trust now that he knew of her unspoken hard limit.

      She cracked one eye open, then smiled softly and spread her legs to reveal her soaking wet pussy. “Mmm, don’ wanna. Make me come.”

      Laughing, Jafari shook his head, trying to decide if he was amused or insulted that she hadn’t bothered to look at the swirls of needles decorating her torso. “Topping from the bottom will get you punished, love. Would you care to rephrase your request?”

      “I want to come so hard I pass out. Make love to me.”

      “That’s a gift for good girls,” he said, lifting her hand to kiss her fingers. “And you’re very naughty right now.”
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      Kacy liked hearing him call her naughty almost as much as she liked hearing she was a good girl. Still, she was sad it was over. The tiny pinpricks of sensation merged into a constant ache around her breast and down her belly, throbbing with every beat of her heart in a cacophony of delicious stinging hurt. Maybe that wasn’t the right word for what she felt, but pain almost had a sound to her. It had life, momentum, and presence, no matter how minor or excruciating it was.

      “Sorry, not sorry.” She allowed the conversation to pull her from subspace, knowing he was done. The only thing left was removing the needles. That hurt too sometimes, but it was nothing like having them placed in her skin.

      Leaning over, he kissed her forehead, without attempting to go for her mouth. Trying not to frown, she wondered if he’d somehow guessed her distaste for the act.

      No, that was impossible. There was no way he could. She’d been too careful to hide it, yet if she was going to kiss anyone, it would be Jafari.

      “Hmm.” Reaching for the cart of supplies, he retrieved another needle and held it up. “I have one more here. Where do you think I should put it?”

      She smiled, wanting to jump up and cheer. It seemed their scene wasn’t quite over. “I… Wherever you want, Master.”

      “Good girl.” Without another word, he grabbed a wipe and cleaned her mons, the disinfectant stinging the sensitive tissue around her clit.

      “Oh, God. Are you… Holy fuck!”

      She held as still as she could, horrified and entranced when he smirked and pinched a tiny bit of skin in gloved fingers. It occurred to her to tell him no. Drop a safe word. Something. Yet she couldn’t. She wanted… no, she needed it. Needed that one last stab of perfect agony to complete this evening.

      Searing pain lit her up and she screamed as the needle pierced the delicate skin of her clit hood. He wrenched another cry from her throat when he dabbed it with a fresh wipe.

      The plug in her ass jerked to life, but she didn’t have enough air to cry out. Instead, a stream of nonsense words escaped as he pushed two fingers into her wet core, fucking her almost brutally as her clit rubbed against the unforgiving needle piercing her.

      The climax bore down on her with crushing weight, pressing all the air from her lungs. Spots danced in her eyes, and she thrashed, unable to decide if she wanted more, or a way to escape. It blasted away her consciousness, her panting cries sounding unfathomably distant.

      The fierce pleasure faded, leaving her twitching with spent passion and the certain knowledge her life would be forever changed. Heavy pressure kept her from moving, from even breathing enough to thank Jafari for everything, but mostly for just being so fucking amazing.

      No, the weight was Jafari, holding her still so she didn’t hurt herself.

      “Give me a color,” he whispered, keeping his weight on her.

      “Green, Master. Always green for you.”

      He stared at her for a moment, then straightened to reveal a massive crowd surrounding them. Holy crap. She hadn’t realized so many people had been watching.

      “Would you like to see before I take the needles out?” he asked.

      “Yes, please.”

      Jafari put his hands under her shoulders, helping her sit up just enough to see the swirling rainbow tracing a path across her abdomen. It was random, yet perfectly proportioned and placed to accentuate her curves. A few had started bleeding, most likely from her uncontrollable movements during her orgasm, but most of them were fine.

      “I had the photog get a few pictures. They’ll be sent to you.”

      “Beautiful,” she murmured. “You make me feel beautiful. Thank you.”

      Nodding, he cleared his throat, then removed the needle from her clit hood, keeping a careful watch on her face. It took some time to remove them all, and by the time he was done, Kacy had a hard time keeping her eyes open. She wasn’t sure she’d make it back to her car before the inevitable crash and burn.

      He wiped her down with more disinfectant wipes, then dabbed antibiotic gel on both the piercing wounds and the marks from their cell popping scene, covering everything with gauze. Wobbling slightly, she sat up and climbed down from the table, thankful for his help.

      “Should we spin again?” she asked.

      Glancing down at the Rolex on his wrist, he grimaced. “Yes, but we’ll have to hurry. It’s after ten thirty.”

      Swinging her into his arms, he carried her across the main play area.

      “I want my stepbrother to fuck my ass!” a woman shouted from the stage in the corner. Kacy turned to see, but Jafari didn’t stop moving until he reached the roulette wheel.

      Still resting in Jafari’s arms, Kacy accepted the ball from Madison and tossed it in.

      The wheel rattled; its spin almost mesmerizing as the ball came to rest on roleplay.

      “Perfect,” Jafari murmured. “Exactly what I needed. We’re definitely going to Monte Carlo.”

      Kacy didn’t have time to question his comment before he carried her down from the stage. When they got to the play area, he headed straight for the fantasy rooms. The door to the dungeon room stood open, meaning it was empty.

      There was a sudden burst of cheering and applause from the hallway housing the Red Light District, but they both ignored it. She was too happy to be in his arms, and planned to make every moment count.

      Lifting her head from Jafari’s shoulder, she peered around the space, a delicious shiver coursing down her spine. The room was darkly Gothic and slightly chillier than the rest of Black Light, perfectly decorated to meet anyone’s wildest fantasies. There were shadowy forms set about the room, furniture and equipment she wasn’t able to examine too closely.

      Instead of taking her to the small bed like she’d expected, he set her down next to a pillory set into the floor. Although the openings were thickly padded, she shivered, knowing he was going to lock her into the unforgiving contraption.

      The thought of getting a punishment from Jafari made her core clench with a perplexing mixture of need and trepidation, and her nipples pebbled into tight, achy points.

      Capturing the back of her neck in one large hand, he pushed her head down until her throat rested against the supportive cushioning. “Hands too,” he ordered.

      Kacy bit back a whimper and placed her wrists in the concave openings, trying to control the atavistic urge to panic when he brought the top down, locking her in place. Bent over at the waist, she was completely exposed to him. The platform put her at just the right height for anything he could imagine doing to her.

      Looking up, she caught a glimpse of the two-way mirror. She’d gotten used to the idea of being watched, but wished they could have had a private scene. It would have been so much easier to tell him her secret, but she promised herself she’d do it the minute Roulette ended.

      Still giving her a dark, unsmiling stare, he yanked at his tie, pulling the knot free, then stripped with more speed than grace, tossing his clothes in a heap next to the bed.

      Jafari looked like chiseled obsidian, his hard body ridged with muscle. Spit pooled in her mouth, and she let her gaze wander to his thick cock, standing proudly from a trimmed nest of wiry black curls. He fisted himself, using a thumb to pull his foreskin back from the crown.

      The musky scent of his arousal reached her nose, making her bite back a whimper.

      “Like what you see?” he asked, still working his cock.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered. “You’re… I mean…” She cast about for something to say, then added, “I’m still green, if that’s what you want to hear.”

      “Not quite, but it’s always good to know.”

      He grabbed her hair, pulling her head up to meet his gaze. There was a tiny flutter of apprehension in her belly, but she loved the way he manhandled her. It made her feel small and cherished in a way she couldn’t explain.

      “You ran from me the last time I tried to give you aftercare,” he said softly. “It won’t happen again. But first, we’re going to talk.”
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      Kacy’s eyes widened and she bit her lip, obviously trying to come up with an explanation for her failure to communicate a safe word. Although he was angry, both at her carelessness and at himself for not noticing it sooner, he wanted to give her a chance to admit her mistake before he went further.

      “This is going to be just the two of us, and the name of this game is interrogation.”

      “I don’t understand, sir,” she whispered. Bright spots of color blossomed on her pale cheeks.

      Starting at her captive wrist, he kissed a path down her arm. “I think there’s something you aren’t telling me, and I don’t like it when sweet little subs hold back.”

      Pressing her lips together, she shook her head. “There isn’t anything. I swear.”

      “Hmm.” He strode to an implement rack and selected a light Delrin cane. It would give her the right amount of sting without doing any damage, nor would it leave lasting bruising. “Care to try your answer again?”

      Jafari traced the edges of the gauze dressings covering her abdomen with the tip of the cane, careful not to disturb them while he waited for her to answer.

      Her tongue darted out and she licked her lips, the gesture somehow innocent and carnal at the same time. “No, sir. Not… I mean, I don’t have anything to say.”

      “Oh, I bet you do.” He crowded her, inhaling her sweet perfume of vanilla and arousal. Lowering his head, he feathered kisses down her jaw, never getting close enough to her mouth to make her panic, although he quite happily let her think he would.

      Stepping back, he drew the tip of the cane down the center of her back.

      “What are you doing, sir?”

      “Don’t you remember? This is an interrogation.”

      He brought the cane down smartly, aiming for the fleshy center of her rounded bottom.

      She winced and let out a soft cry, then lowered her head. “Jafari, I—”

      The cane fell again, landing just a few centimeters below the first welling line, dragging another whine from her. “I don’t think you told me the truth about your hard limits.” He laid a third stripe closer to her tender sit spot. “That’s quite a transgression.”

      Shoulders hunched, she lifted her head and tried to face him, the sight of tears sparkling in her eyes surprising him. “I told you the truth, I swear.”

      He delivered three more cane strokes to her backside, relishing her pained cries. She might be a masochist, but a punishment caning was meant to be painful, and hopefully teach her an important lesson. Roughly, he rubbed her abused flesh, then pulled the plug from her ass and tossed it aside. While he usually kept his play area as tidy as possible, he was too intent on punishing Kacy to think about the staff who would be cleaning up after him.

      “I wanted to make love to you,” he said sternly, catching the crease between her buttock and thigh with the cane. “But naughty girls who don’t tell the truth get punished instead.”

      “Master, please! I—”

      “What are your hard limits?” he demanded, placing another line of fire between two reddening marks. Her screech of pain almost made him relent, but she had to understand the importance of trust between them if they had any hope of a relationship beyond the few scenes they’d already shared.

      “I told you! Please, you have to believe me.”

      “Enough.” He retrieved a bottle of lube from the array of supplies set on a low table. “I know you’re lying, Kacy. Perhaps having your ass full of my cock will remind you how important it is to be truthful.”

      “Sir, please, I—”

      “You what?” he asked, dribbling a generous dollop of lube to her puckered rosette. Ignoring her whimpers, he eased his thumb into her ass. “What is your truth, Kacy? Maybe you lied about water sports being one of your hard limits. Should I piss on you?”

      “No!” She jerked, struggling to escape, and he resisted the urge to soothe her. Even if water sports wasn’t one of her hard limits, it was one of his.

      “No isn’t a safe word, sweetheart.” Removing his thumb from her ass, he pushed two fingers into her, scissoring them to stretch the delicate opening. The butt plug had done a good job, but he didn’t want to hurt her more than necessary.

      “Please, don’t,” she said, her voice thick with tears. “You said it was one of your hard limits.”

      Despite her piteous cries, her inner walls squeezed his fingers, clenching and releasing as he prepared her for his intrusion. Some part of her welcomed his brutal treatment, yet it didn’t make him feel better about it. She was already stretching the limits of what he was willing to do. What would it take for her to finally admit she didn’t want him to kiss her?

      “What if I lied?” Stepping around the pillory to face her, he fisted his cock, aiming it at her face. “Open your mouth, chérie.”

      Tears streamed from her eyes, making him feel like the worst sort of abusive asshole. He just couldn’t think of anything else that might get through to her. To his shock, her lips parted and she closed her eyes.

      Fuck.

      Letting out a breath, he stroked her tearstained face. “Lucky for you, I don’t have to go,” he said gently. “But you’re going to be punished unless you tell me what I want to know.”

      “I… I can’t.” Her shoulders slumping, her head fell until her chin rested against the wooden cross member of the pillory. “I’ll take the punishment.”

      “Stubborn little rabbit.” Petting her back, he walked around the pillory and retrieved a condom, then moved her feet apart. “I’m going to fuck your ass now, and you will not come.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He tore the condom open and quickly slid the latex over his erection. Without giving her a chance to protest, he tapped the head of his cock against her opening until she relaxed and pushed against him. He eased his thick shaft into her, watching carefully for any signs of distress.

      She was so damned tight. He resisted the urge to sink balls deep into her body, intent on making sure she felt every single inch of his penetration. Reaching around her, he bent close and rubbed her clit, feeling the tiny bundle of nerves swell between his fingers. “Do. Not. Come,” he growled.

      “Oh, God.” She tightened around him, her hips jerking back to meet his thrusts. She whimpered, pleas spilling from her sweet lips like a catechism.

      Lowering his head, he bit down on the meat of her shoulder, then soothed the hurt with kisses. “Would you like to come, sweetheart?” He thrust inside her and pinched her clit, making her let out a groan. “Answer me.”

      “Yes! Please!”

      “Then tell me your truths. Tell me and I’ll give you what you need.”

      “I…” She sobbed out a breath, her curvy body shuddering with the force of her need. “I can’t stand to be kissed on my mouth!”

      Finally.

      Jafari pushed two fingers into her wet channel, fucking her in tandem with his thrusts into her ass. “Come for me, my sweet, good girl. I’m so proud of you.”

      Her sudden climax dragged him into bliss almost against his will. Shutting his eyes, he let the wave of delight carry him with her, his balls tightening almost painfully as her channel rippled around his cock. With a shout, he emptied himself into the condom, feeling as if he’d given her part of his soul. Collapsing, he rested on her back for a few scant moments, unwilling to put stress on her tired body.

      Without warning, she burst into tears, sobbing as if her heart was breaking. Hurriedly, he pulled out and got her free of the pillory, then carried her to the small bondage bed. After dealing with the condom, he sat down and held her small, shivering body in his lap.

      “Shh, chérie. You were so brave, and I’m very proud of you.”

      Jafari didn’t want their evening to end with her tears. He wanted her in the comfortable king-sized bed in his suite upstairs where he could give her the aftercare she deserved. She coughed and let out a sniff, then wriggled free. Although it went against everything he wanted, he let her go.

      Scrubbing at her eyes with a shaking hand, she backed away, tears still falling. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. Turning away, she trudged toward the door.

      “Where are you going?”

      “To find my clothes and leave. I don’t blame you for being mad. I should have told you the first time we played, but…” She let out a breath and seemed to deflate, misery wafting from her like a cloud. “Anyway, I’ll get out of your hair. I’m pretty sure we earned a free month, but you can have mine.”

      Her hand trembling, she reached for the doorknob.

      Freezing for a split second, Jafari considered his options. He could let her go. That would be the easiest path, yet she was the one woman who captured his imagination and made him want to slay her dragons. He needed to find out why she didn’t want to be kissed and fix it.

      He launched himself from the bed and his hand connected with the wood over her head with a heavy thud. “It’s not eleven yet, little rabbit,” he purred.
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      Jafari loomed over her, his expression tight and angry. Unable to meet his gaze, she glanced at the watch on his wrist. It was close enough to eleven that she was surprised they weren’t already drawing attention from dungeon monitors. She almost asked how he’d been allowed to keep it, but the vintage diamond timepiece was as old-fashioned as the bow tie he’d left on the dungeon floor.

      “Sir, it’s—”

      “I don’t give a single fuck,” he gritted out, wrapping a long arm around her waist.

      Without warning, he lifted her off her feet and tossed her over one shoulder. She hissed out a breath as the needle marks on her stomach made contact with his muscular body but didn’t dare say a word. He would have put her down, and she was too grateful to have his arms around her to risk it.

      She shouldn’t have been though. She should have put a stop to it instead of dragging things out. It wasn’t going to do either of them any good.

      In an astonishing display of upper body strength and balance, he went to his discarded clothes and crouched to retrieve a key card from his pants pocket, then straightened.

      To her shock, he marched from the dungeon playroom, both of them still stark naked. The few remaining spectators scattered, knowing better than to get in the way of a furious dominant.

      Elijah was the only one brave enough to do so and stopped Jafari’s angry momentum with a raised hand. “You may want to consider finding pants before you steal the fair maiden from the party like a fucking pirate,” he murmured.

      “Elevator, or I carry her up the Runway stairs,” Jafari growled.

      “Kacy, are you okay with this?” Elijah asked, moving to face her. “Roulette is over, and you can refuse.”

      Putting her hands against Jafari’s back, Kacy lifted herself to meet Elijah’s eyes. “Yes, sir. I’m fine.”

      Even knowing it was a mistake, Kacy wanted it. She wanted Jafari—his kindness and cruelty, his touch, and God help her, his kisses. If she could be brave enough to take them.

      Studying her for a moment, Elijah chuckled and finally nodded. “Follow me.”

      He led them to an elevator to the right of the women’s restroom. After swiping his key card to summon the elevator, the door slid open, and Elijah held it for them. Jafari stepped in and stabbed a button yet didn’t let her go.

      “I’ll have someone bring your stuff up later,” Elijah said, releasing the door so it could whisper closed, leaving them alone for the first time all night.

      “Sir,” she said, keeping her voice soft. “You can put me down now.”

      “No.” He tightened his arm around her legs, then relaxed. “I’m keeping you.”

      Her breath caught and she couldn’t help the utterly idiotic idea that he meant permanently. He’d already learned too much, and when he realized she might not ever feel comfortable with him kissing her, she’d be out on her ass faster than anything.

      The elevator jerked to a stop and the doors opened. Still carrying her over his shoulder, he strode out then turned left, his long legs taking them to the end of the hallway so quickly her head spun. He swiped his key card, then pushed the door open and slammed it behind them.

      Only then did he allow her to slide to the floor, the sudden movement making flares of delicious pain from the piercing wounds light her up with renewed desire.

      “We’re staying here tonight,” he said softly, cupping her cheek. “We’re going to clean up and have proper aftercare, and in the morning, we’ll share breakfast and talk about where we’re going from here.”

      Kacy bit her lip, resisting the impulse to run. Jafari was so far out of her league. What could he possibly want with a homeless woman when he could have literally anyone he wanted?

      “But—”

      “Shh.” He bent to brush a barely-there kiss on her cheek, scant millimeters from her mouth. “I will not break your hard limit, chérie, but you must let me give you the aftercare you need.”

      She shivered, half wishing he’d aimed better. Yet the thought terrified her too. “Are we staying here all night?”

      “Yes, I’m in town for a few days on business, so I’m keeping the suite for the duration. First things first though.” He reached into an open suitcase and retrieved a cell phone, then handed it to her. “Put your number in, please.”

      “But…why?”

      He smiled, baring teeth. “In case you run again. This time, I’m going to find you.”

      The whoosh of air leaving her lungs made her lightheaded, yet she did as he asked. It seemed almost too good to be true that he actually wanted to keep in touch with her after what she’d done.

      “My stuff is still in a locker downstairs.”

      “Not to worry.” Taking the phone back, he typed quickly, his large hands surprisingly delicate on the device. “You have a text from me waiting, and Elijah said someone will bring our things upstairs before morning.”

      Taking her hand, he led her into the opulent bathroom and washed her like she was a child, dragging a warm soapy washcloth between her legs and rinsing her just as carefully. With a fresh cloth, he cleaned away the remnants of her makeup, leaving her to sit on the edge of the soaking tub wrapped in a fluffy towel while he bathed himself.

      When they finished, he escorted her to the massive bed, then pressed down on her shoulder to encourage her to sit. “Stay there, Kacy. Don’t make me restrain you.”

      He picked up the room phone, keeping his gaze on her as if he thought she’d disobey. It was tempting to grab a robe and leave, yet she couldn’t bring herself to disappoint him again.

      “Yes, please,” he said when it was answered. “Bring several bottles of water and…” Giving her a half smile, he added, “Some of those beef Wellington appetizers you served for Roulette. At least a dozen, if you have them, and cut fruit as well.”

      Realizing he’d watched her devour a plateful of those things, and fucking remembered, did something to her. She felt like laughing and crying at the same time, and the mix of confusing sensations for so simple a gesture made her want to get on her knees and beg him to keep her.

      “Perfect. I’d also like two orders of eggs Benedict, coffee, and juice brought to our suite at nine tomorrow morning as well.” He thanked the staff member and set the phone back in its cradle, then settled on his knees behind her, his large hands kneading the tension from her shoulders. The gentle touch, combined with his warmth against her back, felt so good, and she didn’t want him to stop.

      Unfortunately, she had to shoo the elephant out of the room. “Are you mad at me?”

      Jafari blew out a breath, tickling the hair on her neck. “No.”

      “You should be.”

      “I was at first, but you admitted what you’d done and apologized, exactly as I asked you to.” Dropping a kiss to her shoulder, he moved to lean against the headboard, then pulled her into his lap. “Will you tell me why?”

      Kacy wasn’t sure if he wanted to know why she’d kept it from him, or the reason she didn’t like to be kissed. Deciding to go with the easy one, she said, “I… I didn’t tell you because it’s stupid, and I didn’t want you to think I was crazy.”

      Frowning, he shook his head. “There’s no such thing as a stupid hard limit, chérie. Yours are just as important as any anyone else’s.”

      She nodded, sniffing back more tears. “I know. I just… You kissed me and I really wanted it, but I—” She cut herself off, then looked away. “Anyway, I’m sorry. It was inexcusable to keep it from you.”

      Reaching across her, he grabbed a box of tissues, then carefully wiped her face. “Would you like to try an experiment?”

      “What kind of experiment?” she asked. “And why aren’t you running?”

      “Should I be?”

      “Who wants a girl… I mean, who wants a partner who won’t kiss them?”

      “Ah, but we didn’t try that,” he replied, kissing her nose. “I’ve kissed you, but you haven’t actually kissed me.”

      She blinked, then stared at him, unable to resist a small smile. “No, sir, I haven’t.”

      He pursed his lips, making her giggle. “Try it, sweetheart.”

      Swallowing hard, she gathered up her courage, then leaned close and brushed the barest of kisses over the corner of his mouth.

      “There now.” He petted a few curls off her face. “Was that so bad?”

      “No.” She put her hand on his cheek and kissed him again, this time making contact with his mouth. Kissing him was nothing like she’d expected.

      It was better than she dared imagine.
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      It took every ounce of self-control Jafari had to stop himself from taking more and deepening the painfully sweet kiss. He wanted his little rabbit to take a chance and show him the passionate woman he knew lay under the surface.

      Still kissing him, she turned in his lap to straddle him, making him bite back a hiss of need when her core brushed against his erection. Reminding himself to be patient, he pushed a hand between their bodies and thumbed her clit, careful to avoid where he’d pierced her. It would still be sore, and he didn’t want to disturb it any more than necessary.

      “Yessss, please.”

      As much as he wanted to, he wouldn’t push her farther than she was willing to go. And for that, he needed her verbal consent. “What do you want, Kacy? You have to say the words.”

      “Room service!” The words were accompanied by a soft knock, making Jafari sigh and lift her from his lap.

      “Your aftercare snack has arrived, my lady,” he murmured, tucking her into bed.

      “I’m not hungry.” Pouting, she reached out and caught his hand, then tried to pull him back into bed.

      “Behave.” Unwilling to push her, he kissed her forehead, then grabbed a robe from the bathroom. After securing her snack, he returned to bed with his woman.

      Feeding her took the edge off his nerves. He liked taking care of Kacy, providing for her, yet couldn’t explain why he felt that way for a woman he barely knew. Perhaps it was her strength mixed with aching vulnerability.

      She trusted him enough to tell him a secret she held most dear—something she’d never told anyone else, if he had to guess. He fed her another appetizer, but she refused the next.

      Sitting up, she took the tray from him and set it on the nightstand. Her whiskey brown eyes met his and she cupped his cheek. “Will you make love to me like you wanted?”

      “Is that what you want?”

      “Yes.” She wriggled into his arms, then tilted her head up and kissed him, her tongue dancing along the seam of his lips as if she wanted him to let her in but wasn’t sure how to ask. Her tentative touch, shy and untaught, made him rock hard in seconds.

      “Yellow, little rabbit,” he said gently, helping her sit up. “If you keep going, I’m likely to disgrace myself.

      She giggled, then kissed him again, wrapping her arms around his neck to hug him tightly. “Sorry,” she whispered, still smiling. “I couldn’t help it.”

      He held back a laugh and gave her what he hoped was a stern expression. “Submissives who tease their sadists often get spanked,” he warned.

      “Promise?”

      “Naughty girl.” Jafari rolled her to her back, then shouldered her legs apart. The heady perfume of her passion filled him to the brim and he lowered his head to her pussy to feast.

      He wrapped his hands around her thighs and lifted her, lapping at her center to get every last drop of her liquid arousal. With careful attention to the small bandage covering the piercing on her clit hood, he teased the bundle of nerves until she gasped for air and jerked her hips up to meet his lips.

      “Jafari! Oh, fuck!”

      Although he wanted to eat her pussy for hours, he wasn’t going to last much longer. With any other woman, he’d have had more control but even the bedding rubbing against his rigid shaft was about to send him over the edge. He teased her with a fingertip, then thrust inside, relishing her shriek of pleasure.

      “Come for me,” he ordered, adding a second finger to her sopping wet channel.

      Her body quivered, arching tautly like a drawn bowstring. Eyes wide and unseeing, she spasmed in his arms, jerking uncontrollably as she climaxed for him. Skin flushed pink, she panted, her whimpering breaths sending another surge of need into his balls.

      Crawling up her body, he dropped several kisses on her collarbone, then reached for a condom from the crystal bowl on the nightstand.

      “Let me.” Kacy sat up and took the foil packet from his hand, then tore it open. Her eyes slumberous and dark with blown pupils, she eased the latex down his shaft, her small hands teasing as she smoothed it into place.

      “Give me a color,” he murmured, settling between her thighs.

      “I’m always green for you.” She sank her hands into his hair, then pulled him close and touched her lips to his. “Kiss me.”

      Instead of giving her what she’d asked for, he teased her, placing kisses everywhere but her lips. Kissing was new to her and he needed to see if she wanted it badly enough to take it. They had plenty of time to work out the dynamics later.

      He didn’t think Kacy had completely overcome her aversion. The reason behind it wouldn’t have gone away just because of the intimacies they’d shared, but it was good enough. Now that he understood the problem, he could help her with it. He’d even find her a kink-friendly therapist if she wanted additional help.

      “Please,” she whispered. “I need you now.”

      “Well, since you begged so nicely…” He hooked her thigh with one arm, then eased himself inside her welcoming body.

      “Yessss.” She wrapped her free leg around his hips, opening herself to him, then pulled his head down and kissed him, her tongue demanding entry into his mouth.

      Kacy was more than worth the interminable wait. Her channel tightened, seeming to pull him deeper inside with every delicious stroke. A shard of electric need traveled down his spine, making him grit his teeth against the urge to come. He refused to spill like a teenager with his first lover.

      Grabbing the edges of the condom, he pulled out and sat back on his knees. Her kisses coupled with the heated clench of her pussy were going to be the death of him. Even looking at the bandages on her belly made him itch to put more needles into her skin.

      “Turn over,” he said, his voice thick and rough. “Hands and knees.”

      She let out a squeak of surprise, then scrambled to obey, nearly kicking him in the face. The unblemished expanse of her back was almost worse, and he closed his eyes against the image of the ribbon corset he wanted to pierce into her skin.

      Cane marks crossed her magnificent ass and he squeezed them, dragging a pained hiss from her. Lining his cock up with her swollen opening, he thrust inside, then grabbed a handful of her silky blonde hair.

      Her back arched against the pressure and she cried out, slamming her hips against him.

      “Good girl,” he husked. “Touch your clit. Pinch it hard, but don’t you dare come.”

      “Oh, God.” She whimpered, but obeyed, pushing her hand between her legs. Her body quivered and she keened, the low whine like his favorite music.

      “Harder,” he barked. “Make it hurt.”

      “Jafari, please! I can’t hold it!”

      “You will,” he warned, lowering himself to reach between her legs. Grabbing her hand, he pressed harder against her clit, making her rub herself. “They’re probably still cleaning up the club. I could take you downstairs and chain you to the whipping post. Everyone will know what happens to naughty girls who come without permission.”

      As he expected, she clamped down on his cock and screamed. The climax rocketing through her body was the only impetus he needed to let himself go. Tightening his grip on her hair, he pounded into her, fucking them both into mindless bliss.

      Lowering his head, he bit down on her shoulder, hoping to leave a mark. She cried out breathlessly yet rocked her hips back to accept his brutal thrusts, while the fragrance of vanilla, salt, and feminine passion filled his nose. It was a scent uniquely hers, and one he couldn’t forget.

      His balls tightened, the sting of incipient climax making him still inside her in an effort to hold back for a few scant seconds. Kacy bucked in his arms one last time, her sweet pussy clamping him in a muscular vise that tore a shout from his throat as he exploded inside her.

      He had enough presence of mind to roll to his side before he crushed her, then pulled her to his chest, harsh breaths tearing his lungs. Slowing his breathing to match hers, he nuzzled her hair and wrapped her tightly in his arms.

      “Naughty girl,” he whispered. “You came without permission.”
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Kacy

        

      

    

    
      Kacy let out a tired giggle and shifted her weight in an attempt to burrow into his hot body. “You’ll have to carry me downstairs and prop me up for punishment, sir.”

      “Mmm.” He buried his face in her hair and tightened his arms around her, nearly squeezing the air from her lungs before loosening his hold. “I’ll spank you in the morning. I’m afraid I’ll be unconscious until then.”

      “Unconscious sounds good.”

      Releasing her, he sat up and scraped a hand through his locs, then dealt with the condom. “Alas, there’s no rest for the wicked. We aren’t finished with your aftercare.”

      She turned over to look at him, her vision slightly blurry with exhaustion. How did she feel?

      Sore, tired, maybe a slight headache from crying… But content. And safe. Kacy hadn’t felt that way in so long, she almost didn’t recognize it.

      “I’m…” She rubbed her eyes and smiled, letting them close. “I’m actually good, sir. I’d really like to sleep though. Can I be the little spoon?”

      His gaze softened and he leaned down to kiss her cheek. “Of course,” he said, reaching over to dim the lights. The expensive bed barely moved when he settled in behind her and tugged her into his muscular chest.

      Within moments, he was snoring softly behind her, his warm breaths moving the curls on the back of her neck. It was a comforting sound, like the world’s best white noise machine, and she smiled, closing her eyes.

      She’d never had trouble falling asleep before. Her car was pretty comfortable, and the back seat folded down into a cozy nest that hid her from prying eyes. Lumpy couches and gritty floors were no problem either.

      Yet sleep eluded her for a long time as doubts crept in to plague her. What was she doing here in this comfortable bed with an amazing man who had shocked the hell out of her by not kicking her to the curb? Kacy tried to wriggle free, but his long arms tightened as if even in sleep, he knew she was about to run.

      Sighing, she let herself relax. Her clothes were probably still on Black Light’s floor, meaning she’d have to steal a robe if she wanted to escape. She might be broke and homeless, but she wasn’t about to take anything that didn’t belong to her.

      She finally managed to doze, but a soft noise in the hall brought her to alertness. After almost six months of sleeping in her car, her instincts were honed to a sharp edge. Jafari was still out cold and had finally relaxed his hold on her.

      Easing from the bed, she grabbed a robe from the bathroom and crept to the door, then stretched up to peer through the peephole. Nobody was there, but she caught a glimpse of something on the floor. As quietly as possible, she opened it, finding a white cardboard box, along with Jafari’s play bag.

      The box contained their clothes, clean and folded in a neat stack, as well as her purse and phone. After carrying everything inside, she swiped it awake to check the time.

      It rang in her hand and she nearly dropped it.

      “Shit!”

      Hurrying into the bathroom, she answered it without looking at the number, desperate to silence it before it woke Jafari.

      “Hello?”

      “Is this Ms. Kacy Coleman?” a male voice asked.

      “Yes, who is this?”

      “Good morning, Ms. Coleman. My name is Arthur Pearson, and I represent your uncle, Gerald Richards.”

      Her stomach roiling, Kacy swallowed in an attempt to keep from throwing up. “Why are you calling me? I haven’t spoken to him in almost twenty years.”

      “Mr. Richards is suffering early-stage Alzheimer’s, along with some other health problems, and there are some complications with his living arrangements.”

      “And?” She tried to be polite, but it was five in the fucking morning, and she had zero interest in the asshole who had been a step away from sexually abusing her.

      “He said to give you a message.”

      “Fine. What is it?”

      “He said to tell you that your cousin Macie is having her seventh birthday soon, and it would be a shame for you to miss it.”

      Kacy dropped to her knees, the fierce ache in her chest taking her breath away at the thought of that predator having access to her cousin. Macie had lost both her parents in a car accident but was supposed to be living with her paternal grandmother.

      “What does he have to do with Macie?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

      “That’s one of the complications I mentioned. Mr. Richards is her guardian, but—”

      Oh, hell no.

      “Tell the old bastard I’ll be there in two days.”
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        Jafari

      

      

      It was probably bad form for him to eavesdrop on Kacy’s private conversation, but he couldn’t help himself. His little rabbit was going to run again, but it seemed as if she was running to something rather than from him.

      Judging by her last comment, she wasn’t at all happy about it either, although he’d only heard one side of the conversation. Moving swiftly, he got back into bed, feigning sleep when she exited the bathroom. Cracking his eyes the slightest bit, he watched her dress.

      Dark circles shadowed her eyes, evidence of her exhaustion. She was too intent on her escape to pay him any mind. To his surprise, she pulled his wallet from his play bag and removed the cash, but none of his credit cards.

      She grabbed a pen and notepad and scribbled hurriedly, then laid the note and his wallet on the coffee table. When she turned to look at him, he shut his eyes, trying to decide if he wanted to stop her.

      Was it possible he’d been wrong about her? He wouldn’t have taken her for a thief, but she had lied about her safe word. To him, that was a worse crime than stealing. Keeping himself still, he decided to wait and see what her note said.

      If he didn’t like what she’d written, Black Light security would have all her information. He’d wash his hands of her and let them deal with it.

      Jafari heard the faint sound of her bare feet on the carpet, then a fragrant whiff of her perfume wafted into his nose as she placed a gentle kiss on his cheek.

      “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. A few seconds later, the door opened and shut behind her.

      Getting up, he retrieved the note, frowning as he read.

      Jafari,

      I took five hundred dollars from your wallet because I’m homeless and broke, and I absolutely have to be in Kentucky yesterday. I wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t been an emergency, but I promise I’ll pay you back.

      I’ll understand if you don’t want anything to do with me after this, but please wait to call the police until I can fix things.

      You gave me my first real kiss, and no matter what happens, I’ll never forget it.

      “Oh, little rabbit,” he murmured, tracing the digits of the license plate number she’d written on the bottom of the page. She’d made it too easy, but he supposed she expected him to press charges.

      Of course, by the time he was finished with her, she might wish he had. If he’d had the slightest idea how precarious her living situation was, she’d have already been in Napa and tied to his bed.

      Thumbing his phone awake, he brought up Jaxson Cartwright-Davidson’s contact, a little surprised when it was answered on the first ring.

      “This better be good, Laurent,” Jaxson growled. “You’re lucky I like you.”

      “I have a favor to ask, in exchange for a lifetime supply of the pinot grigio your lovely wife likes so much.”

      “You have my attention. Speak.”

      “I wish for your security guards to stop the blonde woman trying to leave the property. She was my partner for Roulette, has curly hair, and is wearing a black dress. You may tell your guards to restrain her if she objects.”

      “Hold on,” Jaxson grumbled, and the phone went silent for a minute or so. Jafari listened to the empty air on the phone while Jaxson gave the orders, and then his voice returned. “Anything else?” Jaxson demanded.

      He peered outside, scowling when he saw Kacy race to a battered blue sedan sitting by itself in the parking lot. She couldn’t possibly expect the elderly vehicle to make it that far. It wouldn’t be safe for her and the thought of her living in it made him furious. He briefly considered chartering a jet, but the extended road trip would give them plenty of time to get to know each other and introduce her to some of the less pleasant things in his play bag.

      “I’m in need of a vehicle. May I borrow yours?”

      “Depends. Is there a crime involved?”

      “Perhaps a small kidnapping, but the lady in question will probably like it and it truly is in her best interest.”

      “Throw in a few cases of that cab you gave us for the silent auction, and you have yourself a deal, as long as the lady doesn’t give a safe word.”

      “Done. Have your guards put her in the passenger seat, please, and if you would be so kind, ask the kitchen for coffee and pastries to go.”

      “All right. Have a safe trip and try not to wreck my car.”

      “Don’t you want to know where we’re going?”

      “No. I’m claiming plausible deniability.”

      The call dropped abruptly, but Jafari didn’t mind. Taking his time, he dressed in jeans and a sweater, then packed his belongings.

      His play bag over one shoulder and suitcase in hand, he sauntered down the stairs, then exited through the main Runway entrance. A Mercedes SUV was parked at the apex of the curved driveway, with Kacy bound and gagged in the passenger seat. There was a travel mug in each cup holder, and a white pastry box in the back seat.

      She looked furious and scared—exactly how he wanted her. After stowing his luggage in the cargo area, he handed his key card to one of the guards, then climbed in the driver’s side.

      “I’m hurt,” he murmured, easing the ball gag from her mouth. “Am I coyote ugly, and you wish to chew your arm off to escape?”

      “Jafari, I—”

      “Shh.” He cupped her cheek, then placed a gentle kiss on her lips, retreating before she had a chance to protest. “It’s okay.”

      “I stole from you,” she whispered, lowering her head.

      “And I think you had good reason.”

      Straightening her shoulders, she looked up, meeting his eyes. It was a common misconception that submissives were weak, easily led, and malleable. It was a lie.

      His lady was fiercely angry, determined, and absolutely unwilling to give an inch.

      “I do.”

      “Very well.” He drove to her car and parked next to it. Using a penknife, he cut the zip ties holding her wrists and ankles. “Get what you need for our trip. Everything else will be safe where it is.”

      She turned to him, her eyes wide. “Our… No, Jafari, you can’t come with me. What about your—”

      “You’re not going by yourself, and certainly not in your car. It isn’t safe.” Getting out, he rounded the hood, then opened her door. “Be a good girl and get your things.”

      “It’s going to take us at least two weeks,” she protested. “I can’t let you drop everything to deal with my problems.”

      “Or I can punish you right here in this parking lot until you agree. If you make me get out a cane, you’ll be wearing that e-stim plug for two thousand miles.”

      She gasped softly and her eyes widened. After a moment of indecision, she nodded and let him help her out, then opened the trunk.

      Her car was so full, he wondered where she curled up to sleep. Boxes and laundry baskets filled the tiny back seat, and the trunk was crammed tight with her belongings.

      The thought of her spending one more night on the streets was untenable, and he reached for his phone, intending to have her vehicle moved to Napa. Thinking better of it, he loaded her two suitcases, then held the door while she climbed into the Mercedes.

      As much as he wanted her in his house, it was too soon. They needed time to learn about each other before he started making unilateral decisions about her living arrangements. The long drive to Kentucky would be the perfect opportunity.

      “I really am sorry, sir,” she murmured.

      “Don’t worry.” He waved at the guard as they left the property. “You’ll be making it up to me on our trip.”

      She flushed and bit her lip, making him want to pull it from between her teeth. “Yes, sir.”

      “Good girl. So, Kentucky?”

      She stared at him for a moment, then said, “Yeah.”

      “And what shall we do when we get there?”

      She looked straight ahead, her jaw firming. “Drink bourbon and kick some asses.”

      

      THE END… or is it?  Jafari and Kacy’s story isn’t over yet.  Coming in Q4, 2021 will be a full-length Black Light book by Raisa Greywood. Watch for the pre-order.
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Davis

        

      

    

    
      “You chickening out, Captain?”

      Davis—Captain Benjamin Davis—took his eyes off the road long enough to stare at his cell phone. The thing was clamped into a dash holder, and he was glad it was on voice-only so Spencer Cook—his supposed friend—couldn’t see the look on his face nor the raised middle finger.

      “For fuck’s sake, Spencer. What the hell makes you say that?” Davis turned his eyes back to the freeway in front of him. He was an hour out of Fort Irwin, California—home of the Desert Warfare Training Center where he was currently stationed—heading toward L.A. to a place called Black Light.

      “Your line of questioning, Captain, suggests… hesitancy. And a whole lotta ‘should I really be doing this?’”

      “That’s bullshit, Spencer, and you know it.”

      “It is not, and you know it. ‘Does that sound like appropriate clothing for the event? Does that seem like sufficient gear to cover all the kinks that could be rolled? Is my security clearance adequate?’”

      “Oh, fuck the hell off,” Davis cut in. “I never said shit about my clearance rating. You’re just making up crap now.” Davis gripped the steering wheel a little tighter, and not because of the semi he’d just swerved around to overtake. “And the rest of those were just questions.”

      “Yeah? And coming from you, Captain, they speak volumes. You are not a man who re-asks questions about things we went over months ago when I suggested you sign up for Roulette.”

      “I’m a day out from the event, and I just wanted final clarification. Surely even a jarhead like you,”—Davis heard the growl, but barreled over it—“should be able to understand that.”

      “I’m going to fucking let that slide once, Captain. Once.”

      Seconds went by in tense silence, and Davis knew if he didn’t restart the conversation soon Spencer would simply hang up. That the Dungeon Master of Black Light East had answered his call was not something to be taken lightly, and the man did not suffer fools gladly—or people who wasted his time.

      “So,” Davis blew out a sigh. “I may have some shit on my mind.”

      “Really?”

      “Spencer, don’t bust my balls right now, okay?”

      “Then don’t fucking play me like you have been the last twenty minutes,” the man snapped back.

      “Fair enough.” Davis watched the desert waver in the afternoon sunlight. “How old were you when you got your paper?”

      The ‘paper’ in question was a DD-214, the Honorable Discharge every soldier received when they got out of the service. There was silence over the line, and Davis figured the question had caught the man off guard.

      “Twenty-eight,” Spencer finally came back, his voice cautious.

      “And you were already with Klara?”

      “No. That didn’t happen until I was out and working for Jaxson and Chase at Black Light. I met Klara in the club. Listen, short-form this for me, Captain: what the hell is going on?”

      “Just…” Davis let out a long sigh. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking lately. About where I am, and where I want to be. My CO is pushing me to work toward another promotion, but honestly…” Davis stared out the window at the dull tan-gray landscape that stretched to either side of the thin asphalt line ahead of him.

      “You’re thinking about things that have nothing to do with gaining rank. Or with your career in general. That’s it, isn’t it?”

      Quiet filled the interior of the car, the slight hum of road noise the only sound.

      “Yeah.” Davis blew out a sigh. “He pointed out I have ten years left until I bounce. And while that doesn’t sound long, I’ll be forty-eight. Even taking into account all that prime-of-my life bullshit, when I think about what he has—what you have—and what it’s gonna take for me to find something like that, especially considering certain factors in my life of a kink-related nature…” Davis grunted. “What if in the end all I’m doing is wasting my time trying to get to major or lieutenant colonel when in ten more years the things I really want may be completely out of my reach?”

      “Nothing is going to be out of your reach, Captain. That’s some pity party bullshit right there, so let’s just shut that down, okay? The community isn’t going to disappear in ten years, nor the lifestyle, nor whoever it is you’re looking for out there.”

      “That’s just it, Spencer. I don’t know who I’m looking for.”

      “Said every kinkster ever. Listen, Davis, you’re an experienced Dom. I know you must have some idea of what you’re looking for in a sub. Your only issue is you haven’t found that person yet because your chances to play are few and far between. Now, tell me that isn’t the truth.”

      “Maybe. But that’s the thing. Jessup got married while he was still in, and younger than I am. And you met Klara about the same age I am right now.”

      “Kink couples get married all the time. Klara and I did just last year, as you well know. When the time comes, it’ll happen. You won’t be special.”

      Davis flexed his fingers around the steering wheel. “I’ve been thinking a lot about certain things. Things I want to try with someone. Experiences I want to have. And here’s the thing: I’m not sure the way I want to go about it includes a wife, or a little house in the ’burbs with a picket fence, or all the stuff that goes with that. Like you said, I know what I like. I know what I want. What I don’t know is if there’s really someone out there who wants those same things too.”

      Davis stared out the windshield. He wasn’t sure why he was unloading all this on Spencer right now, other than the man had served, even if it was in the Marines. Plus, he was in the lifestyle, and he and Davis had become acquaintances, if not friends of a sort. He’d called Davis on his bullshit before and right now there wasn’t anyone else Davis could think of who’d understand the thoughts plaguing him.

      “What makes you think the things you like aren’t shared by a million other kinksters out there? You some kind of special Dom who discovered a new fetish the rest of us missed?”

      “Don’t be a dick,” Davis growled.

      “Well then stop crying me a river with your ‘boo-hoo I’m never gonna find someone’ sob story and tell me what’s so fucking special about you.” Spencer’s voice was a challenge.

      “I… I keep thinking about coming inside some sub. Without birth control.”

      There was a pause.

      “That’s… it?” Spencer’s voice choked. “That’s your big reveal? Jesus Christ, Davis. Browser history full of impreg vids much?”

      “Goddammit, Spencer…”

      “Well, tell me I’m wrong, Captain. Tell me I misunderstood what you were saying. Tell me it was something other than you having a fantasy of knocking someone up.”

      “No!” Davis retorted, glancing at the phone again as if Spencer could see him. He rolled his head, tension clenching at the muscles across his back. “And… yes. It’s hard to explain.”

      “You’ve got an impreg fetish, Davis. You, and about umpty-million other guys. I mean, I want you to seriously be honest with me: you really think this is something unique? You think you’re the only guy out there who whacks off to this? Because if that’s the case, I’m here to tell you, you couldn’t be more wrong.”

      “Yeah? Well, I didn’t exactly notice it on the list of things I’d be rolling for tomorrow night.”

      “No, you did not. And you know why? Because the fantasy of impregnating a woman is one thing, but when you start talking about taking it beyond fantasy—and I’m pretty sure that’s what you’re talking about, Captain, or we wouldn’t even be having this conversation—it comes with a huge amount of responsibility. It’s risky as fucking hell, and the reality is it’s the submissive who ultimately bears the burden if she does get pregnant. There’s an entire host of legal and ethical issues that would come into play with putting impreg on one of the roulette slots, and while Jaxson and Chase have outstanding legal representation, I can just imagine the howls of laughter if I were to even suggest it.”

      Spencer blew out a sigh. “We already have roleplay on there—if couples want to play out that particular fantasy, they can have at it. But as far as actually trying to include impregnation kink for Valentine Roulette.” Spencer went quiet, and Davis could picture him shaking his head. “Not a fucking chance in hell.”

      “Well”—Davis blew out a lungful of air—“that’s probably all it will ever be anyway: an unfulfilled fantasy. And I should be okay with that, but…”

      “We’re kinksters because for us it needs to go beyond that. That’s why clubs like Black Light exist. So we can, even if it’s only once in a while, turn those fantasies into reality.” Spencer went quiet for a moment. “Listen, your particular fetish is def on the high-end of Risk Aware Consensual Kink. But here’s the thing: it’s not the only kink that is. And I can guarantee you there’s someone out there of the female persuasion who shares it with you. You just need to find them.”

      “Yeah, I wish I were as optimistic as you are. The problem is, even if this mythical impreg-loving unicorn sub does exist today, she’s gonna be ten years older and probably already taken if I stay on my current trajectory.”

      “Well,” Spencer said softly, “that’s a different issue entirely. All I’m telling you is, she does. I’ve been in the lifestyle far too long—not only as a Dom, but as someone who deals with the kink community on a daily basis—not to be able to say that with one hundred percent confidence.”

      Davis grimaced, watching as the sun crept into his vision as it drifted toward the Pacific Ocean and his final destination another eighty-five miles to the west.

      “Hey, listen, Spencer… I’m sorry for laying all this shit on you.”

      “Don’t be. I know what the challenges are being a kinkster and still active duty. Shit’s hard enough when you’re in the civilian world, much less trying to fit it in when you’re always being sent on temporary duty somewhere.”

      “Truth.”

      “And I also know you’re coming from a place where you’ve got some other, much more serious, real-life shit to deal with. I’m not going to suggest again you talk to a professional about what went down in Swat Valley, but…” The phone went silent.

      “I’m dealing with it. Okay?”

      “No pressure, Captain. I’ve said my piece before. However, Klara’s reminded me what it was like when I got out, and lately with everything going on with Axel…” Spencer went quiet for a moment. “We care, okay? And we won’t keep our mouths shut when we feel it’s important.”

      “Understood.”

      There was another short pause. “How far out are you?”

      Davis glanced at the brown-and-white sign he was just passing. “Just passing Hub Ripper Hill, so about another hour and a half to go.”

      “Hub Ripper Hill,” Spencer said tonelessly. “Jesus Christ, the Left Coast is the weirdest goddamn place…”

      “Yeah, right, because places with names like Intercourse, Frogtown, Blue Ball, and Crapo around DC aren’t weird at all.”

      “East Coast is Beast Coast.”

      “Oh, for the love of fucking God…” Davis shook his head, grinning.

      “Where’d you end up staying?”

      “Place called Maison 140 in Beverly Hills. It’s about two miles from the club.”

      “Good deal. Sorry Elijah couldn’t get you a room at Runway, but… he’s an asshole, and you’re my friend, so that’s two strikes against you from the get-go. To be fair this is also one of the biggest nights for the club, so rooms have been booked in advance for months, but… main thing is, he’s an asshole.”

      “So, you’ve said,” Davis said dryly. “More than once, I might add.”

      “You let me know if he doesn’t take care of you. He’s gonna get his ass beat again this year, and I fully expect he’s gonna be a sore loser about it.”

      “Don’t put me in the middle of whatever schoolboy, fight-me-by-the-bike-racks bullshit the two of you have going on, Spencer.”

      “It ain’t me, Captain! He’s the one who can’t admit Black Light East is by far the superior club. He’s in total denial.”

      “Whatever.”

      “Listen, I want to remind you part of the reason I helped you get into this event was so you could do a little recon for me and help me make sure that little sonofabitch isn’t trying to—”

      “Not happening, Spencer!” Davis cut him off, chuckling. “I’ve told you before how much I appreciate this, but I am not running a surveillance op while I’m fucking some sweet little sub because you’re afraid of not winning again this year.”

      “C’mon, Captain! I know you can multi-task. And Elijah is so butthurt after what happened last year, I know he’s gonna try to game the system somehow.”

      “You two are unbelievable,” Davis mumbled.

      Spencer laughed. “Okay, seriously, when you see Elijah you tell him I said I appreciate him taking care of you, that I’m sorry he lost again this year, and that I promise to make sure you get the real Black Light experience the next time you make it out this way.”

      “I’ll send your warmest regards.”

      “Thanks.” Spencer snorted. “I knew I could count on you.” After a short pause, Spencer sighed. “Okay, listen, I hate to cut this short, but I still have shit to do for the winning event tomorrow, and Klara needs a maintenance spanking, and… I swear, some days it’s just nothing but work, work, work.”

      “My heart bleeds for you.” Davis grinned. While their conversation might not have resolved anything, it still felt as if some of the weight from earlier had been lifted off his chest. “I appreciate your time, Spencer.”

      “Any time, Captain. The Marines have always taken pride in coming to the rescue of their Army brethren.”

      “Asshole.”

      “Never claimed to be anything but. Listen, drive safe and take care. Oh, and have fun tomorrow, goddammit!”

      “Will do. Bye!” Davis reached across and hit the red End Call button. There was a little bedoop sound, and the interior of the car was silent once more.

      Davis stared at the shimmering mirage-slicked line of gray freeway ahead of him. He only had an hour to go before he’d be settling into a nice quiet, comfortable room to relax and think about what would be taking place in a little over twenty-four hours. A chance to forget about everything looming in the future. Choices that hung like a sword over his head—whether to stay in another ten years, or risk it all on the chance that maybe, just maybe, as Spencer had said, there was someone out there who wanted…

      He chuckled and shook his head. Spencer was crazy. He was crazy. It was goddamn stupid to think, much less believe, there was a woman out there who had the same kind of kinky, fucked-up desires he did about impregnation. No, they wanted the ring, the certificate, the little pink house and all that jazz.

      Okay, stop, Davis. He needed to stop obsessing over this like it was one of his military exercises and just enjoy the next twenty-four hours for what they would be. It would be good to be back in a club, playing for a couple of hours with some nice, sweet, little submissive. Probably some ditzy wannabe actress who worked tables at Cheesecake Factory while she waited for her big break. Someone who probably hoped to get paired with Shane Whatever-his-name was, or a producer or director, not that any of that mattered to Davis. He’d make sure she walked away from tomorrow night only thinking of how he’d played her body like a finely tuned instrument. It’d be a week, maybe even a month before she’d be thinking about anyone other than him.

      God, you are an arrogant SOB.

      Davis glanced at himself in the rearview mirror. How was it his commander had described him? ‘Dominant characteristic… arrogantly aggressive.’ Yeah, Davis would cop to that. And there was a submissive out there who was going to find out just how true that was tomorrow evening.

      Forget everything else. Just have fun.

      Hell, if he played his cards right, maybe he could parlay making her orgasm at the event into breakfast in her studio apartment, or in the restaurant downstairs of his hotel. As for anything beyond that…

      Impreg kink? Nope. More like impreg fantasy. Because that’s all it was ever going to be.

      Ever.
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      “Kicking?”

      Doctor Jessica Bain stared eagerly at her friend and colleague, hoping to catch a glimpse, however brief, of the movement.

      “Right on my goddamn bladder,” Doctor Elise Rudeyo said tightly. “I swear to God, this kid is going to take taekwondo lessons as soon as it’s old enough, just so I can have the pleasure of watching it kick the shit out of someone other than me.”

      Jessica laughed. It was a Saturday, and they were in Elise’s office at Caltech, the lab they both worked in a mere twenty feet away. That they were both here on a weekend should have been unusual, except it wasn’t. It was all too common, and part of the reason Jess should be looking forward to getting away tomorrow night.

      Should be.

      She waited as Elise slowly made her way to her chair before plopping into it with a groan.

      “That”—Jess pointed to her friend—“is just one more reason why I’ve no desire to have a child.”

      Elise gave her a sour look. “You’re the worst liar ever.”

      “Pfft. Watching you grow fat, seeing the baby kicking you from the inside out, and let’s not forget the crap you’ve been eating lately…” Jess looked down to the wire mesh wastepaper basket where a crumpled McDonald’s bag peeked out from between empty plastic water bottles and other trash. “Yeah, you’ve really sold me on this whole pregnancy thing.”

      Elise raised a single eyebrow, then turned to the bookcase behind her. Silently she lifted a sizable stack of magazines from the top before turning back to drop them on her desk with a thunk.

      “American Baby,” she said tonelessly, picking the first one up. “The Bump. Fit Pregnancy. Today’s Parent. The Mother Magazine.” She dropped each one onto the desk beside the original stack, her eyes never leaving Jess’s. “Mother and Baby Magazine. Your Baby. Pregnancy Life and Style. Oh, and let’s not forget one of my favorites: Rockstar Birth Magazine.” She dumped the last on the second stack, and she hadn’t made it halfway through the original.

      Jess looked at her without expression. “You have a point here?”

      Elise rolled her eyes. “Jesus Christ, Jess! I didn’t buy these—you did! You’ve been more enamored of the process of bringing this”—Elise gestured to her belly—“creature into the world than I have!”

      They stared at each other for a moment before breaking into sheepish grins.

      “Listen, I may not be selling this part of motherhood very well,” Elise said quietly.

      “But… you’re right,” Jess cut in to finish the sentence. “I am living vicariously through you.”

      Elise looked down at her desk. “Well, I’ve said it before, all we need to do is find you the right—”

      “Don’t.” Jess held up her hand, her smile fading. “Elise, I know you mean well, but…”

      “Listen,” she said gently, “I’m not trying to pressure you into anything you don’t want. But this…” Elise ran a hand over the curve of her midsection. “Jess, I’ve known you long enough to see this is something you’ve spent a lot of time thinking about.”

      Fuck. Was it seriously that evident? Who the hell was she kidding—of course, it was. She’d not shied away from telling Elise how much she envied her, and the two fucking stacks of magazines sitting there on her desk only hammered the point home. But there was something Elise didn’t know. Something about the process of getting ‘in the family way’ that made her core clench even as she sat here right now thinking about it. Everyone had certain things that got them off, made their pee-pees tickle, even if they might be considered a bit taboo. Jess had never tried to explain to Elise what really wound her up. What she’d spent far too many nights than she cared to admit lying in bed watching on her phone screen as she slowly worked her fingers inside her, thumb brushing against her clit until she...

      Okay, stop, Jess. That’s enough. She and Elsie went back, and while she loved the woman and had shared a lot with her, this… she wasn’t sure she could or would ever be able to tell her about the things she craved. About things she desired to be beyond just fantasy to a want she didn’t dare…

      “Okay, Elise, fair enough,” Jess said, smiling ruefully. “I know it must sound like I’ve got a fetish or something…”

      “Well, if you do, I must share a little bit of it too, my current condition being Exhibit A.” She pointed her hands in a V toward her belly.

      Jess laughed. “And mine being Exhibit B.” She gestured toward the two stacks of magazines before her face turned serious. “Listen, all this fascination with your pregnancy… It doesn’t… freak you out, does it?”

      “Ha! As if anything you could say at this point would freak me out.” Elise leaned forward, pointing a finger. “You, my friend, have never shied away from being open and honest about everything. You do recall how we became friends, right?”

      “What?”

      “I was wearing that choker Owen bought me. The little black braided one with the heart at the center. We’d… what? Worked together all of… a month?”

      “Almost two.” Jess gave her friend a grin.

      “Fine. Almost two. You walked right up to me that morning, took one look at it, and said, ‘Nice day collar. Do you wear it at the club too?’”

      “Well?” Jess gave her a ‘was-I-right’ gesture.

      Elise laughed. “Oh my God, Jess. Only you would walk straight up to someone you’d only known for a month—”

      “Two.”

      “Fine! Two! And then say something like that.”

      “I was right, though, wasn’t I?” Jess smirked at her.

      “You are so arrogant!” Elise laughed. “And you didn’t stop there! Asking me if I had a Dom, were we D/s or M/s, did we belong to any groups, did we want to belong to a group, what clubs did we go to…”

      “I’m not arrogant. I’m correct.”

      Elise shook her head, chuckling. “You just have no pretense. No filters. I suspect even if I’d said no, you’d have still asked me if I was interested in learning about BDSM, try to convince me of my latent submissive desires, and then recruit Owen and I into your sex-crazed lifestyle.”

      “As if it would have taken much to persuade you.”

      “Bish.”

      “Slut.”

      The two women broke into giggles.

      “Listen, Jess.” Elise held up her hand. “I get it. I’m not trying to push you to do anything you may not be ready for in your life just yet. All I want is for you to be happy.”

      “I love you, Elise, and I love that you’re looking out for me, but I’m fine. Seriously.” Jess gave her friend a warm smile. “Besides, this is all your fault really.”

      Elise pulled back her head. “It is? How the hell do you figure that?”

      “If you weren’t spraying baby pheromones all over the place…”

      “Spffth spffth spffth.” Elise laughed as she made misting noises, flicking her hands toward Jess.

      Jess brought her arms up to form a warding cross, laughing as she shied away.

      “Ooh, speaking of making sure you’re happy…” Elise cocked her head. “You are still planning on attending Roulette tomorrow, right?”

      The mention of Valentine Roulette made Jess tense. She’d signed up for the annual Valentine’s Day event on a whim—or a drunken dare, she couldn’t remember which now. Even though she’d attended the club twice previously as a guest, she still couldn’t fathom why she’d been picked for this event at all. She was a nobody. Not even close to the high end, Variety-page cocktail party circuit of actors and actresses, big-time Hollywood producer types, and all the normal glitterati who showed up at Black Light on any given night.

      What does it matter, Jess? They’re not going to peer-review one of your papers, for Christ’s sake. They just need your body for three hours so you and some random Dom can have fun.

      “Yeah,” she said, pulling herself back into the moment. “Yeah, I still plan on going.”

      “You sound… thrilled.”

      Jess rolled her eyes. “Well, I wasn’t expecting to be going at all, honestly.”

      “It’s one of the most exclusive BDSM clubs on the West Coast. Hell, in the country, if truth be known. I’d think you’d be ecstatic.”

      “And I was just thinking how awkward it’s going to be trying to hold an intelligent conversation with some airhead actor like Shane Covington, or any of the other Doms I’m likely to run across there.”

      “Oh, come on. How do you know they’re all like that? I’m sure there are some very intellectual people who go to Black Light.”

      “Oh, I’m sure there are. And, you know, if I was trying to find a way to get into ‘the Business,’ it’d be great. Much better than having to find the nearest casting couch and give some guy a blowjob.”

      “Jeez, Jess. You can be so cynical.”

      “No,” she said in return. “As you said, I just have no pretenses. And my few experiences with the kind of Hollywood types that frequent Black Light is they’re full of pretenses.”

      Elise grimaced. “Well, at a bare minimum you should have fun. All those big, buff Gold’s Gym type Doms are gonna be all about showing off, and that could be worth the price of admission alone, right?” Elise stared at her for a moment. “I mean, was it really that bad before?”

      “No, it wasn’t that bad, but I knew the men I was there with. This time it’s just going to be some random Dom the fates assign me. And despite what you may think, not every Dom at Roulette is going to look like Dwayne Johnson or Jason Momoa.”

      “But you’ll have fun, right?” Elise looked at her hopefully.

      “I’ll try.”

      “C’mon. You can do better than that. Promise me you’ll have fun.” Elise gave her a cheerleader grin.

      “Oh, God.” Jess rolled her eyes, plastering on her best preppy look. “Yes, Elise! I’m gonna have loads and loads of hot, thick, sticky-sweaty, fun!”

      “That’s the spirit!”

      Jess couldn’t help but laugh. The thing was, though, ‘fun’ was not the word Jess thought of most when thinking about Roulette lately. No, that word had been replaced by chore, and she was pretty certain she knew why.

      Normally Jess looked forward to going to a club. She enjoyed playing, and this was going to be at an exclusive event where the level of the Dom she was likely to be paired with should exceed her normal expectations. That wasn’t the problem here. The problem was she couldn’t stop thinking about things that had nothing to do with the event tomorrow. Thoughts and images of That Which Shall Not Be Spoken Of seemed to stick like burrs to everything, including Valentine’s Roulette.

      “Taylor still going with you?” Elise’s voice brought her out of her reverie.

      “Oh my God…” Jess groaned, rolling her eyes.

      “What?”

      “It has been non-fucking-stop since I asked.”

      Taylor was a mutual friend of theirs, and because Elise was obviously not going to a club anytime soon in her current—as she’d said to Jess—‘beached whale’ condition, Elise had suggested she take the young woman as her wingman instead.

      “I swear she sends me a text every fifteen minutes with either a question about what to wear, or a picture of an outfit she’s thinking of wearing.” Jess reached into the pocket of her smock and pulled out her cell, tabbing open the most recent message. It was a picture of Taylor holding up a black and red leather bustier in one hand, a micro miniskirt and a pair of lace-up high-heel leather boots in the other. Jess turned the phone to where Elise could see.

      “Subtle.”

      “I know, right?” Jess sighed as she slipped the phone back.

      “She’s just excited. She’s never been to a club like Black Light before.”

      “I know. I get it.” Jess waved her hand. “It’s just… she keeps coming up with these plans, and I have to keep reminding her that she can look, but she can’t touch. Play is for participants only. Those are the rules.”

      “She’ll still have fun. It’s Black Light. Roulette. There’s going to be plenty of things going on to keep her occupied,” Elise said with a knowing grin.

      “Her latest is she’s going to be ‘window shopping for her future husband.’”

      “Nice.”

      “She mentioned Shane Covington.”

      Elise snorted. “Really? Well, the future Mrs. Nalani Covington”—Elise emphasized the last name—“might have something to say about that.”

      “Do you think?”

      They both laughed, and Jess shook her head. “I want her to have a good time, but I’m not going to be able to ride herd on her all night, and I don’t want her getting into trouble.”

      “Stop.” Elise waved her hand dismissively. “Taylor may be a little worked up about going, but she’ll be fine. She’s a big girl and can take care of herself. You need to be focused on making sure you’re having fun, not on whatever Taylor might be getting into.”

      “Sure, mom.”

      Elise gave her a faux sour look before her face slipped back into a smile. “Have you decided on what you’re going to wear?”

      “I have. I’ve had this sexy little black knit dress for a while now, but I’ve never worn it. The neckline’s a few inches deeper than I’d feel comfortable wearing to one of the Caltech cocktail parties, so this’ll be my chance. A lacy bra and matching panties and I figure I’m golden.”

      “Nice,” Elsie said approvingly.  “Classy and tailored, sexy yet sophisticated.”

      “Exactly.”

      “The two of you will definitely turn some heads when you walk in there tomorrow night.”

      “I don’t know about that…”

      “I do.” Elise smiled across her desk at her. “There’s a very lucky Dom out there right now who doesn’t even know what’s waiting for him. Once he sees how phenomenal you look and starts undressing you with his eyes…”

      “I sure as hell hope it’s with more than just his eyes! If things go the way I expect, I won’t be in that dress too long.”

      “Now that,” Elise said, grinning wickedly, “is what I wanted to hear. Livin’ the dream, my friend. Livin’ the dream.”

      Ugh. ‘Livin’ the dream.’ Jess knew Elise hadn’t meant anything by it, but lately… that’s all it felt like she did: live in her dreams. Fantasies of a man thrusting into her, pounding her hard until the sharp, explosive sound of the word ‘fuck’ filled the air around them at the same time he began pumping his seed deep, deep inside her to make sure…

      Jesus Christ, Jess, would you just stop. You are not the only woman in the world who gets off on the idea of being knocked up. Your problem is you want more than just the fantasy. You want to make it a reality.

      That was the real issue.

      It was one thing to fantasize about it, another to dream of it becoming true. The cold hard fact was there was never going to be a man out there—Dom or vanilla—willing to put a child into her on her terms. Not tonight, tomorrow night, or any night thereafter. Jess craved the concept, but not in the normal order of operations: find a man, fall in love, get married, then fuck like bunnies with the thrill that each time he came he might be putting a baby inside her. She loved her career and was fucking proud of being a doctor. And while the whole little-pink-house-for-you-and-me dynamic was great for most people—and God bless them—it wasn’t for her. She’d always been free-spirited, independent, and she knew—knew—she could handle the life she wanted without being tied to the traditional nuclear family norms.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t want to settle down. She just wanted to do it her way, with a partner who understood and respected that.

      And that isn’t going to happen tomorrow or anytime soon, so stop fucking thinking about it! Tomorrow was supposed to be about letting some Dom work his magic on her. A chance for the two of them to play, for him to get her off more than once—and he better bring his fucking A game and do just that—and if she was lucky win one, maybe even two free months at Black Light. All that other stuff… those were just fantasies, never to be fulfilled.

      Ever.
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      So. This was Black Light.

      Davis glanced around at the grounds of the elaborate mansion as he walked the path leading to the BDSM club where the Valentine Roulette event was being held. He found himself following discreetly behind a group of four people as they all walked toward the entrance. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it was clear from the expensive, tailored suits on the men and the stylish yet one step shy of fetish wear dresses draping the two women it was a pair of Doms with their subs.

      Under different circumstances Davis might have looked at their attire and felt himself underdressed. In fact, he’d debated whether to come in a suit like those the men were wearing but had decided against it. If he’d known in advance exactly what type of play he’d be engaged in tonight, he might have taken the risk. However, the whole point of Roulette was the randomness of what kink might be assigned, and Davis had opted for simple. Fitting black canvas pants with a simple black T-shirt, the only nod to style an unassuming black sports coat he could easily chuck when needed. It was certainly not as sophisticated as a suit would have been, but any sub who questioned his skill as a Dom based on what he was wearing was gonna learn quickly just how wrong she was. Davis would see to that.

      Moving to the entrance, Davis stepped through a door and found himself in a room containing row upon row of lockers lining the walls with a guard standing at the end of it.

      He stepped up to the man. “Benjamin Davis.”

      There was a short pause as the man consulted a small tablet. “Yeah, here you are. Can I see your invitation or some ID, please?”

      Davis brought out his green military identification card.

      The man’s eyebrows went up slightly, and he handed it back. “Okay, Captain, you’re participating in tonight’s event, so if you have a phone, e-watch, or fitness tracking device on you, you’re gonna need to leave them in one of the locker’s here.”

      “I don’t. All I have is this,” Davis lifted his gear bag slightly to indicate it.

      The man nodded. “All right. You filled out your paperwork, so I’m pretty sure you understand the consequences if you’re caught taking pictures, using recording devices, or anything that would disclose unauthorized details of the club.”

      If you only knew. “I do.”

      The guard gave him a quick smile. “Okay, cool. I have to check because we get a lot of new people for Roulette, and some of them forget and try to bring their cells and shit in, and that can end up being a real pain in the ass. Anyways, you’re good to go. Hope you have a great time this evening!”

      Davis understood where the man was coming from. In this day and age, it was hard to imagine anyone going around without electronics of some sort on them. Plus, Davis recognized the need for the level of security they had at a club as elite as Black Light West. He’d chosen to come without a single personal electronic device, not even a watch. Not that he’d miss any of them. He was here to play, and the only electronics he might need in the next four hours were tucked away in his bag.

      As he stepped through the second door, Davis entered a different world. He’d played at various clubs across the US, but this… Black Light was a world apart. The place was crowded, and it wasn’t simply the clientele that made it clear this wasn’t like any other BDSM dungeon. The room he was in right now—clearly a central socializing area—was larger than some entire clubs he’d frequented before. A bar took up one wall, and tables and booths were scattered about the remaining space. Somewhere beyond this—probably behind one of the curtains he could see—was where he suspected the real dungeon was.

      Taking one final glance around him, he made his way toward the bar, taking in the crowd as he passed by. Many were like the couples he’d followed in earlier, dressed in clothing he’d no doubt carried a price tag easily half his yearly salary, if not more. Next were people dressed casually as he was, then finally those garbed in fetish gear that left little doubt as to how they identified, Dom or submissive. He was halfway across the room when he saw his first fully naked individual: a male submissive kneeling on all fours while his Domme sat in a chair in front of him, one foot resting on his back while the tip of the other toyed idly with his cock and balls.

      Davis grinned. Kinksters would be kinksters, no matter how high-end the venue.

      Once he found an open spot near the end of the bar, Davis waited patiently until a bartender approached.

      “San Pellegrino with a slice of lime, please,” he ordered.

      The young woman paused for a second. “Let me guess. You’re playing in Roulette tonight, aren’t you?”

      Davis nodded in acknowledgement.

      “Well, congrats,” she said, raking her gaze over him quickly. “Someone’s going to be a lucky girl.”

      Davis chuckled. “You just earned your tip.”

      The girl smiled brightly before turning away to get his drink.

      Davis continued examining the room. It was clear Roulette was a popular event. Groups and couples predominated, which made the single Doms and submissives stand out. Many of those were clearly sizing up the gathering same as he was, trying to discern who was there as part of the Roulette event, and who was there strictly to observe.

      It was an odd feeling not to be scanning the crowd in search of a play partner, but to know he’d be assigned one by fate. Tonight, somewhere out there among the submissives slipping through the room, was one who’d answer the call from the MC and be paired with him, and Davis had absolutely no idea who it might be.

      “Wow! This is insane!”

      Glancing to his left, Davis watched as two women stepped to the bar. One was clearly dressed for the event: a black bustier with a deep, blood red pattern running through it and a scattering of D-rings with attached chains guaranteed to catch any Dom’s eye. The other was obviously her wingman. She wore an attractive but simple black dress, a single choker-style necklace around her throat, and while the outfit was stylish and sexy, it sent a distinct message: plus one, not here to play.

      “Yeah, the A-listers are certainly out in force tonight,” she said, her snarky tone solidifying Davis’s appraisal. It was clear she was prepped for a night of standing by, waiting for her friend to finish having fun.

      The bartender approached to take their order.

      “Glass of red wine, please,” the woman in the bustier said.

      “Just ice water, thanks,” Black Dress said.

      Davis chuckled inwardly. Players were allowed two drinks max before the event, and the woman he labeled Bustier was taking advantage, probably to calm her nerves. Black Dress wasn’t drinking, doubtless because not only was she the wingman, but also the designated driver too.

      “So, pretty incredible, right?” Bustier indicated the still-growing crowd.

      “Yep. Usually is. Black Light is a world unto its own.”

      “Yeah, I’m getting that impression. I swear I saw Shane just a minute ago.”

      “Could be. And if he is here, you can bet Nalani’s somewhere nearby too,” Black Dress said tonelessly.

      “Whatever. I’m just waiting for my future husband to show so I can whisk him away. If not Shane, then… someone.”

      Black Dress snorted. “It’s good to have dreams.”

      The bartender returned, setting drinks in front of the two. She turned to Davis, smiling. “You still okay?’

      “Perfect,” he answered, lifting his half full glass. As he did, both women stared at him for a second before refocusing on the room.

      “You all right, Jess?”

      Black Dress—who now had a name—turned to her friend. “Yeah, sure, why?”

      “Well… your enthusiasm is hardly what I’d call overwhelming, even for someone who’s been here before. We’re sitting at the bar in Black Light, and you’re drinking ice water.”

      “I’m sorry, Taylor.” Jess sighed. “I’ve just… got some stuff on my mind.”

      “Is everything okay? You’re not having second thoughts about tonight, are you?”

      “No!” the woman retorted. She lifted her glass and took a quick sip of her water. “It’s just… I’ve been a little distracted lately, and I was hoping I could get past it before I got here tonight, and…”

      “That hasn’t happened, has it?” Bustier—who Davis now knew was Taylor—voice was sympathetic. “You wanna talk about it? Sometimes just getting it off your chest can help.”

      “I… I dunno. It’s…” She made a frustrated flicking motion with her hand.

      “What?” Taylor gave her friend quizzical stare.

      “It’s a little… personal. A little… sexual.”

      Davis stifled a grin. Oh, this could get interesting.

      Taylor leaned in. “Jess, we’re in a BDSM club. If there’s any place you should feel free talking about sex…”

      “Do you have any kinks you consider out of the norm, even within the community?” The young woman blurted the words out, raising her glass when she finished to take a gulp of her drink.

      “Well,” Taylor said, tilting her head. “I suppose any kink can be considered out of the norm, depending on what your biases might be.”

      “Oh, come on, Taylor. You know what I mean.” The irritation was evident in her tone.

      Davis didn’t normally listen in on other people’s conversations, however, now he was intrigued. What mysterious ‘kink outside the norm’ could she possibly be referring to?

      “Okay, fine.” Taylor paused, shifting nervously. “I… I mean I’ve had this thing about watersports, especially while I’m wearing a white T-shirt…”

      “Okay, so watersports is on the wheel tonight. It’s not that uncommon. I’m talking about something that’s beyond that. Something they wouldn’t dare do at Roulette.”

      “Jesus, Jess. You’re… you’re not into necro, are you?”

      Davis almost choked. He lifted his glass to mask his reaction, wiping any trace of a smile off his face.

      “For fuck’s sake, Taylor… really?”

      “Well, I don’t know! You’re making it sound all dark and cryptic, so that’s the first thing that came to mind.” The woman leaned toward her friend. “Come on. What is it? If it’s not necro, I can’t imagine it being that bad.”

      Davis set his glass down. The bar was crowded, so aside from point-blank staring at them it was unlikely they’d think he was eavesdropping. Not that he had any intention of stopping: it’d be amusing to hear what benign fetish this uptight little submissive thought was so abnormal.

      “Breeding.”

      Davis froze.

      “What?” Taylor’s voice sounded as if she wasn’t quite sure what Jess had just said.

      Davis had. His back went rigid as electricity shot up his spine.

      “I said…” Jess continued calmly and clearly, “breeding, Taylor. Being bred. You know, bareback sex that ends with a guy fucking a baby inside you. That’s the kink I was referring to.”

      Every noise in the room filtered away. Three times she’d said it. Three times she’d used words and phrases Davis knew all too well. There was no possible way he’d heard her wrong.

      Fuck.

      “That’s it? That’s your big, bad, mysterious kink?”

      “First of all,” Jess said with a trace of indignation, “I never said it was bad, nor did I say it was mysterious. I simply said it was a fetish that was out of the norm.”

      “Except it’s not.”

      “Oh, so you’re saying it’s a common kink, and I’ve just been living under a rock all this time.”

      “Sure it is! If I had my phone, I could show you about a jagillion vids off Pornhub. Breeding. Creampie…”

      Accidental impreg, forced impreg, impregnate me, breeding party, breeding gang bang… Davis could match Taylor’s list item for item and then some. Spencer hadn’t been far off the mark where it concerned Davis’s viewing habits.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “Yes, Taylor. I am aware those sites exist, thankyouverymuch.”

      “Listen, all I’m saying is it’s not that uncommon a kink, Jess. That is, as long as it’s just a fantasy. If… if you’re suggesting what you want is to find some dude who’ll actually come inside you and risk…”

      Davis held himself completely still, forcing his eyes not to blink. Jesus fucking Christ. This seriously couldn’t be happening.

      There was no response from Jess, and he could only imagine Taylor staring at her friend.

      “You’re… serious.” Taylor’s voice broke the silence. “You seriously want to have some random guy… impregnate you?”

      “I never said I wanted it to be a random guy,” Jess said indignantly. “Although I’m not going to lie and say I haven’t fantasized about that too.”

      “Jeez, Jess!”

      “I told you!” Her free hand flew up.

      “Okay, okay. So, while the kink itself might not be one that a lot of people actually pursue, it’s still neither exceptional nor rare. It’s just a fetish normally reserved for fantasy, or roleplay, or maybe after you’ve found the guy you want to marry and spend the rest of your life with making a nice big Catholic family.”

      “Except I don’t want any of those things per se. I just want…” Jess’s voice faded, and Davis could feel sweat trickling down the back of his neck.

      “Well, you’re certainly right about one thing,” Taylor said thoughtfully, “you won’t be rolling on that kink tonight with whomever you get paired up with.”

      ‘You won’t be rolling…’

      Davis felt a calm come over him. A feeling not unlike ones he’d felt in Iraq and Afghanistan when a target had come into view, the objective of a mission he and his team had sometimes waited days, even weeks, to get a bead on. A clearing of the mind to everything in the world about him, all micro-focused down to one single thing.

      His goal.

      The other woman—Taylor—was forgotten. Black Dress Girl—Jess—was all he could think about right now. He hadn’t really taken a good look at her because she wasn’t going to be playing tonight. She was a plus one, a designated driver. Except with one single word, she’d suddenly become the very thing he’d never thought he’d ever find.

      And she was standing literally two feet away from him.

      He started to turn. Davis had never been shy about approaching someone, and as the thrill of this moment coursed through his veins, he wasn’t about to hesitate now.

      Unreal. Un-fucking-real.

      “Come on. We should get to the theater before it gets too crowded.” Taylor pulled on Jess’s arm, and both women turned and began to push through the crowd.

      No. No, no, fuck no.

      Davis began to move toward them, but another couple surged into the empty space at the bar where the two women had just left, and suddenly everyone seemed to be heading for the same place at the same time. He needed to get to her now, because there was no fucking way he was going to be paired with her tonight—that would be asking Fate too much. Davis knew from the rules trading partners was out of the question, which left him with a very narrow window of opportunity here because the chances of finding her after the event were pretty much nil. He needed to catch her now and make his pitch.

      Hi. My name is Davis, and I’m going to apologize in advance, but I overheard you say something at the bar, and I’d really like ten minutes of your time to speak with you about it.

      He just needed sixty seconds to convince her to listen to the other nine. To hear him out about what he’d waited a lifetime for.

      That’s all he wanted.

      And it was disappearing right in front of his eyes.
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      “Who’s ready to get started?”

      Taylor joined in with the cheering crowd as the MC Madison—Mistress Madison—stood on the stage making her welcoming announcement. Jess didn’t join in, but simply stood listening with a smile plastered on her face.

      Christ, Jess. Time to get your head in the game. You’re here to have a couple hours of fun, not brood over…

      A fantasy. A never-to-be-fulfilled fantasy.

      Madison finished her opening announcement, then Jaxson Cartwright-Davidson—one of the owners of Black Light—was called up. Jess wasn’t listening but rather looking over to the pack of men gathered to one side of the stage. As Doms went, there wasn’t anything to be displeased about among the group, and Jess should have been excited to find out which one she was going to be paired with. But right now she was finding it difficult to drop into that submissive headspace which normally allowed her to let go and enjoy what was about to happen.

      Just. Let. It. Go.

      Maybe once the pairing took place she’d get lucky and find herself with a halfway decent Dom who’d be able to put her in the right mindset. She had a natural inclination to focus intensely on a single subject, and while that might be great for her as a virologist, sometimes it played hell with her submissive side. The same side which was now sitting in a corner pouting that she was going to ruin an otherwise fun evening with this repetitive train of thought.

      “I want to thank our participants for making this event possible, and to all of you for joining us. Enjoy your evening, and I hope you’re all still here when we hit ten years!”

      Jaxson waved to the cheering audience as he exited the stage, stopping only for a moment to whisper something in Mistress Madison’s ear. As one of the owners of Black Light, he had a right to be proud of what they’d achieved, and Jess joined in the applause from the crowd. The mood was infectious, and Jess felt herself buoyed by it.

      See? Fun. Just enjoy the moment. Pretty soon you’re going to have a strong, virile Dominant handling everything, and you can just give in, let it all go…

      Virile. She knew why that word had popped into her head, but she shoved it down hard, driving it away. Instead, Jess forced herself to focus on what Madison was saying, her eyes flicking from the sexy young woman to the line of men waiting onstage with her.

      Jess smiled, saying nothing as the MC looked down the line of Doms, speaking to them quietly. When she finished, she walked along with a handful of what appeared to be popsicle sticks, letting each of them take one.

      “What’s that all about?” The submissive next to Jess stood on her tiptoes to watch what Madison was doing.

      “Picking order,” the woman behind her said simply. “Each stick has a number and that determines which Dom gets to spin the wheel first to be assigned their submissive.”

      Once all the sticks had been handed out, Madison returned to her spot by the wheel. As she did, a large, well-dressed Dom moved from the group toward her.

      Well, there’s number one.

      Madison paired off three couples, each starting with the same process: hand over a small ball to the Dom before spinning the wheel with a casual flick of her wrist. The Dom would then drop the marble in and they’d both watch as it plick-plick-plick’ed its way along the wheel’s track until it fell into a slot and the wheel came to a stop. The chosen submissive would then come up, spin for their first activity, and afterwards the couple would head off the stage to await being released to begin their evening. After the first couple, it was rinse and repeat twice more.

      “And for Dom number four we have… Mr. Davis!”

      Jess narrowed her eyes. She’d seen this guy before. Not during one of her previous visits to Black Light, nor at any other club she frequented. No… no, she’d seen him here someplace, tonight.

      At the bar. She’d seen him at the bar. He’d been standing next to her and Taylor as they’d talked. As he took his place next to the wheel, he wasn’t looking at it or Madison. He was staring out toward where she and the remaining submissives stood, his gaze intense as he scanned them.

      Jess hadn’t taken much notice of him at the bar, but she did now. He was tall, over six feet easily, and while he didn’t have the ’roid rager, gym-monkey body type that was all too common in SoCal, he was well-built, and looked as if he was no stranger to physical labor. He was… attractive, in a way that suggested outdoorsman rather than West Coast chic actor or influencer.

      The man turned away from searching the group long enough to drop the ball into the wheel. He didn’t watch it, though. Instead, his eyes immediately returned to raking back and forth over the subs.

      “And to play with Mr. Davis tonight we have… Miss Jess!”

      Jess stiffened. Well. Okay. There you are. There’s your play partner for the evening.

      Could be worse. Could definitely be worse.

      Jess moved from the group of submissives toward the stage. The entire way the man tracked her, his face blank. There was something about his body language, a coiled tension in the way he stood waiting for her, that made her nervous. Had he been hoping for the chance to play with someone else? Was he masking disappointment? He had to know that the rules dictated there’d be no switching of partners: she was his and he hers, and they were going to spend the next three hours playing together whether he wanted to or not. Well, that wasn’t exactly true. If he was going to be a dick about not getting who he’d hoped for, Jess had no problem safe wording out of this and bailing. Sure, a free month of membership at Black Light—two if they got really lucky— was appealing but it wasn’t enough to make Jess endure three hours of subpar kink-play because this guy was butthurt about not getting to perform with who he wanted.

      Shouldn’t have signed up for the event, chief, if that’s how you’re gonna be.

      She mentally shook her head as she crossed the stage. Okay, Jess, don’t go poisoning the well here. Sure, his gaze was intense, but otherwise his face was unreadable, and she had no idea what was going on inside that chiseled jaw head of his.

      Mr. Davis took a single step back to give her room as she moved up to Mistress Madison. He said nothing, and if anything, his gaze grew even more penetrating. It was a little disconcerting, but it certainly had one effect: Jess finally began to slip into a submissive headspace.

      “So, Miss Jess, ready to spin?” Madison handed her the smooth round marble, then reached and sent the wheel turning.

      It whirled for a moment, then Jess reached out and dropped the ball into the device. It clitter-clattered between the dividers, skipping from spot to spot as the wheel began to slow. As he’d done with his own spin, Mr. Davis didn’t bother looking at the wheel: his eyes remained fixed on her.

      What was this guy’s deal?

      “Sybian–orgasm torture!” Madison cried out. “Someone’s in for a fun time,” she said with a sly grin.

      Okay, Sybian sounded good. In fact, it sounded very good. And in the right hands this could be hot as fuck, the torture part notwithstanding. If this guy was going to spend the night with some bullshit chip on his shoulder instead of edging Jess with the Sybian before making her come, that’s all the excuse she was going to need. She’d ripcord right the fuck out of this evening, free months be damned.

      Suddenly, a strong hand was gripping her shoulder. She snapped her head up and found herself staring into a pair of steel gray eyes.

      “Come with me.” His voice was low, commanding, and it sent a little shiver wriggling up her spine. Everything about him so far was an enigma: she couldn’t tell if he was pissed, angry, excited, upset, frustrated, or just bored to tears.

      Still, the grip of his hand and the tone of his voice made it clear he was a Dom—or he at least put up a damn-good act. Beyond that, though… she had no idea what was going on with the man. He wasn’t giving the same cues she normally got with a new Dom. In fact, she felt like she was being led off for interrogation, which would have made sense if they’d rolled roleplay or even high protocol. But for someone who was going to be spending time teasing and torturing her while she rode the Sybian, he certainly gave no indication he was looking forward to it.

      They moved off the stage, standing to one side as the final pairings were made. Davis remained at her back, a silent presence that wasn’t without a certain amount of thrill, and yet…

      Well, if this’s how he’s going to be the rest of the evening, this is going to be sooo much fucking fun.

      When the last couple was finally matched up, someone from the crowd yelled out “Let’s go!” and Madison turned toward them.

      “You’re right! It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!”

      A frisson of anticipation skittered across her skin. As the other couples began to move off, Jess stared at the floor in front of her, waiting for her Dom to do... something.

      Anything.

      Nothing happened.

      He made no movement, no sound, and if it wasn’t for the fact she could feel his presence behind her, she might’ve thought he’d left her altogether. They stood like statues, and as the last couple drifted away, what had seemed slightly odd at first now began to feel like a battle of wills, a contest that began to irritate as the seconds drifted by.

      Enough was enough. Jess had no patience for this tonight. If he wanted to play games—

      A hand clamped to the back of her neck.

      “Miss Jess.” There it was. That voice again. It sent another shiver coursing through her, thrill overcoming exasperation.

      “Yes?”

      “You and I need to have a little chat.”
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      Be. Fucking. Patient.

      Davis remembered whispering those words into the ear of a subordinate one time. They’d been waiting for a target to appear, and the sergeant had wanted to take off, get ahead into a ‘better position.’ Davis had put his hand between the man’s shoulders and pressed down, giving him the command quietly.

      The words repeated themselves in his head right now. He needed to heed them if he wanted to be as successful with Miss Jess as he had been that night.

      So, he did nothing. He remained silent behind the woman standing rigidly in front of him, watching her as she took in the growing number of couples around them. Was she wondering why he wasn’t murmuring bold words into her ear as the other Doms around them seemed to? Maybe that’s what she expected, perhaps even wanted, but Davis’s approach was going to be different. Patience. Don’t rush her with the questions that burned like fire through him right now.

      Even after everything had been rolled on, and they’d been released by Mistress Madison, Davis waited. He wanted her a little off kilter because he was a little off kilter himself, and he definitely needed this time to get his shit together and form a plan.

      Davis wasn’t a religious person per se, but there must be a deity watching over him tonight, because she shouldn’t be the submissive standing in front of him right now. It was too good to be true.

      He caught the tic of her neck as she started to turn. Whether she was confused, or her patience had worn thin, it didn’t matter. Davis reacted quickly and brought his hand up to grip her.

      “You and I need to have a little chat.”

      She tensed against the clamp of his hand, but Davis felt her shiver too, and she didn’t resist when he turned her away from the stage and guided her out of the room. Whatever she was going to say died unspoken as Davis moved them from the theater and back into the main space. He glanced around, then found what he was looking for.

      “I’m looking for the Sybian,” Davis said quietly to a large man in a skin-tight black T-shirt with a small Black Light logo embroidered on the chest.

      A slow grin spread across the dungeon monitor’s face as he looked down at Miss Jess, then back to Davis. “I’ll bet you are.” He pressed a button on the walkie-talkie handset clipped to his collar, then nodded a moment later to whatever response he heard in his earpiece.

      “Tyler’s got it set up for you on one of the platforms in the main play space.” He gestured with a hand across the room. “Just head through the curtain at the end of the bar. Can’t miss it.”

      “Thank you,” Davis said politely. His hand never left the back of Jess’s neck, and the further they went, the more she appeared to relax into it. If she’d been upset earlier, she seemed to be easing out of it now. Getting her into the headspace Davis wanted was going to be his task for the next hour. After that…

      Patience. Then he’d make his move, for better or worse.

      Davis guided them past the end of the bar and through a heavy burgundy curtain. Beyond that was another room already filled with people, many of them clearly setting up to play. Davis paused, feeling Jess’s head move through his fingers as they both scanned the room at the same time. Finally, he found it. Just as the DM had said, they’d set up the Sybian centered on one of the platforms dotting the room.

      A small crowd of people were already gathered around it.

      Well, fuck. He should have anticipated this. They’d made it clear to expect being watched during Roulette, and Madison’s intro had only reinforced that. Sans him fucking Jess outright, the Sybian was going to be a pretty close approximation, so of course it was going to be popular. Davis had to admit: if he weren’t playing himself, it definitely would’ve been one of his first stops.

      “There.” He steered Jess toward the platform, and still she said nothing as they threaded their way through the crowd. As they drew close to the platform, the people around it parted, allowing them both to step up.

      The device was situated dead center on the riser, a single chair set to one side. The Sybian itself was a custom one, different from those he’d seen before. It was mounted onto a stand made of heavy timber stained to a dark umber, soft, black-tooled leather stretched over a rounded center cushion, a slightly ridged center running the length of it. A small opening in the middle of the cushion was where the phallus would normally be positioned, except…

      “Evening.”

      Davis turned to the sound of the voice, and found another DM stepping up onto the platform.

      “You guys must be Mr. Davis and Miss Jess.”

      He felt Jess nod through his fingers, and Davis gave the man a polite smile. “We are.”

      “Cool. I’m Dave.” The DM stuck out his hand. “Ever use a Sybian before?”

      “A couple of times”—Davis shook the man’s hand, then glanced back at the device—“but definitely not one quite like this.”

      Dave chuckled. “Yeah, I get that a lot. I built this,” he said with pride as he patted the black leather cushion. “The Cartwright-Davidsons want to make sure their guests have only the best, and this is the best goddamn Sybian you are ever going to ride, I guarantee.” He grinned at Jess, then turned his gaze back to Davis. “So, like this is probably similar to ones you’ve used before”—the man moved to the rear of the unit—“but there’s a few modifications I’ve made I need to go over.”

      He reached and pulled a small black box clipped to the back of the unit. There were multiple buttons and dials on the face of it, and a long spiral cord trailing behind. “This is your controller. With this you can adjust just about anything you need. These two pistons”—Dave pointed to the large cylinders mounted front and back of the large center beam—"will allow you to go up, down, change the angle of the cushion… whatever you want.” He turned and smiled enigmatically at Jess before continuing.

      “These other buttons and dials control the attachments. You know, vibration, thrust, angle, shit like that. One thing, though: if you’re using the orb or one of the other flattop attachments, for the love of God be careful, please. If you try and adjust the angle on those too far it’ll trigger the safety cutoff, and that’s gonna be a real lady-boner-killer if it shuts things down right before she comes.” He gave Davis a knowing smile.

      Kneeling to the base of the unit, Dave opened a slide-out drawer. “All of the accessories are in here. One half’s got all the attachments”—he motioned to the various rubber phallic shapes, along with a few Davis hadn’t seen before—“and the other half has the seatbelt to strap her in place, the front T bar if you want it and some cuffs that can come in handy.” He slid the drawer closed, then stood to face Davis.

      “Check it out, though”—Dave leaned in toward Davis conspiratorially—"just between you and me, dude, having her hold onto your arms or shoulders while you’re getting her to the good stuff can be a real fucking power trip.” He glanced between Jess and Davis, his smile growing wider. “Trust me.”

      “Duly noted.”

      Dave laughed, then handed over the controller. “I think that pretty much covers it. Any questions?”

      “Not that I can think of. Seems pretty straightforward.”

      “You, Miss?”

      For the first time since they’d left the theater, Jess spoke. “No.”

      “All right, then. If you come up with anything later, just let me know. I’ll be floating around here”—Dave circled his finger in the direction of the room—“if you need me.”

      “Thanks,” Davis said, turning the small controller over in his hand. Once the DM was gone, he reattached the box to the back of the Sybian, then moved to stand in front of the Jess.

      She looked up at him, waiting.

      Davis simply stared back.

      She blinked. “Okay, listen,” she said, a tinge of exasperation in her tone, “you said we needed to chat, so if nothing else at least do that, because if we just stand here staring at each other they’re going to disqualify us.”

      “I didn’t realize we were going to have”—he motioned to the people circling the platform—“quite the audience.”

      “New at this, are you?”

      The words had barely left her mouth before Davis had her chin in a firm grip, thumb pressing in to hold her in place. “Careful.”

      Her eyes flared, jaw clenching as she bit back what Davis suspected was going to be something sarcastic. Instead, she opted for, “Sorry,” followed a half second later by, “sir.”

      “You don’t have a very high opinion of me, do you?”

      “I know literally nothing about you, so pretty hard to form an opinion other than right now you don’t seem to give a fuck whether we win or lose.”

      “You’re very perceptive because I don’t. I have other motives tonight.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Other motives?”

      “Yes.” Davis let go of her chin. “But as I said, we have a crowd, so that’ll have to be a discussion for later. Right now…”

      He let his eyes drift down the length of her. Earlier he’d dismissed her because she wasn’t his type, but as he took her in now, he had to admit she was incredibly attractive. Lush brown hair in gentle waves that kissed her shoulders, a full figure that wasn’t the rail-thin, bordering-on-anorexic look that seemed to dominate the L.A. crowd here this evening. He took in the exposed length of her legs beneath the hem of her dress down to her simple black shoes before his eyes traveled back up to hers.

      She may not be his type, but she was still goddamn sexy as hell.

      “Ever been fucked on a Sybian before?”

      “Yes,” she said simply, and before Davis could continue, she was gripping the fabric of her dress and pulling upwards.

      He shot out his hand. “What are you doing?” Davis asked in a low, flat tone.

      She struggled against his grasp, sighing. “Listen, Mister Davis, we rolled Sybian orgasm torture. That means you have to pick an attachment for the Sybian, and then I need to take this off”—she gave another tug at the dress—“and put that attachment inside me.” She forced a smile, making little attempt to hide her sarcasm. “It’s really pretty simple, actually.”

      Davis pulled her wrist down until finally she gave up and let both arms fall flat to her sides. When he was satisfied she wasn’t going to move, he leaned in until his lips brushed her ear.

      “Okay, Miss Jess,” he whispered firmly. “I’m not sure if you understand the whole dominant-submissive dynamic, or if you’re just a fucking brat, but either way, I want you to listen to me very closely. For the next three hours I will tell you what to do, and when to do it, and you will obey, am I clear? You will ask for permission before you make any move, and that includes undressing yourself, touching yourself, touching me, or moving half a fucking inch without my say so. Now, if you can’t abide by that, I understand, and you can say red right now and we’ll call this entire evening off. Or”—he pulled his head back so he could stare into her eyes—“you can be a good girl and do as you’re told. Your call.”

      Jess’s mouth was a thin, tight line, but her pupils were blown.

      “So?” Davis caught the tremor she tried to suppress.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered. And for the first time this evening, the word ‘sir’ didn’t seem laced with disdain.

      “Good girl.” Davis stepped to the Sybian, and knelt, pulling open the lower drawer. “Okay, I want you to remove your shoes and your underwear. Place the shoes under the chair, the panties folded neatly on the seat.” Davis didn’t look up from where he scanned the array of accessories, and for a moment there was only silence behind him. Eventually he heard movement that let him know she’d chosen to comply.

      He selected the ball-shaped attachment the DM had called an orb, and then a single phallus, the largest of several provided. Examining them both, it was clear the orb was intended to be positioned against her clit to vibrate and stimulate it. The phallus was… a dick. A big silicone dick that like the other attachment had a quick disconnect fitting mounted at the base to make swapping them out easy. As for the seatbelt, the T bar, and the cuffs—Davis decided to heed the DM’s suggestion, leaving them all in the drawer. He wanted to feel Jess’s hands gripping him, and if she tried not to… well, that was a challenge for Davis to overcome.

      He stood up with the two accessories and toed the drawer closed. When he turned, Jess was standing by the chair, dress down in place, shoes and underwear placed neatly as instructed.

      He gave her a warm smile, then stepped toward the machine. After staring at it for a moment, he pocketed the dildo and carefully fit the orb into place. It snapped home with a click, then Davis moved to the rear of the machine and unclipped the controller. Turning, he looked back to find Jess standing with her fingers clenched, eyes dancing from the Sybian, to the accessory, to him.

      Davis pressed two buttons on the controller and a slight whirring noise began. The center beam lowered until it was at the height Davis wanted.

      “Come here.” He motioned to the machine, and when she hesitated, he added in a low tone, “Now.”

      She stared at the Sybian for a second longer before stepping next to him. As she glanced up into his face, Davis saw much of the earlier frustration and condescension had disappeared.

      Before she could move to straddle the seat, Davis reached and took the hem of her dress in his hands. She stood still as he slowly raised the fabric until it slipped past the upper curve of her hips, exposing her to the warm air of the club. There was a murmur of appreciation from the crowd, and Davis could understand why. Her pussy was cleanly shaven, a trace of arousal making her swollen labia glisten. He resisted the temptation to shove his fingers between those pouty little lips and then into her mouth or his. She might have resisted him so far this evening but putting her on display right now revealed something he’d done—or was about to do—clearly had her worked up. As the gentle upper curve of her ass came into view, Davis stopped to admire what the crowd obviously was.

      Shit. She was hot. No, scratch that, she was really fucking hot, and he was finding his opinion of what constituted his type changing.

      “Take ahold of your dress,” he commanded.

      She nodded and brought her hands up to take the fabric. When she had a grip on the hem, Davis moved his hands under her arms, and lifted her smoothly. She gave a sharp gasp as he swung her over the cushion and settled her into place just behind the orb. Swaying, she reached instinctively to balance herself, gripping his shoulder.

      “Perfect.”

      She turned to face him, more of her earlier attitude fading as she sat staring at him.

      “Okay,” Davis said quietly, “Slide that cute little ass of yours forward until your pussy’s up against the ball.”

      Looking down, she scooched herself forward until the orb nestled between her legs, resting against her sex.

      “Good girl.” Davis reached and gripped her chin, turning her face back to his. “So, tell me, Miss Jess, are you ready?”

      “Yes, sir,” she answered softly, and this time there was a tremor of anticipation in her tone.

      “Good. Remember earlier when I said I’ll tell you what to do, and when to do it?”

      She nodded.

      Davis tightened his fingers. “Well, I’m telling you right now, Miss Jess, that you are not allowed to come. You may beg, you may cry, you may plead, you may scream, but… You. Will. Not. Come.” He gave her chin a gentle tug. “Think you can do that?”

      She grinned back at him. “I think I can handle not coming, sir.”

      Davis chuckled. “Good girl. Very bold. I like that.”

      Taking his time, he leaned in slowly until his lips brushed her ear.

      “Because I am going to do everything I can to make sure you do.”
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      Fuck.

      Jess had no idea how much time had passed. She’d ridden a Sybian twice before, but both times it’d been a floor model, and she’d knelt over it, and the dildo inside her had simply vibrated her to orgasm. There’d been nothing like this damn little ball rubbing against her clit with a constant brrrr that had her as fucking wet as she’d ever been in her life, and the smirking bastard just standing there toying with the speed control back and forth like he was some goddamn conductor at a concert where her engorged, aroused clit was the star performer and if he kept this up…

      She bore down on the wave of pleasure that rippled up her spine once more as he slowly ramped the speed up. Motherfucker. Eyes closed tightly she rode it out, glancing in his direction only when it was clear she’d made it past the crest she so easily could have fallen over if she’d let it.

      God, he looked so damn pleased with himself.

      Not that he didn’t have cause. Jess had been playing for years. She’d had plenty of partners, and she could say with confidence she was very experienced sexually.

      Davis—Mr. Davis—was proving himself her equal.

      At first, she’d wondered about him. The silence, the standing there while everyone else had moved off, the cryptic comments— ‘You and I need to have a little chat’ and ‘I have other motives tonight.’ He’d made her nervous and intrigued and… frustrated.

      She’d lied earlier when she’d said she didn’t have an opinion of him, because she had, it just wasn’t a very flattering one. But then he’d gripped her between thumb and forefinger and suddenly he was very much behaving the Dom, and the tone of his voice had put her in a much different headspace than she’d begun their evening with. Whatever his deal had been then, he’d switched gears on her now, and as the orb thrummed against her clit and her pussy slickened the seat beneath her, it was clear she’d misjudged him.

      He leaned in, his chest brushing her shoulder as he spoke softly into her ear. “How we doing, little girl? Yellow? Red?” His voice was a lover’s caress. “All you have to do is come, and I can shut this off, then take you over to the cooldown area and give you the aftercare you deserve.” He waited for her response, then chuckled lightly. “I’ll admit you’ve held up beautifully, but there’s no sense putting yourself through hell. You know you want to come. Everyone can see it, hear it, smell it.” He reached and gently ran a finger along the edge of her jaw, a gesture which might have sent her over the edge if his words hadn’t already put steel in her spine.

      As if I’d give you the satisfaction…

      “Besides,” he said softly, “we’re not even to the halfway mark. Do you really think you can hold out for the remainder of our time together?”

      Fuck. He couldn’t be serious. Halfway mark? Did he seriously intend on fucking her with the Sybian for three hours?

      No way. No, he had to be lying, trying to get inside her head, break her down and make her do the one thing he’d told her he would.

      Except Jess wasn’t going to let that happen.

      “I’m green, sir,” she said tightly, fighting any chance of a whimper or moan escaping her. “And if this is the best you’ve got, do me a favor and bring an espresso so I don’t fall asleep.”

      He leaned back and laughed—warm, from-the-gut laughter of pure delight.

      “Damn, you’re good, Miss Jess. Very, very good.” He brought a finger under her chin and tilted it up so her eyes met his. “I’m impressed.”

      She couldn’t help the warmth that spread through her. He may have been the most frustrating Dom she’d ever played with, but his tone right now revealed nothing but sincerity and respect, and she couldn’t deny the response it drew from her. Not that she intended to let him know it, but… still…

      “Is that all it takes…” He amped the vibration up another notch and she bore down hard, her words becoming almost inarticulate.

      Nice try.

      “…to impress you? You’re making this too easy for me, sir.” She turned her head to grin at him, suppressing another moan even as another tremor rippling through her. He might have seen it, but…

      No orgasm yet, champ.

      Davis chuckled. “I admire your stamina, but this isn’t over yet.”

      The vibration, which had ramped up a moment ago, now began to head the other direction.

      “And you’re right: I have been making this too easy on you. Now seems the perfect fucking time to do something about that, wouldn’t you say?”

      Shit.

      The crowd watching them murmured as the Sybian came to a stop. Davis moved behind her, crossing one arm just below her breasts as he gripped her other shoulder.

      “Okay, slide back slowly,” he said as he began to shift her gently on the cushion. “You might feel a little weak.”

      “I’m fine,” she said, forcing as much of the quiver out of her voice as she could. He was right. While she’d kept herself from falling over the precipice of several orgasms, the toll on her body to stop that from happening had made her weak. Again, not that she was going to let him know, but…

      You think he can’t tell? He’s clearly been keeping a close eye on you, and taken note of every look, every shiver, every gasp you’ve made. You seriously think he can’t tell you might be a little wobbly, Jess?

      Okay, point to him. However, despite him having brought her to the brink several times, he still hadn’t won. She was still in the game. She had an idea of what his next move was going to be, and though he wasn’t going to make this any easier on her, she could handle it, no matter how long he tried to draw this out. Fact was, the longer he kept this up, the less likely it was she’d be able to come. Whether he knew it or not, there was a point of diminishing returns, and while he wasn’t there yet…

      She could do this. Piece of cake.

      “Can you hold yourself here for a moment?”

      “Please. I’m fine. Take all the time you need.” She made her voice sound as blasé as she could, and for the effort received another chuckle.

      Moving back around to the side, he stopped to stare at the orb and Sybian cushion. Jess followed his gaze and saw why. The attachment glistened in the light of the room, a shimmering trail of wetness—unmistakable evidence of her arousal—tracing back from the base of the orb to where she now sat.

      “Someone enjoyed themself,” he said dryly, and Jess clenched her jaw, not giving him the satisfaction of a response.

      Dammit.

      But it was true. She had. It had taken effort not to give in and let him tease her over the edge of what had given every indication of being an incredible orgasm. And maybe if he hadn’t acted like such an arrogant prick, with the whole bullshit silent treatment and everything, she might have given in and let him take her there. But even the praise he’d given just a moment ago hadn’t earned him that yet. He’d made this a challenge, and Jess was determined she was going to win.

      She held his gaze until he pulled away and worked the orb loose, bending to set it on the Sybian’s base. When he stood up, he stopped, staring at the gloss smearing his fingers. He brought his hand between them, fingertips pressed together until he began to slowly spread them apart. The thin membrane of stickiness connecting them held together for a long second before finally breaking. Jess stared motionless, wondering if he was going to make her…

      He pulled his fingers close, and his tongue darted out, drawing her cream into his mouth. The cool darkness of his eyes flared like an ember blown upon and he groaned at the taste of her on his tongue, the first hint of his own arousal he’d given all night.

      Oh. So, the asshole does feel.

      Jess seized the moment, a feeling of victory layered with pleasure. Then both were gone, replaced with grim determination as he drew his index finger across his tongue a final time before giving her a smirking grin.

      Reaching into his pocket, Davis brought out the second attachment he’d chosen. It was a standard-brand dildo: a single phallus as opposed to one of the double-penetration ones, and while it was large, it wasn’t so enormous it was going to be painful.

      But that wasn’t what he wanted, was it? He wasn’t looking to cause her pain. No, Davis wanted her to feel pleasure. A building of sexual ecstasy that would tip her over the edge she’d hovered at for so long now, thus making him the winner.

      Not going to happen. But give it your best shot, Mister Davis.

      He fitted the new device into place, then took the controller and pressed a pair of buttons. The cushion lowered beneath her, and Davis bent slightly as it did, gauging the height until he was satisfied with the position and brought it to a halt.

      “Pretty sure you know what’s coming next, little girl. So, if you don’t mind.” He reached a hand toward Jess, and she took it, letting him ease her forward.

      The phallus brushed against her as she positioned herself above it, and when she stopped, he took a single step back, silently staring as she hovered above the cock grazing her entrance.

      “I can guide it in, or you can. Your choice.” He held up the controller, jiggling it slightly.

      “You need all the help you can get, so allow me.” She reached down and grasped the dildo at its base, adjusting the tip until it nestled between her labia.

      This… this was going to be interesting.

      “Excellent,” was all he said, his face enigmatic as the pistons began to whir.

      As the cushion rose, Jess adjusted the tip of the phallus, accommodating for the angle of the attachment and shifting her hips as the cock began to fill her. It spread her open, the remaining wetness from earlier easing the rubber along her walls as it pressed deeper inside.

      “Everything all right?” he asked in a soft voice.

      “Just dandy,” she replied tightly as the gap between the cushion and the apex of her legs closed.

      When the cushion met her, Davis took his fingers off the controls, and the Sybian came to a halt. For a moment he just stood staring at her impaled on the motionless cock, his grey eyes dancing with satisfaction.

      Resting her hands on her thighs, she watched as he drank her in. “Well, sir?”

      “Greedy little girl, aren’t you?” he said with a smile. “Okay, here we go.” He thumbed the small dial, and the dildo buzzed to life.

      Fuck.

      She sucked in a breath, adjusting to the humming cock inside her. Then, just as she began to settle into the sensation, the Sybian began to rise once more.

      Whoa. Okay, what the fuck? As the cushion continued upward, Jess found her feet coming up off the platform until she stood on tiptoes, hands shifting from her thighs to grip the cushion as she tried to maintain her balance.

      “Hey. Hey…” She looked over at him, disconcerted. Once he’d put her on her toes, she’d expected him to stop. Instead, he just kept the two buttons mashed down, grinning. Soon it was impossible for her to maintain contact with the riser no matter how she stretched, and she spread her arms outward to help maintain a semblance of balance while the cushion continued traveling upward.

      “Is there something wrong, Miss Jess?” The politeness of his tone didn’t match the gleam in his eyes.

      “No, of course not. Why would you—”

      He increased the vibration.

      Fuck-fuck-fuck. Jess hissed, tilting her head back as her body aligned itself to the tune he was playing. He’d made what she’d thought was his best effort with the orb, but now as the phallus strummed against taut nerves spreading heat outward from her core, she was beginning to sense the subtlety of his play. The orb had been the beginning movement to the symphony he was conducting with her pussy, but now he was going to use this—fuck!—thrumming cock inside her to build to a final climactic crescendo.

      If she let him. Which she couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

      The vibration ramped up again.

      Oh, God.

      “Hold onto me.” The command was firm yet gentle, and she wanted to fight against it even as she reached out and gripped his bicep, steadying herself. He looked down with a soothing smile, the fingers of his other hand landing on her hip to gently knead her.

      “Good girl. Let it happen.”

      It shouldn’t have sent a shiver running up her spine. The quiet confidence of his voice, a tone which promised pleasure if she would just let him—none of it should have made her shiver and feel heat spreading through her the way it suddenly was. The warmth of his smile, eyes moving over her attentively as he watched her every reaction shouldn’t be providing this feeling that was both reassurance and support.

      Dammit. He shouldn’t be able to do this to her.

      How much time had already passed since he’d put her on the Sybian? Fifteen minutes? Twenty? Five? The thrum inside her reawakened nerves recently quieted and—fuck—if she was lucky it had been fifteen at best, and goddammit she wasn’t sure she could do this. Because this felt good, too goddamn good, and Jessica Bain was a strong woman, but everyone had their limits.

      “Let it happen.”

      Jess clenched her eyes against the siren’s whisper. Earlier in this little game they were playing he’d remained mostly silent except to give her occasional orders and praise. Now that changed. Now he used the sound of his voice to create—goddamn him—a sense of intimacy which made it harder to depersonalize all of this and look at it solely as a challenging game she would win.

      He leaned in closer. The scruff of his cheek brushed against her neck, the soft rumble of his voice in her ear a purr of his own want, need, desire.

      “Let me make you feel good.” And then his lips pressed against her skin.

      A moan escaped her. It pushed up, borne on heat flaring from the swollen flesh clenching the cock burring within her, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

      “Yes. There we go,” Davis whispered. “That’s it, little girl. Let it happen.” So low, so alluring, so… damn… persuasive, and God how easy it would be to just give in and let him take her over the edge…

      No.

      No. Davis might be good—okay, was good—but he hadn’t earned this. Sure, this was supposed to be a night meant for pleasure, no pretensions, no attachments, but he’d made it more than that. He’d made it a challenge in ways more than just the activity itself, and Jess wouldn’t fall so quickly to his… seduction.

      She bore down on the rising wave. Struggling with muscles which fought against her, nerves which cried out for her to listen and give him what he desired. The feeling subsided, and for a moment there was giddy relief.

      And victory.

      I’ll admit, you’re good, Mister Davis. But I’m better.

      Jess blew out a shuddering breath, and Davis pulled back slowly, staring down at her. When she looked up into his face, she expected disappointment, or even anger. Instead, his smile was a blanket of warmth, the gaze staring back both acknowledgement and respect. There was a heated gleam there too, and she shuddered when he lowered the vibration of the Sybian.

      “Don’t get excited; we’re not done yet, little girl. I’ll give you credit: you’re damn strong. And watching you struggle is hot as fuck. But I told you this when we started: I will make you come.” Davis glanced over toward the entrance back to the bar area, and she followed his gaze. A clock hung above the opening to let the participants know how much time remained until the event was over.

      “I still have two hours and fifteen minutes left to make you orgasm. And that’s exactly what I intend to do.”

      “Less talk, more fucking,” she whispered back in defiance, and Davis laughed.

      “As you wish.”

      The vibration began to increase slowly as Davis twisted the dial. Jess hadn’t let go of his arm as they’d talked, and as the vibration amplified, her fingers dug in tighter.

      Forty-five minutes. Fuck you, Mr. Davis. She could do this. Turn the damn thing up, play with it like a thermostat for all she cared.

      She was not going to come.

      “Hmm,” he murmured as he continued to adjust the controller. “You’re really going to make this a fucking contest, aren’t you, little girl? That’s okay. I like a challenge. It’s gonna make watching you come apart at the seams so… fucking… incredible.” Desire shaped the words from amusement to heated passion, and the cock inside her adjusted tempo as he played with the dial further. “I just need to find that sweet spot…”

      Jess hissed.

      “Ah, yeah, there we go. Found it,” he said, chuckling softly. “What do you say? Think we should leave it right there for a bit? See if we can’t make that sassy little mouth of yours beg the way your pussy is?”

      Jess gritted her teeth, letting sensation roll up her spine until she gained control of it for the moment. She knew it would be back: physiology would demand it. But she’d managed to keep it in check to this point, from orb to the cock, and even though he’d caught her reaction, all she needed to do now was stay focused and ride this out. Let each successive wave build then pass, and she would win, and he would lose.

      “Come on, little girl. I know you can feel it. You and I both know what that beautiful little pussy of yours wants right now. And if you just let it happen, just… give… in… it’s going to feel fucking incredible.”

      Jess closed her eyes, letting her head fall forward. The tension of her pussy around the phallus eased, and she let out a deep breath slowly. ‘If you just let it happen…’ He didn’t realize it, but he’d already lost. There was no way she was going to come, and no amount of seductive words would change that. She grinned internally as she sat there, one hand seized to the corded sinew of his arm, the other resting on her damp, sweat-sheened thigh.

      Time. Time was her only enemy now, because there was nothing he could do that would push her beyond where she’d already—

      His free hand moved, thumb positioning to gently swirl against the hood of her clit.

      Fuck. Except that.

      “Nngh.” She did everything she could to choke back her reaction. To ignore his attention to her engorged nub, but he’d noticed, and the smile on his face grew wider.

      “Fuck yeah! See, I knew it! Better, huh?”

      His chest pressed against her shoulder as his hand massaged a soothing pattern over her hood. He gathered slickness over his rough pad, using it to coat her clit enough so the abrasion turned silky, making her nerves pulsate with the same need they had when the silicon orb had vibrated there.

      Well, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

      The orb had been bad enough. This was worse, and he fucking knew it. This had been planned, and Jess had to admit, it was well played. She’d been teased before and edged herself on plenty of occasions. Davis was using the same tactic now. He’d never intended the use the orb alone: that had simply been the opening act.

      Okay, another point to him. He knew what the fuck he was doing.

      “Let it happen, little girl.” His breath was an embrace, and under different circumstances this whole thing might have ended right then. The waves were building, one atop the other, but for as good as he was, he’d misjudged her. He’d waited too long, given her too much time to build up resistance, no matter how fucking good everything he was doing felt. Jess had begrudging respect for him, and if she’d doubted his abilities as a Dom earlier, those thoughts fled now on every stroke of his thumb, every pulse of the phallus inside her, and the proximity of his body to hers, all of it focused on one single thing: making her come.

      Jess disappeared inside herself and gave up all pretense of hiding the pleasure he was producing. She lacked the bandwidth for it, because now she had a singular purpose: to prevent the very thing he wanted to give her. She let him hear her moans, feel the grip of her fingertips digging into his bicep, back arched as cries rose and subsided on every wave that tore up her spine but which she denied letting overwhelm her.

      He tried. He tried with words and changes to the movement of his thumb and brushes of his lips to her neck and ear to reinforce the intimacy he’d begun earlier. It was too late, though. Jess had beat him to the door and slammed it shut in his face. He just didn’t know it yet.

      Until he did. It was a subtle shift, but Jess slowly became aware as he pulled back, his words diminishing until they fell off completely. Eventually she opened her eyes to a face staring back with narrowed eyes but a smile warmer than ever before. How long had she been straddling this device? It was hard to say as she’d lost all reference to time while cocooned in the pleasure Davis had created. The clock had been forgotten as she focused on denying him the one thing which would have switched their places.

      “Hmm.” He leaned back, bringing his thumb away from her clit. Her eyes snapped open, and she watched as he twisted the dial, slowing the Sybian.

      Sound rushed back into her ears as the roar of blood that had been a constant companion until a second ago faded. There was a murmur from the crowd around them, and the Sybian ceased vibrating entirely as the pistons began to lower.

      “Hold onto me.”

      The order was unnecessary. Even as her toes began to touch the surface of the platform, she knew it would be a few moments before she could stand on her own. Once he’d lowered the device far enough, he tossed the controller onto the cushion, then gently gathered her in his arms.

      “Good girl.” Davis bent and kissed her brow softly before touching his forehead to hers.

      Every bone in her body had felt rubbery as he’d lifted her off the machine. Now she simply melted.

      He stood there for a moment, holding her motionless. She wasn’t sure what he was waiting for, but for now she just burrowed into his upper body, her eyes closed as she let the clenching of her pussy around a cock no longer there fade. A moment later she heard footsteps coming up onto the platform.

      “Hey, everything okay?” It was Dave, the DM from earlier.

      Davis’s voice was a low, comforting rumble as she pressed her ear tight to his chest. “I can’t grab our things right now. My arms are a little—”

      “Hey, don’t sweat it, I got this. You headed to the cooldown area?”

      “Yes.”

      “Don’t worry about your stuff: I’ll bring it over.”

      “Thank you,” Davis said quietly.

      Jess opened her eyes and turned her head enough to see the man staring at the two of them, a look of admiration on his face.

      “I caught the last bit of your scene. That was pretty fucking incredible.”

      “Yes. She is.”

      Her gaze snapped up to Davis’s face, and she found him staring down at her. A look filled with… pride?

      She swallowed and started to speak, but he stopped her, bending to whisper in her ear.

      “Shh. Be still. I’m taking you to the cooldown area for aftercare.”

      Closing her eyes, she nestled back into him. A warm, fuzzy… protected… feeling washed over her as he began to move, the reverberation of his voice lulling her.

      “It’s time you and I had that chat.”
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      Fucking. Amazing.

      The crowd which had gathered to watch her ride the Sybian definitely agreed. As he stepped off the platform, the murmured words of congratulations confirmed it. Jess snuggled against him, and for the first time this evening it didn’t feel like she was trying to put distance between them. He glanced down and saw her eyes were closed, and so he walked in silence, letting her rest.

      She was fucking amazing.

      He didn’t stop until he found an open seat in the cooldown area. When he lowered them into it, she pulled her legs in, curling tighter into his lap. She didn’t fight him as he held her in place against his chest, but only pressed closer, her eyes still shut.

      Davis waited as she lay there in silence. She’d earned this, and though he burned to speak, he didn’t press for more.

      Patience. Patience.

      Dave came by a few minutes later, dropping their things off on the end table. He gave Davis another approving smile then headed back to his duties. Davis lost himself in imagined conversations with her, stroking her hair as she rested in his arms. When she finally did shift, he looked down to find her staring up into his face.

      “I won.”

      He choked back laughter. “Yes, yes you did.”

      For a moment she gazed at him with a triumphant smile, then her brow furrowed. “So, Mister Davis… just what the hell is your deal?”

      Davis quirked an eyebrow. “What the hell is my deal?”

      “Yes.” Miss Jess shifted in his lap, her face going serious. “First with the bad-cop silent treatment, then with the tenderness out there, and finally with the whole look of pride you gave me after the DM’s comment.”

      “Noticed that, did you?”

      “Hard not to.”

      Davis paused, choosing his words carefully. Don’t fuck this up. “Okay, working backwards… the look of pride was because I am proud of you. That was an incredible scene, and you are clearly an incredibly strong submissive. As a Dom, why wouldn’t I feel proud having the honor of playing with someone as extraordinary as you and being beaten at my own game?”

      “Oh, jeez… laying it on a little thick there, aren’t you?” she said with a grin, eyes rolling.

      Davis moved quickly, gripping her chin. “I’m serious, Miss Jess.”

      Her pupils widened, and her breath hitched. “Okay. Sorry, sir.”

      “As I was saying,” he chided as he gave her a look. “You beat me, and unlike other Doms you may have played with, that’s not something I find threatening in any way, shape, or form. As for the tenderness, well… I fucking know I had you close to orgasming, but you matched me tit for tat. I didn’t even think I was going to need the second attachment, but then you went and proved me wrong, and that was incredible to watch. So, yeah, I treated you tenderly because that’s how someone I respect should be treated. I won’t apologize for it.”

      Jess lowered her eyes, pleasure suffusing her face.

      “Tell me something,” Davis asked. “I waited too long, didn’t I?”

      She smiled at the question, her gaze coming up. “Yeah. You should’ve either switched earlier or kept on going.”

      “Would the end result have been any different if I had?”

      “Setting my own ego aside for a moment,” she said with a wicked grin, “let’s just say I might have had one, maybe two more edges I could’ve held out against before the game would have changed entirely.”

      Davis chuckled. “Good to know for future reference.”

      For a moment they stared at each other in companionable silence.

      “And?” Jess broke the quiet, her eyes twinkling.

      “And?” Davis frowned. “Oh. Yeah. The ‘bad-cop’ treatment.”

      “Exactly.”

      “Okay, so here’s the thing: because of what I do for a living, I don’t get to play often, Miss Jess. And you’re a fucking beautiful submissive whether you want to admit it or not. And I don’t just mean your body, though that’s pretty fucking hot, don’t get me wrong. It’s just… I mean, intellectually too. You challenged me. You threw me off-stride. I honestly hadn’t expected to be paired with you. I needed to get in my headspace, and you kept throwing me these curveballs and I wasn’t doing a very good job of getting on top of them.” He gave a slight shrug of his shoulders. “I’m sorry if that got us off on the wrong foot and made things uncomfortable.”

      “Again, with the flattery.”

      “Appropriate where deserved.”

      Jess cocked her head in acknowledgement, even if it was clear she didn’t entirely agree. “Well, it certainly threw me off my stride. As I said, I couldn’t figure out what your deal was, and while the arrogant asshole attitude is not without its charm, if your ultimate goal was to win, starting off by getting my hackles up wasn’t the best game plan.”

      Davis laughed. “Again, good to know for future reference.”

      She stayed quiet as Davis caressed her face, thumb grazing her chin. Her eyes closed for a moment before opening to languid slits.

      “Jessica Bain.” Her voice was soft.

      “Benjamin Davis.”

      “That’s a strong name.”

      “As is yours.”

      “Tell me, Benjamin Davis”—she blinked slowly—“what would you like to do now?”

      Fuck.

      Davis glanced quickly toward the wall clock before turning back to her. “Well, we still have a little under two hours left to play. I’m sure they’ll allow us a certain amount of time for aftercare, but—”

      “If we just sit here relaxing, they’ll eventually disqualify us,” Jessica finished for him.

      “Yes.”

      “I suppose then,” she said, shifting in his lap, “we should get up and go roll for another activity.”

      “Wait.”

      Davis could feel her tense at his tone. “I said I needed to chat with you.”

      “Isn’t that what we’ve been doing?” Her eyes went from relaxed to wary.

      “Well, yes, we have. But…” Davis took a breath. Don’t. Fuck. This. Up.

      “But, what?”

      “I haven’t been entirely forthcoming.”

      The body cradled in his arms tensed even further.

      “What.” Her tone was flat, emotionless.

      “Earlier this evening, I was at the bar. Next to you.”

      Jess’s eyes narrowed. “That’s right. You were. I remembered when you got called up to the stage.”

      “Yes. And while I was there, I may have overheard some things.”

      Jess suddenly scooted in his grasp, positioning herself so she was braced on an elbow against the seat’s arm. “You eavesdropped on our conversation.”

      Don’t. Fuck. This. Up.

      “I did.”

      Her face went hard, every bit of the languor from a moment ago gone. He could tell thoughts were racing through her head, little tics of her face as she remembered.

      “It wasn’t my intention, but your friend was pestering you, and you said something that intrigued me very, very much. That’s what I want to talk to you about.”

      “No.” Her voice was toneless.

      Davis held his reaction in check. Tread carefully. “Why? Is it because you think I’m judging you? Or that I’m trying to leverage it into something else?”

      “I don’t give a shit what you think, Mr. Davis. That was a private conversation.”

      “Yes, it was. But tell me truthfully you’ve never done something similar yourself.”

      Her jaw clenched. “And you think that excuses it? Makes it right?”

      “No. But have you ever had an opportunity presented to you you’d assumed never would be? Something you considered so ‘out of the norm’ you’d consigned it to the ain’t-ever-gonna-happen file?”

      Jess snorted. “Let me guess, you’re going to tell me this is some sort of bullshit kismet moment and ‘hey, guess what! You, me, same!’” She made the hand motions so associated with the recent meme connected to the phrase.

      “Yes.”

      Jess pushed fully out of his lap now, legs curled between the two of them as she sat with her back scrunched into the corner of the settee.

      “Bullshit.”

      Davis held up his hand. “You’re entitled to that opinion, and I won’t fault you for it. However, I’ve done nothing to warrant you calling me a liar. Arrogant, an egotistical asshole… I’ll cop to that, but I’ll only say this once, Ms. Bain: I do not lie. I promise I’ll always be completely honest with you.”

      “And I’m just supposed to believe that?”

      He stared at her. “Yes.”

      She didn’t try to hide her incredulousness. “Damn. I’ll give you this: you are a cocky sonuvabitch.” She shook her head slowly. “Here’s the thing, though—you did lie. You hid what you’d heard Taylor and I talking about for… what? Leverage to get inside my pants?”

      “You’re wearing a dress.”

      “Cute, asshole. Doesn’t change a thing.”

      “Except that I didn’t.”

      “Really?”

      “I didn’t hide it from you. If I had, we wouldn’t even be having this conversation right now. I simply waited until I felt the moment was right to bring it up in a way I hoped wouldn’t drive you off.” Davis stared at her intently. “And now you be honest with me, Ms. Bain. If I hadn’t said a word, had just kept my mouth shut about what I’d overheard, when we were done playing, if I had asked to fuck you…” He pinned her with his gaze. “Would you have said no?”

      “That’s a bullshit ques—”

      “Yes or no, Ms. Bain.”

      Jess clamped her mouth shut. She stared, her lips pressed thin, jaw clenched. “You want honesty? Yeah. Yeah, I probably would have fucked you. You’re a handsome man, and until a moment ago you seemed like a halfway decent Dom. It would have been fun.” Her tone had held a trace of disappointment, but that disappeared now. “But you sure as fuck blew that chance.”

      “Is that because I want the same thing you do?” Davis kept his gaze fixed on her.

      She narrowed her eyes. “And what the fuck do you think that is?”

      “Please… Jessica. I told you I don’t lie. I heard your conversation. I know what you told your friend your ‘mystery’ kink was.” Davis kept his voice calm, the tone appeasing. “What you told her you want is the same kink, the same fetish I have. And your friend is right: we’re not special. And while it’s common enough, as long as we’ve never acted on it, it’s always remained just that: a fantasy. Except...”

      “What?” Her voice was low, but Davis heard the tremor in it.

      “We don’t just want the fantasy anymore, do we? We aren’t just satisfied with that. We want more.”

      “I never said—”

      “No, you didn’t, but tell me I’m wrong, Jess. Tell me everything I heard you say, every thought I’ve had since the moment I started listening to you at that bar, every burning desire I’ve kept in check until right now”—he stabbed a finger against the cushion—“is something you don’t share. I swear to you, tell me you don’t once, just once, want to give in and fuck someone where there’s a very real chance the end result will be a baby inside you, and I swear I’ll stand up and leave right now, and I’ll pay for a year of Black Light membership for you out of my own pocket.”

      “You can’t do that.”

      Davis shot forward like a spring snapping. He came up over her, one hand braced against the back of the seat while the other circled her throat beneath her chin.

      “Answer me, Ms. Bain, and you’ll find out just what I can or cannot do.”

      Her pupils blew, two black orbs with little but a sliver of brown surrounding them. Where Davis touched her, her muscles quivered in response. He was certain what her answer was going to be, but he needed her to give it. Needed to hear the words from her beautiful perfect mouth that parted yet remained silent for the moment as she stared up into his eyes.

      “And what if I do?” The words were a whisper.

      Davis gazed down at her, and it was all he could do not to kiss her.

      “Then you and I need to figure out our next move.”
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      “You’re serious.”

      “I am.”

      Jess had her arms curled around her knees as she stared back at Davis. The earnest intensity imbuing his face made him both handsome and irritating in equal measure.

      Because this was just… crazy. Fucking crazy.

      “Davis, you and I know nothing about each—”

      “Yes, we do. We know the one thing each of us never believed would happen is staring us in the face right now. We know we share a common kink we have an opportunity to take beyond just fantasy and actually explore. And we both know this is something we want. You admitted it to me, and I’ve admitted it to you. The only thing we don’t know right now is whether we’re going to seize this chance, or let it slip through our fingers.”

      God, the man’s voice. Trying so hard to be persuasive… and succeeding. Because this conversation was wearing down what thin walls she’d built up after she’d admitted her desires, and he’d shown her how sincere he was in following this through.

      Dammit.

      “You make it sound so simple.”

      “It is, Jess. You and I’ve both had sex with other people before. We don’t need to know each other’s life stories to recognize that. We both know how to fuck, and we know we’ll be good fucking each other. The only difference this time is—”

      “You could be putting a baby inside me.”

      “Yes.” He gazed at her in silence.

      Jess started laughing. How could she not? This was nuts. This man was talking about fucking bareback with no condom or other protection like they were going to bake a cake together, and she was…

      She was giving it consideration. She was giving what he was proposing serious consideration. Jesus Christ, Jess!

      “You find this funny?”

      She threw up a hand. “You don’t? You’re trying to convince me—very persuasively, I might add—to have unprotected sex with you so that we can satisfy a kink we both share. Does nothing about this situation seem the least bit humorous to you? Because it damn sure does to me!”

      “I want you.”

      She choked on another laugh. “Oh my God. Please tell me you didn’t just say that.”

      He stared at her with a growing smile. “Except I did. You heard it. And it’s true, Jess. We’ve both waited for something like this for forever. And while I know this may not be where either of us expected it to happen”—Davis motioned to the club surrounding them—“the question still remains: are you willing to pass this up? Are you willing to wait another five, ten, fifteen years or more until you finally find the right person again? If you ever do?”

      “Oh, so you’re the right person to satisfy my secret little kink?”

      “Yes. I am.”

      She laughed again. “Christ, you are so goddamn arrogant.”

      “I never once said I wasn’t.”

      Jess looked down, shaking her head. She studied her linked fingers for a moment before looking back up at him. “How do you know I’m not lying?”

      He blinked. “About…?”

      “Not being on birth control.”

      He reached and placed a hand on her knee. “Because you’re not a liar, Jess. I know that as sure as I’m sitting here right now.” He gave her a meaningful look. “And I doubt you’ve ever lied in the past when you’ve told a partner you weren’t on birth control.”

      She snorted. “Oh, you should see how fast the condoms come out once a guy hears ‘sorry, I’m not on the pill right now.’”

      “‘You got Plan B though, right?’” Davis mimicked a different man’s voice.

      Jess chuckled. “Bingo.”

      Davis massaged her knee in silence. Finally, he leaned in close. “Jess, we need to make a decision. You need to make a decision, because you already know mine. If we don’t do something soon, they’re going to disqualify us. And while the event doesn’t mean shit to me personally right now, if it does to you, we can’t just keep sitting here.”

      She sighed. “So, we go roll another activity. Play some more, and then afterwards we can talk about this further, maybe set up a time when we can get together outside of the club and find out if we truly, seriously want to pursue—”

      “No.” Davis squeezed her knee tightly, cutting her off. “No, Jess, that isn’t going to work.”

      She tensed. “Why?”

      “For a lot of reasons, the least of which is early tomorrow morning I’m leaving here, and I won’t be back.”

      “Hmph. How convenient.” Wariness flooded through her, stiffening her spine. “Let me guess: you’re a CIA agent, and they’re sending you out of the country on a super-secret spy mission from which you may not return, and you can’t say anything more because—"

      “Stop it.” His voice was harsher than any tone he’d used all evening, and it brought her up short. Previously, she’d thought him stoic, if not downright uninterested in her. Now…

      Now he was angry.

      “I told you I wasn’t going to say this again. I’m not lying to you—”

      “Then who are you, Benjamin Davis?” Jess cut him off as abruptly as he had her.

      He glared, slowly releasing the death grip on her knee. “Captain Benjamin Davis, Detachment C, 203rd Military Intelligence Group, United States Army.”

      “Well, fuck.” She let out an elongated sigh. “That’s a lot better story than mine.”

      “Truth usually is.” He pursed his lips, his face earnest. “I’m here on a forty-eight-hour leave. Tonight, or early tomorrow morning at the latest, I’m headed back to Fort Irwin to return to duty. And the way things are looking right now, I won’t have another leave before I’m reassigned to…” He paused, looking down. “To someplace far away from here.”

      Jess had a fairly clear idea what that meant. “Oh.”

      “Yeah. ‘Oh.’ So, here’s the long and short of it: for me, it’s now or never. That’s why I keep harping on this being an opportunity. Because… that’s what it is. If you don’t want to take advantage of it, for whatever reason, I’ll respect your decision. But I don’t have a week or a day or even eight hours to ‘think this over.’ We either do this together now or we forget the whole damn thing.”

      She wanted to feel anger at the pressure he was putting on her, but two things prevented her from doing so: one, Captain Benjamin Davis was not lying to her. She couldn’t say exactly why—and maybe she was being a goddamn fool for thinking so—but she believed him. She believed everything he’d said to her this entire evening. The second was, none of this was his fault. He’d no more planned for this to happen right now than she had, and the only difference between the two of them was she had the luxury of trying to delay this until another time.

      Except you don’t, Jess. That’s a delusion. Do you seriously think you’re going to find a guy willing to breed you on your terms any time soon, if ever?

      It didn’t matter. She may want to pretend she had the option of waiting right now, but Davis didn’t. For him, it was, as he’d said, now or never.

      “So, what are we supposed to do? Just rip off our clothes and start fucking?”

      Davis laughed. “Well, that’s a thought. Here’s the thing, though: we’re still supposed to be playing in Roulette, and my suspicion is if they don’t see us doing something connected to the event soon—which I doubt just fucking each other will meet the requirement—we’re definitely going to be disqualified from winning the two free months and maybe even the one for all I know.” Davis glanced around. “Me personally? I don’t give a shit. But since we’re already here, and this is a pretty nice place, very romantic in a kinky kind of way…”

      Jess laughed. “You really know how to wow a girl on a first date.”

      “I know, right?” Davis grinned. “Anyway, here’s what I propose: we get up and go spin another activity. Then, once we’ve got that, we do what we want to do.”

      She quirked an eyebrow as he looked at her expectantly. “So, riddle me this, Riddler: what do we do if we roll something like… I dunno… ABDL play? Or… suspension, or… watersports.”

      Davis smiled. “Don’t worry about it. No matter what we get…” He leaned forward, the gleam in his eye sending a shiver arcing through her.

      “I’ll handle it.”
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      Don’t look back.

      Davis kept scolding himself not to stop and look over his shoulder to make sure she was following him. Because to turn and ensure she was still there would show a lack of trust in the last thing she’d said before they’d gotten up.

      ‘Okay, let’s do this.’

      Trust was a huge component in any dynamic. Jessica Bain was putting a metric fuckton of trust in him, and the two of them didn’t even have a goddamn dynamic. They were just two kinksters thrown together in a BDSM-themed event which was supposed to be nothing more than letting some like-minded people get together and play around casually exploring new kinks they may never have had a chance to before.

      Except in their case there’d been a wrinkle, and they’d discovered they shared a kink that wasn’t even on the wheel. A kink that would be a hard limit for many people, one for which they’d both assumed they’d never find a consenting partner. And yet here they were, walking toward the stage to spin once more, both knowing no matter where the ball landed, what they ultimately would end up doing was something completely different.

      Davis had promised her that, and he fully intended to live up to it. She was trusting him, and so he reciprocated with the same level of trust. But… damn did he want to look back, if only to see if her face reflected excitement equal to his own.

      We’re fucking going to do this.

      The theater was nearly empty when they stepped in. Madison stood onstage talking to a guy, their conversation looking tense. She made several sharp hacking motions with her hand to emphasize what she was saying, and he responded with a snapping shake of his head. When they both saw Jess and him approaching, the discussion ended, and the man left the stage tight-lipped.

      “So, back already?” Madison put on a bright, chipper voice despite the lines of tension around her eyes.

      “Yep. We need another activity.” Davis stepped up onto the stage, Jess behind him.

      Madison pointed a finger. “Mr. Davis and Miss Jess, right? You rolled Sybian orgasm torture.”

      “That’s correct.”

      “Ooh! I heard you guys were hot out there!”

      Davis stared down at the woman by his side. “Miss Jess was, in fact, incredibly fucking hot.”

      “I’ll bet she was. A little birdy told me, though,” Madison tapped a finger against his chest, “that you lost. You didn’t make her come.” Madison gave him a pouty frown. “Bad boy.”

      “Miss Jess proved too strong for me.” Davis grinned as Jess rolled her eyes.

      “Aww! Well, they do say the strongest subs are the most fun. Anyways, you’ll have a second chance now.” Madison held a marble out in her hand, a wicked grin splitting her face. “Let’s see if she can’t roll something a little easier for you.”

      Silently taking the sphere from Madison’s hand, Jess moved to the wheel as the MC spun it.

      Click clack click clack tit tit tit tit titter… the ball skipped and bounced along the rim and dividers of the wheel until it slowed and fell into one of the slots.

      “Electrical!” Madison clapped her hands together, fairly bouncing. “Okay, so, if you need a violet wand or TENS unit, you should ask for Kaiden, one of our DMs. He has extensive knowledge with electrical play, and he can totally hook you up with anything you need or answer any questions you may have."

      Davis chuckled. “I’m good. I’ve already got exactly what I need right here.” He hefted his gear bag as Madison and Jess shot each other looks.

      “Ooh! A Dom who came prepared,” Madison raised an eyebrow appreciatively.

      Davis grinned. Gripping Jess by the arm, he led her off the stage and out of the theater.

      Jess held her tongue until they were crossing the main room before saying in a low tone, “If they see us just fucking and not engaged in some sort of electrical play, we’re gonna be disqualified.”

      “You don’t trust me?”

      She sighed. “I think you might be a little excited about something other than electrical play, and maybe you’re thinking with this”—she grabbed his cock through his pants—“rather than with your other head.”

      Davis jerked to a halt. For a split-second longer than necessary Jess held onto him before she let go, gazing up with an innocent look.

      “Did you just grab my dick?”

      “Just making a point,” she countered, cocking an eyebrow. “You did tell me you have it handled. I’m just reminding you to make sure.”

      Davis shook his head. Fuck. Even if he hadn’t discovered their shared kink, there was something about Jess that was more than fucking intriguing. She was without a doubt the sassiest, most brazen submissive he’d ever played with.

      Time to re-think what your type is, friend.

      “Come on.” Davis reached, gripping her hand as they began walking again. “Let’s find a good spot, and I’ll show you which of my heads I was thinking with.”

      Jess’s laughter followed in his wake as he pulled her further into the room. He saw the DM from earlier wiping down the Sybian they’d played on, and he tugged Jess forward, heading straight for it.

      “Hey, Dave…” He hoped he’d remembered the man’s name correctly. “I want to use the platform again. Except I don’t want the Sybian. I want a bench, or a chaise, if you have one.”

      “Hmm.” Pursing his lips, Dave glanced at the other platforms. “I mean, I can get you whatever you want, but you’re gonna have to give me a little time. I gotta round up one of these slackers to help me switch shit out.” He made a vague motion toward the club.

      “Understood.”

      “So…” The DM stared at them with curiosity. “if you don’t mind my asking, what’d you roll this time?”

      “Electrical play.”

      “No shit?” Dave’s smile grew wide. “You need me to get Kaiden?”

      “Nope. Just the chaise.” Davis smiled politely at the man.

      “Consider it done, boss.” Before Davis could say anything else, the young man hustled off, speaking into his mic.

      Davis drew Jess away from the dais to one of the cooldown areas. “So,” he said, turning her to him, “still concerned?”

      “No, sir.” Her tone was demure, as submissive as any he’d heard from her this evening.

      “Good girl.” Davis bent, setting his bag down and unzipping it. When he came back up, he held something out in his hand for her to see.

      “You have your own TENS unit,” she said appreciatively.

      “I told you I had it handled, and I do.” He cracked open the case, checking to make sure all the electrodes and leads were still packed away neatly from the last time he’d used it.

      “I suppose you have a wand in there too?”

      “No.” Davis shook his head. “Too bulky. And even if I did, I wouldn’t bring it out. Not for what we have planned.”

      Jess’s eyes flared as she nodded.

      “So,” he said, appraising her. “Starting to feel red?”

      Her face scrunched in perplexion until recognition dawned. Slowly she shook her head. “No. Are you?”

      “Absolutely not. I’m going to keep asking, however, because if you have even the tiniest reservation about what we’re going to do…”

      “I’m an adult, Benjamin. I know what I’m doing, and I can take care of myself.”

      “I’ve zero doubt, but you know as well as I do I have to ask.”

      “Fair enough,” she said, nodding in acknowledgement.

      After a moment that seemed to stretch, Davis took a single step toward her.

      “Take off your dress, Jessica.”

      The heat in her eyes from earlier erupted into a blaze. As her hands fell to her sides, she teased her lower lip with her teeth until the look she’d cast turned smoldering. Scooching the fabric of the dress up until her fingertips touched the hem, with one slow, seamless movement she pulled the garment slowly over her head. Her hair gathered as she lifted her arms above her, releasing in a flowing brown cascade as it came free of the cloth. Shaking her head, the tresses passed across her face in a sinuous wave before settling back into place. She reached out, holding the loose black fabric in front of her, and Davis took it. Once more she dropped her arms to her sides, standing in silence as her eyes locked to his.

      “Good girl.” He motioned with his hand. “And now the bra, if you please.”

      Jess reached behind her and unclasped the lacy undergarment. Moving with slow deliberate care she let the straps slip off her shoulders and trace a path down her arms, exposing her breasts to the warm air of the club.

      Davis worked to keep his breathing even. Damn, she was beautiful.

      Silently she held the bra out dangling from her fingers.

      “You are fucking gorgeous.”

      Heat and desire and pleasure and want swirled in a heady mixture as her eyes met his. She’d tested him nearly every step this entire evening, questioned his motives, doubted his trust. And yet now as she stood there looking at him, it was her eyes that drew him in more than her nakedness. It was the promise of what eddied in the dark umber of her irises that held him in a grasp he’d no desire to escape from. He was the Dom here, the one supposedly in control, but as was true in every good D/s dynamic ultimately all it took was one word, and the power would be hers, not his.

      Instead, she lowered her eyes gently, a perceptive smile pulling the corners of her mouth upwards.

      He took the garment from her fingers and shoved it along with everything else of hers into the bag. He dropped the TENS unit inside, then zipped it closed. When he stood, he found her gazing at the floor in front of her, hands clasped together just above her sex.

      “Look at me.” He’d tried to keep his voice smooth and even, but right now he let hunger turn the tone rough.

      Her gaze rose to meet his.

      “I have never wanted to fuck someone as much as I do you right now.”

      Her eyes dipped. “Thank you, sir,” she said quietly.

      Davis started to continue, but a voice stopped him.

      “Hey, not to interrupt or anything, but….” It was Dave, the DM.

      “Yes?”

      The man motioned. “If you wanna come with me, I think we’ve got exactly what you’re looking for.”

      Davis nodded. Taking Jess’s hand, he followed as the DM marched toward the platform.

      “Green?” he asked in a low voice, his hand squeezing as he guided her.

      “Yes, sir,” she answered softly.

      The tone sent a surge of blood rushing to his cock. For the first time this evening she seemed to have slipped into a submissive headspace that was more akin to what he’d experienced before. And yet there was a part of him that missed her other voice, the sarcastic snarky one that called him ‘cute’ and ‘asshole’ and ‘dick.’ Everything he’d once thought made up his type had been blown apart this evening by the beautiful, intelligent woman walking by his side.

      What is it you keep harping on your trainees about? Adapting to the situation? Maybe you need to start following your own advice…

      “Well?” Dave stood on top of the platform, motioning to what they’d set up.

      It was perfect—a simple chaise covered in black leather, no sides, one end gently sloping upward.

      Davis looked around, nodding. “Outstanding, Dave. Thank you.”

      “Hey, that’s what we’re here for. Have fun!” He gave Davis a broad smile, then winked at Jess as he stepped down from the stage and disappeared back into the room.

      Jess stared the seat, then slowly turned her gaze to meet his. Her eyes were two bright stars filled with passion and heat reflecting his own excitement. The question Davis was about to ask—‘are you sure about this’—died on his lips. Instead, he gave her hand a gentle tug and walked them up.

      So many activities were going on around them that for the moment they had no crowd. It was just the two of them, and Davis would have been happy if it remained that way. He knew, however, it wouldn’t last: the second they began doing what they intended, people were going to be drawn like moths to a light. For now, though, he reveled in their bubble of privacy.

      “Sit.” He tugged Jess toward the bench, and she moved smoothly, perching herself on the edge. He set the bag down and pulled the box with the TENS unit back out.

      “Okay.” He took a seat next to her, speaking quietly. “This is the plan. I’m going to play with you for a bit with the TENS unit, at least enough to satisfy the letter of the law, if not the intent.”

      “Oh my, how terrible,” Jess said, chuckling.

      Davis grinned. “I know, right? I realize it’s a huge sacrifice on your part, but hopefully the payoff will be worth it.”

      Jess tilted her head down to mask her smile.

      “When I think we’ve given them a good enough show”—he gave the device a little shake—“I’ll get rid of this. I figure by that point I’ll have that tight little pussy of yours properly stimulated.”

      Jess pressed her lips tight together, her eyes flashing. “And what about you, sir? Will you be properly ‘stimulated?’”

      Davis reached and gripped her chin, turning her face to his. “When you grabbed my dick earlier, did it seem like ‘stimulation’ was going to be an issue for me?”

      Her eyes flashed, a wicked smile pulling up the corners of her mouth. “No, sir,” she said softly, “no, it did not.”

      “Trust me, Jess. Fucking you right now is not going to be an issue. Nor is filling you with my come.”

      “Oh, fuck,” she whispered, sucking in her breath as his thumb dug into her.

      “Yep. That’s exactly what we’re gonna do.” He let go of her then turned to the box sitting on the chaise beside him. “Now, lie back, and spread your legs.”

      Davis opened the case, pulled out two sets of electrodes with attached leads, then the TENS unit itself. He powered it up to make sure the battery was at full charge. Everything looked good, and he plugged the leads into the output ports before turning to face where Jess had stretched herself out.

      Fuck. The sight of her brought him up short, and he indulged himself by letting his gaze run the length of her body. Part of her hair spilled over her shoulder and across her breastbone while the remainder haloed itself around her head. The fullness of her breasts rose and fell gently, and the smooth skin of her stomach sent a dozen images careening wildly through his head. His eyes drifted to her swollen sex, a shimmer of wetness from her time on the Sybian still glazing the plump flesh where her labia curved inward. Her legs were bent slightly outward—open to him as he’d commanded—and her toes curled open and closed as she waited.

      “Is everything okay, sir?” she murmured.

      “Yes.” The word was fierce, almost swallowed by a growl he couldn’t hold back. Fuck the TENS unit, fuck the contest, fuck everything: all Davis wanted to do right now was rip open his jeans and free a cock that roared to bury itself inside her and fill her with…

      His seed. He wanted to fill Jessica Bain with his child.

      Patience, Davis. How is this concept so goddamn hard for you when it’s what you’ve demanded from so many subordinates?

      Easy. Because this—she—was different.

      Sucking in a deep breath to force the thought of Jessica Bain’s legs wrapped around him as he plunged inside her away, he shoved his focus back to the thing that needed to be taken care of first. Electrical play.

      “You’ve played with a TENS unit before, right?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Okay, so is there anything, any place”—Davis emphasized the word—“that’s a hard limit for you?”

      Jess shook her head, her eyes widening. “No.”

      Davis smiled reassuringly. “All right, then let’s get you set up.” Slipping up the edge of the chaise, he carefully laid the TENS pads out on her chest. Once done, he cupped her breast, gently caressing her. Jess closed her eyes, her breath hitching as Davis fondled her.

      “You know you’re incredibly fucking beautiful, don’t you?”

      A languid smile creased her face. “You’re just trying to butter me up.”

      Davis moved quickly, thumb and index finger clamping down around her nipple.

      She hissed, back coming up off the bench.

      “If I say you are beautiful”—Davis pressed his fingers together tighter, twisting the nipple trapped between them—“it’s because you’re fucking beautiful. I don’t need to ‘butter you up.” Davis held her bud pinched in place as he waited for her response.

      “Thank you, sir.” Her voice was a mixture of pain and desire, a tone which set every muscle—and his cock—tensing with a primal need to drive into her. “I’m sorry for my attitude, sir.”

      “Better,” he murmured approvingly as he let go and returned to gently massaging her. “Have you had electrical play around your nipples before?”

      Jess gave him a brief nod.

      “Okay. Any history of heart condition or such I should know about?”

      She shook her head.

      “Perfect.” After another moment of caressing her, he picked up one set of the electrodes, placing the pads on either side her now-engorged nipple.

      “So,” Davis said as he made sure the pads were securely attached, “tell me something, Miss Jess. Is this ‘attitude’ of yours normal, or something just for me?”

      Her eyes opened, narrowing as she gazed into his face. “I…”

      Davis smiled as he moved to her other breast, giving her time to work out an answer.

      “I’m not a brat, I swear, sir.”

      Davis quirked a single eyebrow in silence.

      “It’s true!” she protested, her tone suggesting he’d hit a nerve. “I… I think it was just the way you acted when we first met. Honestly, it was the first time I’ve had a Dom treat me that way. I couldn’t get into my normal headspace. It felt like I was going to be interrogated rather than played with. And that took me a bit to work through.”

      “Well,” Davis said as he continued placing the second set of pads to straddle her right nipple, “I apologize for that. The fact that out of every submissive here tonight I got paired with you, especially after what I’d overheard at the bar…” He shook his head. “Let’s just say, I wasn’t exactly at the top of my game either.”

      For a moment she said nothing. Then, as he pressed the last electrode firmly into place, her voice drifted up. “I think we’re making up for it.”

      A warm smile tugged up the corners of Davis’s mouth. He brushed fingertips lightly over her breast, grazing her bud in a final swirling pass.

      “I couldn’t agree more,” he murmured, watching her eyes flicker to flame as heated as his own.

      “So, let’s have some fucking fun, shall we?”
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      “Nnngh!”

      Her back arched. The leather of the chaise was hard to grip, but Jess managed to hold onto it as Davis pressed the button once again and electricity pulsed through her.

      The arc passed across the skin of her breast and pushed through the flesh in a sensation that was a mixture of equal parts pain suffused with a throb of pleasure that increased the longer Davis held the button down.

      Jess kept her eyes closed so she couldn’t see him watching her. She could feel it, though. The intensity of his gaze was an electricity of its own, one which had them both breathing hard.

      The current stopped, and Jess fell back against the cushion.

      “Fuck,” she gasped, every nerve in her chest tingling as a thousand tiny needles were pricking her, sharp and yet almost soothing at the same time. Muscles that had contracted now began to release as a shudder of carnal decadence racked her.

      “Fuck, indeed.” Davis’s voice was a low rumble, and he grazed fingertips over her stiff nipples as he’d done several times since they’d begun.

      His presence grew stronger as he leaned closer, her eyes opening just as his lips brushed her ear.

      “Green?” His whisper was one of heat and want and desire, all of which matched the stiffness she could feel pressing into her side.

      “Mmhmm,” she murmured, and his warm breath bore a soft chuckle against her lobe.

      “Okay,” he said softly, leaning back. “That was number seven, so three more, and then we’ll switch things up.”

      Three more times he pushed the button, each sending jolts racing between the pads on either side of her nipples. He’d slowly ramped up the milliamps until now each pulse caused her back to arch to the sensation, muscles seizing until he released the control and a flood of endorphins followed in its wake. By the tenth repetition a warm fuzziness washed through her as she lay against the leather covering.

      “Nice?”

      “Mmm.” She nodded, her eyes hooded. “Yes, sir. It’s always been an intense experience.”

      “Better than the Sybian?”

      Jess laughed softly. “No, sir. Not even close. While this is pleasant”—she motioned to where Davis was gently removing one of the TENS pads—“you had me on the edge of orgasming several times on the Sybian.”

      “Hmm.” Davis pulled the last electrode up, then cupped her breast, palm teasing her nipple as it grazed over the sensitive skin. “Let’s see what we can do about that.”

      Jess watched in silence as Davis slid himself down the edge of the bench until he was positioned where her pussy lay exposed. He nudged her leg with his arm, and she spread them open to give him further access to her sex. Davis brushed his fingertips over her mons, his thumb swirling against her hooded clit.

      “Nnnn.” Jess clenched down against the fresh shiver that zig-zagged up her spine.

      “Well.” Davis responded with a chuckle. “You might’ve liked the Sybian more than the TENS, but it was still enough to get you wet, wasn’t it?”

      “Umm, some of that’s residual, sir. Well, that, and…”

      His thumb stopped. “Care to finish that thought, little girl?”

      “You know what it means,” Jess whispered as she closed her eyes again.

      Davis rumbled softly, and his thumb made one final brush before he returned to the TENS unit. Jess’s clit throbbed from his attention, her focus drawn to it as he finished securing the two electrodes on either side of her mons. She’d done this before, and she had a good idea what to expect. The reality, though, was this wasn’t what she wanted. No, Davis had done his job, and done it well. The thought of what all this was a subterfuge for now occupied every thought and image playing out in her head.

      “I do know what you want, Jess. What I want is to hear you fucking say it.” His voice was a growl of lust, want, desire. It was also a command, and this time she’d no desire to backtalk him.

      “Breed me,” she said huskily. “Just… fucking finish with this and put your child in me.”

      “Fuck.”

      His voice startled her. She almost didn’t catch the word, but the fierce intensity of the undertone made it impossible. She’d little doubt his thoughts ran along the same lines as hers. Tonight, at fucking Black Light of all places, with this man, this Captain Benjamin Davis whom she hardly knew, for God’s sake, was going to…

      “Ready, Miss Jess?” The exasperation in his tone made it clear he was as much done with this charade as she was. But like most men—and him being a good little soldier—he was going to be bullheaded and stick to his stupid fucking plan when what he should be doing was tearing open those fucking pants of his and getting his cock inside her.

      “Yes, sir.”

      The first pulse was a pleasant burr, and her pussy responded with a shiver. The second pulse was a little stronger as he ramped up the dial, as was the third. By the fourth, all the muscles at her waist tensed in time with every push of the button. Ass squeezing to a pucker, pussy clamping onto nothing, buttocks pushing her up from the leather, all of it nice, but little different than what he’d done with the Sybian.

      Nice. That was the fucking problem, though—Jessica was done with nice. She wanted heat. Fire. A release to the fucking inferno of thoughts and images which had built up inside her from the moment she’d said, ‘and what if I do.’ She knew where she was in her cycle. She didn’t need to look at a fucking chart to know she was either right at the sweet spot, or just at the beginning. If she was fertile, it was happening now. And this continued toying around with the TENS unit? It was more than just distracting; it was fucking irritating and she was done with it.

      “Please.”

      The word slipped out as a whispered plea, and Davis’s gaze darted from her pussy to lock onto her eyes.

      “What?”

      “Sir… please.”

      His eyes narrowed, and he shifted up closer to her, the controller forgotten.

      “Please, what?”

      “Goddammit, Davis, stop! It’s enough, sir. We both know what we fucking want here.” She kept her tone low, hoping only he would hear and not the small crowd gathered around the platform.

      “Is that right, Jess?” The heated timbre of his tone confirmed what she’d suspected. That he was at the same point in this farce as she was.

      “You know what I want,” she whispered hoarsely. “You know what we want. We played their fucking game. I’m done with it.”

      She looked up and gave him what every Dom she’d ever played with before had wanted to hear.

      “Please. I want you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me.”

      His growl was a low rumble, and she shivered at the intensity of need in the sound. His movements were forceful yet jerky as he slid back the length of the chaise, and Jess hissed sharply when he yanked the electrodes from her skin, throwing everything to the floor.

      A second later Davis was back up, leaning over her.

      “You want me to fuck you, Jess?”

      “Yes!”

      “You know what I’m fucking going to do to you?”

      “Yes!”

      “Then say it.” His hand shot forward and gripped her just below the throat, pressing down to pin her to the leather of the chaise as the steel of his eyes turned molten. “Fucking tell me what you want, Jessica Bain.”

      “Breed me, Davis,” she gasped. “Fuck your baby into me. For God’s sake just fucking come inside me and… give… me… your child.” With every word she thrust her hips upward against him.

      “You have no fucking idea how much I’ve wanted to hear that.”

      The tension she’d felt in every muscle of his touching her exploded, borne on the same flash of lust as burned incandescent within her. Suddenly he was up, towering above her. He ripped the belt from his pants, and it joined the growing pile on the floor. Then he was yanking open button and zipper, tearing the black fabric down his hips to reveal his cock.

      Yes. Oh, fuck yes.

      As he’d said, she needn’t have worried about his arousal. His prick was perfect: thick yet not too long, and it bobbed in blood-filled glory as he shifted to position himself between her legs, the very tip glistening with a smear of precum.

      She gasped as he gripped her legs behind the knees, pushing back as he brought himself into position between hers. Edging forward, he leaned over her, his hands on either side of her body, his face looming above hers.

      Breeding press. Sonofabitch. Right out of the gate he’d fucking put her into the breeding press.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

      Jess brought her hands to his hips. His cock brushed against her inner thigh, and the touch sent an electrical shock arcing through her as powerful as any from the TENS unit. His elevated breathing matched her own as he held himself just outside her entrance.

      “Last chance, Jess,” he whispered, lips brushing against her ear. The fierceness of his tone suggested he’d go insane if she gave him any answer other than one.

      “Please!”

      Growling, he thrust forward, his desire a palpable physical thing that enveloped her. None of his actions were nuanced now: they were pure lust in a form more animalistic than any partner she’d been with before. And she wanted it, needed it in this moment, because it mirrored every feeling within her. She gasped as Davis’s cock filled her, sliding its way into a pussy already slickened and swollen with a craven need that made her plea turn to demand.

      “Fuck!” Davis hilted himself within her. He held himself there, his cock throbbing as her heat surrounded him.

      Jess closed her eyes to the sensation. If she could be rational, the feeling of Davis filling her wasn’t materially different than any partner before him.

      Except that it was.

      There was something unique about this, a sense of the raw fundamental nature of what she and Davis were doing that was more primal than any she’d felt before. The thoughts going through her head right now weren’t a fantasy version of what they were doing. This was reality. Benjamin fucking Davis was going to breed her. And if he was true to his word, didn’t pull out at the last fucking second to blow his load across her belly, if he hadn’t lied, when he did…

      He pulled his hips back, then slammed into her again. She cried out, not because it hurt, but because what was happening right now had been the fuel of countless fantasies. Fantasies which were now becoming reality.

      “Fuck, you feel so good,” he rumbled, and the second thrust became a third, then another, and another, until he found a rhythm that had Jess matching his sounds with those of her own.

      “Shit!” Jess groaned as Davis continued pounding into her, pressing back against the inside of her knees in a way that should have hurt but instead felt fucking incredible. “God you feel so good inside me. Why the fuck did we wait so long to do this?”

      “Had… to… finish… the… game,” Davis said in time with his thrusts, and Jess wanted to reach up and smack him upside his head.

      Men.

      As they continued, feelings that had built up all evening—no, that wasn’t true; all her life—washed through her. As her breath quickened and fingers dug into his hips which would surely leave marks he clearly didn’t give two fucks about, every thought, every sensation was heightened by the knowledge that when he came, when he filled her, it would be to create…

      Life.

      She and Davis weren’t just having sex for the sheer joy of the intimacy, the end goal of a nerve-tingling orgasm. No, it was because the very real possibility existed they were going to create a new life together. The thrill of that intensified every sensation of what they were doing in a way greater than Jess had expected. Every thrust of his cock stretching her, the wet slick sounds each time he drove deep inside of her, the feeling of her pussy gripping to keep him captured inside her until he gave what she ached for…

      “Fuck me, Davis. Just please… keep… fucking me.” The words spilled out in a torrent, her tone a hunger which would only be satisfied when Davis released his seed in her. Jess had always taken as well as she’d given, but here, right now, she didn’t care whether he held out long enough to ensure she reached her own peak or not. She wanted—needed—to feel him let go.

      Watching a lover orgasm had always held a certain power, a fulfillment that was pleasurable in its own right. That’s what was driving her right now. To see him reach that plateau, then fall over it, spilling himself inside her… She suspected the sensation alone would be enough to send her over the edge, even if it had never happened that way before. It had always taken something more, but now…

      “Fuck. Jess… I’m… I’m…” The tightness in his voice told her what she already knew. Hell, she could feel it within her: a cock which had already been full and thick and oh-so-nice had swelled even further. She’d denied him her own orgasm earlier, but there was no way he couldn’t feel how wet she was now, and if he was holding back, waiting for her to fall over the precipice before him…

      “Do it! Come inside me, Davis. Come inside me!” He had to hear the need in her voice. Had to.

      His cock felt so fucking good, every nerve in her pussy aflame in a way that rivaled the Sybian. She brought her hands up from his hips, digging fingers into his back, looking up into eyes hazed with lust she could only hope was reflected in her own.

      “Please, sir. I want to feel it. I need to feel it. I need to feel you fill me, Davis.” The words spilled out of her, one piling atop the other until they became a babbling torrent.

      “I need you to put your child in me. Give me what you promised, dammit. Come in me. Breed me. Breed me… right… fucking… now!” She dug her nails in deep to each word and heat explode behind his eyes. His thrusts became violent. Sharp, savage lunges of his hips, and she exalted in the knowledge that her tone, her words, everything she was doing right now to beg this man to impregnate her was too powerful for him to resist.

      And she was right. It was. With a buck of hips ending in a shout, Davis came.

      He drove her down against the chaise, the sound of his body slamming against her a snap of flesh on flesh. Davis’s cock jerked, and everything about the entire evening overwhelmed her: the Sybian, the conversation, the realization of what they’d agreed to… It was a movie on ultra-fast-forward, a flood of images and emotions that pushed her over the edge.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck, yeeesss!”  The word turned into a drawn-out cry as her hips rose to meet his, heated skin pressed flush together as her pussy contracted to hold him as deep inside her as she could. His cock pulsed a second time, then a third, his body forcing her deeper into the cushion with each one.

      Then, all sounds of Davis and whatever crowd may have been watching them disappeared. A storm of heartbeat and blood filled her ears, accompanied by a white starburst behind closed eyes that bore her along the crest of her own orgasm. Over the lip and down the crashing wave of the other side until eventually when she opened her eyes, it was to look up into the face of a man lost in his own ecstasy. Face sheened in sweat, eyes clenched tight as her own had been a second ago, Davis rode out his end of an orgasm which appeared no less powerful than hers. As he hung there above her, his cock flexed a final time against the walls of her pussy, then stilled. He drew in a jerky lungful of air, followed by another until both of their breathing settled and he opened his eyes to stare down at her.

      “Wow.”

      “Welcome back.” Jess bit down on her lip, smiling.

      “Jesus. That was… intense.”

      Jess laughed. “Do you need a cigarette? Was it good for you too, sir?”

      Davis’s eyes slitted, but the twitch at the corners of his mouth belied his feelings. “I thought you said you weren’t a brat?”

      “I’m not!”

      “Uh huh.”

      Jess was about to retort further, but she never had the chance. Davis suddenly bent, and then his mouth was on hers.

      Oh. Shit.

      The kiss was warmth and… passion. Jess wasn’t expecting that, but as he brought a hand up from her side to caress her face, she found herself falling into it, kissing him back, mouth opening to let his tongue slip to hers, and next they were doing a dance Jess knew all too well.

      As the kiss went on, the initial passion she’d felt morphed into something else. A quiet contentment, a soothing tenderness that affirmed what they’d just shared went beyond two people having sex. But that was part of what had made this different altogether. They hadn’t just had casual sex. The thrill of what they’d potentially done sent a shiver up her spine, and she brought a hand up from his back to stroke his head.

      Eventually Davis pulled away, but only far enough their lips were separated by the tiniest amount as his forehead gently pressed to hers. Neither of them said a word, but simply lied there entwined. His cock was still hilted inside her even as it began to soften, and her legs remained wrapped around him, crossed at the ankles to hold him in place. As their breathing slowed, the noises of the club Jess had ignored entirely earlier now began to drift back into focus.

      “So.” Davis’s said loud enough for her to hear, the tone firm as before. “Still green?”

      Jess chuckled softly. “Yes, sir. Still green.”

      Lifting his forehead from hers, he glanced around. Jess did the same and saw that the crowd was still there, watching and waiting to see what they’d do next.

      “Joy.” Davis grunted.

      He started to lift himself up further, but Jess clamped her legs together even tighter, stopping him.

      “Umm,” he gave her a smirk, “you’re gonna have to let me up, little girl.”

      “I kinda like you right where you are.”

      Davis chuckled, shaking his head. “While I can’t really disagree, I’d rather take you over to the aftercare area so we can talk in private.”

      “About?”

      “You know, my plan on how I’ll take care of you if you do end up pregnant, stuff like that.”

      Jess stiffened. “Take care of me,” she whispered, the words more to herself than him.

      Dammit. She closed her eyes, taking a deep breath.

      God fucking dammit.

      Davis must have felt it. She opened her eyes to find his brow furrowed as he stared down at her, frozen.

      “What?”

      “You fucking asshole.” Jaw clenched, she pressed her mouth into a tight thin line. “You… fucking… asshole.”

      “Things were going so perfect, and you just had to ruin it.”
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      “Seriously?”

      Jess nodded her head, her eyes blazing. “Yes, Mr. Davis, seriously.”

      This entire evening seemed to be one step forward then two steps back with Miss Jessica Bain, and it was growing fucking irritating. Davis had listened with incredulity as she’d clarified her ‘you just had to ruin it’ comment.

      “Wait. I wanna make sure I understand this. You’re seriously pissed at me because I want to make sure you and my child are well cared for?”

      She scooted back, bracing herself in a defensive posture, knees pulled up and an arm crossed around them while gesturing with her free hand. “Do you even hear yourself? ‘My child’…? Umm, let me be perfectly clear, Mr. Davis: if there is a child—which, bear in mind, is only about twenty percent likely statistically—it isn’t your child. It’s my child at best, ours at worst.”

      Davis knelt on the other end of the couch, stuffing his now flaccid dick back in his pants.

      “Worst?”

      “After that comment you made…”

      He glanced around, and saw the crowd watching what was going on with looks varying from anticipation to confusion. They couldn’t follow their conversation fully because neither he nor Jess had raised their voices, but the body language between the two of them right now clearly wasn’t post-coital bliss. Okay, time for a retrograde movement. Bending, he snatched up all her loose clothing and shoved it into his gear bag. Once he was done, he stood and threaded his belt back in place, gazing down at Jess’s defiant upturned face.

      I should be using this to turn that ass of yours red.

      “Get up,” he said quietly.

      “I beg your pardon?”

      Fixing the buckle closed, Davis took two steps until he loomed over her. “Get. Up. As I said earlier, we need to take this someplace private.” He kept his voice low but made damn sure the tone made it clear this wasn’t negotiable. Attempting to drag her to the cooldown area wasn’t likely to go well—if a DM saw him doing that they’d rightly intervene—so Davis had to rely on his command voice and her being the tiniest bit reasonable right now to motivate her. Two things she’d shown little inclination toward so far this evening.

      Jess snorted, her glare nothing but disdain. She did, however, glance around her, and Davis could tell the wheels were turning. She had nothing to gain from a scene, and she’d given Davis no indication that was her style anyway. Her gaze came back to him, jaw set with begrudging acquiescence as she finally stood from the bench silently.

      “This way.” Davis reached out to take her by the arm, pulling her toward the cooldown area.

      She started to yank against his grip, but Davis dug his fingers in tighter, hauling her along.  Glaring at him, she opened her mouth in protest.

      “Don’t.” Davis growled under his breath, cutting her off.

      The look she gave was jagged glass, but she relaxed her arm and followed as Davis led her across the room.

      He found the first open space he could and tugged her inside. Once in, she jerked her arm free of his hand, spinning to face him with a look of heated defiance.

      Fuck, why did she have to look so fucking sexy right now?

      He shouldn’t be feeling this way about her, because she was being completely un-fucking-reasonable and obstinate as hell, but…

      “Sit your ass down.” He stabbed a finger toward the seat.

      “I’m fine, thank you,” she retorted, her voice blazing cold.

      Davis had been measured and controlled with her all evening, but his patience had worn thin. Stepping until there was no space between them, Davis stood looking down at her. She held her ground, chin thrust forward with a ‘your move, asshole’ expression.

      That changed the instant he lifted her up by the armpits and swung her to the settee.

      “What the fuck!” she hissed, dangling stunned in his grasp.

      It was all the time Davis needed. He plopped her down unceremoniously just as she began to kick. Crossing his arms, he towered above her. “It was a rhetorical request.”

      “You arrogant prick!”

      “So we keep agreeing. Now”—he pointed at her, his voice tight—“you are going to tell me exactly why my wanting to make sure you’re taken care of pissed you the fuck off, Miss Jess.”

      “I don’t need your fucking help, asshole.”

      “Jessica. Being a single mother is not something someone in your position needs to take on by themselves, especially when I’m more than willing to share in the expense—”

      “Oh, my God. Oh my… fucking… God.” Jess cut him off, shaking her head in wide-eyed disbelief. “You are such an egotistical jackass. You don’t think I can take care of myself and my child? You think I’m too weak, or I don’t have the resources and capability of handling it on my own?”

      “Raising a child can be an expensive proposition, and for a single woman who—“

      “What, Davis? For a single woman who… what? Doesn’t make as much money as you? Lives by herself without a man to help support her?”

      Davis clamped his mouth into a thin line, staring down at her in silence.

      Her eyes blazed back in an inferno. “I’m a fucking doctor, you son of a bitch. I’m a scientist at Caltech, well-recognized in my field. I probably make twice as much money as you do, and I damn sure know more about what it takes to raise a child than you ever will!”

      Fuck.

      He’d done it. Stepped right into a minefield then smack on the first landmine he could. She was right. He’d thought—assumed—that a young, single woman like Jessica Bain would need help. That she probably worked somewhere where the additional costs of raising a kid would tap her resources, and that only with his contribution could she survive comfortably.

      Davis knelt in front of her. He drew his hand across his face, letting it come to rest covering his mouth. He stared into eyes which would sear flesh to a cinder if they could, and rightfully so. Davis deserved that. She was right to call him out. She was a doctor. A scientist. And this wasn’t the first time in his life someone had looked at him the way she was. As had happened in the past, the assumptions he’d made going with his gut hadn’t been right this time.

      They’d been wrong.

      His hand came away. “I’m sorry.”

      “Really? Really, Davis? And do you have a fucking clue why you should be sorry?”

      “For assuming.”

      She gazed at him for a long moment before huffing out a breath. “Well, I’ll be damned. You might still have a tiny bit of brain left in that head of yours.”

      “I’ll admit I’m questioning my own intelligence right now, considering how badly I just fucking stepped in it.” Looking up into her face, he saw anger layered with exasperation.

      “You damn well should be.”

      Nodding, he held her gaze in silence. She didn’t let him off the hook but stared back at him with mouth pinched to bite off words Davis knew he deserved. Finally, she blew out an elongated huff of irritation, the whistling sound a warning a shelling was coming his way.

      “This evening has seriously been one for the record books, Mr. Davis. I’ll give credit where credit’s due: you helped me to fulfill a fantasy I never thought I would, and it was an incredible experience. But—Jesus!—you are without doubt the single-most maddening Dom I’ve ever had to deal with, and I assure you I’ve dealt with some doozies.”

      Testiness narrowed her eyes. “I’ll be honest: it was in part the sheer ballsy-ness of your confidence that helped convince me to agree to do what we did. You seemed intelligent, and genuine, despite your arrogance and egotism. Those latter I could overlook because they’re not uncommon traits among Doms, nor ones I find entirely unattractive… in moderation. But you fucking take it next level. After all we talked about, all I shared and entrusted with you, how you’ve seen me behave this evening”—Jess turned her hands up in a V toward Davis—"why in God’s name would you think I’d go into this without having considered how to care for myself if I became pregnant? What I know about you and you know about me after a few hours together wouldn’t fill a half-assed Tinder profile. But that being said, do you seriously think so little of me you believe I’d do what we did on the naïve assumption you’d be there for me if I really needed it afterwards?”

      Davis wanted to be angry at what she was saying. He wanted to take offense at her skepticism and doubting of his intentions. But she had every right. Davis wasn’t gullible, and he knew the very things she was saying were legitimate concerns, all the talk of truth and trust within the community notwithstanding. There were bad Doms out there. Hell, there were probably bad Doms inside this very club right now. Men who would have taken advantage of this situation without a second’s thought if they believed they could get away with it. And if the submissive who’d agreed to do what he and Jess had just done had been someone other than her, it could easily have ended exactly as she was implying.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “I wasn’t thinking, Jess. All I cared about was making sure you saw what a good, decent, honorable man I am. So, yeah, it was self-centered and self-absorbed, but I swear to you the intention wasn’t to demean or diminish you. I realize it probably came across that way—”

      “Probably?” she snapped.

      Davis raised his hand. “Okay, so it did come across that way, but I promise it wasn’t meant to. Yeah, I’m arrogant. I’m egotistical. And, yes, I do think I’ve got shit sewed up ninety-nine-point-nine percent of the time because normally, I do. You can roll your eyes and call bullshit, but I have to believe that about myself because sometimes I have to make decisions that mean the difference between someone living and someone dying.” Davis held up a finger as her mouth came open. “And before you accuse me of being overly dramatic or some shit like that, I’m going to ask you to take another leap of faith and trust me on this, Doctor Bain, because, as I’ve said all evening , I swear to you I’m being one hundred percent truthful.

      “I’m a dick. An asshole. And, yeah, because this is Southern California, and I know what it takes to live here, I assumed you were probably doing well for yourself, but just enough to get by. You want to know part of the appeal of the entire impreg kink for me? It’s this: in the end, I get to be the fucking hero. I get to be the white knight that rides in and helps save you if you did end up pregnant. That has always fed into this kink for me, and I didn’t stop to think it might not be reality, but just a part of my fantasy.”

      “Davis…” Jess looked down and sighed. “It’s not that you wanting to help is bad. It’s thinking that I need your help that is. That I need a hero to save me.” Her face came back up to his. “Do you understand the difference?”

      “Yes.” Silence stretched between the two of them, then Davis reached and placed a hand on her knee. When she didn’t flinch, relief washed through him. “Doctor Bain, if it should turn out that you are pregnant, with your permission, I’d like to offer whatever assistance I can with anything you may need.” He squeezed her knee gently. “I’d also like the opportunity to see our child as time and circumstances allow, if you’ll permit it.”

      She stared at his hand, then to him. She shook her head slowly, breaking into a gentle smile. “You know as well as I do, I can’t stop you from that.”

      “I do. And I’m still asking.”

      She dipped her head. “Thank you.” Her smile, her eyes, her entire demeanor was more than he deserved after what he’d said. That she was willing to offer this to him now…

      “Of course, you’ll be able to see our child.” Her emphasis on the word did not go unnoticed. “And if there is ever anything we need, I promise I’ll let you know.”

      Davis nodded. “That’s all I can ask.”

      There was warmth in Jess’s gaze. She didn’t need to do this. Given the way he’d acted, she’d be well within her rights to tell him to go pound sand. And yet here she was giving him a chance.

      Fucking hell. He’d never met a submissive as strong, powerful and goddamn sexy as Jessica Bain, and as he knelt watching her, he was certain he might never again.

      “May I have my clothes, please?”

      Davis held onto her knee. “I dunno… what was it you said to me a little while ago? ‘I kinda like you just the way you are.’” He grinned, holding her gaze for a moment before he reached for his bag and gathered her things.

      “You are such a dick,” Jess said, chuckling.

      “Ah.” He rose, handing her dress across to her. “But am I a big dick?”

      She halted with the hem of the garment gripped in her fingers, staring up as her face turned by increments from soft to serious.

      “No.”

      Davis choked, then burst into laughter. Taking the dress, Jess pulled it up and over her head. When the black fabric slipped downward and her face came back into view, she wore a wicked smile.

      “Touché, Doctor Bain. Touché.” Davis shook his head. In the space of one night, she’d completely redefined his type, and it thrilled him.

      She patted the cloth into place, then stood, gazing up at him. A second passed, then slowly she extended her hand. “Jessica.”

      “Benjamin.” He took her hand into his, but what he really wanted to do was pull her into a hug. He wanted to hold her, reassuring them both that everything would be fine. That things would end on a positive note between them. That the experience they’d shared together less than half an hour ago had been as incredible for her as it had for him. Because his asinine act at the end aside, what they’d done together this evening…

      It had been extraordinary. The feeling that even now his seed was inside her, quite possibly making its way to her womb to create their child… It did something he hadn’t anticipated: it flooded him with emotion. Even as that was happening, he caught himself.

      Don’t. Fuck. This. Up.

      Because he could. He’d already fucked up once tonight, but as he stared down at her he was determined he wouldn’t do it again. He wouldn’t make some bullshit proclamation of love to her with a promise of marriage, a house in the ‘burbs, or any shit like that. He’d no right to assume—especially after all she’d just said to him—she even wanted those things. And that was fine because the reality was Davis wasn’t sure he wanted them either. It was just as he’d told Spencer yesterday: he didn’t know what the fuck he wanted. Except…

      That wasn’t true. He did know one thing for certain: he wanted more of these feelings. The ones he was having right now at the thought of potentially having fucked a child into the extraordinary woman standing before him. He wanted more of this incredibly powerful need that was coursing through him. A drive to care and protect and provide that filled him and made him want to do it all over and over and over again. A junkie already looking for his next fix. If not with Jessica, then maybe with someone else out there one, two, four, or ten years from now, if that’s what it took.

      Or maybe never. Because before tonight that’s what he’d believed. That it would be never.  And right now, with Doctor Jessica Bain in front of him smiling a smile that made his heart feel as if it might go off like a grenade in his chest, he feared that belief might end up being true. That he’d never find someone quite like her again.

      Ever.

      He squeezed her hand. Fingers wrapping hers tightly as if he could trap and keep a bit of her inside him before he let go. The thing was, though, want and need did not equal necessity, and all things considered right now…

      Patience.

      Davis stood staring at her as people moved around them. They remained where they were, eyes locked, her smile a cocoon of warmth surrounding him. Finally, he broke the gaze, glancing at clock above the entrance.

      “So, it looks like we still have a little time left before they chase us out of here. Buy you a drink?”

      She glanced toward her belly, and the thrill Davis felt in that glimpse was a thousand volts of raw electricity shooting straight through him.

      “Sure, why not?” Her face came up, her eyes glittering.

      “In three to four weeks… could be my last.”
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      Negative.

      Davis looked at the image, and the stab of pain that shot through him was more than he’d expected. She’d texted no words, only the picture: a single pink line rather than two, the writing printed adjacent to the little window in the device making the verdict clear. The wind whipped the desert air around him, but even as the sand made him blink, he didn’t take his gaze off the image. Her words from the night they’d spent together at Black Light whispered in his head: ‘…only about twenty percent likely statistically.’

      Where some might have felt they’d beaten the odds, as Davis stood there rigidly it felt very much like it was the odds who’d beaten him.

      He glanced over at the small convoy of trucks assembled in the dusty lot outside the company HQ. He was headed out once more with his trainees to practice finding and killing the bad guys and keeping themselves alive. Driving out into the desert of Fort Irwin to train on a replica of some fantasy village set in Iraq or Afghanistan.

      Maybe that’s where he should have left it that night at Black Light. Maybe it should have remained a fantasy. Maybe he should never have approached Jess, never let her know what he’d overheard. Just enjoyed making her ride the Sybian, then playing her with the TENS unit. And afterward, when he’d had her good and worked up, fucked her with a condom like a good Dom before walking away and forgetting her like any other number of casual play partners of the past.

      Because this… this hurt.

      “Hey, Captain, we’re ready to bounce when you are!” The lieutenant leaned out the open door of the Humvee, calling to him.

      Davis looked down at his phone one more time. To the picture and the response he’d texted. His finger hovered over the screen, waiting to follow the command from his brain to type out the next set of words pounding in his head.

      Can I see you again?

      Negative.

      He stared at the image, then his finger moved and pressed the button at the side of the cell. The screen went dark, and Davis pocketed his phone. His orders had come through. He had a few more weeks here in California, then he’d be shipping out to a new assignment. Time to move on, put this behind him. The fantasy had passed. Because even though he’d shared his kink with Doctor Jessica Bain that night at Roulette—the one they hadn’t rolled but would forever be the one he’d remember—in the end it had simply been that: a fantasy. A night to cherish with someone he’d never see again.

      Let it go.

      Davis turned and began walking toward the idling vehicle. The lieutenant disappeared inside as he approached, the door left open. His phone buzzed in his pocket, but Davis ignored it, continuing across the dusty lot. Coming up to the Humvee, he gripped the handhold and pulled himself inside.

      Slamming the door, he called out to the driver, “Let’s go.”

      Lost in memory, he stared at the back of the helmeted head as the vehicle began to move.

      “Time to get back to work.”
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      I’m sorry.

      Jess sat looking at Davis’s text. She pressed her lips together tightly, wondering why the two words made her hurt almost as much as seeing the results of the test this morning had. Was it because the response was so short, so to the point? Or was it because…

      He’s hurting too.

      She couldn’t know that. Maybe he was happy. Gleeful. Dodged a bullet there! Except as she sat and stared at the white letters on black background, she knew as sure as any conviction she’d ever held in her life it wasn’t true. What was it he’d told her that night? ‘I get to be the fucking hero.’ Well, that opportunity had died on a single pink line. And for Jess? It had ended the chance to be something she hadn’t discussed with Davis. The part of their shared kink that excited her. The thing of Elise’s she envied.

      To be a mother.

      She set down her phone and clenched and unclenched her fingers. She should be relieved, honestly. Glad the twenty percent chance of probability hadn’t gone the direction it could have.

      She had an exciting new project ahead of her. One which would take her away from Caltech for an unknown period of time, but would open up new opportunities for study, give her access to grant money and cutting-edge tech she’d only dreamed of before. Plus, it was a chance to be on the front lines of stopping a potentially life-threatening virus.

      A baby? That was the last thing she needed to be dealing with right now. She could have a child anytime. Right now? Carpe diem. Seize this opportunity and don’t look back. Don’t regret what she and Davis had shared that night, nor focus on the what-might-have-beens.

      She couldn’t afford to obsess over a pregnancy that wasn’t. She had a life to lead, a career to concentrate on. Davis, a child, everything in what they’d done together that night promised?

      She picked up her phone. She let her thumbs dance quickly over the keys, then hit SEND.

      It’s okay.

      And it was.

      

      THE END… or is it?  Davis and Jessica’s story isn’t over yet.  Coming in March, 2021 will be Black Light: Bred by Shane Starrett! Watch for the pre-order coming soon.
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Butterfly

        

      

    

    
      “You can do this,” Butterfly whispered to herself as she walked through the crowded bar at Black Light, the scent of leather, perfume, and anticipation hanging in the air. “You got this, girl, you can do this.”

      Leaving the bar area behind, she found the lighting in the theater dim, but the stage at the far end of the long room was fully lit. The gigantic roulette wheels gleamed under the overhead spotlights, ready to change her life forever.

      She hoped.

      Ashleigh, her good friend and fellow kinkster, gave her a reassuring pat on the shoulder. “What are you over there whispering to yourself?”

      “Just giving myself a pep talk,” Butterfly turned and smiled up at her friend. “I’m fine. Just a mini-panic attack, that’s all. You know, stage fright and all that.”

      “There is no way you have stage fright,” her friend said through a laugh. Ashleigh was a beautiful woman in her late forties dressed in a rather fabulous red latex gown that covered her from throat to ankle. She took both of Butterfly’s hands in her own and looked down at her with a stern expression. Being five foot tall, pretty much everyone looked down on her. “I know you are going to love this.”

      “You think?” Looking around the room she reminded herself of why she was here. Of course, she told everyone that she was participating in Roulette this year because of the membership prize package, but in truth she was hoping for a little magic—that fate would set her up with the perfect Dom for the evening, or at least a Dom who knew what he was doing. She was tired of playing with newbie Doms who didn’t know how to hold a flogger or read a sub. Worse were selfish Doms that only cared about getting their own rocks off. It seemed like all the good Doms that were her type were taken, and she gave a little wistful sigh at the sight of all the happy couples around them.

      “You used to perform before college stadiums full of people. Surely if you can survive that you can survive this,” Ashleigh said as she handed Butterfly a shot of some clear liquid they’d picked up at the bar. “For courage.”

      “I know, but it’s a little different when you know you’re going to be naked and coming in front of them,” Butterfly said as she made a sour face from the bite of the alcohol. “Makes it a little weird to look people in the eye after they’ve seen your O face and you don’t even know their name.”

      “You liar.” Ashleigh laughed, her perfect makeup highlighting her mature beauty. “You are aware that I know you, right? You love a crowd. I don’t know if you were born to perform, or if it was beat into you since birth by those weird preschool cheerleader camps your mom took you to…”

      “Hey! They were not weird. They were fun.”

      “Right, anyways, don’t pretend you aren’t the least bit turned on by the thought of all these people watching you. And you know how absolutely adorable you are, you vain little thing.”

      Laughing, she gave Ashleigh a hip bump as she patted her solid abs. “I prefer to think of it as being proud of the results of my hard work.”

      Lifting her perfectly arched brows, Ashleigh nodded. “Can’t argue with that. You have more energy than anyone I’ve ever known and you’re the personal trainer from hell. Your workouts leave me crying, literally crying, on the pavement like some broken little submissive who got her butt beat. Though you deny it, you are a complete sadist. And a masochist since you seem to relish putting your body through constant punishment.”

      Laughing at her friend’s melodramatic description, she shook her head, her blonde pigtails swinging. “I’m not that bad.”

      “Yes, you are. I’ve watched you laugh while doing sprints next to your bootcamp group as they run up that evil fucking hill you love to torture us with. You weren’t even out of breath. And you did four sets of mountain climbers at the top of the hill then jogged backwards all the way down. You’re inhuman.” Ashleigh gave a slow shake of her head. “Whoever you’re paired with, he better be a powerhouse of a Dom because you’re a handful.”

      Fluttering her lashes, she gave Ashleigh a mock pout and swung her hips back and forth a little as they moved toward the entrance to the theater. “I’m a good girl.”

      “I can’t believe you said that without choking on those words.”

      She laughed again as the alcohol warmed her blood and loosened her up further. “I’m as pure and innocent as the newly fallen snow.”

      Rolling her eyes, Ashleigh turned so she was facing the stage in the theater where the two big wheels had been set up. To the left of the stage, a small group of men and a few women were already huddled together talking. Those were the Doms that would be part of the Roulette game. Her belly gave a little flutter as she looked over the guys that could be her potential partner tonight. Though she enjoyed playing with women, her true passion was men.

      And the manlier the better. She liked big, thick guys with body hair and nice eyes, the kind of guy who looked like he could lead a Viking raid then rip your panties off with his teeth. A big man who could throw her over his shoulder and carry her around like she was a doll. She loved the overwhelming feeling of having a lover physically big enough to crush her.

      Crossing her arms over her small chest, she examined the possible Tops she could be paired with tonight. The male Doms gathered so far ranged in age from their late fifties to early twenties and even though they were all physically different, they were still handsome men. Just not her type. She liked rugged, bearded, sexy lumberjack guys and the men on stage were all very polished and GQ handsome. Not bad looking by any stretch of the imagination, but also not the kind of guys who got her engine going on looks alone.

      Most guys wouldn’t expect it of her because she looked so small and sweet, but she liked to be rough and she was unexpectedly strong. Being able to pin her Dom to the bed with her superior strength wasn’t exactly something that turned her on. She liked big, beefy guys that she didn’t have to worry about hurting. Sure, some would look at her diminutive size and laugh at that statement, but she’d put an ex-boyfriend into the hospital with a sprained shoulder thanks to her rather enthusiastic fucking.

      “See anyone you like?” Ashleigh asked as she waved at someone across the room.

      Butterfly sighed and twirled one of her blonde pigtails. “I don’t see anyone I’d kick out of bed for eating crackers, but no zing.”

      “Don’t worry,” Ashleigh said with a sympathetic smile. “I’m sure you’ll zing with someone tonight.”

      They were both giggling when one of the DMs, a smiling Latino man with nice eyes wearing a black t-shirt with the club’s name on it, came up to them. “Butterfly, we’re starting to get the submissives gathered together. If you could please make your way up to stage right we’d appreciate it.”

      A hint of anxiety rolled through her stomach, but she was so used to it that she easily pushed it away as she smiled at the DM. “Thank you, I’ll be there in one second.”

      He nodded and moved a few feet away, clearly waiting to escort her up to the stage.

      Blowing out a deep breath, she said, “Okay, here I go. Promise you’ll keep an eye on me?”

      “Of course.” Ashleigh hugged her tight, the smell of her perfume filling Butterfly’s nose before she gave her a push towards the stage. “I won’t leave your side. And, by the way, I’m totally jealous, you lucky little shit, so don’t waste this opportunity!”

      Butterfly nodded and followed the DM, winding her way through the crowd, feeling disconnected from her body as her heart thundered in her chest. At the base of the stairs, she joined the group of submissives who were huddled together like sheep. As they stood waiting for the event to start, she was acutely aware of people staring at her and the other submissives, but she managed to keep it together and even flashed a smile to the crowd. After all, they’d be the ones voting on who won tonight. It had been a long time since she’d been in a contest, but the old drive to win still burned inside of her.

      Some of her nerves dropped away as her competitive nature rose to the surface. Butterfly had always loved to perform for people, loved the attention, and missed the roar of the crowd as she did her death-defying highflyer stunts at college football games and cheerleading competitions. As an homage to her past, she’d worn what pretty much amounted to a BDSM cheerleading uniform. A minute black latex skirt with red inserts, a tiny black latex sports bra that pushed up her meager chest, and her blonde-streaked, brown hair up in piggy tails with big red and black ribbons. Paired with a glossy red lipstick that would smear nicely, she was ready for the night of debauchery ahead.

      Maybe.

      A few of the submissives whispered together, but many of the others were quiet like she was, studying the crowd and the Doms. She looked for Ashleigh in the mass of people milling about knowing her bright red dress would make her easy to find. Her friend was standing along the side wall with a couple of club members that Butterfly was vaguely familiar with. When they noticed she was watching them, they all waved, and she blew a kiss back. It was almost time to start and she bounced on her toes to try to get rid of some of her extra energy.

      That bounce allowed her to see a man who was standing back in the shadows by the stage—a big man with a beard that darkened his jawline. Then he took a step forward and she corrected herself. He wasn’t just big, he was huge. And so fucking lumberjack sexy her clit twitched.

      The air suddenly felt heavy around her as she took in his massive, heavily muscled body, thick dark hair, and luscious beard.

      Wearing a pair of brown leather pants and a matching brown leather harness that strained across his furry chest, he physically dwarfed the other Doms around him, standing at least a head taller. And while many of the Doms were muscular, this new mystery man took it to the next level. He was so big she’d barely come up to his chest, and she had the sudden urge to climb him like a tree and see if his package matched the rest of his massive frame. He had to be a power lifter, or one of the guys that competed professionally in those Strongman competitions and Highlander sports. No one worked to attain his raw physical power and size without a purpose.

      “Do you know who that is?” she whispered to a pretty redhead submissive nearby.

      “No, but he is huge,” the redhead said with a wide gaze. “Jeeze, he looks like he could crush me with one hand.”

      “Uh-huh,” Butterfly replied as she imagined what it would be like to be dominated by such a beast of a man. “I hope I get him.”

      The redhead gave her an incredulous look. “He’ll split you in two! You’re like… not even half his size.”

      “I could take him,” she said in a low voice as Madison, the MC, began to welcome the crowd and give her spiel on the rules and purpose of tonight’s event.

      “Well, good luck,” the redhead whispered before she turned her attention to Madison.

      “You too,” Butterfly echoed, her palms getting sweaty while she awaited her fate.

      As the Doms received their numbers, the monster lumberjack got six.  She studied the big man and found him staring right back at her—and his gaze was very admiring. Even from the distance, she could see he had deep, dark brown eyes set beneath heavy brows, the kind that captured a woman’s attention instantly. He was exceptionally good looking, if one liked their men beastly. He had a delicious pelt of chest hair that led on a trail down his solid stomach to his pants. He wasn’t cut enough for a six pack, but there was no doubt about the power of his body. As an athlete she could appreciate the dedication it took to get into shape like he was in, and she had a growing desire to just rub all over him like a kitten.

      They were so busy eye fucking each other that at first she didn’t realize it was his turn. He gave her a sexy wink and a grin that made her all giddy inside as he moved forward to where the two wheels sat. His thighs were huge with muscle that strained against his leather pants as he took each step. She held her breath as he threw his white marble in and the wheel began to spin.

      “Butterfly, you’ve been paired with Master Soren!” said the MC, who was dressed in a fabulous leather fetish dress.

      When she met Master Soren’s dark eyes, he gave her a slow smile filled with the promise of a very fun night. Feeling like she was floating, she crossed the stage to where the second wheel, its slots filled with kinks, waited.  She took in a deep breath, trying to clear her head. Looking at the wheel, she was so nervous and excited that she could barely understand the letters and moving on automatic, threw the marble into the spin. The crowd roared as Master Soren joined her and together they watched the wheel slow down.

      “Hey,” he leaned down to whisper, “Name’s Soren, nice to meet you.”

      “Hi, my name’s Tori, but everyone calls me Butterfly.”

      “Butterfly… pretty name for a pretty girl.”

      “Thanks.”

      She was right, she barely came up to his chest. He had to be at least six and a half feet, maybe more, and his biceps were literally as big as her waist. Instead of watching the wheel, she ran her eyes over his body, wanting to reach out and run her fingers through the soft, dark hair on his arms. She was excited to see his hands were indeed big enough to cup her whole ass in one palm. She felt like a princess about to be sacrificed to some giant beast and loved it.

      “Orgasm denial!” Madison shouted out. “Whooo, that’s going to be a fun one!”

      Snapping her attention back to the wheel, she groaned. “Oh crap.”

      Leaning down again, way down, Master Soren said, “What’s the matter, Butterfly? Not a big fan of orgasm denial?”

      “No,” she pouted as he took her hand in his giant one, leading her off the stage. “It’s no fun.”

      He smiled at her, the expression gentling his naturally harsh features. “Don’t worry, I’ll be having a lot of fun making you beg.”

      Lifting her chin, she planted her hands on her hips and gave him a sassy look. “You and what army.”

      He grinned, and said, “Awfully big words for such a little girl.”

      Giving him a pouty little frown, she flexed for him. “Check out these guns.”

      His deep, bass chuckle seemed to vibrate her bones as he gently felt her flexed bicep. “Impressive. You work out?

      “I’m a personal trainer at a gym in Malibu,” she said as she eyed his magnificent body. “You look like you know your way around a gym.”

      “I’m a personal trainer too.” He gave a little flex of his chest that had her wanting to lick him. “Though I think our clients are probably a little different. I train guys for strongmen competitions.”

      “Cool! Do you compete?”

      “I used to, but I hurt my back and had to retire.”

      She placed her hand on his bicep, unable to resist the urge to touch his warm skin. “No shit? I was a cheerleader and had to quit when I messed up my back. That’s why I became a personal trainer.”

      His thick brows drew down and a worried look entered his deep brown eyes. “But you’re okay now? Or do I need to be careful with you?”

      She snorted. “I’m fine, and please don’t be careful with me. I swear I’m a lot tougher than I look.”

      “I can believe that.” He gave her outfit a long, slow examination that was so intense it felt like a caress. “So you really were a cheerleader?”

      “Yep.”

      “Mmmm, always had a thing for cheerleaders. Had the biggest crush on the head cheerleader back when I played football in high school. And now I have one of my very own to play with. Must be my lucky day.”

      She shrugged and gave him a wide eyed look. “Really? I’ve always had a thing for lumberjacks, and now I have one of my very own to play with. Must be my lucky day.”

      Laughing loud enough to draw the attention of those around them, he smiled that bright, white, panty-dropping smile behind his well-trimmed dark beard. “Brave words for a little girl who’s about to be at my mercy. You sure you’re up to it? We’re talking at least thirty minutes of me working your body, sensitizing you, making you feel every touch, making you ache for a cock, a tongue—anything to get you off.” Leaning down, he whispered in her ear, “But you’ll wait, suffer with pleasure so extreme it becomes pain, because you know I’ll reward you well for obeying me.”

      Dirty talk had always been one of her weaknesses, but Soren took it to the next level with his deep bass, growling voice. She swore her clit vibrated to his words, they were so deep. With lust warming her belly, she stared up at this brute of a man who she’d just been placed with by fate. A giant lumberjack who was like her triple-X fantasy come to life… in XL size. But his brown eyes were kind and she was insanely attracted to him. Sure, they were as physically different as possible, but the chemistry between them was undeniable. If she’d met him at a bar, or at the beach, she would have been just as attracted to him as she was right now. She didn’t know if it was the fabled zing or not, but there was something between them.

      Something that promised to change her world forever if she was brave enough to go after it.

      Standing on her tippy toes, she placed her hands on his warm, rock solid chest and said with one hundred percent sincerity, “I trust you not to hurt me. Bring it on big boy.”
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Soren

        

      

    

    
      He easily encircled the gorgeous, tiny woman’s narrow waist with his hands as her words hit him right in the gut.

      She trusted him.

      This lovely little butterfly, this tiny creature of such exquisite and delicate beauty, trusted him with her fragile body. Women twice her size had rejected him in the past, afraid in a way that always made him feel slightly ashamed, as if he was somehow a bad guy for being big enough to cause people to fear him on sight. He would never hurt a woman in a way she didn’t want or like for all the money in the world. Yet most of his partners had been a little fearful of him, at least at first. They quickly learned that while he was enormous, he was a very generous Dom and lover.

      But this little fairy of a woman looked at him with the fearlessness of a warrior. It was like in her mind they were physical equals, even if he could see she had to tip her head far back to look up at him. There was a fire in her blue eyes, a light that made her seem to positively radiate energy. She was like holding a warm ball of sunshine.

      Part of him wanted to cup her in his hands, to shelter her from the world and keep her beauty for himself, while the other half of him couldn’t wait to torture her in the most exquisite ways. Orgasm denial was one of his favorite kinks, and to be honest he’d have to work her good just to get her stretched enough to take his cock. It wasn’t vanity, but fact that his dick was a lot for most women to handle.

      And he didn’t want to hurt his Butterfly.

      Up on the stage Madison finally released them to have fun.

      Grabbing his toy bag from the edge of the stage he said, “Let’s go play, Butterfly.”

      “Ready when you are, Master,” she said with a grin that made him want to spank her pert little bottom.

      As they left the theater and made their way to the main play area, he was conscious of the people following them, of the hungry eyes that were focused on his Butterfly. The exhibitionist inside of him, the one that came out when he was doing Strongman competitions, woke up. Butterfly drew the attention of everyone around her. The charisma she gave off rivaled someone twice the size of her tiny frame, and he knew part of the reason they were drawing attention was the stark contrast of his bulk versus her petiteness.

      He didn’t know who she was, or what she did, but her body was honed like that of an athlete and she moved with the grace of a dancer.

      There were a few other couples from Roulette already getting setup to play, but he ignored them as he decided which platform would suit his needs. The St. Andrew’s Cross wasn’t right, and he considered the Sybian before dismissing it. Doing orgasm control with one high-powered rocket vibrator was too easy. He wanted to do something that would both show off his skill as a Dom and give his Butterfly everything she needed to soar.

      When he spied a padded table made of white and black leather he was hopeful.

      Reaching out to stop a DM that was passing by, he asked privately, “Any chance that table”—he pointed in the direction of the platform—“has stirrups I can pull up and use?”

      The DM took a glance at it before answering, “You’re in luck. The tables with the black and white do have stirrups and can also recline like a gynecological exam device. The completely black tables don’t have those features.”

      “Fantastic,” he answered with a grin.

      “What?” Butterfly asked, her height not letting her see over the growing crowd to his platform of choice. “What’s giving you that wicked smile?”

      “You’ll see,” he promised, his erection already pressing against his leather pants with every stride.

      Fuck, he hadn’t even kissed her yet and his balls were drawn up tight. Touching her was like touching electricity, his skin sparking against hers. She had lovely pale blue eyes that held both intelligence and mischief as she gazed up at him.

      “Well then lead the way, Master,” she said in a pert tone that earned her tiny butt a swat.

      “Ouch,” she exclaimed, rubbing her bottom with a cute little pout.

      Grabbing one of her pigtails, he tugged on it and led her over to the table. She complained the whole way, and by the time he had her up the steps and on the platform, he was ready to gag her mouthy little ass. Instead, he ignored her and set his toy bag down next to the table. While the club supplied everything he needed, like most Doms, he liked having his own gear on hand.

      Pulling out two bundles of black rope from his bag, he pointed to the table. “Get your mouthy ass up there, now. And if you say anything other than ‘Yes, Sir,’ I’ll spank your sweet little butt so hard you won’t sit comfortably for a week.”

      Someone in the crowd close enough to hear his promise hooted. He could see her considering disobeying him before she dropped her gaze and climbed up onto the end of the table. She didn’t put her legs up in the stirrups, but that was fine, he would take care of that for her. The back of the table was raised so she was sitting up enough to be able to see him.

      “Comfy?” he asked as he ran his hand over her silky smooth calf.

      “Yep!” She gave him a nod and an almost feral grin. “Bring it on, big boy.”

      Giving her his wickedest grin he said, “Remember those brave words, baby girl.”

      He could already tell his Butterfly was a power bottom and she would need a firm hand to keep her in line. Thankfully, he enjoyed breaking bratty subs into sweet girls.

      Moving to the side of the table, he looked down at her defiant little face and almost gave into the urge to taste those sweet, red lips of hers. She wanted to kiss him, he could tell by the way her lids lowered slightly and she tilted her mouth and head in his direction. But if he started kissing her, he wouldn’t stop, and they didn’t have all night. This was just the first round of three so he had to pace himself and remember why they were here. While he could afford his membership to Black Light, having an extra $2,500 in his pocket would be nice.

      Stroking his hand down her leg, he marveled at how soft her skin was, and yet in contrast, how strong her muscles were underneath. “How flexible are you?”

      “Very,” she responded with a smirk. “Remember, I used to be a cheerleader.”

      “Good,” he growled, his dick practically leaking cum.

      She watched him curiously as he caressed the satiny skin of her leg, marveling at their size difference and how incredibly soft she was. Leaving her white tennis shoes on, he lifted her left leg and placed it in the stirrup, then began to slowly wind the black rope around her leg, kissing the smooth skin as he went. When he reached her hip he could smell how wet she was and allowed himself the brief indulgence of rubbing his lips over the soaking wet panel of her red silk panties. Fuck, she smelled like sex, pure and so strong it threatened his self-control. He wanted to be inside of her, to use her body and fill her up with his cum until it was leaking from her.

      Moving the panel over to the side, he took a second to admire her pussy. Pretty, so pretty and pink with its pouty inner lips that just begged to be sucked on. She had a little golden fluff on her mound and he rubbed his thumb over it. His mouth watered as he allowed himself three long licks, the taste of her tart and sweet juices an aphrodisiac like nothing else. He wanted to bury his face between her legs, to suck her pussy into his mouth, to tongue her clit until she soaked his beard. She cried out, her fingers pressing into the back of his head as she rubbed her pussy on his tongue, the feeling of her hands grasping his hair sending pleasant sparks down to his groin. With a grunt he tore his mouth from her and glared up her body to her flushed face.

      “Behave.”

      “Yes, Master,” she panted then whispered, “Holy shit you’ve got a talented mouth.”

      Smirking, he pulled back and repeated the same binding with her right leg. He could have spent more time doing this, adding some elaborate knots, and sensitizing her further, but they were on a time limit. He’d told her she had to hold out for thirty minutes and the clock was ticking.

      Once he was satisfied with the bindings, he smiled at her and pressed a button on the table, adjusting the legs outwards until she was spread wide open for the audience. Heat burned her cheeks and he could see that she was embarrassed by being so exposed, but also terribly aroused. Everyone could see her pretty cunt with her panties pulled over to the side. Even the little brown pucker of her asshole was visible to the appreciative audience.

      Taking the tiny thong panties in his hands, he grinned down at her as he ripped them from her body, the audience cheering around them. His finger looked huge against her tiny sex and he had to give his cock a good rub to calm the old boy down. The thought of how tight she was going to be around him battled with the knowledge that he’d also have to be gentle with her. The thought of anyone or anything harming her had him seeing red. Unaware of his personal crisis between her legs, Butterfly was doing her best to lift her hips into his touch with a naughty smile.

      “So eager to begin?” he teased her, an idea coming to mind as he toyed with the soft, wrinkled, little lips of her inner labia.

      “It’s hardly orgasm denial if you never actually deny me anything,” she snarked back.

      Grinning, he purposely stepped between her legs and loomed over her, putting either of his arms on the sides of the raised table by her head and flexed. “Remember this moment.”

      She looked confused, but he was all but whistling with happiness. Beneath all that sass, which the crowd was eating up, was a sweet little submissive just yearning to be taken in hand. As he watched her out of the corner of his eye, he saw her look over at one of the other Roulette couples and her pussy visibly twitched. He was tempted to look as well, but as far as he was concerned, they were the competition.

      Still, if watching them got Butterfly off, he was all for it.

      It made his job easier.

      “I need a towel, please,” he called out to one of the DMs watching over the crowd.

      As he was going through his bag, out of Butterfly’s sight, a pretty black, part-time DM named Brielle handed him a clean towel that held the faint scent of fabric softener. They were friends, and she gave him a wink as she walked away. Returning to Butterfly’s side, he made his way around the bound beauty until he had her attention. He then he made a show of shaking out the towel, hiding the roll of hot pink bondage tape behind his back with his other hand.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, completely puzzled in the cutest way as she peered between her bound thighs at him.

      “Drying your pussy.”

      “But…. why?”

      “So I can do this.”

      Once he had her sex as dry as he could get it, her needy little cunt kept leaking, he pulled out the bondage tape from the back of his pants and twirled it on his finger. She still looked confused, right up to the moment where he took her labia and stretched it out so the entrance to her sex was visible. Holding her lips open, he then carefully taped them to the crease between her thigh and sex, then repeated the action with the other side, taping her labia back so her core was totally exposed. She had long, pink inner pussy lips that stretched nicely, and he couldn’t help but grin as he realized with her pussy lips taped back like this her pussy did look like a butterfly.

      When he stepped back, he gave a little bow and said, “May I present my Butterfly.”

      There was laughter and applause as the crowd took in Butterfly’s splayed open sex.

      “What did you do?” Butterfly demanded and he could see a bit of fear in her so he moved to her side.

      Holding her face in both hands, he murmured, “I opened you up so everyone could see if you are lying about coming. I know some submissives that can orgasm so quietly, it seems like just a hiccup. I don’t want you getting sneaky on me and trying to come before given permission.”

      She relaxed, then fluttered her lashes at him. “I’d never do that, Master!”

      Laughing, he placed a soft kiss on her sweet little mouth. “Mmmhmm.”

      That brief brush of their lips sent an electric charge through his system as he rose higher in his Top space, the center of his world focusing on his submissive.

      Moving over to the bag, conscious of the time, he went right for the big guns.

      The wireless Hitachi wand.

      “Shit,” he heard Butterfly say as he turned around and allowed her to see his toy.

      “What’s the matter?” he crooned as he walked back to her, his dick so hard it hurt. “Don’t tell me you’re afraid.”

      If she’d been standing up her spine would have stiffened. A look of determination came over her pretty face as she nearly growled, “Bring it.”

      When he stood next to Butterfly, strapped down and open for his pleasure, he allowed her to lean up and nuzzle her face against his crotch. The soft pressure of her cheek felt divine on his aching shaft, and he watched as her pussy clenched and unclenched. With her attention distracted, he had the wand in place on the little fluff of gold on her mound and turned on before she knew it. Since they hadn’t played together before he didn’t know what her body responded to and wanted to start off light. Barely running the vibrating head over her sex, he gave her clit a passing sweep that had her twitching, but not jerking like he wanted.

      Well, looked like his little Butterfly would need a firmer touch.

      Taking the Hitachi, he put it straight on her already swollen and distended clit, exposed by the tape holding her pussy wide. The crowd cheered as she arched up, a cry of part pain, part pleasure exploding from her. He lowered the vibration and she slumped back, whimpering and wiggling her hips in circles. Moving around so he could see between her legs and watch her beautiful face, he ignored her pleas to let her suck his dick.

      They’d get to that, but right now he was fascinated by the erotic sight of the entrance to her sheath glinting with wetness and contracting as he moved the wand around on her clit. A lovely flush started to suffuse her chest above her sports bra, but before it could blossom into a full orgasm, he pulled the toy away with a grin. The soft glow of ecstasy faded from her face, and when she looked at him with a pleading expression, he almost gave in… almost.

      Instead, he took one finger and circled the rim of her sheath, feeding her body just a tiny bit of the tip of his finger. Everyone could see how her body tried to suck him in, and he heard more than one man groan in appreciation. There wasn’t a straight man on earth who didn’t love the feeling of a tight pussy trying to pull the cum out of his cock.

      A deep, throbbing bass driven song played in the background as he began to slowly finger fuck her pussy while using the Hitachi. He was standing by her bound legs, and couldn’t resist giving her calf a quick bite. Butterfly pressed her lips together with a look of determination, trying to appear unaffected when her pussy was all but sucking on his finger like her mouth wanted to. Her tight lower abdominals quivered, as did her thighs, and he removed the wand, leaving only his finger inside of her.

      “Nooo,” she gave a broken whimper, probably only loud enough for him to hear.

      That was all the encouragement he needed to repeat the cycle, ramping her up higher every time until he could barely graze her clit with the wand. She began to beg, softly at first, then harder until she was pleading with him to let her come. Now that he had her exactly where he wanted her, he could move to the next part of his plan, one he would completely enjoy.

      Giving her sweet little tortured pussy a quick slap that had her gasping and moaning, he went to his bag and got out his safety scissors, cutting the bonds on her legs but leaving the tape holding her pussy lips back.

      “Please!” She grasped his forearm, her little nails biting into his skin. “You’ve edged me six times, please, I need to come so bad.”

      The sadist inside of him loved smiling gently down at her and saying, “No. You have five minutes to go.”

      Tears welled in her eyes, but she was practically climbing him now that her legs were free. “Please, Master Soren, please, I need to cum so bad. My pussy is throbbing, aching. It’s so swollen it hurts. Please.”

      Kissing her small, upturned face he stroked her back as he praised her, “You’re doing so good, Butterfly. Hold on just a little more and I promise you it will be worth it. Trust me.”

      Her lower lip quivered and tears leaked down her cheeks, but she nodded.

      Freeing his dick from his tight pants was almost an orgasmic experience, the large, dark brown shaft with its pink tip jerking the moment he freed it. He was big enough that gravity pulled the heavy tip down, but he was harder than he’d ever been in his life. When Butterfly wrapped her small hand around him, he looked positively massive and worried again if she could take him. He’d managed to get three fingers in her at one point, and that had been a stretch.

      “Oh my God,” Butterfly said as she took him in, her eyes wide. “I can’t wait for you to pound me into the ground with that beast.”

      He blinked, surprised by her response. While he wasn’t freakishly big, he was almost as thick as a beer can. And she was so petite. Most women her size would have been at least a little bit apprehensive. But not Butterfly. She was staring at his cock like it was the best thing ever. The way she was watching him was so hot he almost came while sheathing himself with a condom.

      Sweeping her up into his arms, he turned so that he was sitting on the table, the equipment groaning beneath his weight.

      Holding Butterfly on his lap, he positioned her so her back was to his chest. She fit perfectly on his lap, but when she tried to grab at his cock he stopped her. Instead, he took her legs and had her hold them up to her chest, once again exposing her pussy to the crowd. With her head leaning back on him he was able to nibble on her ear while he took his cock from between them and shifted so it was between her legs, pressing against her pussy.

      “Yes,” she chanted. “Yes, yes, yes.”

      “You like that?” he used his free hand to collar her throat, feeling her groan vibrate against his palm. “You like the feeling of my cock on that hot, wet pussy? Fuck, you feel so good Butterfly. And your clit is so hard, it feels like a little pearl rubbing over my dick.”

      With that he began to slap and jerk his cock against her splayed cunt, the cheering of the crowd driving him on as Butterfly begged and sobbed on his lap, her sweet pleas for release going right to his balls.

      Her juices lubed up his shaft as he rubbed it against her, rocking his hips up and down so he was grinding against her clit. Butterfly was shaking against him, the floral scent of her hair filling him as he cradled her. He placed the head of his dick at her entrance and pressed just the crest in. She grunted and he allowed her to push down far enough so the fat head breached her entrance after some resistance. Holding still, he felt her ripple and shake, her cunt squeezing his dick so tight it hurt in the best way possible.

      “Come,” he ordered as he slapped her cunt, and she did just that.

      Her scream echoed in the room as she released her legs and arched her back, sinking down a few more inches, her spasming pussy threatening to pull the cum right out of him. Gritting his teeth, he held back, letting her grab onto his arms and rake her nails down his skin, the burn only adding to his own fire. Giving her another few inches, he pulled out, then back in, wanting to be buried to the hilt when he finally got his release.

      Except Butterfly had gone quiet and limp in his arms.

      Frozen with sudden fear, he said, “Butterfly? Honey? You okay?”

      When she didn’t respond panic hit him and he quickly pulled out, turning the unconscious woman in his arms. His whole world seemed to implode as he worried for a second that he’d somehow killed her. Except no, thank God, she was still breathing.

      “DM!” he shouted.

      One of the Dungeon Monitors was already moving to the platform and the concerned crowd gathered closer before a woman shouted out, “It’s okay! She’s fine. Butterfly passes out at the sight of blood.”

      A woman in her forties with a hell of a body, wearing a long red latex dress, pushed her way up to the edge of the stage. “I’m her friend, I know Butterfly outside of the club. She passes out at the sight of blood. The couple next to you was doing knife play, something Butterfly likes. I didn’t notice the other Dom had drawn blood until it was too late.”

      Looking at the fragile woman in his arms, she seemed so much smaller right now, he gave her cheek a gentle pat. “Butterfly? You okay?”

      Brielle, still wearing her DM t-shirt, gestured to him. “Soren, why don’t you come with me. We’ll take you to a quiet room where we have a warming blanket and some cookies waiting. We’ll have one of our staff check her over, just to be sure. If she’s feeling okay, and she’s cleared medically, we’ll take you back up for your second spin when you’re ready. Might want to tuck yourself away before you stand up.”

      Shifting Butterfly in his hold, he stripped off the empty condom and tossed it in his bag before he did just that. He then stood with Butterfly in his arms and said to the crowd, “She’s going to be fine, she faints at the sight of blood. We’re going to go give her some TLC and hopefully be back for another spin of the wheel.”

      The woman in the long red latex dress followed them to one of the curtained recovery rooms. Inside was a small space with a sofa and a table set with cookies and bottled water. A thick blue blanket lay on the back of the couch, and as he sat he grabbed it with one hand then tucked it around Butterfly. As soon as he’d gotten her covered, a man in his late twenties wearing a DM T-shirt came in, his smile friendly.

      “Hi, I’m Dave. I’m a firefighter and an EMT. I hear your submissive passed out?”

      “She faints at the sight of blood,” the woman in red said quickly. “They were doing knife play on the next platform over. I didn’t say anything because for most of the scene she was strapped to the table, facing away from them. But when Master Soren moved her, she had a direct view of the other couple and I didn’t notice until too late. I’m so sorry. She’s going to be mortified when she wakes up.”

      “Let’s see if we can’t rouse her.” Pulling a little vial out of his pocket, Dave uncapped it and waved it below Butterfly’s nose.
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      An awful smell woke her like a bucket of ice water and Butterfly tried to swat whatever held the offending smell away from her nose.

      Except she couldn’t move her arms.

      Forcing her eyes open, she found herself snuggled against a bare, extremely muscled, large, hairy chest covered in brown leather straps.

      It only took her a second for her frazzled mind to catch up and she looked up at a very worried looking Master Soren.

      “Hey, Butterfly,” he said in his deep, rumbly voice. “How are you feeling?”

      “You passed out,” came Ashleigh’s familiar voice somewhere to her left. “I think you saw the couple doing knife play near you.”

      Her stomach lurched as she recalled the sight of a bloody rose dripping down the other woman’s tanned skin.

      “Don’t remind me,” she moaned.

      Shifting her in his grip so she was sitting up a little more, but still cradled by his body, Soren said in a soft voice, “You scared me back there. I thought I broke you.”

      Fighting to get her arm free from the blanket, she reached up and gave his bearded cheek a pat. “Don’t worry, big boy, you didn’t hurt me. In fact, I loooovvveeed it. You’re so deliciously mean.”

      Leaning forward, he placed a kiss on her forehead then hugged her so tight she squeaked. “I’d never heard anyone dying from an orgasm before, but you were coming harder than I’ve ever seen.”

      “Oh yeah…” Wiggling out of the blanket, she gave Soren’s shoulder a smack. “That’s for the orgasm denial, you evil man!”

      He burst out laughing and cuddled her close, his grip surprisingly gently despite his size and strength. “You loved it.”

      Pushing back, she snorted. “Whatever. How long was I out? Were we disqualified?”

      Turning a little, she found a worried looking Ashleigh and an unfamiliar but good-looking man who gave her a kind smile. “I’m Dave, the medical help on duty. If you can eat a couple cookies and drink some water, I’m sure we can get you back in time for your second spin.”

      “Deal,” she said, leaning forward to grab a cookie as she sat on Soren’s lap. Stuffing two down as fast as she could, she then chugged a bottle of water and hopped up. “Let’s do this.”

      “By the way,” Ashleigh said to a bemused looking Soren while the EMT checked her over. “Butterfly is superhuman. She has more energy than a pack of toddlers and is peppy and perky all day long.”

      Soren still looked kind of worried, so Tori put her hands on her hips and gave him a stern look. “Come on, Master Soren, time to put your game face on. I promise, you didn’t break me. In fact, I loved it.” The shiver she gave wasn’t pretend as she bit her lower lip. “That orgasm at the end was… I want more. And if I don’t get to come on your cock at least once more I will die of disappointment.”

      “Are you sure you’re feeling up to it? I don’t want you to feel any pressure that you have to do anything.”

      “Awww!” She patted his bearded cheek. “You’re so sweet, but really, I’m fine. And I want more.”

      He lifted her off the floor and gave her a kiss that had her toes curling. “Then more you shall have. Let’s go spin that wheel.”

      “I can walk, you know,” she said as she rested her head against his chest, petting the furry mass of his pectoral muscle.

      “But then I would die of disappointment, because having you in my arms is becoming one of my favorite things on Earth.”

      Blushing, she ducked her head a little as his words hit her harder than he probably intended. “Awww, you Charmer.”

      “It’s the truth.” He growled at a couple of men talking and blocking their path. “Move, please.”

      The men moved aside as Soren’s deep voice echoed in the hallway like a cannon.

      A few people glanced their way as they walked through the main play area, heading back to the roulette table in the theater.

      She fixed her pigtails as they walked, loving the attention that they got because of their size difference. She couldn’t have picked a better partner if she tried, and not only was Soren lumberjack hot and sweet, he was an amazing Dom. The way he’d watched her, remembered what she’d liked and somehow knew her hot buttons was incredible. When he’d pulled out the tape and spread her open for everyone to see she’d been both mortified and turned on out of her mind. He may have thought he denied her orgasms, but the almost orgasms he’d given her had been a delicious, if painful, pleasure that bordered on exquisite. Not something she’d do every day, but boy did that make for one hot scene.

      When they reached the stage in the theater for their next spin Soren put her on her feet and Madison, the MC, came over without her microphone wearing a concerned look. “Everything okay out there? Heard someone passed out?”

      “It was me,” Butterfly admitted while raising her hand with a guilty look. “I saw the couple next to us doing a really hot scene, then when I looked back during my orgasm and saw the blood dripping down her body I somehow managed to both come and pass out. I put down blood play as one of my no way vetoes on my application. I guess I should have been more specific and said that I can’t see any drippy blood. I mean if you have a small cut or whatever I can maintain, but if you’re dripping? Ugh, I’m a goner. But I’m good to go now.”

      Her skin prickled and she bounced on her toes, the familiar energy that was always roaring through her body demanding an outlet.

      “Are you sure?” Madison asked with a kind smile. “We’ll still give you the one month free if you have to drop out for medical reasons.”

      “I’m fine,” Butterfly said, tempted to do a standing backspring to show Madison that she was indeed okay. “Seriously, people. I’m good to go.”

      “You sure are… energetic for someone who just fainted,” Madison laughed.

      Ashleigh, who was standing near the stage, spoke up and said, “Butterfly hardly ever eats sugar. She’s one of those sick, naturally-loves-healthy-food people. But she just ate a couple cookies under the EMT’s orders so she’ll be bouncing off the walls for a bit.”

      She wanted to protest, but it was true. The sugar was hitting her system like sweet speed and she bounced on her toes as she stared at the wheel and wondered what would come next. So far she’d only been through the first round of three, and she couldn’t imagine what the rest would be like. Hopefully, she got more of Soren’s delicious monster dick. During their first spin she’d only gotten a tease of it, and she wanted the whole thing.

      Madison nodded. “Okay, if you’ve received the all-clear from Dave, and you’d still like to participate, good luck!”

      Madison walked them the rest of the way across the stage, and Soren approached the wheel with Butterfly. They exchanged a grin as Madison handed her the marble and gave the wheel a hard spin. Anticipation added a pleasant thrill to her arousal, her skin practically prickling with sparks as Soren brushed his hand over her shoulder.

      “What do you hope it will be?” he asked in a low voice as they stood by the wheel.

      “Honestly,” she said as she smiled up at him. “I don’t care because I have a feeling whatever we end up with, you’re going to make it good.”

      He reached down, his massive hand cupping her face as he smiled behind his beard. “That I will.”

      Grinning at him, she dropped the ball, the slots still whirling rapidly as the wheel spun round. The noise was loud enough to draw the attention of the couples in the theater as it finally began to slow down. She bounced on her toes with anticipation as the ball settled and the wheel slowed.

      Revealing a red slot that said Switch.

      She stared at it for a moment, then clapped and cackled, doing a little happy dance as she said, “Please, please, please tell me Switch isn’t one of your no nos.”

      Soren, looking a little stunned, still stared at the wheel as he shook his head. “Nope, that wasn’t one of my hard limits.”

      She jumped up and down, clapping her hands with glee while the group in the theater cheered as well.

      Looking bemused, he stood before her, a monster of a man, all hers to play with. “And what do you plan on doing with me, little Mistress?”

      Still smiling, she looked away and asked the grinning DM, “Where’s Dominic?”
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        * * *

      

      A few minutes later, Butterfly was on her way back out to the main play area, but with an entirely different attitude now.

      Well, kind of.

      Dominic, the head of costumes for the club and a freaking genius, had transformed her into Harley Quinn in record time. Oddly enough, he had an amazing amount of Harley Quinn costumes on hand. Her pigtails, now blue and red, swished on either side of her head, and she was rocking a pair of booty shorts with ‘Spoiled’ written on the butt and a ‘Daddy’s Little Monster’ t-shirt that was artfully ripped to show her midriff. Instead of Harley Quinn’s trademark sledgehammer, Dominic had somehow managed to find a red and blue paddle that matched the whole comic book vibe.

      Yet, as much of a genius as he was, even Dominic was limited in the costumes he could offer Soren.

      That didn’t matter, because she intended to have him naked and spread for the duration of her turn as Mistress.

      It’s not every day a girl got her very own beast to play with. Yes, she was submissive, but she had to admit it was fun to play the Top now and again. Especially when she owed a certain man payback for the orgasm torture he’d put her through.

      Big time.

      She skipped through the play area with the bag of toys she’d borrowed from Ashleigh. Better to have too many toys than not enough was her motto. People turned to watch her and she heard the name Harley Quinn being whispered as she passed.

      A crowd was already gathered around Soren, and he was right where the DM had promised to put him. Spread out on the Widows Web, a system of chains and restraints shaped like a spiderweb and drilled into the wall to the right of the stage. Soren was standing with his arms spread and bound slightly above, at a comfortable distance. She didn’t want to hurt him, at least not like that.

      Other than his leather pants, the only thing he wore was a black leather mask like the one the Lone Ranger used to wear. Of every costume Dominic had, it was the only thing ‘villain-like’ that would fit Soren’s big frame. One of the club members held out his hand in a gentlemanly gesture, helping her up the two steps to the small platform against the wall. The crowd cheered for another couple nearby, but she ignored everyone and everything except for the big, giant, sexy man literally chained up for her pleasure.

      The extra effort to get her look right was worth it, because Soren involuntarily jerked at his chains as he got his first good view of her and let out a low whistle.

      “Fuck yeah,” he growled and she preened beneath his appreciative gaze.

      Wearing fingerless blue and red, leather, spiked gloves, she gave him a cute little wave and a grin worthy of Harley Quinn.

      Getting into character, she stalked towards him, something not easily accomplished in her white cloth sneakers, but she gave him a good glare as she stood before him with her hands on her hips.

      When she’d first had this idea, she’d envisioned herself wearing platform heels that put them closer to the same height, but that was never going to happen without her breaking an ankle. Sure, she could have put him on a table, or made him kneel so she could properly reach all of him, but she had a better idea. One that would be a bit of a challenge, but there was nothing she loved better than pushing herself to the limits.

      And the rewards would be so worth it.

      “So, Beast from the East, we meet again,” she said as she gave him his villain name and ran her fingertip down his abdominals, the muscles quivering beneath her touch.

      Magnificent.

      Clearing his throat, Soren’s voice was clearly struggling against laughter as he said in a stilted voice, “Uh, release me at once, Harley, and we’ll pretend this never happened.”

      “Oh,” she sang in a merry tone, running both of her hands over his torso now, playing with the thick trail of dark hair leading down to his pants. “I don’t think so. I finally have you where I want you, Beast, and I’m going to make you pay for ever defying me.”

      Opening his pants, she held his gaze as she pulled out his hard length, the fist sized head pulsing in her grip as she gave him a hard squeeze. She smiled as he grunted and a bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip. Pulling his pants down to his ankles, she left him hobbled like that, then stood back and gave him an admiring look. He really was a delicious brute of a man, hairy in all the right places, and his cock was a thing of beauty. She loved how hard he was and gave the length of him a gentle stroke, her fingertips butterfly light.

      “You’ll never get away with this,” Soren growled even as his cock twitched as if seeking her hand.

      “You have such a beautiful dick,” she purred, stroking him with just her fingertips. “But you also have really nice balls. I have a thing for a nice set on a man, but I think yours need a little decoration.”

      A look of worry entered his eyes for the first time as she cupped his warm, tight sac in her hands and gave a little tug.

      Turning around so her ass was wiggling in the air, giving him a good show, she reached into the bag and pulled out a black leather band with studs on it.

      The crowd hooted as she sashayed back over to Soren. “We’re just going to put this nice leather strap around those big balls of yours. I don’t want you coming too soon. I have plans for that big dick of yours and need it nice and hard.”

      She didn’t even have to go to her knees before him, instead showing off her flexibility by bending over from the waist and giving the crowd an ass shot.

      Soren’s erection kept jerking before her gaze and a feeling of erotic power filled her as she stroked him, loving how aroused he was, loving that he was hers to play with.

      A girl could get addicted to a feeling like this. Her body was an achy mess, and no doubt everyone could see how wet she was as she gently pulled Soren’s balls down and fastened the band around the skin where his testicles met his body. This wouldn’t really prevent him from coming, but she loved how it looked on him. He was such a big, raw man, and he deserved black leather and spikes.

      Deciding to reward him for staying still and allowing her to bind his balls, she gripped his shaft, her hand nowhere near fitting all the way around, and suckled on just the head.

      His deep, bass groan was almost loud enough to vibrate the floorboards beneath her feet. She took more of him, her jaw aching but his exquisite reactions made her nipples bead to rock hard points.

      The more she sucked, the more turned on she got and by the time he was helplessly thrusting in her grip she needed some relief of her own.

      Letting him slip him from her mouth, she slowly stood and stretched before him, then gripped the edges of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head, revealing her breasts. They were small, but stood high and proud on her chest and her brownish-pink nipples seemed to strain towards Soren. She bet he could do wonderful things with that mouth of his and decided it was time to find out.

      Grinning at him, she grasped the chains with her gloved hands and began to climb.

      The crowd went crazy as she used the spiderweb to scale his bound body until she was easily holding herself with her breast just inches from his mouth.

      His gaze as he looked up at her flashed with both need and amusement. “If I suck on those pretty little nipples will you let me go?”

      “Hmmm…” She pretended to consider his words as she swung a bit on the chains, loving how his gaze was drawn to her swaying breasts. “I’ll think about it.”

      Adjusting her grip on the chains, she stood easily on a set of thick chains near his hips, her sneakers providing her with a comfortable stance. Soren let out a rumbly little groan as she brushed the aching tip of her breast over his beard, barely touching his lips before leaning away. He lunged forward as much as he could, the chains clanking as he latched onto her nipple with his teeth.

      Lightning shot from her pinched nipple right to her clit and she moaned, pressing closer as he licked and sucked on her throbbing nipple, his hungry growls making her shove her breast into his mouth further. He could take almost the whole thing in his mouth and she ground her shorts-covered pussy against his chest, the tickle of his hair against her thighs an added erotic sensation.

      She tormented both of them, moving her breasts into his mouth one by one, making him strain to suckle at the sensitive tip. Her clit throbbed and the erotic rasp of Soren’s beard against her chest was wonderful.

      She wondered what it would feel like between her legs.

      Jumping to the ground, she gave Soren an impish grin as he growled, “I thought you fell.”

      “No, but as talented as I am, I don’t think I can climb a chain web and take my clothes off at the same time.”

      “Fuck yeah,” Soren breathed. “Show me that pretty pink butterfly pussy.”

      At one time she’d been embarrassed by the fact that her inner lips hung out past her outer lips, but those days were long behind her.

      Leaning over to take off her shorts, she pretended to accidentally rub her face on Soren’s erection. His shaft was pulsing it was so hard, and as she stared up at him and rubbed her hands lightly up and down it, he snarled at her. A hot tingle rushed through her from the top of her scalp to her toes as she took in the big man who was totally, willingly in her control. Leaning forward and on her tiptoes, she licked his nipple while barely stroking him, the tension in his body and the swallowed back groans letting her know he was just as turned on as she was.

      Checking his balls, she ran her hand over them, making sure the studded leather band holding them wasn’t too tight. Soren evidently liked having his balls played with, because his dick leaked precum and he thrust into the air. God that was sexy, and her inner thighs were slick with her arousal. Grasping the chains above Soren’s head, she looked down to make sure she had her footing as she climbed higher. The spider web provided her with lots of hand and footholds, and thanks to years of climbing rock walls at the gym and the gloves she wore, she soon had herself in a semi-precarious position.

      With one foot by Soren’s head, and the other down by his ribcage, she managed to straddle his face in a way that gave her control and wouldn’t break her legs between his back and the wall.

      “Yeah, Butterfly, let me eat that sweet little cunt,” Soren growled, somehow injecting his dominance into the situation even though he was the one tied up. “Give it to me.”

      Adjusting her grip, she tilted her pussy closer, the stance opening her wide to his eager mouth.

      “Oh fuck,” she cried out in pure delight, underestimating how good it would feel to have his big mouth on her pussy again.

      Because of their size difference he was able to eat her like a peach, his whole mouth encompassing her sex, then sucking hard. And his tongue, holy shit, his tongue felt almost as big as a cock as he began to tongue fuck her pussy. Her body jerked and shuddered, his beard indeed providing a lovely feeling against her sensitive sex. When he switched from her entrance to her clit, she decided she was going to marry this boy someday.

      “Yes, yes,” she panted, rocking her hips on his eager mouth. “More, more, more!”

      Soren obliged and pursed his lips around her clit, then sucked hard enough to have her leaping over the edge into her orgasm. Her stomach muscles clenched and released, the hot waves of her orgasm turning her blind as Soren returned to his licking her like she was a treat to be savored. Giving a weak laugh, she practically melted down his body.

      It was only when she was on her knees, her cheek resting against Soren’s rock hard, furry calf that she noticed the DMs standing off to the side of the stage, watching her with a smile.

      The black female DM grinned even bigger as she said, “Hate to interrupt, but if you want to get your third spin in you might want to move things along.”

      Chains rattled from behind her and a moment later Soren was picking her nude body up from the floor and cradling it to his chest. The feeling of his bare skin against her own was lovely, and she wiggled in his arms a little just to feel the stroke of his body hair. In response he held her tighter and she felt so safe and secure that she couldn’t help but smile.

      “Hey,” she laughed, loving the feel of his strong arms holding her so easily. “I thought you were chained up?”

      “I was,” Soren said as he carried her down the steps, both of them naked as he’d ditched his mask and pants at some point. “But the restraints the DMs used on me were the easy break away type. I was worried that if you fell, I wouldn’t be able to catch you.”

      “How did you know I was going to climb the web?” she asked in a relaxed voice, totally at ease despite their nude state as Soren took them back toward the theater for their last spin.

      “I just had a feeling,” he grinned down at her.

      Even as packed as it was, the crowd easily saw them coming thanks to Soren and made a pathway. Sex hung heavy in the air, and the pure erotic energy that filled the club whispered over her skin like silk. There was just something about having a room full of people all having a good time that put her in a good mood as she cuddled into Soren’s chest while he walked.

      Kissing the top of her head he said, “I don’t normally bottom, but I have to say, that was fucking hot.”

      Giggling, she gave his chest a kiss. “Yes, it was. Sorry you didn’t get to come.”

      “No, you’re not.” He grinned down at her, the skin around his brown eyes crinkling. “I think you said something about payback?”

      “Oh, that was just me being in character as Harley,” she lied with big, wide eyes.

      “Riiigghhht,” Soren drawled out. “Need a drink or anything from the bar before we spin?”

      “No, I’m good.”

      He nodded, then stopped at the bar and got a bottle of water that he chugged while still easily holding her.

      She totally relaxed in his grip, more than confident that he could hold her for hours and it would be like carrying a stuffed animal. Out of the corner of her eye she caught a flash of red and found Ashleigh standing nearby. As soon as she noticed Butterfly watching, she gave an excited wave and a smile, mouthing the word ‘wow’ and fanning herself as she comically ogled Soren’s naked backside. Soren turned away before she could respond, but she had to agree.

      Everything about him was wow.

      An excited little hum went through her as she studied his face while he walked. She didn’t really know anything about him, but she wanted to. She wanted to know who he was, what he liked, if he liked her. At the very least they knew they were sexually compatible. And being with him felt like something both entirely new, and yet completely familiar. Like she’d known him far longer than the two hours they’d spent together.

      Once they reached the stage, Soren set her down carefully and she shivered.

      “Can we get a couple robes, please?” Soren bellowed, his voice booming through the room like thunder.

      It didn’t take long for one of the employees to give them each a Black Light robe, though Soren’s barely fit. Snuggling the warm, plush white robe with Black Light’s logo on it around her body, she gave Soren an impulsive hug. In response he placed his big hands on her waist and easily lifted her up for a gentle kiss that had her lazily kicking her feet in the air.

      “Ahem,” Madison said in a loud, amused voice from nearby. “We’ll get to that in a second. First, we need you to spin.”

      Giving Soren’s bottom lip a nip, she pushed off his chest and he set her down lightly on her feet.

      Too bad they hadn’t met back in her cheerleading days—he would have made an awesome base with how easily he read her body language and needs.

      Straightening her shoulders, she strode over to the wheel and took a deep breath while Madison gave it a final spin before she dropped the ball.

      Rejoining Soren, they watched as the wheel whirled along before slowing to a stop.

      As one, Soren and Butterfly read the word then said, “Oh shit.”
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Soren

        

      

    

    
      Fisting.

      The word seemed to flash before his eyes as sheer horror filled him.

      Even Butterfly, who always seemed to be bursting with positive energy, wilted at his side.

      Motioning to Madison, he lowered his voice. “Can I talk to you for a sec?”

      Looking a little stunned herself, Madison nodded. “Sure, what’s up?”

      He held up his fist, then leaned down and put it next to Butterfly’s robe covered pelvis where it almost fit hip to hip. “We have a problem.”

      Butterfly snickered while Madison quickly nodded. “Yes, yes—I see. Normally I’d say women are designed to stretch but this is a little—um, yes. Well, the problem is you spun it and it isn’t on either of your hard limits lists, but this is clearly an exception to the rules. Let me talk with Elijah and see if we can come up with a compromise so we don’t have to take Butterfly into the hospital to have her vagina sewn back together.”

      Butterfly cracked up at this, and she shook her head, her hair still in red and blue piggy tails like Harley Quinn. “I have this really weird mental image of you with your hand up my vagina using me like a puppet.”

      Laughing, he gathered her to his side, unable to be near her without touching her. God, she was a bright ray of sunshine. One he’d like to have more of in his life. As he stared down at her his heart gave an unexpected thump and a static bolt seemed to shoot down his spine to his balls as their eyes locked. She was so beautiful, even if she was tiny. But her personality was easily big enough to fill the room. Stroking her soft cheek, he wondered how he could be so lucky as to be paired with someone he’d never consider as a sexual partner because of their size difference. Yet, somehow, she turned out to be his perfect fit.

      Madison came back on stage with a hard to read look on her face. The crowd had grown as they waited for the Elijah’s decision, and Soren cuddled Butterfly into his side, wondering if they were about to be disqualified. He doubted it, but there was always a chance and suddenly the thought of never seeing Butterfly again hit him in the gut like a fist.

      “Hey,” Madison said as she came to stand by them on the stage with a DM at her shoulder. “Here’s the deal. Elijah agrees you’d split Butterfly in two and we’d all rather not have that happen. But you did spin fisting, and it’s not on either of your hard limit lists, so you still have to fulfill the spin of the wheel. Instead of using your fist, Soren, you can use a fist sized sex toy, or if both of you prefer, we have a submissive who is skilled at fisting who has volunteered to be used as your sex toy. Meaning you tell her what to do, she does it like an extension of your will, but she wouldn’t be involved with you during the scene, only Butterfly.”

      He raised his eyebrows and looked down at Butterfly who was biting her lower lip as she stared up at him and he asked, “What do you think?”

      “Who’s the sub?” she asked Madison.

      “Tink,” Madison replied, and the women shared a smile. “She said you’ve played together before?”

      “Yes.” Butterfly leaned against him in obvious relief. “We’ve played together before. If Soren, I mean Master Soren is cool with it, I’d prefer to use Tink.”

      “So, you’re into girls?” he asked with a leering growl.

      The worry on her face vanished as she fluttered her lashes. “Very much. But not as much as I like big hairy lumberjacks.”

      Cute, funny, kinky, and obviously into him—she was perfect.

      Madison was watching them with an amused smile. “Well, you hit the jackpot tonight, Butterfly. Master Soren could be a poster boy for lumberjacks everywhere. He’s like your personal Paul Bunyan. Have you guys come to a decision?”

      He nodded down at Butterfly. “Up to you. Do want to get fisted by a sex toy or another submissive?”

      “What would you like to see, Master Soren?” she asked, lacing her hand with his.

      “I would love to see you come all over a pretty submissive’s fist while you suck my cock,” he replied honestly. “Then, once she has you properly stretched out, I’d like to fuck you until you scream. I can’t wait to get back inside that sweet, hot pussy of yours.”

      He could feel her little shiver as she said, “Yes. All of that, please.”

      Chuckling softly to himself, he followed a smiling Butterfly to the edge of the stage where a cute, small black woman with a short pixie haircut, wearing a see-through red baby doll, waited for them with a bright smile.

      “Tink, short for Tinkerbell?” he asked in a low voice as they approached the pretty sub.

      “Yep!” Butterfly grinned as she gave his hand a squeeze. “She’s super nice, you’ll like her.”

      By the time they reached the little woman, Tink was bouncing up and down on her toes like Butterfly did when she was excited.

      “Tink!” Butterfly said with a bright smile. “I didn’t know you were back!”

      “My Master and I flew in last night, but we got here late and missed the first round. When we heard about your”—she grinned at Soren, dimples popping in her dark brown cheeks—“big problem I, of course, volunteered to help like the good service submissive I am.”

      Laughing, Butterfly hugged the other woman. “I’m so happy it’s you! Master Soren, I’d like you to meet Tink. She’s super awesome and one of the nicest people you’ll ever meet. Her Master, David, is a really great guy. Where is he?”

      “He’s around here somewhere. He had some business to take care of, but I promise you he’ll be front row.” Tink ducked her head and gave Soren a shy smile. “Nice to meet you, Master Soren. I’m here completely at your disposal.” She held up her hand, displaying a big diamond ring and wedding band. “My Master has instructed me that I’m to follow your every command, though he asks that you not touch me more than necessary, and never in a sexual manner. He doesn’t mind if I play with female submissives, but my husband is the only Master that is allowed to play with me.”

      “Of course.” Soren gave her a little bow. “Thank you, Tink, for helping us tonight. If you ladies will follow me, there was a platform I saw in the main room that I think will work perfectly.”

      Looking down at the two women giggling together, one dark and one light but similar in size and shape, his cock gave an appreciative twitch behind his robe. The leather strap was still around his balls, but Butterfly had kept it so loose that it was more decorative than actually restraining. As it was, it felt like he had a firm hand gripping his balls in a way that made him aware of his body as he led his giggling submissives to the playroom.

      There were other Roulette couples playing, his Butterfly wasn’t the only exhibitionist, but thankfully the piece of BDSM equipment he wanted was still available.

      The crowd was thick as the final round of Roulette was being played out all over Black Light. The music had been turned up, and the atmosphere was definitely more on the rowdy side. And there were a lot more naked people having fun of their own. They passed a man fucking a woman up against the wall and Soren’s cock twitched at the sound of her throaty moans.

      “Over here,” he said in a loud voice over the music and crowd.

      Both women were too short to see where he was pointing, and they both tried to strain on their tippy toes, so he decided to herd them instead. Moving both women into his arms, he easily plowed his way through the crowd until they reached the platform. Pausing before it, he gave a nod of thanks to the DM carrying his toy bag and helped the women up the steps. When the audience saw them, they started cheering and whistling, no doubt anticipating a good show.

      Butterfly ran her hands over the red and black leather spanking bench with its padded and adjustable leg extensions so a sub could comfortably kneel on it. Turning away from the bench, she gave the crowd a sultry smile and let the robe slip from her fantastic body, grinning as she gave them a shy little wave.

      Plucking Butterfly up, he easily placed her on the bench where she knelt on the padded leather perch with restraints. Pressing gently on her back, he urged her onto her stomach. There were additional restraints for strapping down her arms, but he ignored them. He liked his girl having use of her clever hands. The leg portions were designed to swing out wider, and he cranked them until Butterfly’s legs were spread wide enough to reveal a hint of her tiny anus. Fuck he was a lucky man.

      Still wearing his robe, he moved behind her to secure her legs to the side of the spanking bench. Running his hands over the pert little globes of her bottom, he couldn’t help giving her a series of light swats. The way her spread pussy tightened up with each swat, how the little star of her anus clenched, all made the need to fuck her pound harder through his balls. He looked under the bench and found the little lever to adjust it up or down. Hitting the level with his foot, he raised it until Butterfly was in the position he wanted her.

      Pinned to the bench for his pleasure.

      Leaving a now naked Butterfly on the spanking bench, he motioned for Tink to follow him a few paces over to his bag.

      “What are you doing?” Butterfly asked as she strained to see him.

      “None of your business,” Soren said with a grin. “But since you’re so nosy, let’s give you something else to think about.”

      Digging through his bag, he sorted through his toys until he found the small butt plugs. It was really not much bigger than two of his fingers, but he wanted Butterfly to feel completely penetrated, taken in every way possible. Opening the sealed baggie, he took out the smallest one, a bronze plug with a sparkly green stone on the end. He warmed it in his hand as Tink silently watched, then gave it to her along with a small bottle of lube.

      “Hold these for a second, please.”

      She nodded, then her gaze went wide as he turned and shrugged off his robe. He had to admit, he was vain enough to enjoy the way women reacted to him, and he gave a big stretch, flexing for the crowd. The women, and some men, in the audience whistled as he turned and gave them a wink. His cock bobbed in the air, but the only thing his dick was interested in was the mouthy little blond watching him with a small smile.

      Returning to the padded bench, he took a moment to run his hand down her back, marveling at how she was at once delicate and powerful.

      But as strong as she was, he had to be careful not to hurt her.

      At least not on accident.

      Butterfly seemed to enjoy a little bite to her pleasure, and he was more than happy to supply it.

      His dick was aching by the time he reached the front of the bench where her head was. Leaning down, he gave her a soft, sweet kiss that was at total odds with the depraved ways he was about to enjoy her tight little body. He licked at her mouth, enjoying her taste and the way she moaned and suckled his tongue. When she bit his lower lip he drew back, the dominance that was part of his core rising up at her little display of defiance.

      Looking over his shoulder, he found the dark eyed woman watching them closely. “Tink, I want you to take what I gave you and put it in Butterfly. Have you fisted a woman before?”

      Tink quickly nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

      “Good. I’m going to trust you with my girl. Be nice… but not too nice.”

      “Master Soren,” Butterfly said in a soft voice. “I-um, well I tend to squirt when I’m fisted. You might want to get some towels.”

      “Tink.” He looked up at the beautiful black woman running her hands over Butterfly’s bare butt. “Did you hear that?”

      “Yes, Sir. I’ve made Butterfly squirt before when we’ve played.” She gave him an almost smug grin. “It makes her orgasm really hard. She shakes like she’s possessed.”

      While he mentally made it his personal goal to have Butterfly squirt all over his cock someday, he nodded as a stack of towels appeared at the edge of the stage. God, he loved this club. They catered to their members in a way that made it seem like they knew what he’d need before he was even aware of it. His DM friend Brielle, who had been monitoring the main play area all night, winked as she set down another stack and backed away from the stage.

      Anticipation thrummed through his veins while Butterfly watched him with a cat-got-the-cream smile as he approached. Despite being bound to the bench by her legs, she propped her elbows beneath her, showing off her small breasts nicely as he got nearer. When he stopped before her, she slowly licked her lips, then her eyes went wide with surprise. He looked down the line of her body to find Tink had begun to pour lube down the crack of Butterfly’s pert little slightly spread buttocks.

      “Why, Master Soren,” Butterfly purred as her eyes went misty with pleasure. “Look at our luck. The bench is the perfect height for me to suck you off.”

      “Serendipity.” He reached out with both hands and grabbed her pigtails. “Speaking of luck, look at this. Hair perfect for me to hold onto while I skull fuck a mouthy little sub. How much of me do you think you can take?”

      “As much as you can give me.”

      Her lips parted and she let out a breathy sigh as Tink began to work Butterfly’s sleek body with her fingers. He couldn’t see exactly what the other woman was doing, but he loved watching Butterfly’s reaction. If he wasn’t so fucking horny, and they weren’t in a competition, he could happily just sit back and jerk off while watching his girl come. Her nipples beaded and he reached down, pinching them tight.

      “Open,” he growled, holding his cock before her lips.

      With no argument she did exactly as ordered, her happy hum as she took him into her mouth all the encouragement he needed to grab her hair again like reins.

      Tink held up the butt plug and he nodded, then had to try to keep from folding to the floor as Butterfly took more of him than he thought she could into her velvety mouth.

      When her throat opened and closed around the head of his cock he groaned in tortured pleasure.

      God be blessed, was she even human?

      “That’s it,” he encouraged her in a voice like boulders grinding together as she closed her eyes, her hands holding onto his thighs while he slowly slid in and out of her mouth. “Such a good girl.”

      She shivered in his grasp and he found Tink giving him a questioning look as he glanced at her. “Master Soren, Butterfly is close to orgasm. Is she allowed to come?”

      In response, Butterfly sucked him in so hard he thought some of his soul might have gone down her throat, and his voice came out tight as he said, “As much as she wants.”

      Butterfly pulled off his cock long enough to say, “Thank you, Master,” before taking him back down her throat again.

      Tink was working the plug in Butterfly’s ass and Soren held her head completely still as she slowed her pace. She was going to get him off before he was ready if he wasn’t careful. Fisting his cock, he leaned forward so she could lick his balls, something she did eagerly. That felt amazing, so good he couldn’t help but close his eyes in bliss, missing the start of her orgasm. It wasn’t until she moaned and shivered against his balls that he looked down and watched her body flush as she bucked into Tink’s busy fingers. The butt plug was all the way in, and the other woman was focused entirely on Butterfly’s pussy.

      He really wanted to watch, but there was no way on Earth he could leave the paradise of Butterfly’s mouth.

      Maybe next time he could arrange to have mirrors set up, because the crowd was entranced watching Tink work her small dark hand into Butterfly’s no doubt hot pink cunt.

      Butterfly coasted down from her orgasm with a sigh, reaching up and jerking his cock as she returned to licking and sucking his balls with the same eagerness as before. The woman’s endurance astounded him, and he wondered if he’d finally met a female who could keep up with his appetites. The silken slide of her tongue from his balls, over the leather, and to the base of his dick had him throwing his head back, and when she wrapped her hands around him and pumped, he came embarrassingly close to coming.

      With a grunt he stepped back, giving her only the tip to lick at.

      “Here we go,” Tink said as she ran a soothing hand over Butterfly’s bottom. “Relax for me, sweetie.”

      Butterfly did just that, breathing out a hot gust of air on the wet tip of his erection as she pulled him closer so she could rest her head on his hip right next to his twitching shaft.

      It was a strangely intimate move, and he loved giving her the support she needed as she jerked, then rocked her hips back with a moan.

      “Slut,” Tink said with a giggle in her voice.

      “More,” Butterfly moaned and rolled her back as she tried to rock into Tink’s fist that was now deep inside of her. “More.”

      “More, more, more,” Tink said in a teasing tone. “Always more.”

      Butterfly’s only response was a moan as Tink began to fist fuck the petite blonde much harder than Soren would have imagined. The small woman’s body shook as Butterfly began to shake and shiver. Gripping her hair in his fist, he forced her to look up at him as she got closer to her orgasm. The hot flush of her cheeks, the way her eyes started to roll back, the arch of her spine was erotic as hell, and when Tink pulled her arm out of Butterfly’s cunt his girl began to scream.

      Her eyes closed and she seemed to convulse as a stream of clear fluid poured from her pussy before she’d even finished coming, Tink had shoved her fist back in and Soren had to watch. Moving to Butterfly’s hip, he set his hand on her lower back, pinning her and letting her know he was still in control. She softened beneath his touch, moaning as he watched Butterfly’s pussy stretched around Tink’s dark wrist.

      “Fuck yeah,” he groaned. “Look at my girl, so pretty. Can you squirt again for me, Butterfly?”

      “Yes, Master,” she panted, then began to moan and try to rock back into Tink’s fist.

      Pre-cum dripped from the tip of his cock as he watched Tink fist Butterfly harder. Reaching down, he began to strum his fingers over Butterfly’s distended clit. In a matter of seconds she was screaming her orgasm, and he got to watch as Tink pulled away and Butterfly’s pussy convulsed. A stream of clear liquid dripped from her pussy to the floor where Tink had laid out the towels at some point.

      Rubbing her clit harder, he growled, “Again!”

      Another convulsion and a stream of hot liquid that coated his fingers as he pinched and pulled her clit.

      “Fuck,” Butterfly screamed as he slapped her open pussy.

      If he didn’t get inside of her he was going to come all over the floor, and wouldn’t that be a fucking shame.

      “Tink…” He managed to keep from growling and shoving the tiny woman out of the way. “Thank you for your help, but I’ll take it from here.”

      “Thank you, Master Soren,” Tink said with a sweet smile.

      She picked up a towel from the pile and cleaned her arm off as she walked over to Butterfly. Tink leaned over and whispered something in the other woman’s ear while he slipped a condom on, making Butterfly smile. His girl appeared wiped out, sprawled on the bench with her eyes closed like a passed out drunk. Sweat dampened her back and as he took his place between her spread thighs behind her, he paused to lean down and give each firm little ass cheek a kiss. Displaying that nimble flexibility that he was growing to love about her, she turned and looked over her shoulder, their eyes meeting as he began to rub the tip of his now condom-covered erection through her juices.

      Shit, her pussy was hot—so fucking hot it felt like he was rubbing his dick against a furnace. Even after being stretched out by her friend’s fist she was still as tight as ever as he notched the crest of his cock at her entrance. Her pussy pushed back at him, the tip rippling around his crest as he began to slowly push in. The entire time Butterfly watched him, her eyelids falling until the merest sliver of blue glittered at him as he grit his teeth.

      Everything about her was perfect in a way he’d never imagined. Even if she was less than half his size, she was also his perfect fit. This was proven as he flexed his hips, pushing his cock all the way into her until he was fully sheathed. He swore he could feel the head pressing against her cervix, and the sudden image of his cum going into her womb had him releasing a hungry growl. Never in his life had he ever wanted to get a woman pregnant, but the idea of Butterfly carrying his child sent him over the edge and into a complete rut.

      Gripping her hips, he began to pound into her, the bench shaking with his thrusts.

      “Yes!” Butterfly screamed, his girl gripping the edges of the bench so hard her knuckles were white. “Oh fuck, yes!”

      The sight of her pussy stretched around his dick was the best porn he’d ever seen.

      The jewel in the base of the anal plug winked at him as he thrust faster. Giving it a tap, he was rewarded by Butterfly’s strangled cry, then the sensation of her cunt rippling up and down his cock. Fucking hell, even her pussy muscles were incredibly strong, and he made a sound that was almost a whimper as he gripped her hips and tried to hold back his own climax. He swore she even gushed a little bit as a warm, wet heat hit his balls.

      “More,” she said in a broken cry. “Please, more!”

      Yep, she was going to kill him.

      But what a great fucking way to go.

      Leaning over her, he placed his hands on the bench next to hers so his body was blanketing her small form. There was something so raunchy about fucking her tiny cunt, the way she was helpless beneath him. Her little buttocks slapped against his flat stomach as he began to pound into her again, the sizzle of lightning down his spine letting him know there was no turning back at this point. He tilted his hips and could feel the side of the small anal plug rubbing his dick as he fucked her like he hated her, and she adored every moment of it.

      Another orgasm rocked her and as she screamed and shook beneath him, he bit down on her shoulder like an animal holding its mate in place.

      The burning in his balls bordered on painful as an orgasm so intense it blacked out the world around him. With a roar he stood up, grabbing her hips and grinding himself into her as deep as he could go. The cum left his body in soul-shaking strikes of pleasure and he helplessly continued to fuck in and out of her, everything inside of him wanting this pleasure to continue forever.

      Finally he slowed his pace, looking down and admiring the sight of their combined cum coating his cock as he rocked in and out of Butterfly’s limp form.

      Running his hands over her buttocks, his voice broke in a rather unmanly way as he asked, “You alive?”

      She didn’t respond, but did give him a thumbs up so he figured that was a good sign.

      Unbinding her legs, he began to rub them to make sure she still had circulation and she was utterly limp in his hands. Occasionally she’d make a happy sound as he massaged his way up her body. Rubbing her down was easy, his big hands covering a lot of terrain on her smooth, tanned skin. Leaning down, he kissed his bitemark on her shoulder and she gave a soft giggle.

      “Tickles.”

      From nearby came a woman’s voice yelling that she wanted her step-brother to fuck her in the ass. Butterfly looked up right away, her mouth dropping as the woman continued to beg to be fucked in the ass, and all kinds of fun things. He could see his girl was intrigued, but he had other plans.

      “Come on, Butterfly,” he said in a low voice as he picked her up into his arms. “Time for a long soak in a jacuzzi for you.”

      “Too bad I don’t have one,” she sighed and rested her cheek against his chest.

      “I do.” He cleared his throat and shifted his hold on her naked form a little. “Would you like to come back to my place?”

      Her pretty blue eyes lifted to his, filled with warmth and the promise of amazing things in his future as she said, “I’d love to.”

      

      THE END
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Juliet

        

      

    

    
      “Damn, girl, your boobs look like they’re about to launch a thousand ships.” Brooke reached out and patted the top of Juliet’s cleavage, making the brown flesh wobble. Brooke had an obsession with Greek mythology, and Helen of Troy in particular. Juliet’s lips twitched, doing her best to hide her smile, as she batted her best friend’s hands away from the shelf her corset had made of her breasts.

      “I’m Juliet, not Helen,” she retorted. Though her boobs really did look pretty spectacular in this corset. They were firmly in place, but they looked barely contained, as if they could pop out at any moment like some kind of boob firework spectacular.

      “Oh, yeah, like that’s so much better.” Brooke grinned. “She started a war, too.”

      “No, she ended one,” Juliet stressed.

      “By dying. You’re not allowed to do that.”

      “I don’t plan to.” Juliet tossed her long, dark hair over her shoulder and critically looked herself over in the mirror.

      Hair—waving around her face and gently curled at the ends.

      Makeup—flawless (it better be, that was her job after all).

      Boobs—epic.

      Outfit overall—damn fine.

      Heels—almost painfully impractical but looked amazing.

      She didn’t plan on running anywhere. Though she had heard about one scene from Black Light East’s Roulette night last year… Whatever. She wouldn’t be doing any running. Consensual non-consent was on her hard limits list, along with water sports, scat, and food play. Juliet didn’t like to get messy unless it also hurt in a good way. Wax, blood if there were sharp edges involved, those were worth a little mess.

      “I’m so jealous,” Brooke sighed, stepping behind Juliet in the mirror. She looked stunning, as always, with her braids crafted into an elaborate loopy structure atop her head and her curves packed into a sexy, bright-red dress that matched her lipstick. Since she was only going to be a spectator tonight, she hadn’t gone all out with her outfit the way Juliet had.

      “You could have signed up for Roulette, too,” Juliet reminded her. In fact, she’d tried to convince Brooke to do exactly that.

      “Nope. I’m a scaredy-cat with too many hard limits,” Brooke said, shaking her head. She grinned at Juliet in the mirror. “I can’t wait to see what happens to you, though.”

      “Such a voyeur,” Juliet teased, turning around and poking Brooke’s side.

      “Good thing you’re such an exhibitionist,” Brooke retorted, giggling and dancing away from Juliet’s tickling fingers. She tried to poke Juliet back, but the stiff fabric of the corset effectively acted as a shield. Brooke scowled. “That’s cheating.”

      “Yeah, well, I doubt it’ll stay on long once we get there.” Juliet glanced at the clock. “Speaking of, we gotta get going if we’re going to make it there on time.”

      Brooke’s gaze followed Juliet’s and she rolled her eyes.

      “We have an hour.”

      “And it takes half an hour to get there with no traffic. I am not going to be late. Didn’t you see Elijah storming around the club last weekend? That man is scary.” Juliet pretended to shiver. The truth was, she wouldn’t mind Elijah taking out some frustration on her butt—the man was hot—but she also hated disappointing people. Tardiness was one of her pet peeves. Brooke liked to be on time too, but she was a little more relaxed about it.

      “You just want to get there to scope out the Doms,” Brooke said, laughing as she sashayed away from the mirror, heading down the hall toward the front door of their unit. “Hoping for anyone in particular?”

      “Not really,” Juliet admitted. “Just… something exciting.”

      Something different.

      Juliet had been going to Black Light for almost two months with Brooke, and she still found herself yearning for more. She thought the Doms were careful because she was new to the club, but her last serious boyfriend had been super kinky, even if they’d never gone to a club.

      Hugh had introduced her to pain, pleasure, and her submission, and she’d been hooked. Ultimately, it hadn’t worked out between them, but the sex hadn’t been the problem. They’d seen their future differently—he’d wanted to go back east, live near his family, have kids, and live a quiet life. Juliet loved California, loved doing makeup for movies, and recently started moving into special effects makeup. There had been no advancement for her out east, and Hugh’s assumption she’d be happy as a stay-at-home mom had made her realize how different they were.

      She didn’t regret their breakup, but she still missed the connection they’d had. Not that she was looking for a replacement for Hugh exactly, but she wanted someone to play with who would push her boundaries instead of dabbling safely within them.

      Not that she expected to find that someone during Roulette, but it would be nice if she did. The month of free membership would be an added bonus, but mostly, she was hoping to meet a Dom who would push her. That’s what Roulette was all about. Even if she didn’t meet someone tonight, maybe someone in the audience would see how far she was willing to go and introduce themselves later.

      “Well, let’s hope you roll someone who will make you scream.” Brooke opened the front door and held it for Juliet.

      “Hell, yes.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Walking back into Black Light West after being away for almost half a year oddly felt like coming home. It even smelled the same.

      He did a doubletake when he walked into the theater.

      “Holy shit…” Apparently, they’d gone through some renovations while he was away. The theater seemed larger than ever, and it definitely had more seating room. He moved to the left so he didn’t block the door, standing at the back so he could get a good look at the place.

      “Hey, Orlando! I didn’t expect to see you here.” Grinning, Master Elliott walked up to Orlando, holding out his hand. Lisa, his girlfriend and submissive who was a pretty white girl with a fantastic ass, held his other hand. “What are you doing out west?”

      “This is actually home for me,” Orlando said, giving Elliott’s hand a quick shake. They’d met and chatted a few times at Black Light East when they’d been there at the same time, but they’d never really talked about themselves, only about what was going on in the club around them. “I was only in D.C. to do some consulting. Now that the job’s over, I’m back in L.A. Do you live out here?”

      “Just visiting.” Elliott wrapped his arm around Lisa’s shoulders, glancing down to give her a fond look. “We’re judges for this year’s Roulette. Got a free trip for Valentine’s Day.”

      Oh, that’s right. The couple had won last year’s hottest scene prize. Orlando felt like smacking himself in the head. He’d been so busy with work he’d completely fallen out of community gossip.

      “Are you participating or watching?” Lisa asked curiously, her eyes alight. She was snuggled into Elliott’s side, but it was clear from the anticipation on her face, she was looking forward to watching other couples tonight.

      “Participating. Does this mean I should try sucking up right now?” Orlando grinned, though his attention was distracted by two women walking into the theater. The bright red dress one of them was wearing caught his eye but didn’t keep it.

      The woman next to her was shorter, though just as curvy. Wearing an emerald green and black corset, a tight black skirt that looked like it would ride up to her hips when she bent over, and spiked high heels that accentuated her shapely legs, she was exactly the kind of submissive who was guaranteed to catch his eye.

      None of that was what captured his attention, though.

      No, what caught his attention was her face as she turned to look at her friend in red, laughing at something she’d said. Her long, black hair waved down to the middle of her back, shorter strands curling around her shoulders. She’d inherited her hair from her Korean mother, though he’d seen it cornrowed in the past too.

      “Orlando? Are you okay?” Master Elliott’s concerned voice interrupted the surge of frustrated arousal and apprehension that had completely distracted Orlando.

      “Yes,” he practically growled, then cleared his throat. “Excuse me. I see someone else I know, and… I need to speak with her.”

      “Of course. We’ll see you later.” Master Elliott winked, and Orlando forced himself to smile back. It felt strained, and no wonder.

      Two years and two months. An uncomfortable Christmas gathering that had convinced him he was better off spending the holidays with his father. Not that he and Juliet had gotten along before that, but that particular Christmas had been the last straw. He hadn’t seen Juliet since, which had been its own frustration, but well worth it. As far as he knew, she’d been just as happy with the arrangement. He didn’t think she knew he was a member at Black Light, but that begged the question of what the hell she was doing here.

      Scowling, jaw clenched, Orlando stalked after his stepsister.

    

  







            Chapter 2

          

          

      

    

    






Juliet

        

      

    

    
      “Wow, oh wow… I can’t believe how much work they got done in such a short time,” Brooke said as they headed toward the stage. The room was still filling with people, but Juliet wanted to be right by the stage when everything got started. She was a bundle of nerves and anticipation.

      The very mystery of what might happen tonight—not knowing, so many possibilities open to her—was what was so exciting. Anything could happen.

      “What the hell are you doing here?” The deep, growling, all-too-familiar voice froze Juliet’s blood, stopping her in her tracks.

      It couldn’t be.

      She whirled around, reaching out to grab onto Brooke for balance when her heels tottered precariously.

      Piercing green eyes met hers, bright against Orlando’s dark skin. His hair was cut short, hugging the shape of his head, the same length as the stubble beard that wrapped around his jaw. He was wearing a suit with no tie, the green collared shirt unbuttoned at the top, the color enhancing his eyes and making them even more startling.

      Her stomach clenched, her breath stuttering in her chest. It was a visceral reaction, one she hadn’t been able to escape since she was eighteen and came home from college to meet her dad’s new girlfriend, Mona, and her son, Orlando. On paper, they should have hit it off immediately. Both black and mixed, although he was half white and she was half Asian, both children of divorces, both interested in working in Hollywood, and both happy to see their parents finally happy. Instead, they’d disliked each other on sight. Orlando had been too smooth, too sexy, and far too much in her opinion.

      At twenty-one, he’d been hot enough to make her tongue-tied and awkward. Now, at thirty-one, he’d aged like fine wine, somehow becoming even more potent.

      Or maybe it was just that she hadn’t seen him in two years, so everything was hitting her all at once. Heat rose in her cheeks as she remembered the reason they hadn’t seen each other in so long. Even now, the memory of her pure mortification made her want to sink into the floor.

      His gaze swept over her, lingering only for a moment on the epic display of cleavage, down to her toes, and back up. The almost dismissive quality of his inspection prodded her temper. Even though everyone else thought he was charming, charismatic, and a total catch, she’d never fall for it.

      Arrogant bastard.

      The anger helped untie her tongue, and she let go of Brooke, sassily planting one hand on her hip and jutting it out. She tossed a lock of hair back over her shoulder, thrusting her breasts out in front of her, and smirking when his gaze involuntarily dropped to them again. Yeah, try to resist the pull of that gravity, asshole. She knew damn well Orlando was a boob-guy.

      “I’m here for Roulette. What are you doing here?” Even as she asked the question, she realized she was surprised, not shocked, to find Orlando here. Though they lived about an hour away from each other, Black Light was right in the middle of them, and knowing him, it made complete sense. She’d always been relieved they hadn’t actually grown up together because he was so freaking bossy.

      Of course he was a Dom.

      Oh, shit.

      He was a Dom.

      Panic surged as he glared at her. Next to her, she felt Brooke shift uneasily. Yeah, Orlando was intimidating as hell, but Juliet was used to being intimidated by him. She pushed down the panic and waited, pretending she didn’t care he was at Black Light tonight. Inside, her mind was racing. He wasn’t wearing leathers, so he wasn’t playing. Probably. Right? Just there to watch, which was bad enough, but hopefully, he’d stay away from her scenes. He couldn’t possibly want to watch them. Could he?

      “I’m here for Roulette,” he said, repeating her answer. “Please tell me you’re not playing tonight.”

      “What’s wrong? Worried you might see your stepsister naked?” she taunted and heard Brooke suck in a breath beside her. Yup. She just went there. Brooke and Orlando had met years ago, so she’d known who he was, but she probably hadn’t expected Juliet to bring it up inside Black Light.

      Orlando stepped closer, looming over her, and Juliet tilted her head back, lifting her chin in defiance. Something fluttered low in her belly. Yeah, he was intimidating, always had been, but she wasn’t about to back down. If she let him push her around now, she’d never forgive herself.

      “You should be the one who’s worried.” His eyes flashed. “It’s your ass on the line.”

      The fluttering in her stomach dipped, but before she could respond, there was movement on the stage, and the sound system blared out with Mistress Madison’s voice.

      “Good evening and happy Valentine’s Day! Who’s ready to get started?”

      With another, almost mocking, grin, Orlando sauntered away… heading for the side of the stage where the Doms were gathering.

      “Oh, fuck…” Brooke breathed out the words, soft and low, echoing Juliet’s thoughts.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      It’s your ass on the line.

      Shit.

      Dumbass.

      That hadn’t been what he’d meant to say. He’d meant to chase her away. To send her running. Not make it sound like he wanted her. Because he didn’t. That would be…

      Well, not totally sick. It wasn’t as if they were actually siblings, but their parents were married. His mom talked about Juliet as if she really was her daughter. Nothing could happen between him and Juliet. It could wreck their family. Especially if things between them didn’t work out.

      None of these thoughts were new to him, but they carried a weight they hadn’t before. Orlando’s head was whirling as Jaxson, one of the owners of the club, stepped up to the microphone to say his piece. He forced himself to focus on the club owner’s greeting, pretending Juliet didn’t exist. The same way he had for the past couple of years.

      It wasn’t easy.

      He glanced at the other dominants beside him. He’d been away long enough that he didn’t recognize all of them. Trying to imagine any of them with Juliet… his gut twisted. She’d be safe here. Black Light would make sure of it. He didn’t need to worry about being the protective big brother.

      Stepbrother.

      Maybe you won’t need to worry about her getting paired with anyone else.

      Orlando ignored the whisper in the back of his head. The odds of them being paired together were pretty low. Sure, it was a possibility, but not one he needed to worry about.

      “Now, it’s time to find out which of our Doms for the evening will meet their submissive first!”

      What had once been excited anticipation was now unhappy apprehension as Orlando waited for his turn to pick a popsicle stick. Glancing down at the number, he frowned, then looked up to quickly count the number of Doms in line with him. Yup, he was dead last.

      That was good, right? Odds were, by the time he rolled for a submissive, Juliet would already be paired off with some other poor bastard. It would give him time to get over the unhappy turning in his stomach when he thought of her paired with someone else.

      He looked over to where the subs were standing and met her gaze before she jerked her head back toward the stage. The curve of his lips into a smile was something he couldn’t control. At least he knew he wasn’t the only one struggling with both of them being here at Black Light for Roulette night.

      Ugh, was he going to run into her every time he came here?

      Orlando shifted uncomfortably. Juliet’s jab about seeing her naked had hit its mark a little more than he wished. Not that he thought he’d be disgusted, but because he thought he should be and knew that wouldn’t be his reaction.

      Dom number one, who was several inches taller than Orlando—seriously, some of the guys up here made him feel short, which at six feet tall he was not—stepped up to roll and was paired off with a pretty but fierce redhead. They seemed about as happy to be paired together as Orlando had been to see Juliet here, and he couldn’t help but smirk at the sparks flying off the two.

      The redhead rolled chemical play, and they moved off to the side to let Dom number two step up to the wheel.

      It wasn’t until Dom number five went, and Juliet still hadn’t been picked, that an uncomfortable tension began to work its way up Orlando’s spine. Yeah, the odds against her being paired with him had been pretty small at the beginning, but with every couple who was paired off they got worse.

      The most disconcerting part was the way his dick twitched when he thought about them ending up together.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Hell. This was hell.

      This was like one of those dreams where she could see the danger coming toward her, but she was frozen in place, unable to move or escape. Every time one of the Doms stepped up to spin the wheel, she prayed it would land on her name. Even the ones she recognized and didn’t want to play with.

      Anyone would be better than Orlando.

      She glanced at the single subs still standing with her—all of them anxiously waiting for their names to be spun too. She tried to picture any of them with Orlando. A sickly twist in her stomach at the thought made her bite the inside of her cheek. She was supposed to want to see him paired off with someone else, not feel something akin to jealousy. That was just dumb.

      “Oh, no,” she whispered when the third to last girl was chosen.

      Shit, shit, shit.

      The odds of being paired with her stepbrother had just gone up to fifty-fifty.

      The second to last Dom, a big, handsome guy, stepped up to the wheel, and Juliet gulped. She didn’t recognize him, but she didn’t care. The wheel had to land on her name. It had to. If it didn’t…

      What was she going to do?

      Not back out.

      Hell, no. That wasn’t who she was.

      Fuck her own stepbrother?

      Her pussy spasmed. Her traitorous body liked that idea far too much for comfort. It didn’t care how her dad or stepmom would feel. Her libido didn’t care if it was a monumentally bad idea.

      It was just one night, right? One time?

      What happened at Black Light stayed at Black Light.

      Her stomach sank, and her core tightened when the wheel finally landed—on the other submissive’s name.

      Fate had spoken.

    

  







            Chapter 3

          

          

      

    

    






Orlando

        

      

    

    
      His dick was hard as a rock.

      Literally, the moment he’d known Juliet was his partner for the evening, it felt like all the blood in his body had rushed straight to his groin, giving him one of the most painful erections of his life. Second only to the one he’d had at Christmas two years ago, and that one had only been more painful because of the circumstances and the incredible blue balls that had accompanied it.

      No blue balls tonight—not unless Juliet backed out. Which… would probably be the smarter move. He supposed he could back out. Except he’d never backed down from a challenge a day in his life.

      That and you want to fuck your stepsister, whispered the little voice in the back of his head that he was really starting to hate.

      “Well, you two, what are you waiting for?” Mistress Madison asked, waving her hand to encourage him and Juliet into movement. “It’s time to come up and spin!”

      Only a little stiff-legged, Orlando took several steps to the center of the stage, meeting Juliette in front of the roulette wheel. Her chin went up defiantly as he approached and she took a deep breath, making her breasts swell, looking as if they were about to pop out of that damn contraption where she’d confined them. Corsets on women with breasts like hers were a trap for men like him.

      He wanted to fall into that beautiful brown cleavage and never come out. Which, if she had been anyone else in the world, wouldn’t be a problem.

      Was it going to be a problem tonight? His dick said no, but his head still said yes. Looking down into his stepsister’s anxious gaze, Orlando didn’t know what to feel.

      “You can still back out,” he murmured, low enough she would be the only one able to hear him. Juliet snorted, but he could see the worry in her eyes. The same demons he was fighting.

      The attraction that had always simmered between them—ignored and unacknowledged—was back stronger than ever. He was already hoping she wouldn’t back out, that he’d finally get the chance to sink his cock into her. Surely, once they’d had their taste of the forbidden, the pull between them would vanish or at least subside to a more manageable level.

      “You back out,” she mumbled, just as low. Orlando could see Madison sidling closer to them, obviously curious what they were saying.

      “Why would I back out when I’m finally going to get the chance to get my hands on your ass?”

      Her pupils dilated, lips dropping open in surprise.

      “It seems like you two know each other,” Madison said, drawing them out of their own little world and back to Black Light and their audience.

      “You could say that,” Orlando replied, not looking away from his stepsister.

      “Intense!” Madison joked, fanning herself. “Are you ready to spin the wheel, Juliet?”

      With a short, sharp nod, Juliet stepped away from Orlando, taking the little white ball Madison offered her. Her movements were a little jerkier than usual. She glanced over her shoulder at him before she dropped the ball onto the spinning wheel.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Orlando wants to fuck me.

      I’m going to fuck Orlando. My stepbrother.

      If shoulder angels and demons were real, hers would be going nuts. This was such a bad idea—one that made her pussy really, really wet. It wasn’t the first time a bad idea had turned her on. The fact this was the worst bad idea ever made her even wetter.

      I have issues.

      She could have a field day with her shrink later. Right now, she watched as her ball spun around the wheel. Orlando came up behind her, resting his hand on her bare shoulder and sending a wave of tingles through her body. The last time they’d touched—two years ago on Christmas. She could still remember the feel of his lips on hers before he’d jerked away, and she’d realized she’d just kissed her stepbrother instead of her boyfriend. She’d been expecting Hugh to join her in that darkened closet for a quick make-out, not Orlando. After that, he’d excused himself from the festivities early and she hadn’t seen him since.

      The ball clinked into its pocket with a little thud, and Juliet’s libido did a happy dance, even as her stomach sank all over again.

      “Knife play!” Madison called out, grinning widely. “And it’s not on either of their hard limits.”

      Knife play. Juliet shivered. Orlando’s lips came so close to her ear they were almost touching.

      “Last chance.”

      Shrugging off his hand, she turned her head to glare at him, not bothering to keep her voice down.

      “I can handle anything you dish out.”

      “Well, there’s a challenge if I ever heard one,” Madison said. “Looks like someone is looking for a spanking!”

      “Let’s go!” Someone in the audience yelled, followed by a titter of laughter.

      “You’re right!” Madison waved at Orlando, who wrapped his fingers around Juliet’s arm, steadying her as he led her off the stage. She didn’t know whether to be grateful for the help or resentful it was necessary since his long legs made keeping up with him difficult, especially in her high heels. “It’s time for our participants to go and start Valentine Roulette! Good luck!”

      Letting Orlando lead the way, Juliet caught sight of Brooke in the crowd. Her bestie mouthed the words, “Oh. My. God.” at her before someone stepped between them, cutting off their sightline.

      Yeah, that was an understatement.

      Her nerves ramped up higher and higher as Orlando led her out of the theater, through the social area, and into Black Light’s main room, moving straight to an X-frame set up at one of the many stations. Behind them, the crowd was eagerly following, spreading out to watch the various scenes the Roulette participants would be putting on.

      Coming to a halt, Orlando studied the cross for a moment before nodding his head decisively. Swoop went her stomach. Clench went her pussy. Damn, but she loved it when a man was decisive. That the man in question was her stepbrother didn’t bother her body one bit—it was her head that was struggling.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Any doubts he’d been harboring were gone, and Orlando felt the same peace that always came with making a decision. He was going to spend his Valentine’s Day with his stepsister.

      He was going to start by restraining her to a cross for some edge play, then he’d do all sorts of other filthy things to her. By the time the night was over—after he’d indulged in every perverted fantasy he’d ever had about her—surely, the whole forbidden taboo thing would be diminished. Her dad and his mom would never need to know.

      Speaking of…

      He glanced down at Juliet.

      “We’re not going to tell our parents about this.” His tone was mild, but it was phrased as an order, not a question.

      Juliet glared back at him with an almost disbelieving expression.

      “You think I want everyone to know I got nasty with my stepbrother?”

      Shit. Maybe he should have been insulted, but the way she phrased it made him want to do really nasty things to her. Orlando had always been drawn to the more taboo kinks, but this wasn’t one he’d thought was for him. Maybe because it had hit a little too close to home, literally, as something he couldn’t have.

      Letting go of her arm, he reached down and popped her a good one on the ass, making her jump and shriek. She sounded more surprised than pained.

      “Tonight, you’re going to call me Sir,” he reminded her, ignoring the way his cock throbbed in anticipation.

      The heat from Juliet’s glare increased, and her hand twitched as if she wanted to reach behind her and rub the spot he’d just swatted. She’d never give him the satisfaction, though, and he knew it. Orlando was looking forward to seeing exactly how many of her barriers he could break through during the evening.

      “Sir,” she muttered. It didn’t matter that she said it begrudgingly, it still made Orlando grin, which seemed to tick her off even more. If looks could kill…

      Ignoring her growing ire, Orlando led her over to the X-frame.

      “Shoes and everything else off,” he ordered, letting go of her and moving to inspect the restraints.

      “Everything, Sir?” There was an almost mocking quality to her voice, and Orlando smirked. She didn’t seem to realize all his hesitation was gone. Once he’d made up his mind about the path he was following, that was it for him.

      “Everything you don’t want me to cut off of you,” he said.

      “Cut my corset, and I will cut your dick off,” she muttered. “You think these things are cheap?”

      Straightening, Orlando reached out, wrapped his fingers around the back of her neck, and moved her forward. She almost stumbled, hands coming up to brace herself against the cross, putting her in exactly the position he wanted.

      Smack! Smack! Smack!

      Juliet yelped as he laid down a fiery pattern of swats all over her butt, the flesh jiggling under her tight skirt. Damn, he couldn’t wait to get her naked, so he could really get his hands on her juicy ass. And her tits. It was going to be a good night.

      After laying down ten hard swats, he ceased and let her straighten up. Her eyes were wider and had a slightly glazed quality to them, her lips parted as she panted for breath, and her cheeks had darkened with heat. Yeah, she’d liked that.

      “I’ll cut your dick off, Sir,” he told her, keeping his voice light, clearly unthreatened.

      “Now, take off your corset, so you don’t have to cut my dick off, and I can fuck you with it later.”

      Arousal flared in her eyes, her lashes fluttering as she sucked in a deep breath, and it seemed he’d finally rendered her speechless. Without saying another word, she started to unhook the front clasps of her corset. Rather than help, he leaned back and enjoyed the show.

    

  







            Chapter 4

          

          

      

    

    






Juliet

        

      

    

    
      Feeling Orlando’s eyes on her, Juliet was torn between taking her time and making it more like a striptease, or ripping her corset off and getting it over with. The audience gathering around them didn’t bother her, but Orlando’s gaze… yup, that did things to her. Uncomfortable things. Mostly uncomfortable because she was so freaking turned on after he’d spanked her.

      She was hot, wet, and a chaotic mess of emotions while he stood there with his arms crossed over his chest, green eyes coolly appraising her, apparently completely unbothered by what they were doing. The only indication of how she was affecting him was the massive bulge at the front of his pants.

      Juliet had never noticed how much he was packing.

      Averting her eyes—still getting used to the idea that at some point tonight, she’d likely be riding her stepbrother’s cock—she decided to get the corset off as quickly as possible.

      Flipping open the front clasps, she pulled the top side forward, and her breasts dropped out like the D.J. had just dropped the bass. Boom, baby. Juliet didn’t care if her boobs were pushed up into a shelf, like the corset did, or swinging free—no matter how they were presented, her boobs were fantastic. She smiled, enjoying the way Orlando’s gaze zeroed in on her new display of skin. There were slight ridges and impressions from the corset’s boning along her curves, but she knew that wouldn’t bother him.

      Turning around, thereby denying him the full view of her tits, she bent over at the waist, letting them hang down while she undid the straps on her shoes. It might have been her imagination, but she was almost positive she heard his low groan as her skirt rode up to reveal she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Hell, she never wore underwear to Black Light. What was the point?

      The cool breeze against her hot, wet pussy lips told her exactly how exposed she was, and she reveled in it as she kicked off her shoes and straightened up, back still to him. Glancing over her shoulder for a quick peek, she grinned when she saw his eyes were no longer cool and calculating but burning with hot lust.

      “Better hurry it up,” he growled. “Or I’m going to cut your skirt off.” He uncrossed his arms, and her heart did a funny little flip in her chest before she realized his attention had moved beyond her.

      Turning her head to follow his gaze, she saw one of the Dungeon Monitors standing on the edge of their area, a tray full of knives and scalpels in his hands. Juliet’s body clenched as apprehension and arousal collided for a whole new reason, her nipples tightening and pussy creaming at the sight of the metal gleaming under the lights.

      She didn’t know why pain, or even the idea of pain, just flat out did it for her, but it was something she’d accepted about herself a while ago. Regular vanilla sex could be fun, but what she wanted, what she craved, was the heart-pounding, panty-wetting sensation of giving over control of her senses—her body—to someone else for a while, letting them do whatever they wanted to her. Within her limits, of course.

      It was utterly freeing but required a lot of trust, especially if she was going to really submit.

      Watching Orlando inspecting the knives, she had the most startling realization of the evening—she trusted him completely.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Picking up one of the knives—he knew Black Light would have had them all sterilized and sharpened, which was one of the big advantages of playing in a club like this—Orlando turned back to see Juliet standing there, staring at him. Even though he’d watched her undress, seeing her completely naked and waiting for him sent another lance of need through him.

      The dark gleam of her skin under the lights, the rounded curves of her breasts and belly, her hard brown nipples already standing at attention, and the neatly trimmed hair over her mound made her look like a goddess, waiting to be worshipped… debauched. Exactly what he planned to do.

      As he stalked back to her, her eyes darted back and forth between where he was holding the knife in his hand and his gaze. He suppressed the smile that wanted to curve his lips.

      “Stand with your back against the frame,” he ordered. “Spread your arms and legs.”

      She stepped back, keeping her eyes on him. Since the frame was only a step or two behind her, she didn’t have far to go. Orlando set down the knife he’d chosen on the table near the frame, waiting to be used for just such a purpose. He needed his hands free to restrain her.

      Her breasts lifted along with her arms, and it took every ounce of his restraint not to cup them, but he made himself wait. It would be far more fun for both of them once she was tied up and at his mercy. Besides, he was fairly certain he still detected some uncertainty. Being unable to move would help free her from responsibility, the same way it did for many subs who struggled with what they wanted.

      Black leather wrapped around her wrists, then Orlando knelt to do her ankles. With his face so close to her cleft, the sweet scent of arousal wreathed around him. This time he didn’t bother to hide his grin as he looked up at her, securing her second ankle to the frame.

      “Already wet and ready for me, hmm, Juliet?” He ran his hand from her ankle up to the middle of her inner thigh, feeling her flesh quiver beneath his touch, hearing the quick intake of breath.

      “Fuck you…” She paused. “Sir.”

      Orlando chuckled, squeezing her thigh hard where he was holding her, hard enough to make her gasp. He felt her reaction to that, too. Was Juliet a pain slut? She definitely had a bit of a masochistic streak running through her, that much was already clear. Bit of a brat, too. Good thing he liked punishing mouthy brats.

      “Oh, you will, sweetheart, but not yet.” Getting to his feet, Orlando pressed himself against her naked body. Even through his clothes, her soft curves felt delicious, and his cock throbbed harder as if trying to break free of the fabric confining it. His mouth hovered above hers, only an inch or so away from a kiss, and Juliet tilted her head back, barely breathing.

      He wasn’t sure she was even aware of the way she begged him for more with her movements. Anticipation might drive him wild, but it would have the same effect on her. She’d be begging for his cock before the end of the night.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      There was something about being completely naked while Orlando was still clothed that contributed even more to the power imbalance between them. Juliet was used to playing with Doms who at least had their shirts off. Orlando looked like he could be coming from a business meeting.

      Whereas she didn’t have a single inch of fabric covering her and she was cuffed, all four limbs, to a wooden frame designed to splay her out and make all of her available for his pleasure. His green eyes burned with lust as he stared down into hers, and she could feel his cock digging into her stomach. Fuck, he felt big. Her empty pussy clenched.

      Unable to stop him from doing anything he wanted to her, all the guilt about their parents being married had completely melted away. Juliet knew she could call her safe word and put a stop to this at any moment, but the feeling of being responsible was gone. What happened now was entirely up to Orlando.

      Still looking into her eyes, he dragged his hands up her sides and moved back just enough to cup her breasts. Juliet gasped at the sensation of his hands holding her soft flesh and the sheer forced intimacy as he gazed into her eyes, watching her reactions. Her eyelashes fluttered.

      “Look at me,” he whispered.

      She whimpered, her eyes widening as he gripped the soft mounds, hard. Breast flesh spilled out between his fingers, making them throb in his hold. He pinched her nipples, and she gasped, squirming against the frame. Her wrists jerked, hands automatically trying to move to protect her sensitive bits, but they were restrained. Which, of course, just made her hotter. Wetter.

      “Good girl,” he murmured, giving her nipples a little twist. The combination made her pussy spasm.

      Fuck.

      The moment she’d realized Orlando was a Dom, she’d automatically assumed he’d be good at it. He was good at everything he did, just the way he was, but she hadn’t known it would be like this. That he’d be able to play her body like an instrument, coaxing her needy inner sub out so quickly and easily, making her want to submit and give him everything. It felt like her body was humming with the sensations, and he’d barely gotten started. He hadn’t even really hurt her yet.

      “Please,” she whispered, already aching. Wanting. She needed more.

      “Hold that thought, beautiful,” he whispered before stepping away to pick up the knife.

    

  







            Chapter 5

          

          

      

    

    






Juliet

        

      

    

    
      Steel gleamed under the lights, and Juliet could hear the murmur of anticipation from their audience as Orlando stepped up to her. Cupping her breast in one hand, he squeezed again, making her pulse throb. With the knife turned at an angle, he met her eyes and smiled as he laid its blunt edge against her skin, right at the center of her collarbone.

      Even though the blunt edge wouldn’t cut her, Juliet’s pulse pounded in response to the hard metal touching her. The knife was cold, his hand was hot, and when he turned the knife again, she could feel the light touch of the blade as it slid down between her breasts, then curved along the underside of the one he was holding, just enough pressure to feel as if it was about to slice into her at any moment. Juliet barely dared to breathe as Orlando stroked her with a steely caress.

      He turned it, and it scraped the sharp edge along the underside of her breast, and she gasped at the rougher sensation. A pass of his finger over the spot he’d just sensitized made her shiver. She could hear her blood thumping in her ears, moving faster in reaction to the threat of being spilled.

      “How much pain do you like, Juliet?” Orlando asked, his voice a low murmur for only her ears. “A little?” The knife scraped to the side of where he’d first drawn the blade sideways over her skin. “A lot?” The point pricked the side of her breast, hard enough that pain sparked, and it was all she could do to remain still.

      “Both.” She gasped out the word. “Sir.”

      Orlando’s fingers released her breast, trailing over her stomach, which quivered under his touch. Closing her eyes, she moaned when he curved his fingers over the mound of her pussy, probing her wetness.

      “Mmm, yes, you do.” Satisfaction laced his tone, making him sound smug. Normally, Juliet would have snarked back at him, but with his right hand gently resting a sharp knife next to her breast and his fingers circling her clit, she was having trouble coming up with a sassy reply.

      When he pulled his hand away from her pussy, she made a sound of disappointment, her eyes opening to witness him bringing his fingers to his mouth. Holding her gaze, he popped the glossy digits between his lips, cleaning off her juices, and Juliet’s pussy clenched again. Fuck, that was so wrong and made it even hotter.

      “What’s your safe word?”

      “Red, but I’m very, very green right now. Sir.” It was still hard to remember to call him Sir, but it was getting easier. It felt wrong but right at the same time, even though she knew that didn’t make sense.

      Giving her a wink, he refocused on the knife, drawing it across her breasts and stomach, changing its angle so it scratched, scraped, and glided across her skin. Juliet shivered, doing her best to stay still as he tormented her with what he could do to her.

      “Hold very, very still, sweetheart,” he said, then dragged the knife down her stomach to her thigh before sliding it between her legs.

      Juliet’s breath caught in her throat at the same time she heard audible gasps from their watchers. The flat of the blade pressed against her inner thigh, then slid up. Orlando’s face was a mask of concentration. She whimpered, fear rising even faster than her arousal as the blade slid between her pussy lips.

      She knew—knew—he would have the blunt edge up, but that didn’t stop the surge of worried terror. When she felt it press against her body, cold but not cutting, she nearly sobbed with relief. Her juices poured over the blade as Orlando carefully maneuvered it between her folds, keeping the point from actually pricking her while the blunt edge rubbed against her clit.

      When he pulled it away, it was glistening and Orlando brought it up to her lips.

      “Lick it clean,” he ordered, his voice husky.

      Her tongue flicked out automatically, responding to his authority before she could think about it. Musky sweetness with a hint of salt rolled around her mouth, her tongue sliding up and down the flat of the blade as though it was his cock. Their eyes met again, and he watched her, rapt as she cleaned her own honey from the knife.

      “Good girl.” Stepping back, he cleared his throat, then turned around, motioning to the Dungeon Monitor with the tray of knives. Clearly, they weren’t done yet. Juliet’s body throbbed with heady excitement.

      What was he going to do next?
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Holy fuck. He’d done knife play scenes before, but nothing compared to this one. It wasn’t different in practice, but everything felt different. Juliet was so damn enticing and so fucking trusting.

      Just thinking about how the knife had looked between her pussy lips—the arousing combination of its dangerous gleam surrounded by sweet, feminine flesh—blew him away. Normally, it wasn’t something he would have tried while playing with a new submissive, even for something like Roulette night, because it required absolute trust… but when Juliet hadn’t flinched at having designs traced over her bare skin, he decided to go for it.

      Her arousal, and her trust in him, made him want to take things even further, but for that he needed a new knife.

      Looking up, he met Master Elliot’s gaze, Lisa by his side with very wide, fascinated eyes. Orlando grinned at them. He didn’t really care about winning, other than perhaps for bragging rights, but he wasn’t sad to see them watching this scene. It was pretty hot already, and it was about to get even more interesting.

      Turning back around, new blade in hand, he stalked back to where she was patiently waiting—hot, wet, and ready for him. Fuck, he wanted to sink his cock into her, but not this first scene. He was going to wait and make her wait as well. It would be worth it in the end.

      For now, he had a pretty little subbie to torment, and he was looking forward to it.

      “How far are you willing to go?” he asked when he reached her again, lifting the knife to drag the tip along the center of her thigh. Juliet licked her lips.

      “Nothing that causes permanent damage,” she said.

      Orlando’s sadistic side practically howled with triumph.

      “I want to cut you.”

      Her eyes flashed, almost amber from the fire burning within them.

      “Yes, please, Sir.”

      It nearly killed him to think they’d known each other for so long, and he’d never realized this side of her. Had never even suspected. Then again, they’d never really gotten close.

      Orlando hadn’t dared. Not when his attraction to her had flared up constantly and inconveniently. He’d focused on keeping it hidden, which had meant staying physically away from her as much as possible.

      Now, he could do anything to her, touch her in any way he wanted, and fuck her until his cock went limp. He planned to do exactly that.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      “Red!”

      Juliet’s head jerked up at the woman’s frightened voice calling out the club’s safe word. She tensed in her bonds, and immediately Orlando was there, cradling her head in his hand, his green eyes intent on hers.

      “It’s okay,” he murmured. “Just one of the other scenes. The dungeon monitors are taking care of it.”

      Her muscles relaxed a little at his soothing tone, though she was still a little on edge. She doubted he’d mind. Someone else calling out their safe word was a reminder tonight was about pushing boundaries, testing their limits—and sometimes, someone could go too far. Which was why this required so much trust.

      While she might have a physiological response to the knife, she knew she could trust Orlando. He wasn’t going to harm her, only hurt her just right. There was a difference—one Juliet reveled in. She relaxed further, submissively waiting for Orlando to get started, taking slow even breaths in and out. The other submissive would be taken care of, and right now Orlando was going to take care of her.

      “Good girl,” he whispered before stepping back and raising the knife in his hand.

      The blade pressed against the side of her breast, edge to her flesh, and Juliet froze, holding perfectly still. It moved over her skin, not actually slicing, but coming so close. If she moved the wrong way, it would break. She knew he intended to make at least one slice, wanted to cut her, and even though the idea excited her, she instinctively shied away from actually doing so.

      The last person to draw her blood had been Hugh during a needle play scene when a few drops had been unintentionally shed. It hadn’t been like this. She felt like Orlando wanted something more from her, and she wanted to give it to him.

      It happened quickly.

      A quick draw of his hand.

      A slice of fire along the side of her breast.

      Then it was over.

      Juliet looked down to see a red line where he’d drawn the knife across her skin, pressing deep enough to draw a tiny bit of blood. The knife moved to her other breast, pressed, and slid through a layer or two of skin as he drew it away from her, leaving behind a small scratch, a welt just big enough to sting.

      “Good girl.”

      A slightly deeper cut, high on one breast, just enough to draw blood, and Juliet stared, dazzled. It wasn’t much blood, but it was there. Orlando had deliberately cut her, and she’d let him—wanted him to. It was the single most intimate thing she’d ever done with another person. Would she have trusted Hugh to know what he was doing? She didn’t know. She didn’t think so.

      She felt entirely safe in Orlando’s hands.

      The knife moved over her skin, no longer slicing but dragging the blood across her stomach, using the blunt edge and the flat of the blade to paint with the bit of blood he’d drawn. Juliet had known he’d sketched, but this was not the medium she’d expected. He scratched the pattern into her skin at the same time, smearing the blood across her stomach.

      He occasionally paused, his free hand caressing her breast, tweaking her nipples, dipping between her thighs to stroke her clit. Every passing second wound her tighter and tighter, leaving her panting and needy, the center of a maelstrom of pain, pleasure, blood, and sex.

      When Orlando stepped back, the audience burst into spontaneous applause—he’d drawn a rose on her stomach in blood.

      She was so busy staring at the pretty rose, trying to focus through the haze of her arousal, she jerked in surprise when Orlando stepped forward, the blade in his hand still gleaming with a reddish sheen. He lifted and pressed it against her throat while his other hand moved between her legs. Fear shrieked through her brain even as his fingers plunged inside her, a primal response to the cold metal pressing on her neck. It took her a moment to realize he was using the blunt edge to fuck with her head, to give her the sensation of being threatened without actually endangering her.

      Her pussy shuddered around his fingers as they pushed in deep, invading her, shifting her senses from aroused awe to a careening, screaming need for sexual satisfaction. The heel of Orlando’s palm ground against her clit.

      “Fuck!” She shuddered, her head tilting back even farther, baring more of her throat to him. The blunt edge maintained its pressure, making her dizzy. Just a twist of his wrist…

      He wouldn’t do it. But he could.

      Fingers moved inside of her, stroking over her G-spot, and Juliet cried out.

      “Come for me, sweetheart,” Orlando murmured. His hand moved, rubbing her pussy, and the knife slid back down to her breast. Cold metal against her nipple, another scrape over her skin, then it disappeared when she jerked and cried out. Ecstasy burst from her center, her hips moving against his hand, shuddering as the winding tension inside of her released, leaving nothing but pleasure.
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Orlando

        

      

    

    
      A small commotion not far away didn’t distract Orlando until he heard a woman shouting out, “It’s okay, she faints at the sight of blood.”

      His head jerked up. It was hard to see through the crowd, but it seemed one of the other scenes going on nearby had been a little distracted by the rose he’d given Juliet. Whoops. It looked well-in-hand, though, and he had his own submissive to focus on.

      After cleaning the small cuts and abraded skin he’d caused with the knife, Orlando almost regretfully wiped the blood rose away. It had been some of his finer work. Not something he got to do very often, that was for sure. It had looked good on Juliet, and he wished he could have gotten a picture, but he didn’t see the on-site photographer nearby and he didn’t want to leave her hanging up here. His memory would have to do.

      Getting a woozy Juliet down from the frame was almost too easy. She leaned into him, letting him sweep her up into his arms and carry her to a nearby couch in one of the cool down areas to cuddle. It was a special kind of torture, having her completely naked on his lap, his hands caressing her silky-soft skin while his cock ached.

      Talk about blue balls.

      He couldn’t regret it.

      Their scene had been fucking intense. He felt stripped raw, exposed in a way a scene had never made him feel before. Was it because of his relationship with Juliet outside the club or because she was so damn perfect?

      Damnit, if he’d met her here at Black Light, she really would have been perfect, but he hadn’t. She was his stepsister.

      Forget about that for tonight. What happened to your usual decisiveness?

      Yeah, well, he wasn’t used to making decisions that could completely blow up his personal life or his relationship with his mom and his stepfather. In fact, the last time he’d made this decision, it had been to step away.

      One night. It’s just one night, the voice whispered in his head. They never need to know.

      Yeah, Orlando wasn’t worried about their parents finding out. Juliet had as much reason to keep this a secret as he did. No, he was worried one night wouldn’t be enough.

      One of the Dungeon Monitors walked up to the couch, holding up Juliet’s clothes and those ridiculous heels. Orlando shook his head. While he was a sadist, he doubted she’d appreciate having the tight corset over her recently abraded and sliced breasts. Besides, he liked her naked and vulnerable to him. She could have her clothes back at the end of the night. The DM winked, nodded, and walked away with the small pile. He’d leave them at the women’s locker room for her to collect.

      His stepsister stirred in his arms, nuzzling against him, then jerked upright on his lap when she remembered who was cuddling her.

      “Orlando!”

      “Juliet!” He mimicked the way she’d said his name with a smile, covering the little jab of hurt when she shifted away from him. Now that she was no longer restrained on the frame, her discomfort had returned with a vengeance. Rather than trying to pull her back into his arms and risk more rejection, he plowed onward. “I take it you’re ready for your second roll?”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Breasts—sensitive and a little achy.

      Pussy—tingly and mostly satisfied but still wanting more.

      Brain—completely confused.

      Damnit, she wasn’t supposed to like snuggling with Orlando. How could she have guessed he’d be a cuddler? That was the second to last thing she’d ever expected. The very last thing she expected was how good it had felt to be curled up on his lap with his arms around her.

      “Ready for round two?” Mistress Madison asked brightly when they walked back into the theater, heading for the stage.

      “Absolutely,” Orlando said, giving her his most charming smile. Juliet ruthlessly pushed down the tendril of jealousy raising its irrational head. There was absolutely no reason to be jealous. Orlando was charming with everyone. Besides, they were only paired off for tonight, not forever and ever.

      Mistress Madison handed Juliet the ball and spun the wheel. Several onlookers had trickled in behind her and Orlando, wanting to see what they would spin next. Dropping the ball onto the wheel, Juliet held her breath. She had no idea what she did or didn’t want it to land on. Every possibility seemed fraught with hidden dangers.

      The knife play scene had been disturbingly intimate, and she had a feeling anything that required that kind of trust would only exacerbate the problem.

      Sybian? Diaper play? Fisting? The ball bounced, then neatly dropped into the roleplay slot. Juliet let out a long breath. Roleplay—tame, but doable—that wasn’t so bad.

      A glance at Orlando’s suddenly beaming grin had her re-evaluating. What was he thinking?

      “Roleplay!” Mistress Madison clapped her hands. “What do you think, Master Romeo? Going to get a little Shakespearian?” She winked, and Juliet groaned audibly. She hadn’t been paying attention earlier when they’d been paired up, because she’d been so distracted by being paired with him. Of course, Orlando went by his last name here at the club. Gag. If Mistress Madison made a Romeo and Juliet joke, Juliet might actually vomit a little.

      Smack!

      The sharp pop of a hard hand against her ass made her jump and squeak. Whoops. Do not roll eyes at the dominants. Even if they’re making bad Romeo and Juliet jokes. Right.

      Pretending he hadn’t just left a stinging rebuke on Juliet’s rump, Orlando shook his head.

      “Nope, I have something a little more modern in mind,” he said, his hand gripping the back of Juliet’s neck, so he could turn her around and steer her out of the theater. “Come on, Juliet.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Juliet’s simmering ire at Mistress Madison’s joke amused the hell out of him. He’d kept his father’s last name when his parents divorced, but it actually had never occurred to him until now how well it fit with him and Juliet. Though, of course, they weren’t going to end in tragedy.

      This was only for tonight.

      Yup, just keep telling yourself that.

      Ignoring the obnoxious voice, Orlando steered Juliet through the bar and the velvet curtain into the main play area, then veered left. Without the heels she’d been wearing earlier, she had no problem keeping up with him.

      “Where are we going?” she asked, before remembering to add, “Sir?”

      The corner of his lip twitched at her belated addition, but she’d caught herself before he said anything, so he let it slide.

      “To get you dressed,” he said.

      A moment later, they were facing Dominic in the costume room. The man was practically bouncing up and down on his toes, his eyes raking over Juliet’s curvaceous form in a clinical manner.

      “Hello, hello! What can I do for you two today?” he asked, grinning widely.

      “Naughty schoolgirl outfit,” Orlando said, gently pushing Juliet forward before releasing her neck. “The full look, including braids. I’ll need a coat for myself, with leather elbows.” He’d always liked the Indiana Jones look.

      Juliet shot him a look over her shoulder as Dominic grabbed her hand and led her away. Grinning, Orlando took the opportunity to make sure the room next door was empty—though they could scene anywhere, he wanted to make use of the classroom if he could. Fortunately, it was vacant.

      Quickly setting up one of the student desks in front of the teacher’s and picking out a nice, hard, wooden ruler to lay across it, Orlando then returned to the costume room.

      It was as if Dominic had read his mind.

      The short, pleated, green-plaid skirt barely skimmed the tops of Juliet’s thighs, the hem ending several inches above the white thigh-high stockings encasing her legs. The simple, black, patent leather Mary Janes she had on would be much easier for her to walk in but, combined with the rest of the outfit, they were just as sexy as the towering heels she’d been wearing earlier in the evening.

      The rounded curve of her stomach was completely exposed between the waistband of her skirt and where the white button-down shirt was tightly tied in a knot between her breasts. Her cleavage wasn’t quite as deep as when she’d been wearing the corset, but the shirt had done a pretty spectacular job of lifting and showing off her breasts. The dark pebbled nipples pointing from beneath the fabric proved she wasn’t wearing a bra.

      The whole look was topped off by two braids on either side of her head with green ribbons that rested against the tops of her breasts. Even the pout on her lips added to the appeal.

      “Perfect,” Orlando said to Dominic, who grinned and passed him a tweed jacket with leather elbow patches that looked as though it could have come straight off an Indy movie set.

      “So is this,” Dominic said smugly.

      Shrugging it on, Orlando adjusted it, then gave Juliet a stern look. Dominic grinned wider, obviously enjoying the interplay.

      “Now then, Miss Kaplan. Let’s go next door. We have some issues to discuss.”

      Juliet rolled her eyes.

      Perfect.
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Juliet

        

      

    

    
      Ah, shit. She’d rolled her eyes again.

      Orlando tutted his tongue, taking her upper arm.

      “Come along, Miss Kaplan. I can see you have a hard lesson ahead of you.”

      Did he just emphasize the word ‘hard?’ If there were going to be puns, she might have to safe word, just on principle.

      Wait… principle…principal… crap, did she just pun in her head?

      Smack!

      “No dawdling, Miss Kaplan.”

      Her butt tingled where he’d slapped it, joining the tingling ache of her breasts, which felt incredibly sensitive in their cotton confinement. Thankfully, the shirt fabric was very soft, but even that felt abrasive against her marked skin. On the other hand, it wasn’t nearly enough stimulation for her nipples.

      “Sorry, Sir,” she muttered, only a little resentfully. He’d better not be expecting her to call him Mr. Romeo or Professor Romeo. Thankfully ‘Sir’ should suit just as well.

      “In you go,” he said, giving her ass another hard slap after he’d opened the door to the classroom. Juliet hurried in, not because the swats hurt that much, but because she didn’t want to give him an excuse to do anything worse until she knew what he already had in mind.

      While he hadn’t reached her physical limits in the last scene, she was still feeling a little off-kilter.

      Figuring she was supposed to sit at the desk in front of the teacher’s, Juliet hurried over and sat down, watching Orlando suspiciously. The hard seat made her squirm a little, very aware she wasn’t wearing a stitch of underwear since the skirt was more like a belt and did nothing to cover her butt or pussy.

      Rather than sitting at the teacher’s desk, the way she’d expected, Orlando ambled to the front of it, so he was directly in front of her. Hands in his pants pockets, he leaned back against the desk. In her seated position, if she looked straight ahead, she was looking directly at the big bulge at the front of his pants. Her pussy tingled in anticipation.

      Yeah, she’d gotten off in the previous scene, but it hadn’t been quite enough. She’d wanted to be fucked.

      Nervously licking her lips, Juliet redirected her gaze upward, blushing when she realized Orlando had been watching her checking out his package.

      “Well, Miss Kaplan, you have a bit of a problem with respect, don’t you?” Though his eyes sparkled with amusement, his voice remained stern, putting him in character.

      Unsure how to respond, Juliet bit her lip and leaned away from him, crossing her arms over her chest. She was well aware this had the effect of pushing her boobs up more, deepening her cleavage. Orlando glanced down to appreciate the view, but only momentarily.

      “First, you rolled your eyes at Principal Madison,” he lectured, and it was all Juliet could do not to roll her eyes again. “Then at me. Do you have anything you want to say for yourself?”

      Juliet shrugged. Roleplay wasn’t a hard limit for her, but she didn’t feel completely comfortable with it. On the other hand, being a silent, belligerent teenager wasn’t too far away from the role Orlando had put her in, so he could hardly complain if she didn’t speak up.

      His gaze hardened, and her stomach did a little tilt. Wearing that jacket, standing over her the way in the classroom setting, really did feel as if she was in trouble at school.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      Apparently, ‘hot for teacher’ was not one of Juliet’s kinks, but Orlando didn’t mind. He could get her there, eventually.

      For him, it was a relief to pretend to be someone else and give the forbidden nature of his and Juliet’s relationship a different spin. They weren’t stepsiblings now; they were teacher and student. That was much easier to handle but still kept some of the taboo edge, and he was honest enough to admit it appealed to him on a visceral level.

      Doesn’t matter why the fruit is forbidden, just that it is.

      He could see her pretty, forbidden peach if he looked down. When Juliet had leaned back in her chair, it had tilted her hips forward, and she’d automatically spread her legs a little. Not on purpose, he didn’t think, just enough to flash glimpses of her pussy lips as she squirmed on the chair.

      “Speak up, Miss Kaplan,” he prompted, taking his hands out of his pockets and crossing his arms over his chest. “Unless you’d like to do something else with your mouth?”

      Fuck, he wouldn’t mind seeing Juliet’s lips wrapped around his cock. Though he wasn’t sure that was where this was going to go. It depended on whether she started talking.

      “That’s harassment, Sir,” she said, her chin coming up. “I don’t think you’re supposed to talk to your students like that.”

      “Oh, no?” He smirked. “Then I guess we’ll just have to go straight to the punishment for your rude behavior since you have nothing to say for yourself. On your feet, Miss Kaplan.”

      Uncertainty flashed across her face, but she got to her feet with a false haughtiness that made him smile inwardly. He was looking forward to spanking that imperious attitude right out of her. Sadly, that meant skipping over her mouth, for now, but he had no doubt he’d be back, eventually.

      Straightening, he stepped to the side and gestured to the large, wooden piece of furniture that dominated the front of the room.

      “Come up here, Miss Kaplan, and put your palms flat on the desk.”

      The position would put her right in front of the ruler he’d left there, waiting to be used. She could stare down at it while he got her warmed up with his hand.

      Slowly, Juliet got to her feet, then glanced down at the desk, her breath hitching when she looked at the ruler.

      “Move your feet, Miss Kaplan,” he said sternly. “I don’t have all day.” He sounded just like a teacher he’d had in high school.

      Amusingly, Juliet must have felt the same because she picked up her feet a little, coming forward and getting into position. Bending over to put her hands on the table necessitated spreading her legs a little. She gave him another haughty look.

      Putting his hand between her shoulders, Orlando ruthlessly pushed her upper body down, enjoying her gasp of surprise. He didn’t stop until her breasts squashed against the desk and her skirt rode up, uncovering her ass completely, leaving her exposed and ready for punishment. The ruler was directly in front of her face, giving her plenty to contemplate.

      “I’m going to start with a count of twenty-five with my hand. You will count each one and say, ‘I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.’ If you don’t say those words exactly, that swat won’t count.” He was sure he could hear her gritting her teeth.

      Keeping his hand between her shoulder blades so she would be reminded of his power over her, even though he wasn’t leaning any weight onto it, Orlando raised his other hand.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Smack!

      Yowch! Orlando wasn’t holding back. That hurt far more than the casual swats he’d given her during the evening. His hand was like a paddle and left a stinging burn in the center of her right ass cheek. Twenty-five of those, then the ruler? Her pussy creamed, even as her head wailed.

      Her breasts were squashed against the table, nipples rubbing against the hard surface, and the more she squirmed, the more they were stimulated. Even so, it was hard to pay attention to that when Orlando’s hand was resting on her bottom, right where he’d just spanked her, waiting for her to say what she was supposed to say.

      “One!” Why was this so hard? She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      “Good girl.”

      The praise warmed her, but not as much as the next swat of his hand on her other buttock. Now she had matching stinging spots on either side of her ass.

      “Two! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      Did it feel weird to be calling Orlando ‘Professor Romeo?’ Absolutely. On the other hand, she couldn’t deny it helped her get into the headspace of naughty student to his stern teacher. The jarring slaps to her ass didn’t hurt, and with every one she counted off, she forgot who she was a little more and became a little more invested in being naughty Miss Kaplan.

      “Ten! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo!”

      “Very good, Miss Kaplan. Fifteen more with my hand, then we’ll move on to the ruler.”

      Juliet moaned—part in denial, part in encouragement.

      The entirety of her ass had been covered by his hand, so new swats were coming down on already burning, darkened skin. Her ass felt hot, stinging, and when Orlando rubbed his hand over her sensitized flesh before raising to spank her again, her pussy clenched from the sensation. Pleasure and pain were wreathing around each other in erotic harmony, tuning her body and sending her deeper into her submissive headspace.

    

  







            Chapter 8

          

          

      

    

    






Orlando

        

      

    

    
      Another hard slap against Juliet’s ass, the ample flesh jiggled from the impact in an enticing way. Her skin was hot to the touch and turning a burnished russet under her usual chestnut tone from the previous swats. Her breathy gasps as each blow landed made his cock jerk with appreciation.

      Methodically working his way across her ass, he made sure to cover every inch evenly, wanting her entire ass burning by the end of this. It would give him a nice, well-primed canvas when he applied the ruler to her already-chastised globes. Fuck, he couldn’t wait to see her reaction. Already her plump pussy lips were glistening and wet as her ass jerked upward in response to his hand coming down. Such a sweet little masochist.

      “Twenty! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      Sometime between ten and twenty, the sass had completely left Juliet’s voice, and she’d actually started to sound remorseful. Orlando grinned. Five more to go, then another ten with the ruler, and she should be more than ready for his cock. There was a glistening sheen of her juices already coating the tops of her thighs, just below her pussy.

      For the last five, Orlando decided to switch things up a little. He wanted to leave her stinging and throbbing all over, and spanking her swollen, needy pussy would accomplish that and more.

      He angled his hand, bringing his palm down on her pussy with a wet thwack. Juliet shrieked, much higher than before, and for the first time, he actually had to use his hand between her shoulder blades to keep her in position.

      “Ow, fuck!”

      “That’s not what you’re supposed to say, Miss Kaplan,” Orlando reminded her wickedly. He brought his hand down on her pussy again before she could protest.

      “Shit! Twenty-one! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo!”

      Smart girl. She hadn’t tried to skip ahead to twenty-two, accepting the fact she’d be getting six swats to her pussy. It wouldn’t make Orlando go any easier on her, but he would have added additional punishment if she’d tried to count the one she’d missed.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Fuck.

      She was so hot and wet, and every slap of Orlando’s hand on her pussy got her a little closer to orgasm. Tears had gathered at the backs of her eyes, but none were falling yet. It hurt, but not enough to push her over the edge.

      Now that she was expecting the sizzling snap of pain, immediately followed by a hot rush of arousal, she didn’t yelp again. She whimpered. Squirmed. Moaned. His fingers slapped her clit, making the tiny bud swell and throb even more.

      “Twenty-five! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      She was so turned on, she didn’t even mind calling him that anymore, not the professor part, not even the ‘Romeo’ part. Who cared what his name was? She just wanted him to fuck her.

      A rose, by any other name, blah blah blah, whatever, as long as it could dick her good.

      The sudden cessation of painfully pleasurable torment was far worse than the spanking. Juliet groaned, panting and waiting for him to pick up the damn ruler. The feeling of satisfaction when he did was almost as good as actually being spanked. Her anticipation wound around her.

      “Five with the ruler.” The hard wooden length tapped gently against her bottom, teasing her with the promise of pain. “Count them out the same way, starting from one.”

      Before she could say ‘Yes, Sir,’ he drew the ruler back and brought it crashing down against her already stinging ass. Fire licked across her skin, and Juliet cried out, her pussy clenching in response to the lash of pain, even as worry rose she wouldn’t be able to bear it.

      “One! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      Crap, that was totally going to leave a welt.

      As was the one that landed right underneath it.

      A little sob hitched Juliet’s voice as she counted that one as well. Fuck, that hurt. The third one landed right beneath that, just above her pussy lips and sit spot. Juliet stomped her feet as the fiery agony seared her.

      “Three! I’m sorry for being disrespectful, Professor Romeo.”

      Tears slid down her cheeks. The ruler stung far worse than his hand, covering more area, and with a far harsher bite than his palm.

      The fourth blow was the worst—rather than laying it down horizontally beneath the others as she’d expected, it crossed the three diagonally, right over the welts he’d already give her. Juliet stomped her feet again, dancing with the pain as she wailed out the fourth count, her tears dripping onto the desk before her.

      Why did that turn her on? She didn’t know, but her pussy was hotter and wetter than ever. When he landed the fifth swat of the ruler vertically over her swollen labia, the end of it snapping against her sensitive clit, she almost climaxed, even as she screamed from the pain.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      “Please, please, please,” Juliet chanted, her bottom waving up and down in the air as she danced, trying to soothe the punishment.

      “Please what, Miss Kaplan?” Orlando asked, dropping the ruler and dipping his hand down to brush his fingers over her pussy. She shivered, making a whining noise, and pushing her ass back at him. His cock throbbed. Fuck, he wanted to be in her so damn bad.

      The purplish welts stood out on her skin, imprints of where the ruler had landed, and her puffy pussy lips were slick with cream, despite the abuse he’d inflicted on them. He barely touched them, teasing her, wanting to hear her beg.

      “Please, I need to come.” She went up on her tiptoes. With his hand between her shoulders, pinning her down to the desk, she couldn’t do much more. Her palms were flat on the desk on either side of her, letting her brace herself, but she couldn’t reach for him. “Please, Professor Romeo!”

      Orlando chuckled. She really was desperate.

      “I’d hate to be accused of harassment, Miss Kaplan,” he intoned, gently stroking her clit before pulling his finger away. “You’ll have to be more specific about what you’d like me to do.”

      “Oh, just fuck me, damnit!” She squirmed, trying to reach his hand again with her eager pussy. “I want your cock, Professor Romeo!”

      Far be it from him to ask twice.

      Opening the front of his pants with one hand, he moved behind her as his cock sprang out, eager and ready. Precum already seeping from the purplish head, the length was a darker color than normal from denying himself satisfaction. He quickly pulled a condom out of his pocket and rolled it on, giving Juliet a quick, hard smack on her ass to keep her primed and ready.

      Fully gloved, he lined his cock up with Juliet’s pussy and shoved in deep and hard. She squealed, bucking as half his cock sank into her wet heat, forcibly stretching her muscles. Leaning forward, Orlando thrust again, shoving his full length into the silken tunnel, groaning with pleasure as he finally got inside her. His hands slid under her body to her breasts, releasing the knot between them with quick tugs, filling his hands with her bounty.

      Her pussy clenched around him as he gently squeezed. He didn’t want to open any of the cuts he made, so he concentrated on her nipples, pinching and rolling the sensitive buds as he drew his cock back and thrust in again. Tugging her nipples, he used them to pull her back against him, feeling the heat of her punished ass against his groin, her pussy clenching around him as he rode her.

      This is wrong. This shouldn’t feel so good.

      But it did. It felt more than good, it felt right. He was so fucked… but there was no way in hell he could stop fucking her now. And damn the consequences.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      That felt so damn good.

      Orlando’s cock filled her, the very tip nudging against her cervix in a way that teetered on the edge between pain and pleasure. Juliet moaned as he moved, his hard muscles slapping against her ass, reigniting the pain from the welts, even as his cock filled her with pleasure. Trapped between him and the desk, there was nowhere to go, nothing to do but take his cock and ride the waves of alternating agony and ecstasy.

      Her nipples pulsed between his fingers, the tight pinch adding to the tumult of sensations, her breasts extra sensitive after their first scene. Every slap of his body against her ass left her whimpering, though the tears had ceased as soon as he’d shoved his cock in her.

      Every stroke of his dick made her knees quiver as her hands braced against the force of his thrusts. He was fucking her as if there was no tomorrow—and there wasn’t, was there? He was her stepbrother.

      It was the utterly filthy thought, the shameful acknowledgment she’d begged her stepbrother to fuck her that tipped Juliet over the edge. She screamed out her orgasm, her pussy clamping down on his cock, and Orlando groaned. Straightening, his hands slid down her sides until they reached her hips, gripping hard.

      She cried out again as he fucked her even harder, riding her through the initial waves of pleasure, sending her soaring even higher as another orgasm wracked her senses.

      “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, Orlando!” She screamed his name, sobbing again as the intense sensations overwhelmed her, the mix of hellish torment and erotic nirvana sending her flying.

      When she said his name, she heard his own shout, his hands tightening on her hips, cock pulsing inside her, filling the condom with his cum… making her scream out again as a third orgasm drowned her senses.

    

  







            Chapter 9

          

          

      

    

    






Orlando

        

      

    

    
      This time, he got to cuddle with Juliet a lot longer than after the first scene. She was flying high—maybe not quite in subspace, but pretty close—and too muzzy to protest when he wrapped her up and cuddled her, still dressed in the schoolgirl outfit. He’d loosely wrapped the shirt around her breasts, but not nearly as tightly as before.

      Not that he was trying to preserve her modesty, but he was hoping being a little more covered might make her feel less vulnerable about snuggling in his arms. Either it worked, or the impact of two scenes in a row was taking her longer to recover. She stayed cradled against him without protest, and when she did finally sit up, it wasn’t with a jerk of realization. This time, she pushed herself up almost reluctantly.

      Or maybe he was projecting because he was reluctant to let go of her.

      The night was flying by faster than he’d thought it would, and they only had one roll left.

      Shifting nervously on his lap, Juliet tied the shirt between her breasts, still keeping it loose, before finally meeting his eyes. There was a seriousness in her gaze that hadn’t been there before. Some of the heat had been banked, but anticipation remained.

      “So…”

      Orlando gave her a lopsided smile.

      “Ready for round three?” he asked, curving his hand over her lower back. Juliet nodded and got to her feet.

      Settling his hand on the small of her back, Orlando silently escorted her to the main room. They passed a small crowd around one of the other scenes but were too far back to see what was going on. Several people in the bar caught his eye and gave him a thumbs up—likely voyeurs from one or both of his and Juliet’s previous scenes.

      Normally, he would have enjoyed the silent accolades, but right now, his gut was too twisted. He’d come to Roulette anticipating a hot night of pushing a submissive’s boundaries—and there wasn’t much he wasn’t willing to try at least once, so he hadn’t expected any of his own boundaries to be pushed. He especially hadn’t expected his emotional boundaries to be in danger.

      As always, everything having to do with Juliet was a little more fraught.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Walking back up to the roulette wheel felt a bit like walking to her doom. What would she and Orlando have to do this time? How much would it change them? Things between them had already changed. She felt it and knew he did as well, even if neither of them was willing to verbally acknowledge it.

      How were they supposed to go back to real life after this?

      That’s a problem for the future Juliet. Focus, sister. Present Juliet is about to have another round of filthy, hot sex with her stepbrother. Might as well enjoy it and let future Juliet figure out the rest.

      Sound advice from the crazy voice in her head, though she was pretty sure Future Juliet was going to curse the hell out of Past Juliet. She could only live for Present Juliet right now, and her wild side wasn’t wrong. Might as well enjoy the chance while it lasted, since—a quick glance at the clock confirmed—it was only going to last another hour.

      This time, when the wheel spun around and the ball landed, the anticipation was tinged with a bit of regret it would be the last time.

      “Humiliation!” Mistress Madison said gleefully, and Juliet couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed. She’d hoped for something… more. Something edgier. Something that would hurt more.

      Turning back to Orlando, she was a little surprised by the thoughtful look on his face. He didn’t seem disappointed, if anything, the expression on his face was calculating. Her stomach did a little swooping thing, but she raised her eyebrows at him questioningly.

      They’d known each other long enough he should know she didn’t embarrass easily. She didn’t even know if humiliation was a kink or not because she’d never experienced it. Call her bitch, slut, whore, none of that phased her, but it didn’t turn her on, either. ‘Neutral’ would be the best way to describe her feelings. Insults just made her laugh. Yeah, she might have a few areas of her body she wished were better, but she loved herself and knew—as a whole—she was a damn fine catch.

      “Get undressed. Completely.” The order almost made her roll her eyes again. They were in Black Light. The theater wasn’t even close to full, although several people had come to see what the wheel would land on, just as they had before, it was nothing compared to how packed the theater had originally been. She’d already paraded around the club completely naked tonight. Hopefully, he didn’t think a little public stripping was going to humiliate her. She was a freaking exhibitionist.

      With a glance at Mistress Madison, who seemed more intrigued than anything, Juliet inwardly sighed and started to undress.

      To her surprise, Orlando didn’t stick around to watch, although some of their audience had settled into seats to see what was going to happen. Orlando hopped off the stage and went over to the DM hovering just inside the theater door. A quick conversation and the DM trotted off.

      Turning around, Orlando met her gaze, and a slow smile spread across his lips. Flip. There went her stomach again. He was up to something, but Juliet couldn’t imagine what. She also worried whatever it was, it couldn’t match the anticipation building inside of her. Wouldn’t it be awful if their third roll was a total letdown? Maybe they should have just ended it already.

      “Turn around and bend over,” Orlando ordered her as he walked up the stairs onto the stage. “I want your hands on your cheeks, spreading them open. Show the nice audience your delicious ass.”

      Oooh, anal sex was in her future. Big surprise. Still, the fact it would be with her stepbrother… that added something. Maybe her third roll had been a bit of a letdown, but at least that part would be fun.

      Bending over, Juliet spread her cheeks and held the position. The braids in her hair still hung down on either side of her head, making her feel even naughtier for some reason. Her fingers dug into the welts the ruler had left behind in a pleasurably painful way, which wasn’t exactly a hardship. So, she held.

      And held.

      And held.

      To her surprise, her cheeks—the ones on her face—started feeling warm after a few minutes of showing off her asshole to the people in the audience. It was the length of time that was starting to make her feel a little off-kilter. There was literally nothing happening other than people staring at her ass. It turned her on to know everyone was staring at her pussy and asshole, but somehow, despite that, it was starting to affect her.

      Someone in the audience giggled, and Juliet’s blush heated. Thank God her skin wouldn’t show it too much. Yeah, okay, this was kind of embarrassing.

      She turned her head to look at Orlando, and he stared passively down at her. Juliet dropped her gaze again, ignoring the growing whispers in the audience. Well, trying to do her best to ignore them.

      The DM finally came back through the door and hopped up onto the stage, handing something to Orlando, who murmured his thanks before turning back to Juliet. She saw a small flash of silver in his hands before he moved to her side, obviously positioning himself so he wouldn’t block anyone’s view of her ass.

      “Stay very still, Juliet,” he said, only a hint of amusement in his voice.

      Juliet closed her eyes and took a deep breath. A moment later, she jumped a little when his finger, covered in cool, slick lubricant, touched her ass and began to push in. She bit back a moan as he frigged her asshole, probing and slicking the entrance. Her fingers dug into her cheeks more.

      It was a totally different sensation from having her pussy fingered, but just as enjoyable. The ring of nerves around her entrance was exquisitely sensitive, sending tingling sensations through her, and the stretch to accommodate the girth of his finger was only a little uncomfortable.

      When his finger retreated and was replaced by something much harder and colder, the discomfort grew. The muscle around her entrance strained, burning with the stretch before the plug popped inside. It was metal, that much she was sure of from its heavy weight and complete lack of give. Her muscles rippled around it, clenching and pushing, but it was securely lodged. Juliet panted from the sensation of being filled, even if it wasn’t quite enough.

      “Alright, down on your hands and knees, Juliet. You’re going to crawl for me.”

      Heat, need, and, yes, a tiny flicker of embarrassment licked through her.

      Something tugged on the plug when she got down on all fours, startling her, and she glanced over her shoulder. If there’d still been a bit of blush in her cheeks, it hit full bloom when she realized it was no regular butt plug. Nope. This plug had a metal chain coming from it, which dangled down from Orlando’s hand, connecting them.

      He had her plug on a leash.

      Juliet’s pussy clenched even as the surprising feeling of humiliation slid through her.

      Twitching the leash, Orlando knocked the chain against her ass, his eyes glinting with amusement.

      “Get going, Juliet. We’re going back to the play area.”

      Which meant crawling down from the stage, out of the theater, through the side of the bar, and past the curtain, where people were actually playing. Orlando intended as many people as possible saw her with a leash coming out of her ass.

      Heat curled inside her, even as her shame grew.

      Damn. Maybe this wasn’t going to be so disappointing after all.

    

  







            Chapter 10

          

          

      

    

    






Orlando

        

      

    

    
      The pretty blue jewel winked between Juliet’s welted cheeks, catching the light as she crawled across Black Light’s carpet. Little bells hung from the loop in the middle of the jewel, where the chain was attached, making a delicate jingling noise with her every movement. The thin silver chain between the little leather strap he was holding and the base of the plug was more for decoration than anything else, but it was serving its purpose.

      While she might pretend she didn’t mind—even though Orlando couldn’t see her face—he could see the way her shoulders hunched in, how her head lifted up, then back down, as if she both wanted to see who was looking at her and couldn’t bear to know. From his position, he could also see how wet her pussy was and not just from their previous scene. There was no way her arousal stemmed solely from that.

      He didn’t bother to hide his grin. The disappointment in her final roll had been clear in her expression. She didn’t expect he would be able to make their final scene live up to either of the other two.

      Challenge fucking accepted.

      Thankfully, he’d remembered the plug he’d seen used once when he was at Black Light East and had asked the Dungeon Monitor if they had any available among the toys here. This was just the beginning, though.

      They went through the curtain, and Juliet jerked to a stop as they were met with whistles and cheers. It took Orlando a moment to realize all the noise wasn’t actually coming from the main play area—nor was it for them—it was coming from the hallway. Whatever was going on in the Red Light District must be particularly nasty for it to get that reaction.

      Grinning, Orlando mentally wished the participants well as he looked around the room to see what was available.

      Ah. Perfect.

      He grinned wickedly.

      “Up on stage, Juliet.” He tugged the leash, enough the plug would press against her opening from the inside, but nothing more. The last thing he wanted was to accidentally yank it out of her—not only could that potentially harm her, but with his luck, it would end up flying and hitting him in the head. The humiliation was supposed to be for her, not him.

      A little shiver went down her spine, and she headed for Black Light’s main stage. Everyone in the room would be able to see her once they were up there. They were already drawing quite a bit of attention, even with other scenes going on. After all, only so many people could get a good view of each of the platforms, and the hall to the Red Light District looked pretty crowded.

      The stage, however, was completely empty.

      Once they were in the center with Juliet still on her hands and knees, very carefully not looking into the crowd, Orlando took a moment to contemplate the situation. Then he looked over the eager watchers.

      “Can someone pass me a barstool?”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Juliet

      

      

      

      Who knew Orlando would be so good at embarrassing someone?

      The plug hadn’t bothered her, in and of itself, but the leash had added an unexpected element that had gotten under her skin. So had the bells. By the time they were on the stage, everyone watching her crawl—the chain visibly trailing behind her up to Orlando’s hand, the bells louder than before as the sound bounced off the stage’s acoustics—she felt as if her entire face was on fire from her blush.

      Then Orlando had requested—and gotten—a barstool and made her stand behind it with her hands on the seat, facing out into Black Light’s club. There were lights on the stage, but unfortunately, they weren’t bright enough to blind her. She could see the face and expression of every single person who was staring back at her.

      Orlando gave the leash a little tug, and her ass clenched automatically around the plug. If it dropped out of her right now…

      Maybe she was a little easier to embarrass than she’d realized.

      It was also far hotter than she’d anticipated. Her pussy was literally creaming, her exhibitionist side enjoying everyone seeing her erotic embarrassment. The more Orlando made her blush, the hornier she got.

      Letting the leash drop from his hand, Orlando came up to Juliet’s side while the chain swung between her legs. Gravity gently tugged on the plug, and she tightened her grip even more. It was oddly arousing to have the chain swinging, rhythmically pulling on the plug.

      One of Orlando’s arms went around her back, his hands reaching for and gripping her breasts, the touch was gentle on the globes until he reached her nipples. Juliet moaned when he pinched her buds nice and hard. Pleasure shot through her, straight down to her pussy.

      “Open your eyes, Juliet.”

      She did and looked into the crowd that was gathering around the stage. Their anticipation practically hummed, feeding into her own and heightening her senses. Not everyone in the room was paying attention to them—there were other scenes going on—but they’d already gathered a substantial crowd. Brooke was there, practically bouncing on her toes, wide-eyed and waiting for whatever was going to happen next. Juliet met her friend’s gaze, then looked away.

      Orlando’s voice raised slightly. There wasn’t a microphone, so his voice didn’t fill the room or disturb the other scenes but was loud enough to be heard by the crowd in front of their stage.

      “Tell them how you know me, Juliet,” he ordered.

      She froze.

      Her eyes met Brooke’s again. Brooke had her hand clapped over her mouth, eyes wide with shock, reflecting Juliet’s feelings at Orlando’s demand. Out of everyone in the crowd, Brooke was the only one who knew Orlando was Juliet’s stepbrother.

      A hard pinch to her nipples, a vicious twist, left her whimpering.

      “Tell them how you know me, sub.”

      Fuck.

      Humiliation.

      “He’s…” Her voice came out as a breathy whisper. Juliet licked her dry lips. “He’s my stepbrother.”

      Only a few eyes widened. Not many people had been able to hear her soft confession, but those who did, reacted. Shame swept over her, followed by a wave of heat at her shame being witnessed.

      “Louder.” Orlando’s fingers left her nipples, and he slapped the side of her breast. It hurt so much more than usual, and she realized, after a moment, it must be because of the little slices to her skin he’d made only a couple of hours ago. “Tell them how you know me, Juliet.”

      “He’s my stepbrother!” Fuck it. She’d already said it once, might as well yell it and get it over with. She closed her eyes against the surprise that rippled through their audience.

      “And what do you want your stepbrother to do, Juliet?” Orlando’s hand rested on top of her back and slid down, his fingers dipping into the crevice of her ass, finding the chain to her plug and tugging lightly. The bells jingled.

      Humiliation.

      Arousal.

      Shame.

      Need.

      Craving.

      “I want you to fuck my ass.” Not as quiet as she’d been at first, but not as loud as she’d announced their relationship.

      Fuck.

      This was so much harder and so much hotter than pretending to be his student. They weren’t Miss Kaplan and Professor Romeo right now. They were just themselves, Orlando and Juliet. Stepbrother and stepsister.

      And he was going to fuck her ass.

      The plug was pulled out.

      The rubbery tip of a condom-covered cock, well-lubed, pressed against the opening of her ass.

      The braids on either side of her head were lifted and pulled back, so he could use them like reins. Her head lifted as well, scalp tingling, and she whimpered.

      “Say it again.”

      “I want you to fuck my ass, Orlando.”

      He pressed in. Slowly. Letting her feel every centimeter as her ass was stretched open around the mushroom head of his cock until it popped inside of her. The tight ring of muscle clenched around his shaft, just under the head, automatically trying to squeeze him out.

      “Say ‘I want my stepbrother to fuck my ass.’”

      Her pussy fluttered.

      “I want my stepbrother to fuck my ass.”

      Another inch slid in, accompanied by a slap to her welted bottom.

      “Open your eyes. Tell them.”

      Juliet obeyed, opening her eyes. With his firm grip on her braids, she was staring directly into the audience and saw all the faces staring back at her—surprise, awe, and the same heat she was feeling. Curiosity. Wonder. Lust. A few judgmental expressions, though they didn’t look away from the display she and Orlando were making—all added to the perversely exciting degradation.

      “I want my stepbrother to fuck my ass!”

      She squealed as Orlando drove home, rocking her forward, her hands braced against the seat of the bar stool. His thick cock stretched her wide, burning as hot as the shame curling through her.

      No longer gentle, Orlando rode her ass with rough, hard thrusts, making her push back against them or risk being knocked forward. Her breasts swung underneath her, bouncing wildly as he plowed into her from behind. The empty spasms of her pussy didn’t stop her ecstasy from growing.

      Orlando was fucking her ass.

      Her stepbrother was fucking her ass hard.

      After making her admit, to everyone watching, that’s who he was.

      She didn’t need a hand on her clit or a dick in her pussy. The combination of shame, burning stretch, slick thrusts, and his cock hitting a deep point inside her was sending her reeling.

      “Fuck!”

      “That’s right, Juliet.” Orlando’s voice rang out loudly and heated, his hand tugging her braids more firmly, pulling her back against him. “Come for me. Come all over your stepbrother’s cock.”

      She did.

      Screaming, shuddering, her knees almost gave out—she would have dropped if Orlando hadn’t caught her, his arm curving under her stomach and holding her in place as he thrust hard one last time. His groans mingled with her cries, and when he reached between her legs to pinch her clit, sending her on another paroxysm of ecstasy, she finally sank down to the stage.

      He went with her, letting her settle on his lap, cock still firmly lodged up her ass as their audience applauded.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Orlando

      

      

      

      It was eleven, and Roulette was over, but Orlando still held Juliet on his lap. Damn. Even Cinderella had until midnight. How had the time passed so quickly? His arms tightened around her, not wanting to let go.

      “Orlando?” Her voice was small… worried.

      Loosening his grip just enough so he could look down at her, he met her serious gaze.

      “What are we going to do now?” She sounded a little lost, nothing like the confident woman he knew her to be. Hell, he couldn’t remember her ever looking to anyone else for answers, much less him.

      He sighed. That was the question, wasn’t it?

      “We’ll figure it out.” That was the best answer he had, one he believed. No matter what life had thrown at him, he’d always figured it out, and this would be no different.

      “So… this isn’t just for tonight?” she asked, her fingers trailing over his chest.

      “Not if we don’t want it to be,” he answered softly.

      Nodding, Juliet snuggled into him, her head resting on his chest. Orlando let his cheek fall onto the top of her head and held her close.

      All the animosity, all the sniping had melted away now that they’d finally admitted and accepted the truth—they wanted each other.

      They always had.

      

      THE END
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      Black Light West

      February 14th, 11:09pm

      

      Elijah groaned while finally collapsing into one of the chairs in the bar. He’d been on his feet for what seemed like the last twenty-four hours straight. His knees cracked. His back creaked. His feet ached.

      Shit, it sucks to get old.

      As beat up as he felt physically, a whoosh of relief accompanied the wave of exhaustion threatening to take over. He still had way too much work to do before he could truly relax.

      Glancing around the emptying club, he was finally able to take a deep breath. They’d had a great night, and as anxious as he was to learn the outcome of the wager he had going with Spencer Cook, Elijah knew nothing could really detract from how successful Valentine Roulette had been for the West Coast team.

      My team.

      As the overhead lights came up and the music died down, he took a good look around at the over dozen team members busy putting the club back together again after the hard night of play.

      “Hey, whatcha doing sitting on your ass? We have work to do!” His second in command, Tyler, shouted from across the bar as he carried a banquet table toward the storage closest in the office.

      Elijah was too tired to argue, letting his middle finger do the talking for him.

      “I know just the thing to perk you up, old man,” came an offer from behind the long bar.

      Too exhausted to get up to check it out, Elijah managed to shuffle his chair around enough to find Shane Covington playing bartender.

      “By all means, Covington. Just help yourself to the top shelf booze. I notice you’re only bartending now when you can pilfer booze while Susie is too busy to notice,” Elijah groused.

      The A-list actor shot Elijah that million-dollar smile he’d gotten famous for before countering, “I have to do something to keep myself entertained until Nalani is finished helping with the clean-up. You should be happy she’s so dedicated that she wanted to stay and help, considering she doesn’t even work here anymore.”

      “I never asked her to help and you know it,” Elijah defended. “She’s been off the payroll going on two years now.”

      Finally sitting in the chair next to him, Shane slid a rocks glass in front of him before putting his feet up on the empty chair across from Elijah.

      “By all means, make yourself at home,” he deadpanned.

      “Don’t mind if I do. After living here in the mansion for over six months, I admit it does sorta feel like home. Even if we haven’t been able to come to play as often as I’d like,” Shane observed.

      Elijah caught a glimpse of Nalani helping put the theater back together again before reasserting, “Why is she wiping down the portable chairs? They’re just going to get stored in the closet until the next big event anyway.”

      Shane took a long drag of the cocktail in front of him before answering. “I gave up trying to stop her from doing cleanup around the house a long time ago. More than once I’ve had to reassure my longtime housekeeper, Judy, that we don’t intend to fire her after she’s walked in on Nalani re-cleaning something Judy had just cleaned.”

      Knowing the previous housekeeper as well as he did, Elijah knew better than to try to talk her into stopping, instead offering advice. “It’s her coping mechanism. When she gets nervous, she likes to clean. It calms her.”

      Shane sat quietly for a few seconds before calling out, “Bullshit. She was just cleaning today. What the hell did she have to be nervous about?”

      “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe having to go out into public with one of the most famous men on the planet? Perhaps knowing she’d have to spend the night trying to fend off all the women who like to throw themselves at you?”

      Shane chuckled. “Normally I’d tell you that you’re full of shit, but there was some chick in a black and red bustier tonight that kept following me around, trying to chat me up. She finally backed off after I had Nalani suck me off while watching the pirate guy fucking his chick like a boss at the whipping post.”

      Elijah bristled at his friend’s crude comment. He’d always had a soft spot for Nalani, thinking of her like the baby sister he never had. He may be a Dungeon Master, but like most brothers, he didn’t want to hear about the details of his chosen-sister’s kinky sex life.

      He was saved from having to comment by one of the last remaining Roulette couples coming out of the co-ed locker room across the way.

      Fuck, I thought all of the members were gone already.

      Landon Bartlett, pro NFL linebacker, detoured toward Elijah’s table. His submissive for the night, McKenna, was still with him—her deep red hair hanging wet down her back after obviously showering with her Dom.

      “Just wanted to let you know what a great time we had tonight, Keaton. I know I don’t make it down here to Black Light as often as I’d like, especially during the season.” The football player paused, throwing his hand out for a shake before adding, “But tonight reminded me why being a member is worth every penny.”

      “Since you didn’t make it into the playoffs, you should have plenty of time to visit now,” Covington said, giving the player shit.

      Bartlett turned on the still seated actor. “Fuck you, Covington. The Superbowl is over so every team is in the off-season, asshole. Even your precious Packers.”

      Despite the ribbing, the men were both grinning, telling Elijah they knew each other at least well enough to dish shit. However, Shane had turned his attention to Bartlett’s submissive standing next to him, obviously waiting to leave together.

      “Hey…” Covington said, taking a good look at the beautiful redhead. “Aren’t you the actress from that hot Netflix series? Born in Blood?”

      “Oh my God.” Only a second went by before she turned to Bartlett, smacking her hand against his chest. “See! Shane fucking Covington watches my show, and you didn’t even know what it was!”

      “Alright, alright. I told you, I’ll watch the series.” The football player who was double her size raised his hands in a sign of surrender.

      Elijah had to stifle the smile that threatened as he enjoyed watching yet another dominant guy softened by the right submissive.

      The wheel really is magic sometimes.

      Susie arrived from the direction of the elevator just as the new couple said their goodbyes. She was pushing a huge cart with a half-dozen stacked trays of newly cleaned bar glasses. On normal nights, the bartender and her staff kept up by handwashing the glassware, but on big nights like Roulette, it was easier to trolly the glasses upstairs to the industrial dishwasher in the kitchen to save time.

      “Hey, was that Bartlett leaving with McKenna?” Susie asked. “I was kinda worried he was gonna dump her after grilling me over how many alcoholic drinks she’d had.”

      Elijah reassured her. “I’m no matchmaker, but if I was a gambling man, I’d put money on that turning into a long-term couple. I’ve known Bartlett long enough to recognize the change.”

      “The change?” Shane pressed. “What the fuck are you talking about old man?”

      Elijah was too tired to let Covington bullshit him. “Don’t play dumb with me. Especially you. You did a one-eighty after you met Nalani. Just like Jaxson after finding Emma and Chase, Ryder after meeting Khloe—I could go on for hours. Doms like to pretend they wear the pants, but we all know it’s the subs who have all of the real power.”

      He didn’t get to expound on that though because Tyler chose that moment to pull back the velvet curtain, securing it open with the sash and letting a group that had been congregating in the main play space head into the bar area.

      Feeling guilty for sitting on his ass long enough to catch his breath, Elijah pushed to his feet, beelining it to join the infamous trio and their guests—the judges from Black Light East.

      “You’re still here. I was hoping I’d get a chance to say goodbye before you left,” he said to Elliott and Lisa, trying not to sound too eager. “Come in and I’ll buy you a drink. On the house. We were just rehashing how the night had gone and I’d love to hear your thoughts.”

      Elijah could feel the pointed stare of Jaxson at his back, but he didn’t give a shit. It had been bad enough last year when he had to wait until the next day to find out who had won the competition between the clubs. This year, the trio had declared they needed until Tuesday afternoon to calculate the winner. That felt like a lifetime away, which meant he needed to glean any tidbit of information from the judges before they left.

      Even though he had waved his arm in a welcoming motion, he noticed the couple stood grounded to their spot just a few feet into the bar. Upon further inspection, he noticed how heavily Lisa was leaning on her dominant. Her lipstick was absent and the rest of her make up smeared. The buttons on her dress were askew and it looked like she’d skinned her knees on the carpet at some point during the night.

      Looks like they had had some fun.

      “I think we’ll need to take a raincheck on drinks,” Elliott said, keeping a stabilizing arm around Lisa. “My sub had a bit too much fun tonight and I think it’s time I get her upstairs and tucked into bed.”

      “That’s great that you guys had so much fun, but the night is still young. The crew and I always spend a few hours shooting the shit as we get the club put back together and you’re more than welcome to park it in the bar and rehash the best scenes of the night with us.”

      It was Jaxson who stepped between the men, shooting Elijah a dirty look. “I’m pretty sure Elliott and Lisa need to call it a night. Their body clocks tell them it’s after two in the morning now, and let’s not forget they chose to fly back to D.C. tomorrow. I’m sure they want to catch some rest.”

      Turning to talk more directly to Elliott, Jaxson added, “Feel free to leave your judges report with security before you head out to the airport tomorrow afternoon.” Shooting Elijah another glare, Jaxson added, “I left a manila envelope you can seal it in to keep it confidential.”

      Elijah wanted to throttle the owner, but he plastered a smile on his face instead.

      “Well, it was great to meet you two. I hope you can make it out to our club again sometime in the future. You’re always welcome.”

      Jaxson couldn’t resist being an asshole yet again. “Nice of you to invite them, Keaton, but since they pay Black Light fees, they, just like any Black Light member, is welcome at either club any time they’d like to travel to the opposite coast. No special invitation is needed.”

      It was Elijah’s turn to shoot Jaxson a death glare.

      Elijah stuck his hand out for a shake before Elliott and Lisa backtracked to the small elevator to head up to their suite.

      As soon as the doors closed, Jaxson was in his face.

      “Don’t think I don’t know what you were trying to do there. I warned both you and Cook. There would be no trying to sway the judges. You dragged me into this fucking pissing contest of yours, so I’m making it my mission to keep an even playing field.”

      Elijah was having none of it. “Oh, and you think Spencer wasn’t kissing up to Jack and his sub all night out in D.C.? I had you here running interference on me all night like I need a damn babysitter. Meanwhile, Spencer got a free pass to schmooze his judges all night long, and don’t for a minute think he didn’t.”

      “Of course I thought of that, which is why I put Klara on the case. She’s gonna keep Spencer in line. Other than me, she’s the only one who might be able to succeed at the job.” Jaxson had been ready with his argument, but that didn’t convince Elijah.

      “Maybe, but she’s also his wife and submissive. If you really think she’ll stand up to him, you’re nuts.”

      “Then I’m nuts, because that’s exactly what I think. Now, I’m done talking about judging. You want to shoot the shit rehashing the highlights of the night’s scenes, I’m all for it, but we aren’t gonna do it in a way that’s cheating.”

      Damn Jaxson. He was a fucking hard-ass, but he was a fair hard-ass. If he said he put things in place to keep the playing field fair, Elijah would have to go along with it.

      What choice did he really have?

      “Fine,” he spat, not sure what else he had to say on that matter. He pivoted by calling out to Tyler who had wisely kept a few feet separate from the showdown. “Tyler! I had to let Jafari into the elevator to take his buck-naked submissive up to his suite. He left his bag of toys and stuff back in the Dungeon Room. Can you be sure someone gathers it together and takes it up and puts it outside of his suite door?”

      Tyler wisely agreed quickly. “Sure thing, boss. I’ll have the new kid handle that, but I’ll have to get his suite name from the computer.”

      Madison and Trevor chose that moment to join the crowd. Chase and Emma had moved over to the bar to help themselves to a cocktail leaving Madison to jump on his ass next.

      “You let someone walk upstairs naked? Did I hear that right?” she asked in her Mistress Madison tone of voice.

      Turning, he tried to reassure her. “Yes, but I’m sure it was fine. It’s not like it’s a far walk from the elevator.”

      “Oh, well that’s so much better!” She threw her arms up in the air, flailing. “It’s not like we aren’t full tonight, many suites taken by Runway guests, not Black Light. Guests who would be leaving the Runway Valentine’s Day party right around the same time Roulette ended. I can’t wait to see how many complaints I get.”

      “Oh, give me a break. We don’t have kids staying here. Anyone staying here is over the age of twenty-one. Are you really telling me party-goers who’d partied all night at either Runway or Black Light are going to complain about seeing a gorgeous couple naked for two seconds?”

      Elijah heard the edge to his voice, but dammit, he was tired—physically, mentally, and emotionally. He had been in problem solving mode for weeks. The last thing he needed was to have to solve a problem that didn’t exist.

      “Fine. You’re probably right. But, next time, I wish you’d make him put her in a robe at the very least,” Madison grumbled.

      “Noted, but I am not planning on there being a next time.”

      It was Chase who jumped in trying to lighten the mood. “Well, I was super impressed with Jafari and his sub on their scenes tonight. They had some of the edgier kinks and he proved he’s pretty experienced with needles.”

      “I was with him during the cell popping scene, and he showed great control and was even pretty artistic,” Tyler added, grabbing a draft beer from the tap.

      Trevor had grabbed drinks for himself and Madison before pulling her down into his lap as his fiancée voiced a concern.

      “Was anyone watching that Pavlov guy? Or Parvol? I don’t remember his name, but he was that really scary looking guy that rolled pretty early. I was kinda worried about his submissive. It seemed like he could eat her up and spit her out,” Madison observed, worry in her voice.

      Weston, one of the roving DMs for the night, jumped in with an update. “You asked me to keep an eye on him, and honestly, after the second scene, I was worried I might need to step in because she was crying pretty hard. But he totally took charge, helped her down from sub-drop, was calling her his blossom, and making out with her every time I checked on them. They left together so I’m pretty sure it was a good match.”

      Madison sighed. “That’s great. I love when the wheel makes a good match.” She paused as more of the team joined them to take a break and shoot the shit in the bar. “Speaking of making a great match, did you guys catch much of my girl Harley? I was thrilled she ended up with Geo.”

      It was Tyler who jumped in with the update on Madison’s friend. “You won’t believe this, but in the Dom’s choice pirate hostage scene, Harley actually had the balls to crawl on her hands and knees through the Red Light District trying to escape.”

      As one, the whole group let out a loud, “Ewwww…” mixed with a “Yuck…” and a few “Gross!”

      Tyler laughed. “Geo caught her just before the velvet curtain and hauled her off to the whipping post.”

      Jaxson cheered, “That’s my man.”

      “I can’t wait to call her and get the full scoop tomorrow.” Madison was grinning, and she’d just finished her sentence when the group was joined by Dominic and Annie, both with their coats on, looking ready to hit the road.

      Elijah stood back up, crossing over to first shake Annie’s hand and then turned to Dominic, holding his hand out to the talented costume designer. “Thanks so much for coming back to work for us. I can’t even imagine getting through tonight without you here helping.”

      Annie jumped in with a relieved, “I would be dead right now if Dominic wasn’t here with me tonight.”

      Elijah didn’t disagree with her. “We had so many role play scenes, I know you were both hopping tonight. I heard several members comment on how awesome the costumes were that the Roulette couples had on.”

      Dominic never turned down a chance to toot his own horn. “Of course the costumes were fabulous, as usual. I even made a phenomenal puppy costume out of thin air, but I’m here to tell you—we need a lot more pet play costumes and accessories. We are super low.”

      Elijah didn’t want to deal with the minutia details. “Whatever you need.”

      Dominic grinned. “That’s awesome. I’ll get to ordering first thing next week. I’ll be sure to send you the bill.”

      It was Jaxson that jumped into their conversation. “Now wait a minute. Just how much money are we talking about here? Don’t forget, we do have a budget set aside. If you need more money allotted, you should submit a proposal to Emma and she’ll review the expenses.”

      Emma had been standing with Chase next to the bar, but she moved to sit in Jaxson’s lap as she told Dominic, “Just send me the links of what you want to buy. We were under our costume budget last year. I can just carry some of that forward to this year without a problem.”

      “Magnificent!” Dominic grinned victoriously as he hiked his Gucci purse up over his shoulder and said his farewell. “I’m outta here. I have a hot date with one of the spectators from tonight. He’s promised me a bit of role play of my own. Later!”

      And off the flamboyant artist went, Annie following beside him.

      “Even Dominic ended up with a hot date. This blows. Every year I spend all Valentine’s Day watching members fucking in all these creative scenes and yet, once again, I get to go home hornier then shit,” Tyler complained.

      Kaiden jumped in. “At least you got to walk around and catch a bunch of different scenes. I was stuck in the private room of the Red Light District all night.”

      Tyler chuckled. “I did that gig two years ago. It wasn’t so bad. You at least had privacy back there to whack one off where no one could see you.”

      Elijah chuckled at the look of missed opportunity that filled Kaiden’s face. “Well next year, I call dibs on some other station. We can let whoever joins the staff next sit back there all night.”

      It was Susie from over behind the bar that piped into the conversation next. “Speaking of new DMs, it was nice to see a female DM working here tonight. In the three years we’ve been open, I can’t believe Brielle is the first woman DM you’ve hired, and yet she tells me she’s still a temp? Why the hell is that?”

      Elijah felt the full room of eyes pointed in his direction, waiting for an answer. “I don’t know. I guess no women have applied when I’ve posted an open position in the past. I’ve brought her in as a temp a few times before and had her come tonight just to help out with Roulette.”

      “Oh, so she isn’t even gonna get to be part-time? That’s bullshit.” This time it was Madison globbing on.

      Dave wasn’t helping by pointing out, “Don’t forget, I got a promotion at the firehouse. I’m only gonna be able to pull one shift a week here going forward. If I know about special events like Roulette in advance, I can take extra days off, but I’m gonna have to cut back Black Light hours.”

      “See. You need more help,” Susie added just as Brielle, the woman of the hour, walked into the room carrying what looked like a crate full of soiled towels and robes to take to the laundry.

      It wasn’t lost on Elijah that, at the present moment, almost every DM and Black Light employee was presently sitting their ass in the bar taking a break and the only two people still working were Nalani, who didn’t even work there anymore, and Brielle, the temp chick.

      Just as Brielle was heading toward the elevator to take the soiled linens up to the housekeeping department for laundering, Elijah called out to her. “Brielle!”

      “Yeah?” She stopped in her tracks, turning with a pained look on her face like she was about to drop her heavy load.

      “Did you like working here tonight?”

      “Sure, boss. It was awesome.”

      He hesitated. “Fine. We have an opening. You’re hired. We’ll talk schedules next week.”

      “Em… okay. Fine. Thanks.”

      Unsure what else to say she started to move again, and this time Elijah barked out an order to Weston. “Don’t just sit there, help her find the cart we usually use to carry heavy shit like that upstairs.”

      He dared glance over at Madison and she was grinning from ear to ear. Susie’s look of victory was even bigger.

      Jaxson on the other hand weighed in with, “You sure know how to grill those candidates before hiring them, Keaton. We need a new housekeeper upstairs. Maybe you can dream of who to hire tonight in your sleep. It will take about the same amount of energy as that just did.”

      “Screw you, Jax. For your information, I interviewed her before hiring her for the temp position. She came with strong recommendations and also works as a DM over at Explorations. She’s a switch and a damn fine DM.”

      Jaxson raised his hands in surrender. “If you say so.”

      “I say so.”

      A few seconds of tense awkwardness filled the room before Trevor broke in to ask, “Is it true the last couple to get matched are actually stepbrother and stepsister? I was in the theater with Madison all night, but I heard a rumor he made his sister shout out that she wanted her stepbrother to fuck her ass.”

      The room erupted with everyone’s account of one of the more memorable scenes of the night. Elijah was lucky enough to have been near the stage as that scene played out and he was pretty sure Orlando and Juliet would be raking in a lot of the spectator votes for favorite scene with that one.

      Nalani had come in to join them, quietly taking a seat in Shane’s lap. As tired as Elijah was, just seeing his dear friend Nalani so happy buoyed his whole spirit. After all she’d been through in her past, she deserved every happiness, and as much as he’d worried about her sticking with a dirty kinkster like Shane Covington, one look at her face and he knew she was where she belonged.

      It was Shane who carried the conversation forward pointing out his favorite scene of the night. “God knows I love a great humiliation scene like that, but holy hotness, that Sybian scene at the start of the night was fucking hot. I still can’t believe that sub edged herself for over forty-five minutes without coming.” Hugging Nalani tighter in his arms, he added, “My little sub here can barely make it ten minutes on the Sybian at our house.”

      “Gee, thanks, Sir. I so appreciate you sharing that intimate detail with all of my dear friends,” Nalani replied, blushing against Shane’s chest to hide her shyness.

      Elijah grinned, recognizing that Nalani and Shane really were perfect for each other, even if he’d objected to their relationship in the beginning.

      Tyler jumped in to talk about the sex furniture specifically. “I loved seeing the Sybian that Dave and I made getting so much use tonight. That and did you see the fucking hot scene on the wheel? Holy shit, that blowjob Braxton got from his sub while she was upside down on the wheel was fantastic. I about busted my nut just watching.”

      Dave chuckled. “Best blowjob of the night!” The brothers high-fived each other before Dave added, “We’ve gotten so many orders tonight from members wanting their own sex furniture made that I may be able to even quit working my one night a week just so I have enough time to make the furniture.”

      Chase had gone to sit next to his husband and wife and jumped in to point out, “Are we getting a cut on those sales? I’m pretty sure Black Light is acting as a sales agent for your side-hustle.”

      Jaxson shook his head. “Screw us getting a commission. I’d rather take free furniture whenever you have new pieces to share with us.”

      Elijah was pretty sure he heard a whispered, “Cheap bastard,” under Tyler’s breath just as his second in command broke out into laughter.

      It was hard to miss that both Jaxson and Chase had been taking their phones out of their pockets pretty often, checking for messages. At first, Elijah wondered if the two men were texting messages to each other privately in the crowded room, but after watching Jaxson getting more and more annoyed each glance at his phone, Elijah knew it wasn’t Chase annoying his boss.

      Before he could comment, Tyler asked a damn fine question. “So, while it’s fresh in our minds, what, if anything, should we do different or better for next year?”

      The room full of employees all looked deep in thought and Elijah took it as a good sign that no one was coming up with a damn thing.

      That means we did a pretty good job, if I do say so myself. Now, we’d just better win.

      Still, he couldn’t let the moment pass. “I have two things we’ll do differently next year.”

      All eyes pointed his direction, waiting.

      “First, we will not start any construction projects within six months before the start of Valentine’s Day. The construction crew cut it way too close this year and from now on, no one but Geo handles remodeling jobs.”

      Everyone was nodding their head in agreement as he said the second change. “We need to come up with some type of policy or rule on how to handle another situation like tonight where a couple is put together that absolutely should not be. Having Soren paired with Butterfly was a bad enough mix, but then to have them roll fisting? Thank God Tink was here and everyone was agreeable to having her join their scene. Can you imagine the damage he could have done to her if we’d made him follow-through on fisting that tiny wisp of a woman?”

      Chase had a solution. “That’s easy. It’s up to you, Elijah, or Spencer if anything like that happens on the East Coast, to allow for a re-spin of the wheel without any penalty. Safety always comes first.”

      Elijah was happy to hear several people parroting their ‘Safety First’ motto.

      Emma had been pretty quiet, so it surprised him when she added, “I think watching Harley Quinn climbing up the wall and sitting on Soren’s face was one of my favorite scenes of the night. It was super unique and fun.”

      Hearing Emma talking about how much fun she’d had was music to Elijah’s ears. While the members and judges certainly got to vote for their favorites, he was under no delusion. The trio of owners would have the final say in who did and didn’t win at Roulette—which scenes, which couples, and like it or not, which club—East or West.

      Jaxson pressed the face of his phone with an angry punch just as Elijah tried to dig for more info.

      “That’s great Emma. What was your favorite scene, Chase? Did you have other favorites, Emma?”

      The two Cartwright-Davidson’s each started rattling off the scenes most memorable to them, getting more excited by the minute. That was until their husband and Dom cut them off.

      “Stop!” Pinning Elijah with a stern glare, Jaxson pointed at him. “I know what you’re doing. Stop trying to pump us for who is going to win. You and Cook are both driving me fucking nuts with this pissing contest and I’ve about had it.”

      Elijah tried to feign innocence, just as Jaxson looked at his phone again. Pushing to stand, he dropped Emma’s feet to the floor and walked over to the table Elijah was sitting at next to him.

      Jaxson pushed a button on his phone just before handing it to Elijah.

      “Cook’s been calling Chase and I every three minutes for the last half hour trying to pump us for information too. I’m not talking to him either, but here—you guys started this pissing contest. You talk to him.”

      A distant “Hello? Jaxson, you there?” was coming from the phone now in his hand.

      I don’t want to talk to this asshole.

      Even as he thought it, he knew that was a lie.

      “Hey Cook, so did you guys crash and burn tonight?” Elijah taunted.

      “Keaton. What are you doing answering Jaxson’s phone? I don’t have anything to say to you.”

      “Likewise. But if you’re looking for info on the West Coast event, you’re stuck with either me or waiting until Tuesday. Jaxson doesn’t want to talk to you.”

      “Oh, but he’s there where you can cloud his judgement. This is bullshit.”

      “I’ll tell you what’s bullshit. You’re the one that had a huge advantage tonight since no one was there to babysit you and stop you from buying the judges.”

      “Enough!” Jaxson came and ripped his phone out of Elijah’s hand. Shouting into the phone, yet looking Elijah in the eyes, Jax laid down the law. “I’ve had enough of this. Tonight, all four of our clubs—Runway and Black Light on each coast—had spectacular nights. Our members and guests had the time of their life, many making memories they will cherish forever. Chase, Emma, and I are so proud of each and every one of our team members who helped to make this holiday a complete success. That is all I want us talking about between now and Tuesday afternoon.

      “I’ll send you the Zoom link Spencer. Have anyone you want there at the club with you. The video conference will start at four o’clock your time, one o’clock here on the West Coast. Between now and then, you just let Chase, Emma, and me worry about figuring out the big winners, but I don’t want anyone to lose sight of the most important fact.” Jaxson paused, looking around the room of West Coast employees before adding, “We are all winners at what is most important. Now. It’s getting late. I need to take my husband and wife home so we can enjoy our child-free evening as we recreate some of our favorite scenes of the night.

      “And you,” he added, turning his focus on the phone in his hand. “It’s late there, Spencer. Take your wife home. Spank her. Fuck her. Spoon her. In that order. Got it? Bye.”

      After Jaxson’s impassioned speech, the room paused in silence for a long second before everyone jumped up and started talking at the same time, getting back to the work of cleaning up the club before they could head home to enjoy their own version of Jaxson’s raunchy instructions.

      Elijah pushed down a pang of something close to loneliness. He’d be going home alone again tonight. It was his own choice. He could find a submissive to play with any night of the week that he wanted.

      Unfortunately, playing with a different sub every week had gotten old. But he had too much work to finish to be thinking about emotional bullshit. If he was going to think about anything, it was what he’d plan to do with the extra week of vacation he planned on receiving when the West Coast won this year.

      And no matter what bullshit Spencer said, he knew they’d put on a hell of a show.
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Chase

        

      

    

    
      Cartwright-Davidson Residence

      Los Angeles, California

      February 15th, 3:42pm

      

      Dropping onto the couch, Chase grinned as Jaxson and Emma groaned on their way back from the front door.

      “God, I love your mom, Chase… but that woman never stops talking,” Emma complained.

      “Come on, she’s not that bad,” he replied with a chuckle.

      “Chase, she just spent three hours here when she’d promised to ‘swing by and drop off the kids’ which is never the truth.” Jaxson wrapped an arm around Emma’s waist and tugged her into his side, leaning down to press a kiss into her hair before he looked up at Chase. “This is why I suggested we have Kelsey pick up the twins.”

      “Which would have broken my mom’s heart, and you know it,” Chase argued, but inside he knew that his mom could be a little overwhelming. It wasn’t her fault though, his entire family were social butterflies, and Jaxson was the complete opposite of that. A social… cocoon, or something like that.

      “And I’d never want to break her heart, so we never say a word, do we?” Emma changed her voice at the end, moving away from Jaxson to step around the couch and lean down to where the kids were playing with their latest toys. “No, we don’t,” she cooed, grabbing a spot by Andrew. “We don’t want to hurt Mimi’s feelings, do we?”

      “No!” Andrew replied, but since that was his favorite word at the moment, Chase wasn’t sure if he was actually answering or not. The good news is he was definitely cute enough to get away with it. Really, both of the twins would get away with murder if they had the urge. He felt his phone vibrate in his pocket a few times, but ignored it as Jaxson spoke up again.

      “I never said I wanted to hurt your mom’s feelings, Chase. I just wanted more family time today. Just us.” Jaxson was as close to pouting as he could get while he found a spot on the floor. Reaching for Alicia, he pulled her into his lap, but she immediately threw a fit. Huffing and reaching for the brightly colored play table that had buttons and toys attached all over it, all of which made a ton of noise.

      “Papa, nooooo,” Alicia whined, kicking her feet until he finally let her go back to the table.

      “Man, I’m really not the favorite today, am I?” Jaxson asked, and Chase knew how he felt. Both of the twins wanted to be with Emma all the time, but they seemed to alternate ‘favorites’ between he and Jaxson on a whim. Chase had been on the receiving end of their ‘not you’ spells before, and it really sucked.

      “We’re raising them to be strong and independent, right?” he teased, but when Jaxson didn’t crack a hint of a smile, he knew his dom needed some encouragement. The plush rug covering their spacious living room was great for the kids, since they couldn’t hurt themselves, but the fibers got on everything, and Chase had foolishly hoped he’d be able to save these pants — but screw it. Slipping off the couch, he crawled over to Jaxson and dropped down right next to him, just in time to feel his phone buzzing again.

      “Daddy!” Alicia squealed, scooting over to him with a cube that also made too much noise, he tried to lean closer to Jaxson to tempt Alicia into giving him some attention too, but she just babbled something and looked him right in the eye. Lifting the cube, she pushed something on the side that produced a tinny tune as her grin widened. “Look!”

      “That is so cool, Alicia! Why don’t you show Papa?” he suggested, tilting his head toward Jaxson, but Alicia reached for his hand, wrapping all her fingers around one of his to pull it forward.

      “Push,” she commanded, shoving his finger against the same button, which made the tune play again while she erupted into giggles. “Music button! Push again!”

      “Can Papa push it?” Chase asked, and Jaxson sighed.

      “I don’t need your pity, Chase. She wants to play with you right now.” His dom was grumpy, but he wasn’t going to give up.

      “Music!” Alicia demanded, wrinkling up her face with the threat of another tantrum. “Push button!”

      “Yeah, Papa, push the button,” Chase said, grinning as he grabbed one of Jaxson’s fingers, exactly like Alicia had with him, pulling Jaxson forward until he could press the button with his dom’s hand. As soon as the tune played again, Alicia erupted into giggles, clapping her little hands.

      Sighing, Jaxson leaned forward and rolled the cube toy in his hands, looking at the switches and buttons and spinning things all over it. “Can you show me what else it can do, sweetheart?”

      “Okay.” Alicia huffed like she was exhausted with Jaxson, and Chase had to bite back his laugh. Unfortunately, Jaxson saw it.

      “I’m going to remember that,” Jaxson whispered and a zing of electricity thrummed down Chase’s spine, tightening his balls and making his dick twitch in his pants.

      “Yes, sir,” Chase answered softly, not bothering to hide the grin anymore. “But she takes after you, that’s the only reason you two butt heads.”

      “No, she doesn’t,” Jaxson mumbled, still focused intently on Alicia as she showed him all the cool things the cube could do.

      “Right, because you’ve heard me and Emma bark out commands like that on the regular?” Chase teased, and this time he got a slow, wicked grin out of his husband.

      “Okay, maybe she takes after me a little.”

      “Papa, music!” Alicia snapped, and Jaxson chuckled as he turned the cube and pressed the appropriate button.

      “What are you two whispering about over there?” Emma asked, glancing up from where she and Andrew were making more noise at the table.

      “Just how much Alicia takes after Jaxson,” Chase replied, and Emma laughed.

      “So true.”

      “Since when did you two come to this consensus?” Jaxson asked, pressing the music button again when Alicia smacked his hand.

      Chase just looked over at Emma and they both started laughing, not able to keep it in since Alicia’s dominant streak had been apparent since birth.

      “Both of you are in for it tonight, just so you know.” Jaxson always kept his threats vague around the kids, but it didn’t matter to Chase’s libido. They’d had such an incredible night at Roulette and getting to go back home to a kid-free house had meant they could play without needing to be quiet. Hell, Chase’s ass was still sore from the wicked cane strikes and how hard Jaxson had fucked him but feeling the ache in his backside as he shifted on the carpet didn’t help.

      If anything, getting to play that hard again had only made him hungrier for more of it… so if his dom was thinking the threats would calm him or Emma down, he had another thing coming.

      “Impossible, both of you,” Jaxson mumbled, shaking his head as he leaned down to Alicia’s eye level. “I think Mommy and Daddy are forgetting just how much of their stubbornness you inherited, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

      “Button!” Alicia shouted, squealing with delight and bouncing in place when Jaxson obeyed and turned the music back on.

      “Oh yeah,” Emma said, grinning. “She’s nothing like you. That dark hair, that iron will, and that complete expectation that she’ll be obeyed? Nothing like you at all, baby.”

      “Want to add on to that, Chase?” Jaxson prompted, looking over at him, and Chase couldn’t help but bite his lip as arousal hummed in his veins. Watching Jaxson’s gaze drop to his mouth only made it worse, and Chase decided to go for broke.

      “I think Emma left off how particular Alicia is about where we put her toys. Makes me think of when I borrowed the stapler off your desk—”

      “You didn’t put it back right!” Jaxson snapped before immediately groaning, rubbing a hand over his face. “Someone is going to get their A-S-S B-E-A-T tonight. Actually, two someones.”

      “In a couple of years that technique isn’t going to work anymore, baby,” Emma replied with a sweet smile as Andrew crawled off her lap and headed straight for Jaxson.

      “I’ll cross that bridge when we get to it,” he quipped, holding his arms out for their son.

      “Papa, up?” Andrew asked, and Jaxson scooped him into the air, holding him above his head as Drew squealed with delight.

      Chase kept the comment to himself about how much Drew was like him. Blond curls and always trying to please everyone, that was Chase to a T — but he and Emma had probably dug themselves a deep enough hole for the night.

      His phone vibrated again and he reached back to pull it out of his pocket. “Who the he—” Chase stopped short when Emma looked up at him. “Heck,” he corrected. “Who the heck keeps messaging me?”

      “Just ignore it,” Jaxson said, his voice a lot less commanding while he was grinning and lifting Drew into the air again and again.

      Too curious to obey quite yet, Chase unlocked his phone and was able to watch the counter on his email climb another few digits as the phone buzzed again. “I’m getting a bunch of emails.”

      “It’s probably all of the reports from the event that we asked for, like I said before, ignore it.”

      This time the command was a lot clearer, so he swiped the ‘do not disturb’ feature on and tossed his phone onto the couch. “Yes, sir.”

      “I’m pretty curious about what happened on the East Coast,” Emma said, taking over the button pushing duties as Alicia dumped the cube into her lap. “Maxine texted me last night and I saw the messages this morning. Sounds like they had some fun, and Spencer is already on the warpath.”

      “I wish we could be in two places at once,” Chase answered. “It would have been twice as fun to see the scenes at both clubs. Then maybe we could have celebrated twice too?”

      “That would be nice.” A pretty blush filled Emma’s cheeks as the ruckus from the cube toy filled the silence for a moment. “You know, there were so many role plays last night and that’s something we haven’t—”

      “Emma,” Jaxson growled, cutting her off as he plopped Andrew onto his lap. “It’s family time. We are not talking about business right now, and we’re definitely not talking about that kind of business with the twins right here.”

      “Button!” Alicia whined, smacking the cube with her little hand, and Jaxson’s wicked grin returned.

      “Yes, Mommy, you should push the button for Alicia instead of pushing my buttons,” Jaxson said. “Unless you want a very serious… discussion after their bedtime.”

      Chase grinned as he watched indecision flit over Emma’s expression. The blush in her cheeks was darker, but there was definitely a mischievous glint in her beautiful violet eyes that told Chase she was feeling exactly like he was.

      Needy.

      Hungry for more of their husband and dom.

      And willing to get into more than a bit of trouble to guarantee it.

      One of the things Chase loved about Emma was how he could sometimes communicate with her without even speaking. They were on the same wavelength so often that it was as easy as breathing to plot a response to Jaxson together, and it worked a little too well.

      Throughout dinner, he and Emma continued to bring up Roulette in roundabout ways that only Jaxson would understand, completely going over their nanny, Kelsey’s, head — and the twins were too young to get any of it.

      But Jaxson did.

      By the time Emma and Kelsey took the twins for bath time, Jaxson had that hard edge to his jaw that had first made Chase want to drag his tongue across it. Back when it had just been the two of them, constantly paired together on photoshoots until the persistent closeness had made him brave enough to go for it.

      He still looked back on those times fondly, but there had always been something missing with them. Someone. Emma. She brought them together, cemented them with a deeper connection, a stronger love, and he’d never felt as close to Jaxson as he did now with her to unite them. With their family, and the life they’d built together, despite all of the challenges they’d faced.

      Leaning back in his chair, Chase watched his husband pacing past the kitchen, still on the phone about something. Probably about Jafari needing their car before dawn — though he hadn’t pressed Jaxson for details on that situation.

      Chase let the chair drop back to the floor and turned back to his phone, scrolling through the litany of emails from the various DMs at both clubs, their judges, and several of their friends. It seemed like everyone wanted to influence the decision for best scene at each club, and he knew exactly why the staff was petitioning so hard.

      They all wanted the time off and, more importantly, the bragging rights.

      Especially since Spencer had mentioned it at almost every meeting for the past year.

      Rubbing at his temple, Chase skimmed random emails about various scenes at both clubs, but before he realized it, he had a growing hard-on behind his fuzz-covered pants.

      “What did I tell you?” Jaxson chided, plucking the phone out of Chase’s hands and setting it face down on the other side of the table.

      “I thought since you were on the phone—”

      “No.” Shaking his head, Jaxson grabbed a handful of Chase’s hair in one hand and caught his jaw with the other, craning his head back until all he could see was his husband’s intense gaze. “I asked what I told you, sub.”

      “Ignore my phone,” Chase whispered, rocking a full hard-on now as Jaxson leaned closer, filling the air between them with a hint of cologne and the smell of his warm skin.

      “That’s right.” Jaxson tightened his fist, sending skittering sparks over Chase’s scalp. “And if you think I haven’t been keeping track of all the little inside jokes you and Emma have been making all night… well, as soon as the twins are in bed, I’m going to make sure both of you know exactly how wrong you are.”

      “Yes, sir,” Chase panted, moaning softly when Jaxson teased him with the lightest kiss against his lower lip.

      Jaxson moved slowly, brushing his cheek on the way to his ear, where his voice became a low, submission-inducing growl. “Bad boys and girls don’t get what they want. You remember that, right?”

      He tried to nod, but quickly realized that Jaxson’s hold on him made that pretty impossible, so he struggled to clear his throat enough to form words. “Yes, sir, I do. We just—”

      “You want my attention. My dominance. My control. Don’t you, sub?” he asked, nipping Chase’s earlobe sharply enough to pull a gasp from him. A low hum buzzed against his ear before Jaxson continued. “I assume Emma feels the same way?”

      “Yes, sir.” Swallowing, Chase tried to adjust the erection in his pants, but touching himself only made it worse. “Last night was…”

      “Amazing, I agree,” Jaxson purred against his ear. “But last night both of you behaved so well, and today you’re baiting me. Pressing all my buttons. Defying me.”

      It was the last phrase that cut Chase to the core, because he’d never meant to be outright disobedient, and he knew Emma hadn’t either. They were just being playful and, yes, pushing his buttons — but only because they wanted this. Their dom, their husband, and all of the dominance and sadism that came with him. “I’m sorry, sir.”

      “Oh, you’ll definitely be sorry later.” Jaxson let go of him in an instant, leaving him swaying forward, seeking out his dom’s touch even though Jaxson had stood and stepped back. “Go help Kelsey finish the twins’ baths and send Emma out here to talk to me.”

      “Yes, sir.” Standing, he tried to adjust his hard-on so it wouldn’t be noticeable to their nanny and went to obey.

      Bath time was almost over when he got there and sent Emma to talk to Jaxson. In another moment of wordless communication, all Emma had to do was look at him and her face seemed to reflect all the guilt he was feeling.

      Chase tried to be his normal, happy self for Alicia and Drew, tickling their feet and blowing raspberries on their tummies while he and Kelsey got them dressed, but in the back of his mind he couldn’t stop turning over the words Jaxson had said.

      Was he really upset? Or was this just the prelude to a punishment scene?

      Had he and Emma really gone too far?

      By the time the twins had their bottles and were nestled on either side of Jaxson on the couch, Chase had no doubt that Emma felt exactly like he did. It was painted all over her face, and in the way her shoulders dipped forward just a little. While Jaxson read their son and daughter a bedtime story about a sneezing dragon, Chase wrapped his arms around Emma from behind, resting his chin on her shoulder.

      “It’ll be okay,” he whispered, and he felt Emma sigh. “I mean it. Even if we really did cross a line, we’ll take our punishment, and all will be forgiven. Just like always.”

      “I don’t like it when he’s upset with us,” Emma whispered back, both of them being cautious since Kelsey was still buzzing around handling things before bedtime.

      “Me either.” Pressing a kiss on her shoulder, Chase squeezed Emma a little tighter. “But I am curious what he has planned… aren’t you?”

      “Shh, don’t say that,” she hissed, but he could feel the way she leaned back against him, her ass pushing just a little harder against his steadily returning erection.

      “Come on,” Chase whispered against her ear. “Admit it. You’re thinking about him spanking you, maybe paddling your sweet ass.”

      “Stoppp,” she whined softly, wiggling a bit in his hold, and he couldn’t resist nuzzling into her hair to gently bite the place where her neck met her shoulder. Her hushed sigh of pleasure was all he needed to know exactly what mindset Emma was in. “You’re going to get us in more trouble.”

      “Maybe,” he admitted, grinning inside the cloak of her hair while he dragged his tongue up the column of her throat to nip her ear exactly like Jaxson had done to him earlier.

      Jaxson cleared his throat and Chase stood up straight, meeting his dom’s gaze with a grin. The dark, intense stare he got in return was enough to bring his erection back to life, but that’s all he or Emma got before Jaxson continued reading something about the dragon drinking soup.

      “We are so screwed,” Emma mumbled, and Chase chuckled softly.

      “I know… isn’t it wonderful?”
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        * * *

      

      He and Emma had been kneeling on the floor of their bedroom waiting for Jaxson to come in for almost twenty minutes. Now his knees were starting to hurt, but he refused to break position. He’d earned whatever Jaxson decided he deserved.

      Emma had just followed his lead though, and he felt more guilty about her being punished than anything else. At least he’d been able to get her to kneel on a cushion, even though she’d wordlessly argued with him because they weren’t allowed to talk to each other.

      No, while Jaxson was tucking the twins into bed, he and Emma were supposed to be kneeling, naked and silent, not touching, while they thought about their actions. Unfortunately, all Chase was really managing to think about was the lush curves of his wife barely a foot to his left — and thinking about their pending punishment wasn’t doing anything to quell the hard-on he’d been sporting since story time.

      Another five minutes passed before he heard the steady footfalls of Jaxson moving down the hallway. He glanced at Emma, hating the sadness and guilt he saw in her eyes, which only got worse when she looked from the door to him. She tilted her head, her brows pulling together like she was worried about him.

      The door opened before he could figure out how to reassure her, and both of their heads turned to look at Jaxson. He wasn’t looking at them though. Instead, he walked over to the closet and flipped on the light, undressing like it was the end of any normal day.

      Emma let out a soft whine, and all Chase wanted to do was reach over and stroke her back to soothe her, but blatantly breaking a rule during a punishment was just stupid. Still, he felt the same way. Being walked around and ignored was worse than any lecture or punishment that Jaxson could have launched into when he walked in.

      Finally, the light in the closet clicked off and Jaxson stepped out in a pair of soft, gray pants, and nothing else. His bare chest and stomach caught the dim light from the bedside lamp, but the angle left most of his face in shadow.

      “Have you been thinking about your actions today?” he asked, and both Chase and Emma nodded. “Emma, why don’t you tell me how you were a bad girl today.”

      “You told us not to discuss the Roulette event, sir, but we kept doing it. We were pushing your buttons on purpose, and I’m really sorry. I promise.” Emma sniffled, and it tugged at Chase’s heartstrings hard.

      “You understand that directly disobeying me isn’t how to get what you want, don’t you, Emma?”

      “Yes, sir,” she answered, her voice so quiet, and Chase had to bite down on his tongue.

      Why wasn’t Jaxson talking to him about it? He’d instigated it. He’d kept it going and encouraged Emma to keep teasing their dom. If anyone should get in trouble first, it should be him.

      “Sir—”

      Jaxson raised a hand. “Be quiet, Chase. It’s not your turn.” Even in shadow, he could see that their dom had turned back to Emma. “What happens to naughty subs, Emma?”

      “They get punished,” she whispered.

      “What? I didn’t hear you.”

      “They get punished, sir,” she repeated, louder this time.

      “That’s right.” Snapping his fingers, he pointed at the cushion. “I didn’t give you permission to kneel on anything. Get off of it and put it in front of you.”

      While Emma obeyed, Jaxson walked over to their toy cabinet. Well, it wasn’t really a cabinet, it was a large armoire tucked in the corner of their room, which their dom unlocked with a key from his pocket. Opening the doors wide, he stopped and looked back at them.

      “Emma, bend forward and put your head and arms on the pillow. Chase, face forward, hands on your head. Neither of you are allowed to move, understand?”

      “Yes, sir,” they both replied, almost at the same time as they moved to obey.

      Interlacing his fingers behind his head, Chase faced forward, but it couldn’t eliminate his peripheral vision where Emma’s luscious ass was propped up in the air. The slope of her back had his dick twitching with the idea of being behind her, but that little fantasy short-circuited when he heard movement in the toy cabinet.

      He strained his ears, trying to identify the sounds, to predict what Jaxson had planned, but he couldn’t pick anything specific out. One of the drawers opened and closed, then another, and then something slid.

      “Okay, Emma… I want you to bite down on the pillow to keep yourself quiet. You don’t have to count these — you just have to take them. Understand?”

      “Yes, sir,” she mumbled against the cushion, and Chase felt his muscles twitching with the urge to turn and look at what implement Jaxson had selected to punish their sub.

      It wasn’t until he saw something thin cross the pale skin of Emma’s backside that he turned to look on instinct, panic rising in him. “Wait, sir, this is my fault, I—”

      “Face forward!” Jaxson’s command seemed to boom around him even though he somehow managed to keep the actual volume of it low. “And do not speak. You don’t have permission to move, or speak, Chase. Nod if you understand.”

      A cane. A fucking cane.

      This was his fault.

      Chase forced himself to nod, but he refused to close his eyes. Even staring forward, he could still see that Emma was shifting nervously, her face buried in the cushion, arms wrapped around it when it should have been his hands holding hers. Eye-to-eye, comforting her like they always did for each other during punishments.

      Being like this was so much worse.

      “You’ve earned three for disobeying me today, Emma. If you break position, you will add a stroke. If you need a break, say ‘yellow’ and we’ll wait before we continue. Do you understand?” Jaxson ran the cane back and forth over her ass, letting her feel it, to know what was coming, and Chase couldn’t tell if that was a good thing or not.

      “Yes, sir,” Emma replied, her voice wobbly, and guilt was like a knife between Chase’s ribs.

      “Don’t tense, it’ll only hurt more,” Jaxson warned, and then the first whisper of the cane cutting through the air preceded the crisp thwack as it landed squarely across her ass. Chase jerked in sympathy, their sub’s wail following a heartbeat later, but it was swallowed almost completely by the pillow.

      “That was one.” Jaxson knew even better than he did what Emma could handle, and as much as he wanted to protest, he also understood that Jaxson could have delivered the second right away, but he was waiting. Her breathing was too rapid, her body still shifting too much, and Chase clenched his jaw at how he’d fucked up because he should be there on the floor beside her, whispering words of encouragement and holding her hands.

      Not kneeling beside her, unable to say a word or even look.

      “Here’s two,” Jaxson warned, and the panicked whine from Emma twisted the knife in his side, shoving it deeper when the cane struck again and the whine went shrill, her feet drumming against the floor as her breath hiccupped.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “Sir, please, I’ll—”

      “You’ll do nothing,” Jaxson snapped. “Kneel there, face forward, and be quiet. That’s what I’ve asked of you.”

      His dom wasn’t going to let him take Emma’s punishment for her, so he’d have to do what he could. Chase took a deep breath, trying to make the inhale and exhale loud enough for Emma to hear it over her whimpers, a nonverbal reminder of what he’d be telling her if he could. Breathe through the pain. Accept it, don’t fight it. Let it in, let it pass over you. We love you, we love you, we love you.

      “Last one, Emma. Stay in position and take it, then it’s over.” Jaxson’s voice was a little softer, but there was no doubt he was in dom-mode. Intense, focused, and not willing to listen to excuses.

      A hushed sob came from the pillow, but Chase could see her dark hair bouncing as she nodded against the fabric. This time Chase couldn’t help but tense as the cane whispered through the air, the crack of it landing low on Emma’s ass much sharper this time. Her muffled shout was harsher too, and the sound of her crying was the worst thing of all.

      “Good girl,” Jaxson praised, setting the cane down before he crouched by her head, stroking her hair as he shushed her softly. “All done, and you did very well. Now, I need you to kneel again, sweetheart.”

      He wanted to be able to comfort her too, to press her between them until she forgot the pain of the punishment, but he didn’t have permission to move.

      “Beautiful, Emma… you’re so beautiful,” Jaxson whispered, kissing her tearstained cheeks before capturing her mouth.

      Chase knew he shouldn’t look, but it was impossible to resist. The sight of his husband and wife colliding, and the three vibrant lines painted across her ass from the cane — it was worth additional punishment. His cock jerked, desperate for attention, and even though he’d felt guilty for contributing to Emma’s punishment, he was still affected by her sounds, her body, and the incredible sweetness that made her so damn special to them.

      “Stay right here, silently, hands behind your head just like Chase,” Jax whispered, planting another soft kiss on Emma’s lips. “You can look if you want to, though.”

      Their dom stood, nudging the cushion over in front of Chase with his foot, and then he stood there. Towering over him, the bulge from Jaxson’s hard-on close enough for Chase to salivate, but he knew that wouldn’t be his punishment. Jax knew just how much he liked to suck him off.

      “Eyes,” Jaxson demanded, and he looked up to meet his husband’s stern gaze. “Do you understand why I made you stand by while I punished Emma?”

      “No, sir,” he answered, hearing his own frustration in the tone.

      His dom caught a fistful of his hair again, forcing his hands to slide down to the back of his neck as Jax craned his head backward until it ached. Jaxson leaned down enough that there was no mistaking the seriousness of his expression as he said, “I warned you, both of you, several times today that you needed to stop discussing Roulette. Instead of listening, you pushed me. Worse, you encouraged Emma, our submissive, to disobey me. You stood by and let her get herself in trouble, so I made you stand by and let her take her punishment too.”

      Fuck.

      Chase felt tears sting his eyes, a lump forming in his throat as he tried to maintain eye contact with his dom. His voice cracked when he finally whispered, “I’m sorry, sir.”

      “As I promised you earlier, I’m going to make sure you’re sorry when it comes to me, but before I start — you need to apologize to Emma.” Jaxson turned his head toward her, and Chase hated just how much he liked the look of her teary-eyed and flushed, her breasts lifted high from holding her hands behind her head.

      So beautiful.

      “I’m sorry, Emma. I’m really really sorry, I shouldn’t have got you in trouble with me.”

      “It’s okay, Chase, it was my choice too,” she answered, but Jaxson tsk’d.

      “Stay silent, Emma. This is Chase’s punishment,” Jaxson chastised before releasing his hair. “Take position. Face in the pillow, ass up.”

      There was no temptation to disobey. He’d wanted to take Emma’s place for her punishment, so he was fully prepared to take whatever Jaxson deemed necessary, although he knew it wouldn’t be the cane. Chase’s ass and thighs were already lined with cane marks from the night before… which meant Jax only had a few other options that would work as a true punishment.

      Burying his face in the pillow, he could feel the damp places where Emma’s tears had soaked in, but he refused to flip it over. They were a reminder of why he was being punished.

      “Sir…” Emma whined, but she went silent again a second later and Chase didn’t want to think about what Jax had chosen for him.

      “You’ll get ten total, Chase. Five with the first implement, then five with the second. Same rules as Emma, if you break position you add a stroke.”

      Lifting from the cushion, Chase offered a quiet, “Yes, sir.” He could hear Emma making a soft sound, and he hoped she wasn’t crying because he was getting punished. He’d earned it more than she had.

      Crack! The heavy, smacking thud of a wooden paddle landing squarely across his ass jolted him forward into the pillow and pulled a low groan out of him as the brutal sting spread.

      “One, sir,” Chase called out.

      “Good boy,” Jaxson replied, and it was like a warm balloon swelled inside Chase’s chest. Punishment sucked when it was real, when he’d really disappointed his dom, but hearing those two words made whatever came next more tolerable.

      Crack! Crack! Crack! The next three swats came fast, but Chase managed to call each number, even if it was half-muffled in the pillow, along with his groans of pain as the heat built, waking up every lingering cane mark.

      His skin was on fire before the last sharp Crack! of the wooden paddle landed, jolting him into the cushion as he bit down on the fabric, groaning before he finally managed to say, “Five, sir.”

      “Head up,” Jaxson ordered, and Chase obeyed, propping himself up on his elbows. “I want to know something, Chase.”

      “Yes, sir?” He jumped when a cold trickle of lube ran down his ass, feeling even colder than normal thanks to the heat radiating off his skin.

      “When I told you earlier today to ignore the emails, ignore your phone, and not talk about work during family time… what part of that command confused you?” There was something about the cool confidence of Jaxson’s business voice that had a shiver running up Chase’s spine — in a good way — which was only amplified when he felt Jax running a finger around his ass.

      “None of it, sir,” he answered, groaning when his dom suddenly pushed two fingers inside him, spreading them to warm him up for whatever was coming next. Please let it be Jax.

      “So you chose to disobey me?”

      “I…” Chase was so tempted to make up an excuse, to stretch the truth, but he knew it would be pointless. His dom already knew the truth. “Yes, I did, sir.”

      “Thank you for your honesty.” There was the sound of something opening behind him, but he didn’t try and look. If Jax wanted him to see it, he’d show him. A second later Chase felt the ice-cold touch of a metal plug at his hole, his dom applying a steady pressure as he said, “Now, tell me why.”

      Oh fuck.

      “I wanted this, sir,” he said, biting down on the groan as Jaxson pushed it deeper, stretching his hole around a much thicker plug than he was used to.

      “You wanted a punishment?”

      “Fuck!” Chase dropped his head, breathing through the pressure of the plug that was only continuing to get wider. “Yes, sir!”

      “Enjoying it so far?” Jax asked, and Chase could just imagine the wicked grin on his husband’s face.

      “Yes, sir, I mean no— oh God.” It was impossible not to moan as the plug finally seated itself inside him, his sore ass tightening around the base. The heavy weight of the plug was at just the right place to tease his prostate with every clench of his muscles, but Jaxson tugged on it, forcing his asshole to stretch again.

      “Yes or no, Chase?”

      “No, sir, I don’t ever want to earn a real punishment!” Chase knew he’d been too loud, but the plug still felt so damn cold against the heated skin of his ass. Jax had to have put it in a freezer or something. Hell, it still felt cold inside him, but he knew it would warm up in a minute. He just had to be patient.

      “You’re rock hard, Chase, you want to rethink your answer?” With that question, Jaxson shoved the plug back in, forcing a grunt from him before he groaned low.

      “You make me hard, sir. You and Emma.” Chase shook his head. “I never want to really disappoint you, and I never meant to get Emma in trouble, sir.”

      “Good answer.” Jaxson turned the plug, pumping it inside his ass a few times before landing a swat that woke up all the cane welts and the broad swaths of stinging skin from the paddle. His cock felt heavy between his legs, his balls tingling as he tried to breathe through all of the sensation. “Last five and you’re done.”

      “Thank you, sir.” Somehow, Chase was both looking forward to the next implement, and dreading it. That strange mix of butterflies swirling in his stomach that couldn’t decide between yes and no, not like that was an uncommon occurrence when Jax played with them. Though, this wasn’t play. This was a punishment, but he was definitely turned on. There was no ignoring that. He’d been aroused since the moment Jaxson dominated him at the kitchen table.

      “Bite the pillow, Chase,” Jaxson ordered, and he quickly buried his face in the pillow, biting down on the fabric. As if Jaxson’s warning hadn’t been enough to make him nervous, Emma’s soft whimper told him everything he needed to know.

      Shit, this is gonna hurt.

      The loud crack of the paddle against his ass, knocking the plug deeper, was nothing compared to the sudden shock of pain that scattered across both cheeks. Chase shouted into the pillow before he’d even thought about being quiet, grabbing onto the fabric with both hands, he dug his fingers in and braced for the second.

      “That’s one.” The sadistic purr had turned Jax’s voice into molten chocolate, and the knowledge that the shock of pain was making his dom happy was the only thing that kept him still for the second one.

      Thwack! Another cry muffled by the cushion, he lifted a foot off the ground for a second, almost shielding himself before he slammed it back to the floor. It wasn’t a normal paddle. It had metal studs on it, maybe worse than that, because he could feel a dozen points of agony each time it crashed into him.

      As the third and fourth cracked down, all Chase could focus on was breathing in and out through his nose and digging his toes into the floor to keep his legs down. His skin was on fire, and the plug in his ass definitely didn’t feel cold anymore. If anything, it felt hot. Somehow even hotter than his abused backside.

      “One more, Chase. You’re being such a good boy.”

      Crack! He howled into the pillow, every muscle in his body tensing as the white-hot pinpricks of agony flared and then settled into the burn that suffused his ass and thighs. Not just outside, but inside as well. Chase couldn’t stop shifting his hips, reflexively squeezing the base of the buttplug even though it only seemed to make the burn stronger.

      That’s what it was. A burn.

      I know this feeling. I know this.

      “All done,” Jaxson said, his voice softer as he ran his fingers through Chase’s hair. “Come on, sit up.”

      Chase just groaned. How Jax thought he could sit up on his abused ass right now, he didn’t know, but his dom clearly wasn’t asking. The fingers in his hair tightened, grabbing a fistful to pull Chase away from the pillow and back upright. “Fuck.”

      “How’s that plug feeling?” The wicked grin he’d imagined was painted across Jaxson’s lips a second before he kissed him. It was rough, dominating, possessive, and in the blurry headspace Chase was in — Jaxson was the only anchor. His tongue, his teeth tracing across Chase’s lip, every hungry growl and muffled moan waking him up again and making his dick twitch with need.

      “Sir,” he breathed when Jax finally pulled back, leaving him drunk on the rush of endorphins and the overwhelming power of his kiss.

      “My turn.” Pushing his pants down, Jaxson took his dick out, but he didn’t offer it to Chase. Instead, he stepped in front of Emma and brushed her lips with his thumb. “Open, baby.”

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered, opening her perfect mouth for Jax to slide his dick in. Watching Jaxson take control, his fingers weaving into Emma’s dark hair to thrust harder, drawing out little gagging and choking sounds from their submissive, it was almost too much to handle. He wanted to touch himself so badly, mostly because it would distract from the intense heat in his ass, but he wouldn’t. Not without permission.

      “Fuck, yes, Emma,” Jaxson groaned, thrusting in deep and holding for a moment before he jerked himself back with a quiet chuckle. “That is not where I want to come, but your tongue is so talented.”

      Emma was beaming, even with her nose and cheeks still red from crying, her sincere joy made her glow. “Thank you, sir.”

      When their dom moved in front of him, Chase reached for Jax, only to have his hands waved away. “No, Chase. I’m in control of this, and I’m not going to come yet. I just want to fuck your throat for a minute.”

      Goddamn, he’s hot.

      “Yes, sir,” Chase replied, folding his arms behind his back and opening his mouth. He tried to draw as much saliva as he could onto his tongue, but a moment later it didn’t matter. Jax seemed to be just as wound up as he was, roughly fucking his face until thick saliva connected them in strands whenever Jaxson pulled back enough to let him breathe — which wasn’t often. It was quick and brief and rough, but even as sore as his throat was, Chase loved every fucking minute of it.

      “Deep breath, Chase,” Jaxson warned, and he drew one in through his nose before Jax thrust deep again, pushing into his throat and holding. At first Chase focused on swallowing around his dom’s shaft, moving his tongue as much as he could to give as much pleasure as he was able to in the moment… but then he wanted to breathe. His body jerked, choked, and Jax dragged his fingers over his scalp. “One more second.”

      One.

      Two.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck— Air! Chase dropped forward as soon as Jaxson left his throat, coughing and gasping for air, his head swimming as oxygen rushed back into his bloodstream.

      “Such a good boy,” Jax purred from somewhere above, and Chase felt a smile pluck at his lips.

      What finally forced him to sit up straight again was the feel of Jax pressing against his back, the cloth of his pants the only barrier between his dom’s erection and his body.

      “Up, Chase.” Jaxson wrapped an arm around him, helping him stand, and he was grateful for it when the plug shifted inside him, sending another surge of heat that was really starting to burn.

      Before he could form the words to ask about it, to try and remember the word on the tip of his tongue, Jax was reaching out for Emma, helping her stand too. “Go ahead and get on the bed, baby.”

      “Yes, sir,” Emma’s smile was vibrant as she hopped onto the bed, her curves catching the light to turn her into art as Jax wrapped a fist around the base of Chase’s cock, squeezing. It felt incredible, even though Jaxson’s hands were cold, and Chase found himself leaning back on his dom’s shoulder as he was teased with long, slow strokes.

      “Emma, would you like Chase to lick that sweet little pussy of yours?” Jax asked, his voice a low rumble next to Chase’s ear.

      “Yes, please, sir,” Emma begged. “I want both of you. I need both of you, please?”

      “Soon. I want to watch Chase first.” Releasing him, Jax spanked him on the ass, making him wince. “Go ahead, get our girl nice and wet.”

      “Thank you, sir,” he answered, climbing on the bed between Emma’s sweet thighs. Their girl was already wet, and Chase felt so proud of her in the moment. She’d developed quite the taste for pain playing with him and Jaxson for so long, but nothing compared to the taste of his wife.

      Dipping his head down, he wrapped his hands around her hips to drag his tongue through her folds, flicking it against her clit just to make her wiggle.

      “Please don’t tease me?” she whined, and he didn’t think any of them could last much longer, so he did what his dom had told him to. He licked and sucked, sliding his fingers inside to seek out her g-spot until Emma’s moans were getting louder, breathier, and he was having to put more effort into pinning her hips down.

      She was close, just a nibble would push her over the edge — but he wasn’t the only one in the room that had Emma’s noises memorized.

      “Stop,” Jaxson ordered, grabbing a fistful of Chase’s hair to crane his head back and away from Emma’s sweet pussy. She whined, and Chase was about to beg to finish her, when Jax surprised him. “I think she needs you inside her.”

      “Yes! God, yes,” Emma whined. “Please, sir. Please?”

      “You heard her,” Jaxson said, grinning as Emma shifted up the bed, but he pulled Chase back when he went to follow her. “Just one more thing.”

      “Huh?” He turned to look at his dom, and lost track of everything when Jaxson captured his mouth in a kiss again, the firm grip around his dick only threatening to make him come too quickly as Jaxson ran his cool hand over his shaft, up and down, before finally releasing him again.

      “Go on.”

      Chase was so hard, and way too turned-on to think straight. Still riding the edge of subspace from the flood of endorphins, he was helpless to resist when Emma reached for him, pulling him on top of her. Lining up, he pushed inside their wife slowly, groaning as her slick heat squeezed around his shaft, drawing him deeper. “God, yes…”

      “Don’t be gentle with me, please?” Emma leaned up, seeking his mouth, and he met her halfway, kissing her, claiming her mouth as he pulled back and thrust harder, swallowing the perfect little moan of pleasure he’d earned.

      Breaking the kiss, he caught her wrists and pinned them to the bed, leaning his weight on them to keep her where he wanted her and give himself the leverage to fuck her hard and put on the show their dom wanted. Chase brushed a kiss on her neck, nipping her shoulder before whispering against her ear, “You were so brave, baby. So fucking brave, and so hot.”

      Emma couldn’t talk, she just shook her head, gasping and moaning as he drove inside her again and again, reveling in the tingling rush that followed every thrust.

      Tingle. Cool. Hot.

      Oh fuck.

      Chase thrust in deep and held, turning to seek out their dom who was standing on the other side of the bed with a smirk on his face. “Sir, did you—”

      “Roll, Chase. My turn to join in.” Jaxson dropped his pants, tossing a bottle of lube onto the bed as Chase rolled until Emma was on top of him.

      She hadn’t figured it out yet, but the way she was swirling her hips meant Emma had to be feeling the tingle that was steadily shifting from a cool sensation to the heat he still felt pulsing in his ass.

      “Down, Emma.” Jaxson positioned himself between Chase’s legs, pressing Emma onto his chest as he prepared their submissive.

      Her soft moan told him Jaxson was working his fingers inside her, and Chase didn’t want to make her tense, so he kept the truth to himself.

      “Push back for me, Emma,” Jaxson growled, and Chase held her close, distracting her with a kiss that caught her muted groan as he pushed into her ass.

      “Fuck…” That sinfully perfect feeling of Jax’s dick moving inside their submissive, separated by just a thin wall as they each thrust inside her, filling her to the brim, almost made Chase forget about the building heat. But it was becoming impossible.

      Every thrust made his ass squeeze the plug, sending another rush of fire inside him, and while Emma’s channel usually felt deliciously wet and warm… this was getting ridiculous. It was like someone was steadily cranking up the temperature, everything starting to burn, and it was a brutal blend of the sweetest agony and the most dangerous bliss.

      “Chase… you feel hot,” Emma panted, a crease forming between her brows. “I mean inside me, it’s hot.”

      “Surprise, my naughty submissives,” Jaxson growled, nipping Emma’s shoulder. “You two worked together to get into trouble today, so I thought you both should get a lesson that would last a little while.”

      “Fuck! What is it?” Emma whined, wiggling between them, and despite the burn Chase had to clench his jaw to keep from coming as she squeezed them both inside her.

      “Yeah, sir, what is it? Tiger balm? Icy Hot?” Chase offered his best guesses, the words he hadn’t been able to pull to the front of his mind before, and it was Jaxson’s devious chuckle that almost pushed him over the edge.

      “Tiger balm. Not much. Just enough to make you both really appreciate the days I don’t set your asses on fire.” Jax pressed a kiss to Emma’s shoulder. “And your pussy too, baby.”

      “You said the punishment was over!” Emma whimpered, grinding between them, which only had both him and Jaxson groaning.

      “It is, this is your reward. Both of you can come whenever you’re ready.” Their dom knelt up and started to fuck Emma harder, earning moans and whines in equal measure, but Chase wasn’t immune to it. The friction was intoxicating, the heat a masochistic tease, and he lost himself to the movement.

      “Fuck, I love you both so much,” Chase growled, pounding into Emma’s burning pussy from beneath, while Jaxson met him stroke for stroke in her ass.

      “I-I-I— oh my God!” Emma cried out, squeezing them inside her in sinful waves that practically milked the orgasm from him. He managed a few more thrusts into her tight heat before he came hard, the world shattering as the constant pressure on his prostate combined with the feel of her pussy squeezing him like a vise. There was a breath-stealing rush that whited out the world, leaving him unanchored and floating in pure ecstasy for a few heartbeats until the intensity released him. He could still feel his cock twitching, more fire spilling out of him.

      The heat was everywhere, inside Emma, inside him, coating his balls, and stinging the welts across his ass. Jaxson growled a moment later, and Chase reveled in the way he could feel every jerk of Jax’s cock as his husband filled Emma too.

      They were all breathing hard, and Chase loved how he could feel Emma’s muscles trembling and jumping with little aftershocks. Jaxson pulled out first, dropping to the side, and then Chase helped Emma to her place between them.

      “I love you both too,” Emma panted, parting her beautiful eyes to look at Jaxson and then him. “Seriously. I’m the luckiest woman on the planet.”

      Jaxson’s chuckle drew both of their attention, his gorgeous smile making Chase smile too as he asked, “What are you laughing about?”

      “Honestly, I’m just surprised Emma still thinks she’s lucky considering the little punishment I came up with for you two.”

      “Oh God, it’s still burning!” Her hands went between her thighs, cupping her sex like she could stop it, but Chase already knew that wouldn’t work. “Please, please make it stop, Jax?”

      Leaning forward, Jax kissed her on the forehead and then the lips. “You’re just going to have to ride it out, baby. Think about it the next time you decide to play a game of ‘push your dom’s buttons,’ okay?”

      “Chase?” she whimpered, but all he could do was laugh.

      “Feel lucky he didn’t put it in your ass too, babe. Everything burns for me.”

      “You like it,” Jaxson retorted, and Chase groaned, unable to technically deny it, even though the heat was going to keep him up way later than he wanted. “But okay, because I love you both, I’ll get you two some aloe wipes. Although it won’t fix what’s already inside you, that you’ll just have to deal with until it dissipates.”

      “This is evil!” Emma groaned, but Jax was still chuckling as he got out of bed to walk toward the toy cabinet. Those beautiful violet eyes swung toward him, and he stroked her cheek.

      “I promise it’ll fade soon.”

      “Okay.” She chewed on her lip for a moment, her thighs grinding together as she looked down at his reddened shaft. “Did he really put it on that big plug too?”

      “Yep,” Chase replied, grinning when her eyes went wide. “But it’s okay, because we took our punishment, which means we’re forgiven and…”

      “And?” Emma asked, raising her eyebrows slightly.

      Lowering his voice, he leaned closer to her. “And now we can figure out a new way to get in trouble together.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Emma

      

      

      February 16th, 5:42am

      The house was still dark. As Emma shuffled into the kitchen, the only light was the small undercounter lamp they’d installed for middle-of-the-night trips for stolen snacks. This morning, those dim shadows helped her find the ON switch for the Keurig.

      Even the coffee maker thinks I should still be in bed.

      She would love to be snuggled there, in their oversized king bed, sandwiched between her loving husbands, sound asleep until the alarm went off, or the kids woke her up — whichever came first.

      But it wasn’t to be today. With luck, she’d get to take a nap that afternoon when she put the twins down, but she had way too much work before then to lay in bed even one more minute. As she waited for her caffeine fix, she yawned, regretting just how little sleep she’d actually gotten.

      It had taken hours to finally fall asleep after the devious, yet deserved, punishment at bedtime the night before. And even after she’d succumbed to her exhaustion, she’d not slept soundly. Between fitful dreams and the low-level burn heating her from the inside out, she’d mostly tossed and turned. Thankfully, the heat had dissipated, yet every once in a while, she felt a twinge of something close to an ache.

      The deserved ache of regret for earning a true punishment.

      Popping in a K-cup, she finally pressed the START button. What she really needed was a button she could press on herself to come to life.

      Grabbing her cup of coffee and an almost too-ripe banana, she shuffled her way back through the dark house, careful not to make any noise that might wake her family. She didn’t bother turning on the overhead lights in their home office, electing instead to flip on the smaller desk lamp next to her waiting laptop.

      All seemed normal as the Apple icon filled the screen and she used her fingerprint to login, but as soon as the startup routine finished, she was pelted with dozens of pop-ups, notifications, dings, and alerts.

      Dammit, Jax. I loved our family time yesterday, but why did you make me ignore all of this? Now I’m so behind.

      For a second, the barrage of data felt crushing and she didn’t know where to start. Taking a deep breath, she grabbed a notebook and did what she always did when she felt overwhelmed.

      She made a list.

      
        
        To Do List:

      

      

      
        
        1)	Find spreadsheet from last year’s judging event.

        2)	Update spreadsheet with this year’s contestant and judge’s information.

        3)	Compile and record member/spectator voter counts for each club.

        4)	Calculate proceeds for the silent auctions for each location.

        5)	Calculate revenue, ticket, and food & beverage totals for each location.

        6)	Read & record official judges votes for each club.

      

      

      Technically, she knew she should stop her list there. Those were the only pieces of data that were unbiased and relatively fact-based when it came to deciding which couples — and ultimately which club — would come out the winners. Once she’d recorded those data points, the weighted formulas she’d built into the spreadsheet the year before would highlight in black and white who they should declare the winner.

      Only she knew the raw data wouldn’t tell the whole story. Her spreadsheet could only tell her so much. What it was missing was the human touch. So, she added a few more action items.

      
        
        7)	Read dozens of emails from the dungeon monitors and other employees to understand their votes for winners in each club.

        8)	Read super long emails from both Spencer and Elijah, each man making their case to her for why their club had won.

        9)	Call her BFF, Samantha, and pump her for the real scoop of what had happened at Black Light East on Sunday night.

      

      

      Sam and Cash had spent the night in D.C. and Emma trusted Sam’s judgement on how things had really gone. And since Jaxson, Chase, and Emma had stuck together this year in California, she knew it wouldn’t be fair if she didn’t get more detailed information of what had happened on the East Coast.

      Then would come the final, and perhaps most important action item.

      
        
        10)	Walk through all findings with Jaxson and Chase – make final decisions.

      

      

      Looking at the time in the upper right corner of her screen, she realized she only had six and a half hours until the Zoom meeting where they’d have to present the findings. That meant she needed to get to work. Fast.
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        * * *

      

      “There you are! I woke up and you were gone.” Jaxson’s voice right behind her scared the bejesus out of her.

      “Don’t do that! I didn’t hear you come in.”

      “I sort of figured that when you jumped a foot out of your seat,” he teased, squeezing her shoulders as he looked over her shoulder to her screen.

      “Ohhh… that feels really nice. A little harder, please,” she begged.

      Leaning down to talk against the shell of her ear, Jax whispered, “I seem to remember you calling out something similar last night.”

      Feeling the heat rising in her cheeks, Emma swatted his hands away. “Stop teasing me,” she pouted.

      “Who says I’m teasing?” Jax asked, putting his hands back on her shoulders, undeterred. “In fact, how are you feeling this morning, Mrs. Cartwright-Davidson? You feeling okay? Both inside and out?”

      “I’m fine, sir,” she answered softly. It was insane, but just remembering the stern punishment from the night before had an odd calming effect on Emma.

      “I wish you’d waited for Chase and me. I didn’t want you to stress out.”

      Chase joined them from the doorway to the office. “Who’s stressed?”

      She was about to deny the accusation when Jaxson picked up her notebook. “Oh boy, it’s worse than I thought. She’s making to-do lists. Long to-do lists.”

      Snatching the list out of her husband’s hands, she countered. “That’s where you’re wrong. I was stressed, but the to-do lists help me stay calm.” She glanced up at the clock on the screen, before adding. “I couldn’t sleep because I knew we had so much work to do. But I got organized and have been at it now for two and a half hours and I’ve made great progress.”

      Chase yawned just before kissing her on the top of her head. “I can’t believe you got up that early. I’m still tired. You’re gonna be exhausted later.”

      She didn’t deny it, but now that the California sun was up and shining through the windows, it was certainly getting easier to stay awake.

      Pushing to her feet, Emma stretched before waving at her empty chair. Motioning to Jaxson, she announced, “I’ve got the spreadsheet updated with the bulk of the data we need to review first. I didn’t even brush my teeth yet because I didn’t want to wake you up, but now that you’re awake, I’m gonna take a shower while you guys sit and read through everything I’ve updated. I’ll be back in twenty minutes and we’ll discuss then.”

      Her husbands looked at her with eyes wide, then glanced at each other, and back to her again.

      “What?” she asked, looking up and down the old-fashioned robe she’d worn in front of them a thousand times before. “Do I have something on my face?”

      Jaxson finally smiled. “That was quite the bossy little speech there, young lady. I just have one thing to say about it.”

      Emma panicked, thinking back to what she’d said, remembering the tone of voice she’d used. She might have gotten a bit carried away there.

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”

      Jaxson cut her off, placing his fingers over her lips to silence her. “Don’t apologize. I love watching you when you’re in business mode. It’s such a turn-on and I know both Chase and I are so proud of all you do for all of our businesses. So apologize? No.”

      Her husband’s words warmed her more than the stupid cream had the night before. God, how did she get so lucky to find these two wonderful men?

      “Now go. Take a shower. Brush your teeth. Do whatever you need to. We’ll go through the data and be ready to talk about it all when you get back. With any luck, we’ll get it all sorted before the kids wake up and then we can have Chase make us his infamous Mickey Mouse pancakes.”

      “Okay, thank you,” she replied, smiling at both of her men. “There’s also a bunch of flagged emails in my account that I’d love for you to guys to skim through so we can talk about it.”

      Chase yawned again, before adding. “I’m happy to make pancakes and read emails, just as long as we get coffee too.”
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        * * *

      

      A half hour later, Emma felt like a new woman. She’d only rubbed a towel over her hair, but she was too anxious about getting back to the office to take the time to blow-dry her thick locks.

      She’d only taken one step into the hallway when she heard the absolutely best sound in the entire world.

      “Mommy!” called out in stereo. Looking down the hall toward the nursery, she caught sight of the other loves of her life, Alicia and Andrew, already dressed for the day, running full steam ahead in her direction.

      Emma knelt down, opening her arms wide to let the kids run into her embrace. “There you two are. I missed you while we all slept. Give me those hugs.”

      An already tired looking Kelsey was following right behind the kids as Emma struggled to stand with both kids wiggling in her hug. They were getting so big that it was getting harder to lift them both together.

      “Morning, Kelsey. Hope you slept well.”

      “I did, the kids actually slept through the night,” Kelsey said, even though a yawn distorted her next words. “Alicia didn’t even wake up needing a drink of water last night.”

      “Great. The guys and I have been up working for a while, but we were just talking about taking a break to eat breakfast. Let’s stop in to see if they’re ready to eat.”

      The door to the office was ajar, so she nodded at the nanny to just go in ahead of her. Kelsey had no more than pushed the door open a few more inches before Chase’s voice stopped her in her tracks. “I mean I know they were hot, but really… just how different is one anal sex scene from the next?”

      Emma wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry. She wasn’t worried at all about the kids overhearing her husbands’ X-rated discussion since they were having a baby-talk conversation between themselves — and even if they were listening, they wouldn’t know what their Daddy and Papa were talking about anyway.

      The red flush on Kelsey’s face, however, told Emma their nanny most certainly did overhear and understand.

      Emma cleared her throat loud enough that the men stopped their conversation and swung the office chairs around.

      Chase muttered a soft, “Well shit— I mean shoot!”

      Emma walked in, depositing a kid into each man’s lap, before spinning back to Kelsey. “Why don’t we leave the kids here with their Daddy and Papa while you and I go to the kitchen and get breakfast started?”

      “Okay,” the twenty-two-year-old nanny answered, letting Emma lead her out of the office.

      She’d known this day was coming. Considering how much kinky sex the trio had, it was a miracle they’d been able to keep their nanny relatively in the dark when it came to the BDSM side of their marriage. On the one hand, it really wasn’t any of Kelsey’s business, but she did live in their home. She traveled with them. Ran errands with them.

      Emma pushed down guilt about potentially corrupting an innocent, a soft smile spreading over her face as she remembered she was exactly Kelsey’s age when she met and fell in love with Jaxson and Chase.

      Reaching over to squeeze Kelsey’s arm, Emma met the surprised face of their nanny with a bright smile. “Let me make you some coffee. Then we can sit down, and I’ll answer some questions that I think you’ve been too polite to ask so far.”

      Jaxson and Chase totally owe me for this one.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jaxson

      

      

      February 16th, 12:44pm

      “Is it too early for a drink?” Jaxson asked, glancing at his husband and wife who were already on the verge of laughter listening to the chaos of the upcoming meeting. Fortunately, their side of the call was still muted on video and audio.

      “Come on, it won’t be so bad,” Emma replied, but Chase was already on his feet.

      “I’ll get it for you. What are you in the mood for?”

      “Bourbon.” Sighing, Jax rubbed at his forehead, trying to erase the headache that was steadily forming as he listened to the East Coast complaining about the spread Avery had laid out for the West Coast’s meeting. “Is it just me, or are they more annoying than all those toys Chase’s mom keeps buying the twins?”

      “If I’m honest?” Emma pretended to think for a moment before breaking out in a smile. “Probably a tie.”

      “So true,” he mumbled.

      “Last call, Emma! You sure you don’t want anything?” Chase shouted from the wet bar, and Jaxson glanced over at her.

      “Fine.” She sighed, raising her voice. “I’ll take some of that rosé that Samantha told me about. It starts with a B?”

      “Got it!” Chase called back. When he walked in a minute later carrying an actual serving tray, Jaxson couldn’t help but chuckle.

      “Where on earth did you find that?”

      “It was under the bar,” Chase answered, grinning as he slid it onto the table to distribute the drinks. “Someone, definitely not me, probably used it to bring something out here and forgot it.”

      “Definitely not you?” Jax repeated, taking a sip of his bourbon as he arched an eyebrow at Chase, but his sub just lifted his drink to his lips and didn’t bother digging the hole any deeper.

      “We should go ahead and turn on the camera,” Emma suggested, reaching for the laptop, but Jax caught her wrist, stopping her so he could take a larger swallow of the bourbon.

      “Okay, now you can.”

      Emma rolled her eyes at him as she turned on their camera and audio, canceling his opportunity to remind both of his submissives that he’d spent the night before punishing them in creative ways — but he always had more creativity up his sleeve when it came to naughty subs.

      “I’m just saying it would be cool if we got our meetings catered too,” someone said from the East Coast side.

      “It’s four o’clock, did you not eat lunch or something?” Spencer snapped.

      “Come on, you have to admit it would be nice,” another DM bitched, and Spencer looked like he was about to break someone’s neck.

      “They have a fucking kitchen on the premises over there, and a private chef, do we have a fucking kitchen that one of you have been keeping secret?” Spencer growled, turning to glare at his team, and Jaxson took the beat of silence to clear his throat.

      Eyeballs swiveled toward the main camera, and Jax had to admit it was a little impressive since the teams were in meeting rooms on opposite ends of the country. Emma and Chase both reached under the table to rest a hand on his thighs, and he had to bite back the smile at just how synchronized his subs could be at times.

      “Good afternoon, everyone,” he said, opening the meeting with a polite smile. “First, Chase, Emma, and I would like to say how impressed we were with how well everyone did with this year’s Valentine Roulette, and we want to thank all of you for your hard work. This is a massive event to pull off, and all of the members’ feedback was extremely positive.”

      “We’ve already had people reaching out about tickets for next year!” Chase added, flashing his grin at everyone as a few cheers popped up on the audio.

      “Yes, we have, which is great news. The word of mouth on this exclusive event always results in a spike in guest passes, which is followed by a spike in memberships, and we all benefit from that.” Jaxson glanced down as Emma slid a sheet of paper in front of him, but he nudged it back to her. “Before we get into the scenes from both events, Emma is going to give all of you the totals for sales and the silent auction.”

      Tilting the laptop toward his wife, Jaxson angled himself out of the camera to sneak another drink of the bourbon. Chase’s hand landed on the back of his neck, his sub pressing in with his thumb to work at the knot of tension lurking at the base of his skull.

      “Thanks,” he mumbled, trying to stay quiet while Emma read out the numbers, but he tuned back in when she started to announce the official charities the auctions would be benefiting.

      “On the East Coast the silent auction proceeds will go to Casa Ruby,” Emma continued. “If you’re not familiar, Casa Ruby is a multicultural LGBTQIA organization providing educational, health, housing, and social services to individuals facing poverty in the nation’s capital. They focus on the needs of transgender, queer, and gender non-conforming gay, lesbian, and bisexual individuals, as well as youth and LGBT immigrants. They do a lot of good in D.C. and we’re thrilled to be able to support them.”

      “That’s fucking awesome,” Terry shouted, turning to high-five Garreth who was sitting next to him.

      “Thank you!” Emma beamed. “We really did a lot of research before we chose them.”

      “We love you, Emma!” someone else shouted, but Jax couldn’t tell who it was, and Chase’s slight tug on his neck was enough to quell his urge to remind everyone on the call exactly who Emma belonged to — not that it was necessary, but sometimes it was just nice to remind people.

      “What about us?” Tyler called from the West Coast feed.

      “Right, on the West Coast we’ve selected the Los Angeles LGBT Center.” Shuffling her papers, she found the next one she needed and slapped it on top. “This is one of the largest organizations operating in L.A. to provide support to LGBTQIA people in the area. They offer health services, social services and housing, and education to the greater Los Angeles area, as well as advocate for progressive policies to support the community. We’re so proud to have found organizations on both coasts doing such fantastic work, and we know they’ll be thrilled by the donations your teams helped raise during Roulette.”

      “Yeah, that’s all awesome,” Spencer interrupted, talking over the people clapping and cheering Emma’s announcements. “Can we just get to who won?”

      Swiveling the laptop back to show all three of them, Jaxson glared through the screen at the East Coast’s Dungeon Master. “Shut up, Spencer. Being a dick to my wife isn’t going to earn any last-minute points from us, and FYI, having your team harass us by e-mailing the same shit to each of us doesn’t help either. It just pisses me off.”

      Elijah busted out laughing, but Jaxson’s temper was off the leash with the two men and their ridiculous pissing contest.

      “Hey, Elijah, don’t think I forgot about you not letting me leave to play with my submissives Sunday night because you were too busy trying to pump me for information about your event,” Jax snapped, effectively shutting down both of the testosterone-fueled dominants for at least the next thirty seconds. Groaning, he didn’t bother to hide the drink anymore and just took a sip of it on camera. “Now, if all of you are done slowing this shit down, we’ll get to the winners at each location.”

      Both teams cheered at that, but the Dungeon Masters were notably quiet, and he was tempted to strap the two of them to a St. Andrew’s Cross until they learned to drop their fucking attitudes.

      Later, Jax. You can plan their torture later.

      “Emma, please announce the East Coast’s winner,” he prompted, catching her mid-swallow on her rosé, but she recovered quickly, laughing as she leaned back into frame.

      “Hey, Black Light East!” Emma paused for their cheers before continuing. “There were a lot of great scenes like the whipping that featured a cat o’ nine tails, the suspension with electricity play, the fisting that resulted in quite the splash zone from what we heard, and more than a few very sexy flogging scenes. But the winner for this year’s East Coast Valentine Roulette was obvious. Almost every vote turned in was for Mark and SweetGirl’s exhilarating suspension that took advantage of a violet wand, several tens units, and even a kink-safe cattle prod!”

      “Fuck yeah, I told you that one would win!” Owen shouted, his words almost drowned out by the cheering and clapping filling the small meeting room.

      “Can I be the one to tell Mark?” Chad asked, glancing at Spencer, who waved him off, muttering something the microphone didn’t pick up.

      “From what we heard it was a pretty amazing scene. Congratulations for helping them pull it off, guys!” Emma cheered, smiling into the camera as she slid the stack of their notes across the keyboard toward Chase. “Now, the winner on the West Coast was a bit more contested, and Chase is going to take that one.”

      “Thanks, baby.” He scooted his chair a little closer to Jaxson’s, flashing that photographer wooing grin of his. “As Emma mentioned, the votes from our voyeurs on the West Coast were much more mixed, and we had our own disagreements too. Some liked the bondage wheel blow-job scene, some liked the puppy play where the girl was paraded around the club. The knife play that resulted in a blood rose got a lot of shout outs too, as did the artistic needle play, and we had Harley Quinn scaling an actual giant.” Glancing down, Chase started laughing. “Oh yeah, there was a Sybian orgasm torture scene that had more than one of us craving some relief, along with pirates, and schoolgirls, and cops and criminals, and—”

      “Holy shit… stop listing stuff and just get to the winner already,” Spencer grumbled, but he was close enough to the microphone for it to come in loud and clear.

      Jaxson was about to rip the man a new asshole when Chase squeezed his thigh under the table. “Well, after taking all of the votes and feedback into account, the winner for our West Coast Valentine Roulette is Master Jafari and Special K’s dom’s choice needle play scene.”

      “Yes!” Tyler shouted, grinning as he leaned back to smack someone in the arm, a rumble of other voices talking about the beautiful display Jafari had created with the needles. Of course, since Jafari and Kacy were somewhere in his SUV, Jaxson would gladly make the call to notify them just to get an update on if they were still alive.

      “And, as Spencer so delicately pointed out,” Jaxson started, flashing a sarcastic grin at the jackass in question. “The West Coast did have a wide variety of kinks this year with multiple scenes that exemplified what we try to do with Roulette each year, and therefore we’ve selected the West Coast for the overall winner. Congratulations, Black Light West!”

      Elijah’s team erupted into whistles and cheers that were loud enough to make the audio distort and crackle. Tapping the volume down on the laptop, the whole trio took the opportunity to sneak a drink. Jaxson knew more bullshit was coming, he just had to wait for the West Coast team to quiet down… then it would hit.

      Their celebrating went on a little too long though, and since he could see the East Coast team sulking, he went against his sadistic instincts and decided it would be better to just step in and cut off the torture.

      “Yes, yes, great job, guys. Congrats,” Jaxson repeated, signaling to everyone to calm down. “We’ve got to start wrapping up the meeting, because I know several people have other places to be this evening since we’re not open.”

      “This is such bullshit, Keaton!” Spencer shouted. “It’s no one’s fault here on the East Coast that the fucking wheel kept choosing such plain kinks. We had the same shit on our wheel as you do over there, but everyone was spinning mainstream shit.”

      “Come on, Spencer,” Jax said, sighing. “It’s not every year you’re going to get something like the fire play you had last year.”

      “Not that fire play would have saved your ass this year,” Elijah quipped, earning a slap on the back from Kaiden, one of the DMs.

      “Yeah? Well, I saw the report on your event,” Spencer growled, pointing at the camera. “And I’m not surprised you had all those role plays. You’ve got a bunch of actors over there, not real kinksters.”

      “Well, apparently we had more real kinksters than you this year!” Elijah shouted, the West Coast team erupting into laughs and cheers, while the East Coast team began arguing, until everyone was trying to talk over everyone else — and no one could hear shit.

      “Fuck, this is so dumb,” Chase grumbled, leaning back in his chair to whisper to Emma. “Psst, can’t you mute everyone since we started this meeting?”

      “Ooo, good idea.” Leaning forward, Emma grabbed the laptop for a second, and a moment later both the East Coast and West Coast feeds were muted. “Much better.”

      It still took another minute for the mute to actually register, but Jaxson enjoyed sipping drinks with his husband and wife while they soaked in the peace and quiet — along with the hilarious view of a bunch of dominants and feisty women gesturing wildly.

      “Hey Emma,” Chase whispered, and both Jaxson and Emma turned to look at him. “I know I already said it, but I really am sorry about the fuck up in front of Kelsey this morning.”

      “I already told you the conversation went fine. It’s not like she didn’t already have a good idea that we were unique based off our marriage alone,” Emma replied softly.

      “As long as she doesn’t quit,” Jaxson grumbled, not wanting to go through the nightmare of vetting candidates for a new nanny.

      “No, I don’t think that is a risk at all.”

      Raising an eyebrow, he looked over at his wife. “Does that mean there is a risk?”

      “Well…” Emma blushed a little, that guilty smile plucking at her lips. “She might have asked how someone gets into BDSM, and if there are any clubs in the area?”

      Fuck.

      Having his nanny joining Black Light would be a nightmare, but the idea of her seeking out a different club in the area didn’t make Jaxson feel any better.

      “I’m not dealing with that right now,” he mumbled, finishing the last sip of his bourbon as the East and West coast teams on the screen seemed to recognize they couldn’t hear each other anymore. Finally, the groups settled down, and Jax leaned forward, raising his voice. “Can everyone hear me?”

      Both coasts nodded in unison, although there was one middle finger, specifically from Cook. Jaxson just smiled politely as if he couldn’t see it.

      “We’ve done this little contest for two years in a row, and while I will always give creative ideas a chance, I wanted to let everyone know that we will not be doing this competition again. I’m done putting up with you two,” Jax said, pointing at both Dungeon Masters. “If you guys want to have a pissing contest, you can do it without our involvement, or the added bonuses that came with us.”

      He could see that people were irritated, but Jaxson really didn’t give a shit.

      “Congratulations again to the West Coast team and thank you all for your hard work over on the East Coast. Despite whatever you may feel, this was a very successful event, and we’re going to do some great things in the communities we’re a part of on both coasts.”

      “Should I unmute them?” Emma whispered, and Jax shook his head slightly.

      “Have a great evening, everyone!” he called out, not caring if anyone was listening to him anymore. Waving a hand, Jaxson clicked the ‘end meeting’ button and snapped the lid of the laptop shut.

      “Those guys need to take some tranquilizers,” Chase said, leaning back to drink whatever orange concoction he had in his glass.

      “I don’t know, I kind of feel bad for the East Coast team. Should we send them something?” Emma asked, her empathy shining through, and Jaxson leaned over to pull her into a kiss. She tasted like sweet wine, and his beautiful wife, which was a hell of a tempting combination.

      “I love you for thinking of that idea,” Jaxson said, cupping her cheek as he moved back to meet her eyes. “But my answer is fuck no.”

      Emma let out a soft giggle, grabbing his hand to press a kiss to his knuckles. “You catch more flies with honey, sweetheart.”

      “And who the hell has ever wanted to catch flies?” Scoffing, Jax stood up, stretching his back out. “I’ve got enough pests to deal with between Spencer and Elijah.”

      “Okay, well, Kelsey is going to be at the park with the twins for another hour…” Chase said, standing as well, that sexy little grin moving over his mouth. “How would you like to spend it, sir?”

      “I have some ideas.” Emma nudged her chair back, slipping to her knees on the floor in front of him, her hands quickly working at his slacks.

      “Do I get a say in this?” Jaxson asked, smiling when she paused with her fingers in the waistband of his boxer-briefs, those gorgeous violet eyes angled up at him.

      “Do you not like my idea, sir?” she asked, tilting her head as if it were a real question.

      “Of course I like it, I’m just starting to think that the punishment last night didn’t stick.”

      “Oh, it did, sir,” Chase murmured, pressing against him for a moment before his magical hands went to work on the muscles in his back. “We’re just offering suggestions. Feel free to tell us to stop.”

      “I have a better idea. Why don’t we move this to the bedroom, so we don’t traumatize our nanny any further today, then we’ll revisit your suggestions.” Jaxson reached back to catch Chase by the back of the neck and caught a fistful of Emma’s hair to pull her to her feet. “Shall we?”

      “Yes, sir,” they both replied, that same slightly dreamy edge of submission in their voices, and his cock stood to attention instantly.

      It still surprised Jax sometimes that he’d found not just one, but two people he actually wanted to be around all the time. Chase and Emma were like missing parts of him, because he’d never felt whole until he had both of them in his life.

      Two perfect partners that bent to his dominance without disappearing under it.

      Two people who met his kinks with wild abandon and loved him harder than he’d ever been loved.

      When he was younger, he’d thought that his life would be nothing more than a string of one-night stands, but now… somehow… Jaxson Cartwright-Davidson was married to two sexy as fuck people that he knew would always stand by his side.

      On top of all that, they had two kids together, a real family, and a successful business that didn’t involve him sleeping in a different city every night.

      Even if it came with two testosterone-fueled jackasses… Jax wouldn’t trade his life for anything.

      He had everything he could ever want.

      

      THE END
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