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Chapter One
 
 
“Ow!”
Blood flowered in the neat shape of Sierra’s teeth upon the arm of a citizen who had made the grievous error of trying to control her. Crouched ready for further aggression, Sierra watched as her so-called owner cursed and danced, clutching at his hand and calling for the sanitizing spray.
“What’s going on?” A pinch-faced woman leaned out of the window to scowl at the cursing citizen. She had the great misfortune of being the citizen’s wife, a fact she often lamented loudly for all to hear.
“She bit me again!” The citizen pointed an electrified rod at Sierra, the use of which had prompted the meeting of teeth with flesh.
“I told you not to take her out of the cage,” his wife said, glaring at Sierra. “She’s too dangerous. You don’t need a pet anyway, you never hunt. Send her to the pound.”
“I paid fifty thousand credits for her! I’m not going to give her to the pound!”
“You paid fifty thousand credits for something that bites you every chance it gets,” his wife said. “Get rid of her already.”
They both spoke as though Sierra had no ability to understand them. She’d never exchanged a word with either of them, so they didn’t know she could speak quite well and understand every stupid word they said.
She smiled but it was more a snarl, and licked her teeth in a way she knew the wife would find off-putting. They were both scared of her, though the citizen would never admit it. He’d purchased her with the idea of becoming a hunter, but their single trip to the wilds more than a year earlier had come to a short end within half an hour when the good citizen panicked at the sight of a stoat and rushed for the safety of city walls.
Sierra had not been permitted anywhere outside the relatively small compound since then. Her days were boring and lonely. The only interesting thing she ever got to do was bite the hand that underfed her. Usually being cooped up without the opportunity to exercise would have resulted in weight gain, but she had been fed so little that she was in far worse condition than she had been captured in. Her hair was unkempt and knotted, her skin was sallow and out of tone, and she was not nearly as clean as she would have liked to have been.
The citizens did not seem to notice her poor condition. They seemed to think that she was supposed to be a pathetic animal, scrabbling about in their stone-walled yard. All that had kept Sierra sane was her determination to survive and the occasional joy of biting the citizen who claimed to own her. He was her primary source of animal protein.
The citizen and his wife retired indoors to clean his wound and fight about her. Sierra could hear their voices raised through the walls as the woman berated her husband for being so stupid as to keep a vicious beast in the courtyard.
All of a sudden, things became silent. Then there was a rumbling. Sierra knew that sound. It was the sound of the impenetrable small prison she had been transported in several times before being rolled out to the courtyard. The cage, they called it. It wasn’t a cage, really. There were no bars; it was a big metal box with myriad small holes drilled in the top for ventilation. The entrance was a thick steel door that the citizen opened from behind the cage itself. Sierra read anger in his expression, mixed with something like loathing. The feeling was mutual.
“Get in!” He shouted the order. He was always shouting things.
When Sierra didn’t immediately rush into the cage, he leaned over and threw a piece of bread into the back. Without any further hesitation, Sierra scampered after it. She knew she was being trapped, but better to be trapped than hungry. The door slammed shut behind her and she was left gnawing on the stale crust. She didn’t care when the crate started moving, not until she realized that it had left the courtyard and was being pushed into a larger pod for transport. The world went dark.
The journey from there to here, wherever here was, took an hour. There was a great deal of rumbling and bumping of a kind she had not felt since she was captured. Wherever she was being taken, it was far, far away. The thought that perhaps she might be turned loose back into the wilds gave her a brief spark of hope, but she had been captive too long to hold onto that thought.
When the motion stopped and light once more was allowed to filter into her crate, she could sense that they were no longer in the city. There was fresh air coming through the little holes, real air, complete with the life-sustaining radiation citizens could not stand for more than an hour or so at a time.
“I’m looking for Master Kade.” She heard the citizen’s voice outside her crate. Sierra perked up as she picked up a new scent, masculine but different from the citizen. It was a stronger scent, cleaner and somehow more powerful.
“I am Master Kade,” a deep voice rumbled in response. “What is this?”
“This is a pet,” the citizen said. “In the, er, in the crate here. She… we… my wife doesn’t want me to keep her anymore. She’s difficult. She bites. She’s vicious, really. Dangerous.”
“Dangerous and vicious, you say,” Master Kade drawled in dry tones that indicated he doubted the citizen’s story.
“Yes,” the citizen replied. “I’ve had her for a year and not been able to do a thing with her. She bites me every time I get close. Frankly, I think there’s something wrong with her. I was told you were able to deal with difficult pets and thought you might want her. She might be good for bringing down large prey.”
“Is she particularly large?”
“She’s not particularly large,” the citizen said. “But what she lacks in size, she makes up for in aggression.”
“Does she have a name?”
“No,” the citizen said. “She hasn’t earned a name.”
In darkness Sierra lifted the corner of her lip in a snarl, wishing she could bite the citizen again.
“Let’s see her then.”
There was a little bit of clanging as the top latch was undone, then the top lifted and light streamed in, temporarily blinding Sierra with its brilliance. When her eyes adjusted, she found herself looking into the most singularly colored blue-green eyes, the color of a deep lake or still ocean on a hot day. Master Kade. His face was not that of a citizen. It bore too many scars and was far too pronounced in its masculinity. She recognized him instantly as a carrier of the same wild genes she possessed.
Caught by surprise and stung by sudden fear of this unknown man, she withdrew from him, cowering in the back of the cage. She could not take her eyes off him, however; he was like fall personified, a great hulking season of a man with thick blond hair tinged ever so slightly red. He kept it tied back at the nape of his neck, leaving the hard line of his jaw and the planes of his face free. His nose had obviously been broken on several occasions and there were light scars tracing much of his skin. A thicker, darker one almost reached his right eye, but stopped short.
Sierra saw her wildness reflected back at her and it frightened her terribly. Her fear was elevated by the expression on his face, which changed from curious to fearsome the longer he looked at her. She did not know what about her inspired his fury, but she shrank from it as his eyes narrowed and his jaw clenched.
“Tell me,” Master Kade said, looking from her to her owner. “In between bouts of unexplained aggression, did you ever think to feed her?”
“Of course we fed her,” the citizen said. “That’s just… she’s just…”
“Leave her. Leave the crate,” Master Kade growled. “Don’t say another word and don’t show your face here again or I will have you arrested.”
“But… She cost fifty thou…”
“Leave.”
The word was a snarled threat so potent that even the loss of fifty thousand credits couldn’t keep the citizen in Kade’s presence. Sierra peeked out through the holes and watched as her erstwhile owner backed away several steps, then turned and fled to the safety of his transport, which sat outside a large gate. A little giggle rose to her lips as she watched him run, unwieldy in the suit designed to protect him from the elements his tender complexion could not stand. The laughter died as Kade turned back to her.
“Don’t be afraid, my pet,” he said in infinitely softer tones. “You have no reason to be. No harm will come to you here.”
Sierra did not believe him, but she was intrigued by her surroundings. The citizen’s house had been small and confined in all aspects. Even the very limited outdoor space had been closely hemmed in by tall walls. Master Kade’s place was also surrounded by tall walls, but it was larger by several orders of magnitude and full of plants and bushes. Sierra had not seen a live plant in what seemed like forever. She was entranced by the way the leaves moved in a breeze which she had also been removed from for longer than she could care to admit.
“Are we outside?”
“Not in the way you might think,” Master Kade said. “This is my compound. We adjoin both the city and the wilds here. The air is unfiltered. I have a natural resistance to the radiation, and of course, you do too.”
Sierra let her distrustful gaze run over him again. He was dressed oddly. His pants were wild in design, made of leather animal skin that conformed to powerful thighs in a way that left very little to the imagination. His shirt was thick white cloth with a collar and cuffs and buttons running up the middle. In her experience, citizens wore flowing robes of bright colors, always outdoing one another with the color and splendor of their garments. Master Kade’s dress was much more simple, much more functional, and much more masculine than any she had seen a citizen wear. He was even more intriguing than the surroundings.
“Would you like to come out of the box?”
“No.” Sierra was quite clear on that. She had not wanted to get in the box, but now that the top was off, it gave her some measure of security. Although he seemed to be kindly, Master Kade was much larger and much scarier than any man she had ever seen. She shrank down a little further, lurking as hard as humanly possible.
Kade smiled down at her comfortingly. “I know you’re scared,” he said. “But I’m going to look after you. You’re going to feel a lot better very soon, I promise you that. Tell me. What is your name? I know you have one.”
Sierra sat against the back wall of her crate with her knees up to her chest, looking at Kade with mistrust. Her name had been the only thing of her own since her capture. The notion of sharing it with Master Kade worried her.
“Quiet little pet, aren’t you,” he observed. “That’s alright. You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to. I’ll come up with a name so you will know when I am speaking to you. How does Melodiferious Vundersquish sound?”
Sierra giggled. The name was ridiculous. “No,” she said. “Not that name.”
“No? Hmmm…” He put his thumb and forefinger to his chin. “Hildegarde Slumberciddle?”
“No!” Sierra laughed. It had been such a long time since she felt any true amusement, aside from the limited entertainment she had gotten out of seeing the citizen and his wife bicker. It felt good to laugh again, as though she was opening up a part of herself that had long been closed. “My name is Sierra,” she said.
“Sierra,” Kade nodded. “A pretty name for a pretty pet. Now, are you sure you will not come out of the box?”
She shook her head hurriedly, not ready to forgo the security of what had become her little steel fortress.
“I’ll wait,” he said, walking to sit on a bench a few yards away.
Sierra watched him carefully over the side of the box. He stretched out his legs in front of him and sat with a relaxed posture, allowing her to take full measure of his considerable bulk from a distance. The citizen had never taken any time to simply be near her in peace. He had poked and prodded her and shouted and used his damnable shocking stick. Master Kade was different. Very different.
“That collar of yours looks tight,” he said after some time. “Come over here and I’ll take it off.”
Her collar was uncomfortable, but she had gotten used to it. She had been wearing it for so long that it was like a part of her, the thick fabric webbing tight against her throat.
“That collar links you to your owner,” he further explained. “If you are found with that on, you may be returned to him.”
That was motivation for Sierra to leave her box. She climbed up and over the edge, setting foot on the grass. It was heaven to feel the soft green blades beneath her feet, but once she realized she was now without any kind of protection, she lost her nerve and pressed herself against the side of the crate.
“Come here,” Kade said, pointing to his feet.
Sierra stayed where she was, eying him suspiciously.
“So you haven’t been trained at all,” he observed. “I suppose I should not be surprised.” He stood up and began to move toward her. Sierra was not pleased by his movement. She leaped back into the crate and made a growling sound as he approached, warning him of her inherent fierceness.
“You can cut that out,” he said. “I don’t tolerate aggression from my pets. You save that for the hunt.”
Sierra growled louder, a feral snarl emerging from her throat as he stood over her crate, his hands on his hips.
“You came to have it removed, so I’m going to take that collar off,” he said, withdrawing a knife from his belt. It looked sharp enough to cut the sun and did not make Sierra feel any safer. “Make sure you stay still,” he said. “We don’t want you getting hurt.”
He made a motion toward her. She shoved herself into the very back of the crate and snapped at him, flashing her teeth.
“Now you know better than that, don’t you?” There was no anger or fear in his response, just a relaxed tone. He was not impressed by her. He was not afraid of her either. Sierra was used to citizens treating her as if she were dangerous. The citizen who owned her had trembled every time he came into her presence. She sensed no such tremors in Master Kade.
“Put your head down and let me take this collar off you,” he instructed.
Sierra did not put her head down. She would not take her eyes off him; doing so went against every instinct she had.
She watched him and he watched her. For long moments they sized one another up, trying to work out what would happen next.
“You’re going to have to come on out of there,” he said. “I know you’re scared, but there’s really nothing to fear here.”
“I’m not scared. You should be scared,” Sierra spat back at him.
“Mm-hmm. Now you’re starting to misbehave. I don’t tolerate misbehavior. Come on out of there, Sierra. You’re not an animal and you don’t need to act like one.”
“Not an animal? That is all I am.”
“Animals don’t string together sentences the way you do. Come on out now, girl.”
He was seeing her as she had not been seen since before being trapped, looking at her with eyes that saw her not as a commodity, but as a person. Strange. Very strange. Sierra was very confused by this man.
“I’m going to help you out,” he said. “Don’t do anything silly.”
He reached into the crate. Before he could make contact with her she bit him, her teeth sinking into the fleshy part of his hand.
Nothing happened. He stared down at her, those iridescent eyes drawing her in as she sank her teeth into his flesh just shy of hard enough to draw blood. She was being cautious. He was completely unmoved; it was as if he didn’t even feel the grip of her jaw.
“So you think biting works, do you? Not here, my girl. Not here. Let go. Now.”
Sierra didn’t let go. She’d committed to the bite and usually she never let go until the citizen screamed and ran away. Master Kade didn’t seem inclined to scream and he hadn’t moved an inch. He hadn’t even moved his hand away. He was just letting her have it, demanding that she control herself. She could see the powerful set of his shoulders, the thick brawn of his arms. He could have beaten her into next week, but he didn’t seem inclined to violence.
“You have three seconds to let go,” he said. “Before your hide pays the price for this.”
She did not let go. This was the testing point. This was the defining moment that would shape their relationship. If she let go, she would be acknowledging that he controlled her. If he broke first, then she would be back to the antagonistic relationship she’d had with the citizen who claimed to own her.
“Three… two… one…”
He reached down with his other hand, clamped it around the back of her neck, and pulled her up from her hiding place with her teeth still on his hand. Sierra could not resist his grip; her muscles moved at his urging as he eased her up and out of the crate.
Master Kade did not speak again as he drew her across open ground to the bench where he had sat before, one hand on the back of her neck, the other still firmly lodged in her mouth. Neither one of them was prepared to give any quarter, it seemed. Kicking, squirming, and squealing through her teeth, Sierra did not know what his intention was, she just knew she wanted him to give way first.
It wasn’t until he sat down and used his grasp to angle her down and over his thighs that she realized she might be in some form of trouble. Giving way didn’t seem to be on his agenda; instead he held her prone body across his lap, wrapping his free arm around her waist whilst she continued to bite the other hand.
“This is going to get quite painful for you if you don’t let go,” he informed her calmly. “I don’t want to have to discipline you, Sierra, but you’re not leaving me much choice.”
Sierra didn’t listen to his words. Words were meaningless. All that mattered was the fact that she still had her toothy grip in place and he had not managed to dislodge her. She fancied she was winning.
Without further warning, Master Kade slapped her on the bottom. It was not a hard slap, but it was enough to sting. Sierra was wearing a long shirt and short shorts, both made of silk. They were the only fine things about her. The citizen had always insisted that she wear nice things so that anyone coming to visit might be able to admire her shock of violet hair and pale blue eyes. The clothing provided precisely no protection against the hard flat of his hand as it began bounding off the rounds of her cheeks with rapidly increasing intensity.
Sierra yelped around his hand and almost let go. Almost. Her mouth came off for a second as she let out an old swear word then clamped back down again.
“You don’t want this to go on much longer,” he informed her, his deep voice rumbling down at her. “It’s going to start burning, and it won’t go away any time soon either. The longer I smack your bottom, the longer you feel the effects.”
It was fair warning, but Sierra did not much appreciate it. The strong man could not be allowed to think that he could control her with his bulk, or with the striking of his hand. He had to know that she was unbreakable. Her jaw was starting to ache from the effort of sustaining the bite, and her bottom was much warmer than she liked it to be, but she persevered through the discomfort with the aim of impressing him with her resolve and puncturing him with the sharpness of her teeth. His skin was holding though. It was much tougher than the hide of most citizens, more conditioned to withstanding a bite from a wild thing.
Sierra began to squirm to try to work some of the discomfort out of her cheeks and avoid some of the slaps that seemed to land in the same place over and over by design. The motion brought with it a new sensation, something pleasant at the apex of her thighs where her barely clad body met the hard muscular length of his leg. A slow grind turned into a writhing as Master Kade picked up the pace.
The pulsing between her thighs grew with every slap, propelling her hips against his leg. She let out a small moan, which was lost in the sounds of spanking as Kade propped his thigh up a little higher and set to spanking her harder and faster.
Never before in her life had Sierra been so completely lost in a whirlwind of sensation. The slaps came with a burning heat that was not entirely pleasant, but her body was taking the pain and turning it to pleasure almost as fast as Kade could deliver each swat. This was what she had needed for a very long time, to unleash fully on someone and to be held through it. To find some hard limit that could not be trespassed against. She seemed to have found one in Master Kade.
Though she continued to bite, Kade showed no signs of wanting to reject her. With one leg wrapped around her own, he was pinning her to his body and delivering a sound thrashing. Even as the slaps rained down, Sierra felt no malice or anger in his touch. It was simply a reaction to her action, a consequence as natural as the sun in the sky—and damn near as hot.
She bucked her hips in an attempt to dissuade him, but all she succeeded in doing was tightening the muscles low in her belly and lifting her bottom to his palm. Bolts of excitement shot through her with each and every slap as he continued to spank her seemingly tirelessly.
“I think you might like this, pet,” Kade drawled as the sting set in deeper, tingling through her bottom to the hot, increasingly wet places between her thighs. The smooth silk of her attire made it easy for her to slide back and forth between his palm and his thigh, pleasuring herself in spite of the wicked burn.
Her legs began to part in an attempt to get more pressure on the rebellious bud that would not allow her to submit. It worked, but there was a price to pay. Kade found the sensitive skin of her inner thighs and began landing his slaps there, his fingers landing dangerously close to her heated pussy, which had become the focus of all her attentions. Demanding and greedy, she ground against him, not caring what he thought, hungry for the orgasm that was building under his palm.
“Eeee!” She let out a squeal as his fingers unexpectedly caught her between her legs, the sting of the tips landing across the entrance of her pussy cupped tight by the silk of her now quite rumpled garment.
“There’s not a place I won’t punish if you deserve it,” Kade purred down at her. “Especially if you present it to me.”
His hand left her bottom for a moment and she thought maybe the spanking was over, but instead he used the hand to grasp the fabric at the back of her shorts and pull up hard enough to let the silk strain taut over her pussy as her hips rose off his laps for a moment and she was more or less suspended by the fabric between her thighs.
Moaning, Sierra almost let go of her grip. She was no longer biting properly, she was almost suckling with need as Master Kade let her squirm and grind against her own gusset.
“You really are quite a prize,” he said. “Are you sure you don’t want to let go?”
With the spanking at a pause, Sierra could feel the aftereffects of Kade’s discipline. It was like a hot aura around her behind, coupled with a burn that had sunk deep into her flesh and was not going to go away any time soon.
Sierra shook her head a little and he lowered her back down to resume the spanking.
“You’re stubborn. I’ll give you that,” he said as he palmed her bottom once more. “But I promise you I’m more stubborn, and I’ve been bitten by sharper fanged creatures than you before.”
His palm landed hard across her cheeks again and Sierra let out a squeal through her teeth. He was spanking her harder than before. She had not known that he could spank her harder, and she began to wonder just how hard he could actually hit. She suddenly had the impression that he had been gentle with her up to that point, and given the way her bottom felt she was deeply concerned for it if he were to stop being gentle.
If she’d had common sense she would have simply let go, but arousal was running thick in her veins, clouding her better judgment. She withstood the harder slaps, clenching her lower muscles as she ground herself shamelessly against his thigh, urging herself toward the climax that had been coming ever since he laid her over his lap.
Kade’s slaps seemed to be aimed low, against the very bottom and center of her cheeks. She would almost have thought he was spanking her there on purpose, firm swats landing one after the other in a rhythm that matched her wanton grind.
The climax came upon her in a rushing swell like no other, flooding her body from the center of her being all the way to every extremity. She trembled in Kade’s grasp, a loud and unmistakable moan escaping her as she convulsed against his body.
“Good girl.” His voice soothed her as did his palm, rubbing her bottom.
Sierra was so fuzzy from her climax that she did not know what he was praising her for at first, then she realized that the pleasure had distracted her from the bite. She had been so busy coming that her jaws had lost their grip and he had regained the unfettered use of his hand.
“If I’d known all I had to do to make you let go was make you spend yourself against me, I would have tried that first,” Kade chuckled. “A pet as responsive as you is a rare find.”
Embarrassed by her response to him and his discipline, Sierra took refuge in aggression.
“I am not a good girl!”
She tried to bite him again, but he would not allow it. Instead he took a very firm hold of the back of her neck and she felt cool steel run along her skin. A second later there was a release of pressure and the dirty old collar fell to the ground. He sheathed the knife before she could wrest it from him, but he need not have worried so much about that. Sierra jumped up from his lap, clutching at her throat as she felt the bare skin of her neck. It was tender and even the lightest brush of her own fingers made her wince.
“Don’t touch,” he said. “You have a small skin infection there by the look of things. You’ll need some medicine to clear that up.”
“I don’t want your medicine.”
“It’s not a choice.” He looked at her steadily, his gaze alert and searching. “You’re in my home now, Sierra. In my home, there is no biting,” he informed her. “In my home, pets know their place…”
He rose to his feet, towering above her by a matter of feet. He truly did seem to be impossibly tall and broad. He could have taken a bear down with his bare hands if he wanted to, or at least that’s how it seemed to Sierra. She shrank away, afraid of his imposing bearing and what threat it might hold.
“…and in my home, pets are well fed. Now come. You must be hungry.”
Sierra did not know what to do. She had never been allowed inside her previous owner’s house. She always stayed in her yard. The interior of a home was both interesting and frightening to her.
“Come,” he said, pointing to his heel. “Follow me.”
Crouching down, Sierra backed away. He turned and came back toward her, extending his hand to take hold of hers and pull her up to her feet. “Pets walk here, too. No need to shuffle around on hands and knees. You’re not an animal.”
Sierra stood on legs that trembled not from disuse but from concern. She was unaccustomed to being able to use her feet in the presence of another. Her owner’s wife had taken special exception to it. Sierra suspected it was a result of jealousy, but she did not understand why a citizen would be jealous of a wild one who barely wore any clothing at all and lived in a tiny exposed prison.
“Can you walk?”
She nodded. She had spent most of the past year pacing her yard whenever the citizens were not watching, which was almost always. As time had gone on she’d become a forgotten fixture, rarely fed and almost never bathed. She was aware of how filthy she was, but Master Kade did not seem concerned about that as he invited her into his home.
“Come inside,” he said. “Do you like steak?”
“Steak?” Sierra did not know what the word meant.
“Meat,” he said. “From a wild cow.”
“Meat?” She perked up at that. It had been a long time since she’d eaten meat. Her owner had insisted on a cheap vegetable-based diet. She had tried to catch small animals on the rare occasions one of the anemic city mice scuttled through her enclosure, but the act always scandalized her owner, who seemed shocked whenever she showed any hunting instinct whatsoever.
“Come and sit up here,” he said, leading her through a bewildering array of furniture. Sierra knew it was called furniture because her old owner’s wife had spent an excessive amount of time shrieking about all things furniture related, especially the putting of feet thereon. Civilian houses were full of things that one was not meant to touch, or sit on, or go anywhere near. Sierra did not understand the point of it, but the wife had been very insistent on the matter.
“Here,” he said, patting a three-legged piece of furniture with a soft thick padding atop it.
Sierra sat down, finding it much more comfortable than she could have imagined. Furniture was good. She liked furniture.
Master Kade went to his food stores and took out a large slab of meat. Sierra could smell it instantly, her stomach growling as her mouth began to water. Instinct kicked in. She slid down from the stool and began slowly stalking toward the meat.
“Sit back down,” Master Kade said. “I’m going to cook this first. It will taste better and be better for you.”
A little growl rose in Sierra’s throat. It had been so long since she scented fresh meat that she really didn’t know how to contain herself. The meat had become the sole focus of her intentions. It called to her, a rich source of everything her body needed.
Master Kade set a fire in the middle of his home. The sudden spark of heat made her withdraw, confused at the flames emitting from the metal ring.
“You’ve not been house-trained very well, have you?” he observed. “Let me run you through this. You’re standing in my kitchen. This is a cooker. It’s hot and it will burn you if you touch it when it’s on. If you wait a few minutes, you’ll have a steak that tastes better than anything you ever ate in your life.”
No citizen had ever taken the time to speak to her the way Master Kade did, explaining his reasoning for things instead of just yelling orders at her. Sierra’s experience of citizens was that they always spoke at high volume and with a particular note of frustration. Of course, Master Kade was not a proper citizen, but he was civilized enough that she thought of him as one nonetheless.
“This is a pan,” he said, picking up a large metal object. “This separates the food from the flame so it cooks, but doesn’t burn.”
She knew what a pan was, but it was quite endearing the way he took the time to explain, and she liked the sound of his voice. It was deep, calm, and soothing. Retreating to her seat, Sierra leaned against the wood surface and watched as he began to cook the steak. The moment the meat hit the hot metal, it emitted a scent more heavenly than any other. She had smelled a faint version of it before, through a partly open window at her old owners’ home, but she had never been exposed to the full force of it. It curled around her like a physical thing, making every part of her body tingle with excitement. She could barely contain herself and a small whine of excitement began to escape her lips as she pressed against the counter.
“Easy, my girl,” Kade said. “It’s almost ready. Sit down.”
Sierra sat down, willing to do anything he said if it meant being able to taste flesh. A minute later, Kade served the meat on what he described very carefully as a plate, along with a knife and fork, metal tools that he insisted she wield.
“It is not that hard,” he said. “Push the fork into the meat and cut it with the knife. Cut away bite-sized pieces and eat it that way.”
He was giving her meat. She would have eaten it any way he asked as long as she was allowed to eat it. She jabbed the metal into the meat and shoved the resulting chunks into her mouth. Each piece tasted better than the last, rich flavor rushing over her tongue and flooding her body with primal pleasure.
“Good?” Kade stood watch as she devoured her meal. “I suppose I need not ask. You must have been famished. There will be much more of that in the coming days and weeks. You will not feel hunger again, my pet.”
There was a note of possession in his tone that did not precisely surprise her; citizens were inclined to be possessive. But his was deeper, more genuine. She could almost believe that he cared, though it was not possible that he did. They were strangers to one another, and more than that, he was civilized. Or was he? He certainly was part of the city, but his bearing and his breeding told her that he was just as wild as her.
“How old are you, girl?”
“I was twenty-one when I was captured. That’s when we’re considered old enough to leave the village and find a mate.”
“You speak well for a wild one.”
Sierra licked her plate before replying. “There is a teacher in my village. He taught us how to read books, how to speak like citizens do. He taught us about these cities, how there used to be just one kind of human a long time ago, but hundreds of years ago there was a very big war and they exploded a lot of radioactive bombs on one another. Most people died, but some of them managed to stay away from the radiation in shelters or wearing special suits and build cities that protected them from it. But there weren’t many of those people. Most people were left to die outside those special cities, and over time the wilds reclaimed all the old human cities and lands and things and the tree roots broke up the roads they used to have and all the buildings crumbled, and that’s why most of the world is wilderness today.” A look of sad pride came into Sierra’s eyes. “But not everybody left outside the special cities died. Some of them had a resistance to the radiation and they learned how to survive in forests and jungles and everywhere nature had taken over. Those people were the ancestors of us wild ones. That’s why we’re better than citizens, even though citizens think they should be able to own us like animals. We’re not animals.”
“No,” Kade agreed. “A wild one is just as much a person as a citizen. It’s a pity your teacher didn’t teach you to avoid citizens in the wilds.”
“I was trapped,” Sierra reminded him. “It wasn’t my choice. Will you let me go?”
“Will I let you back into the wilds?” Kade shook his head, dashing her hopes. “No. But I will take much better care of you than your previous owner did, and when you are ready, I will find you an owner worthy of you. I am a pet trainer. That is what I do.”
Sierra nodded and fell silent. If he would not let her free, then he was no different from the man who had kept her before. Her stomach was full and she was tired. Sliding off the stool, she curled up against the kitchen counter and closed her eyes. The floor was covered with a soft curling substance that felt as comfortable as a nest.
“If you’re tired, there’s somewhere more comfortable to sleep,” Master Kade said. “Come.”
She stayed where she was, comfortable enough and unwilling to move.
“Sierra,” he said, his tone deepening a little. “Come.”
She opened one eye, looked at him and shut it again.
He moved closer, standing over her so his tall frame rose high above her. “Sierra,” he said, purring her name. “I expect obedience.”
She did not much care what he expected. At the edge of total exhaustion and with her belly finally full, all Sierra cared about was sleep. She drifted off as he stood there, looking down at her with an expectation that was never going to be fulfilled.
Somewhere in the twilight state between wakefulness and dreaming, she heard him sigh. Then she felt his arms scooping under her slight frame as he picked her up and carried her off to another part of his domicile. Stretching out against his chest, Sierra looked up at him with no small measure of curiosity. Her previous owner had never carried her anywhere. If she hadn’t moved when he’d wanted her to, he’d jabbed her with the hard leather-encased point of his toe or zapped her with his electric stick.
“I get my way, pet,” Kade said, his voice rumbling through his chest. “You’ll learn that soon enough.”
She smiled and curled up against his chest, quite comfortable. “Are you going to put me outside?”
“Outside? No,” he said. “You’re part of my household. That means you live as I do, in a vaguely civilized manner.” He flashed a grin down at her.
Sierra could sense that the refined nature he projected was just a veneer. His touch belied the neat home he lived in and the neat clothing he wore. He might have looked and sounded like part of civilization, but when he laid his hands on her she felt as though she was back in the wilds. Back at home.
Strange that she should feel so comfortable so quickly with a man who was a stranger, but he had showed her more kindness in the past hour than anyone had shown her in a year. She did not trust him entirely and she was still quite determined that it would be better to escape back into the wilds than stay with him, but if she was to be captive, then being captive in the arms of a man like Master Kade was not so bad.
He carried her into a small room in which there was a bed and another door. “That door leads to a bathroom. You can reach my room on the other side of the bathroom. This room is yours; it will give you privacy when you need it, somewhere safe and secure to sleep.”
Sierra thought that she had already found somewhere safe and secure to sleep—his arms. She could not bring herself to say as much though.
“So I will live as a citizen?”
“Eat like one, sleep like one…”
“Leave the city and never return like one?” Sierra added hopefully.
“No,” Kade replied, his lips twisting. “Not leaving the city and never returning. You’re a person, my pet, and you will be treated as such, but you are the property of your owner.”
“I don’t think you can own anything with a mind of its own,” Sierra replied as he lowered her onto the softest surface she’d ever touched in all her life. She rolled about atop the softness, rubbing her face against the smooth cloth that covered the entire surface.
“This is where you sleep now,” Kade informed her. “Get some rest, pet.”
She was tired enough that she obeyed him almost instantly.



Chapter Two
 
 
Sierra woke in the middle of the night. It was quiet and still in a way the wilds never were. In the wilds there were always sounds. Birds, beasts, even the trees in the winds. There was no such sound in the city, save for the ever present hum of the energy source that powered the place. There were also no such sounds inside a citizen’s home, even one that was wilds-adjacent.
As she lay in bed, eyes wide, heart pounding, Sierra fought with a frightening sense of claustrophobia. In the city she had slept outdoors beneath the dome beneath the stars. Finding herself in a small dark box was too much to bear, so she got up and started to explore.
Padding out of the room she had gone to sleep in, Sierra wandered about Kade’s home. Much of his furniture was covered in tanned hides. She was certain that he had probably brought down the creatures himself. He was a hunter to the core. She had sensed that about him from the outset. He was dangerous and yet gentle, refined and wild at the same time. Sierra had never imagined that such a man could exist.
As she paced through the room, something moved. A woman. Staring at her with wide eyes. Sierra made a little shriek of surprise and jumped back, only to have the other woman jump back the same way. A second later she realized that she was looking into her reflection. Even though the room was only dimly lit, she had never seen herself so clearly before, only in streams and still pools and they did not provide nearly the clear image that the wall was giving her.
What she saw made her let out a little sob. Her hair was a mess, there were dark circles under her eyes, and her cheeks looked sunken, her skin sallow. She could hardly recognize herself. The last time she had seen herself in the waters of her village she had been clear-skinned and rosy-cheeked, with bright eyes and sleek locks. Now she looked broken and old beyond her years. She understood why Kade had recoiled from her. He was angry at having to look at something so ugly.
“You wake early,” Kade said, his deep baritone startling her again. She turned away from the mirror, tears in her eyes.
“And you wake upset,” he noted. “What’s wrong?”
“I’m hideous!”
He frowned slightly. “Hideous? You’re far from hideous, Sierra.”
“I saw myself in the wall,” she wept. “I am ugly.”
“You just need a bath and a haircut and a good diet and some real exercise. In a few weeks you’ll be more beautiful than ever.”
Sierra did not believe him. Tears ran down her face as she began to comprehend the toll that living with citizens had taken on her. It was not healthy in their compounds, away from the natural radiation that her mutation allowed her to not only withstand, but thrive upon.
“I’m ruined,” she sobbed. “He broke me.”
Kade’s arms encircled her and she was pulled into his lap as he sat with her on the floor. “He did not break you,” Kade murmured against her ear. “You’re beautiful and fierce even though you don’t see it right now. You’ve been through a very hard time, Sierra. You will have to give yourself time to heal.”
Sierra buried her head in his shoulder and sobbed without restraint. Some wall had broken in her, the defense she had erected against her life as a prisoner was crumbling, leaving her a sodden mass of tears and sorrow.
“I want to go home,” she sobbed. “I want to go back to the wilds. Let me go. Please. Let me go.”
“Even if I wanted to, you’re far too weak,” Kade told her. “You’ve spent a year without proper care. You’d be food for the first predator that came along.”
She didn’t want to hear his reasons. She just wanted to be back in the wilds where everything made sense and where she could run as far as she needed to until she felt safe. There was nowhere to run in his house; that left her with just his arms to hide in and his chest to press against. She did both, taking strange comfort in the man who was imprisoning her just as much as the citizen had.
It took a long while for her tears to abate, but Kade held her through them all. He did not try to stop her tears, nor did he offer hollow words of comfort. He sat with her on the floor of his home and stroked her hair as she wetted his neck and shirt.
The sun was coming up when she finally came to a realization that she was feeling better. She lifted her head from his shoulder and looked up into his face. They were no longer on the floor, but on the couch. She was still in his lap, but his head was propped up with a pillow. She did not remember being moved at all.
“You fell asleep,” he said, answering the question her confused expression posed. “I figured I’d let you. You’re cute when you’re asleep,” he added.
Sierra blushed. As much as she disliked her predicament as captive, she could not deny that Kade made it almost pleasant. He had quickly become a source of comfort and waking up in his arms made for the best morning in a very long time.
“Time to clean up and eat,” he said, patting her bottom. “I will show you how the bath works.”
He took her to the bathroom where the mirror on the wall quickly brought back all of Sierra’s woes. She could not forget her unfortunate appearance when it was reflected back to her perfectly. As Kade turned taps and made water flow into the bathtub, she began to cry again.
“Come,” Kade said. “There’s no need for tears. You’ll feel much better after your bath.”
“A bath isn’t going to help,” Sierra said. “The dirt is the only thing that makes me look human.”
“Now you’re being silly,” Kade said. “You will feel much better once you are clean. Grooming is important for a pet.”
Sierra drew in a deep tear-filled breath. “Leave me alone,” she said. “Let me go. I am ruined.”
“You’re not ruined,” he said. “Just a little smudged.” He took a step toward her and smiled down at her.
Sierra could not help but admire him and wonder why on earth he was being so kind to her. She was a pitiful wretch compared to him. He was handsome and vital, and when he looked at her he somehow managed to seem attracted to her in spite of her sorry state.
“I will leave you to bathe,” he said. “If the water gets too dirty, you can refill the bath.”
Sierra nodded and stepped into the bath. Kade was right. It was warm and nice. She sank into the water with a sigh of relief.
“It’s usually best to take your clothes off,” Kade said as her silky clothing floated about her in the water and clouds of darker dirt began to emanate from her skin. When Sierra gave him a blank look, he rolled his shirtsleeves up to his elbows and knelt down beside the bath. “I’ll help you,” he said with a wink. “First things first, let’s refill this tub.”
Sierra sat at the far end of the great ceramic bowl called a tub while Kade drained the water, then helped her take her now completely sodden clothing off. It clung to her, revealing every line and curve of her body. His strong fingers slid up under the hem and lifted the garment up and over her head, revealing small, neat breasts. He paused for a moment, apparently affected by the sight. Sierra looked down at herself, wondering what had gone wrong beneath her clothing. She could not see any sign of anything wrong.
“Am I hideous to you?”
“No,” Kade said, his voice catching in his throat. “Anything but, my pet.”
He lowered her shorts a moment later. Sierra lifted her hips to help him as he drew the final covering down her body, leaving her completely naked. Sierra found her natural state quite liberating. In the wilds she had rarely bothered to wear clothing. Some of the villagers did, but she was fond of nudity. Every part of her skin was capable of sensing the world. Covering it up with cloth dulled a significant portion of her ability to feel.
“I think we will use the showerhead,” he said, removing a small saucer-like wand from the wall. “It’s like a little waterfall, see?”
When he twisted levers, warm water began to fall from the showerhead like rain. Kade moved it over Sierra’s body, sending rivulets of water coursing over her shoulders and bare breasts and down between her thighs.
“Soap,” he said, handing her a bar of material that foamed the moment it was wet. “Rub it over your body and the dirt will wash away,” he explained.
Sierra was familiar with soap, but once again she let him explain, for the soothing water and his deep tones were combining to make her forget about her sorry state and instead provoked a response of pure pleasure. She laid back in the tub, running the soap over her body as Kade kept the water coursing up and down the length of her naked frame. He seemed quite fascinated by her, so much so she wondered if there was something terribly odd about her body.
“Is something wrong?”
“No,” Kade said, his voice thick with a need she did not entirely understand. “Nothing is wrong.” He let the showerhead drift lower to the place where her thighs met and the water drummed over the sleek violet down clinging to Sierra’s womanhood. The sensation started a swirling of excitement and prompted her to part her thighs.
“Here,” Kade said. “Let me clean you.”
She handed him the soap, but he did not use it. He handed her the showerhead to use as she pleased and took hold of a lotion at the side of the bath and applied it to his fingers. Sierra watched as he lowered his fingers to her pussy and began applying the lotion gently.
Sierra had never been so intimately handled before, but she surrendered to the experience as Kade’s fingers began to smooth between her thighs, gently rubbing lotion into the lips of her pussy. Sierra drew in a deep breath as his fingers drifted lower still, swirling around the entrance of her body where she was wet without any kind of water at all. A moment later his hand rose over the mound of her pussy and slid all the way up between her breasts, massaging one and then the other with lubricated strokes of his palm.
The massage made Sierra fall into a deep state of relaxation, her thighs parted wide, her body open to him as he gently and tenderly stimulated every part of her, his hand sweeping over her with a possessive touch that she allowed because it made her feel so very good.
When his wandering palm returned between her legs, he began to tease her pussy with very light touches, using the lotion and her own wetness to delicately trace the lines of her lips and swirl around the hard bud of her clit until she let out a series of whimpering moans begging for more.
“Patience, pet,” Kade chuckled.
The straining need between her thighs would not allow her to be patient easily. She lifted her hips, sliding around in the bath as she writhed beneath his fingers, water coursing over her breasts and thighs and yes, her pussy too as Kade reclaimed the showerhead and directed it just above her clit whilst his fingers went back to swirl at the opening of her body, occasionally pressing the tip of his middle finger inside her the littlest bit, promising her more than he seemed inclined to deliver.
“More,” she moaned, spreading her thighs as far as they would go. “Please…”
“Sierra,” Kade purred, looking down at her with his masterful aquamarine gaze. “You are just perfect,” he said as he let his finger finally penetrate her all the way to the base of his middle digit. Her cunt clenched hard around him, bearing down against his finger with inexorable need as he curled his palm around to press against her pubic bone.
A second finger soon joined the first and then she was grinding her hips against his hand as he slowly let those two hard intrusions drift in and out of her pussy. He seemed to be enjoying her need, keeping her perpetually on the edge of a more satisfying touch.
“Have you been mated before, Sierra?”
She moaned as she nodded. “I went through the ritual of womanhood when I was eighteen,” she said, as he buried his fingers deep inside and held her in place by pressing his hand down against her pubic bone in a way that stimulated as it stilled.
“And what did that involve?”
“I chose three men from the village and they pleasured me,” Sierra said. “I took each of them several times over until I was sated.”
“Three men,” Kade smiled. “So you enjoy being shared, Sierra?”
“Shared? If I eat two pieces of meat, am I being shared by that meat?”
Kade looked at her askance for a second, then chuckled loudly as his hand began to once more thrust against her pussy, his fingers curling up against the upper wall of her pussy as his palm slapped against her outer lips, spanking her as she was fucked.
It was what Sierra had been waiting for since he had first laid fingers upon her. Her climax burst upon her like a supernova, hurtling sensation to every part of her body as her limbs convulsed and her mouth opened in a cry of pleasure unrestrained by any notion of propriety. She claimed every bit of pleasure greedily, her lower muscles locking tight as the last vestiges of the orgasm faded, leaving her sated and warm under the shower’s flow.



Chapter Three
 
 
“Why are you not a pet?”
Sierra nailed Kade with the question during breakfast. Three days had passed since her arrival and she was beginning to feel settled very quickly. Her intimate interludes with Kade had accelerated that process. She fancied that perhaps soon they might mate as man and woman and then she would fulfill the reason she left her village in the first place. He had certainly shown no reluctance to be sexual with her, though she was yet to see him naked—and yet to claim his flesh inside her.
“Why am I not a pet?” Kade repeated the question.
“You are wild, like me, aren’t you?”
“My mother was wild,” Kade replied. “My father was a citizen. That makes me a citizen.”
“If you had been a girl? Would you have been a pet?”
“Only wild women are kept as pets,” he said, handing her a cooked sausage.
“Only wild women? Not citizen women? Have citizen women ever been taken as pets?”
“A citizen woman becomes a wife and submits to her husband,” Kade informed her as she devoured her food.
“Not from what I have seen,” Sierra said. “The citizen’s wife was always telling him what to do, and he would do it. If he did not, she would shriek and throw things.”
“He spoiled his wife and neglected his pet,” Master Kade said. “He is not worthy of the title of man.”
Sierra grinned playfully. “Will you be taking his wife as well?”
“No,” Master Kade chuckled. “His wife is his concern. You are mine.”
The gravel in his tone and the look in his eye sent an excited shiver coursing through Sierra. Master Kade was the most exciting man she had ever met. Of course she had known others in the village, but those were the men she had always known and though they were suitable for recreational intimacy, none had been deserving of the title mate.
“I concern you?” She snatched a sausage from his plate, earning herself a warning look.
“No,” he smiled. “You please me.”
She still didn’t quite believe him. The mirror had revealed a slightly more palatable reflection, but her hair was still a mess and she couldn’t help but notice how gaunt she looked. She felt like a shadow of herself.
“I need to do something with my hair,” she announced, rubbing her ever greasy locks. No amount of washing seemed to clean it properly; it remained tangled and messy no matter what she did.
Once she had brushed it daily and braided it and fastened the braids with beads, one running down each side of her head just in front of her ears. Two thicker braids had run from just above her ears around the back of her head, falling softly onto her shoulders from behind. The style had kept most of her hair out of her eyes and made it less likely to tangle on bushes and brambles when she was hunting. Now it was an untamed mass of locks and matted tangles, devoid of any kind of shine.
“It probably needs cutting,” Kade said. “I have a pair of scissors in the bathroom.”
His suggestion ignited a protective impulse. Sierra lifted the corner of her lip in a snarl. “You will not cut my hair,” she said through a mouthful of sausage.
“I will get a woman,” Master Kade relented. “Will a woman do?”
“Will a woman do what?”
His lips curled in a patient smile. “Will you let a woman cut your hair? Someone who knows what she is doing?”
“What citizen would know what she is doing? Citizens are only good at putting too many clothes on and building ugly nests.”
“Ugly nests,” Master Kade chuckled again. “Is that what you think of the city?”
“It’s the ugliest thing I ever laid eyes on,” Sierra replied. “It supports only one kind of life. That’s unnatural.”
“Smart little thing, aren’t you,” he drawled. “I wish I could meet your teacher. He left you with quite a burden.”
“Burden?”
“You’re a thinker,” Master Kade said. “And thinkers never have it easy, my pet. Now, to my original question—will you allow your hair to be tended if I find a talented hairdresser?”
He was asking. Not ordering. That was interesting. “It’s my choice?”
“You may be a pet, but you are a woman first and I know well enough not to impose my will on a lady’s appearance.” He winked and his face turned friendly and handsome in an instant. Not that it hadn’t always been handsome, but it was a different kind of handsome, one that brought a smile to her face.
“I will allow it,” Sierra agreed.
 
* * *
 
A few hours later, Sierra was woken up from her morning nap by Master Kade and a citizen woman with the most extraordinary hair Sierra had ever laid eyes on. It had been twisted into a complex and elegant style atop her head, rife with near architectural curves. Each twist and turn was trammeled by a string of glittering beads. Sierra stared in wonder at the majesty of it all. The woman did not have hair. She had an event on her head.
“This is Melissa,” Master Kade said. “She does the hair of all the most important citizen ladies; her talents are beyond compare.”
“Oh, hush,” Melissa said, waving her hand. “You exaggerate.”
“I don’t want a house on my head,” Sierra said. “I don’t want to be all twisted up.”
“I am sure she is capable of simpler styles,” Master Kade replied. “You tell her what you want and she will do her best to do it for you.”
“I will do whatever you like,” Melissa agreed. “Come and sit in the bathroom and we will see what we can do.”
Sierra agreed to the plan. It seemed unlikely that her hair could get any worse, and Melissa seemed nice enough. She certainly knew how to handle hair; that was for sure. If Kade was a master of pets, then this woman was surely a mistress of hair.
Sitting on a stool in the bathroom, Sierra surrendered herself to Melissa’s attentions.
“It is in quite a state, isn’t it?” Melissa said, frowning. “You poor thing.” She took careful hold of Sierra’s hair close to her scalp and began brushing at the tangles. It was a long, slow process but she took her time and made sure not to pull Sierra’s hair too hard.
It had been a long time since Sierra experienced caring touch from any other person besides Kade. Melissa’s hands moved through Sierra’s tangled hair with the alacrity with which a monkey might throw itself through dense bush.
Sierra found her eyes closing as Melissa worked, lulled into a deep relaxation by the process. She had not thought citizens capable of providing comfort or care, but Kade and Melissa were so very different from her old owners. Sierra started to wonder if perhaps she had judged all citizens too harshly based on the limited interactions she’d had with her first owner. She cast her mind back further, to the ones who had trapped her and the ones who had bid upon her, and decided that she was not wrong. Most citizens were mercenary, cold, and cruel. Master Kade and his circle might be different, but they were the exception to the rule.
“You’re so easy to work with,” Melissa said. “I thought a pet would be much more active. The last time I tried to do a pet’s hair, she ate half my product and threw the rest out the window.”
“Sierra does not have all her energies at her disposal,” Master Kade said. Sierra opened her eyes to see that he had chanced by the bathroom door, no doubt keeping an eye on her lest she unleash her feral nature on the poor hairdresser. “But she is also a careful, thoughtful pet.”
“A change from your usual charges,” Melissa smiled.
“Yes,” he agreed. “Sierra is very unique.”
Sierra did not know precisely what he meant by that, but the warmth in his tone made her smile.
“Leave us be,” Melissa said. “You will see her when she is done.”
“Of course, m’lady.” Kade offered a little bow and did as he was asked, leaving Sierra giggling.
“You tell Kade what to do?”
“Kade is a pussycat,” Melissa said. “He keeps all his toughness on the outside, that one.”
Sierra smiled as Melissa talked. It was nice to hear about Kade from one of his friends, even nicer to see him relaxed. He truly did seem to be a very good person, which was more important than being handsome or masterful or anything else.
“I’m going to turn you away from the mirror,” Melissa said. “I want to surprise you with what I’m doing.”
Just as Kade had done, Sierra obeyed Melissa. She turned away from the mirror and let Melissa do her job, the soothing sound of scissors clipping and the light brush of the teeth of a comb sending little happy tingles coursing across her scalp.
An hour later, Melissa declared that she was done and turned Sierra back toward the mirror.
Sierra let out a little shriek of excitement upon seeing herself anew. Melissa had preserved most of her hair’s length; in fact it seemed even longer than it had before thanks to the fact it was nice and straight and gleaming with fresh shine. It fell to Sierra’s shoulders, framing her narrow face with long purple strands and bringing out the complementary violet of her eyes.
“Thank you,” she said, happy tears in her eyes. “I love it.”
“You have such beautiful hair,” Melissa replied, running her fingers through the sleek lengths. “It’s very thick and strong, and the color is just phenomenal. I know many ladies who would give anything to have such a unique shade.”
Sierra smiled, pleased because she knew she was beautiful. Melissa had taken the liberty of applying a little citizen cosmetic magic to her face, which smoothed out the tone and took away the dark circles. It was only a small amount, but it made Sierra feel much more like her old self.
“Time for the big reveal, I think,” Melissa said. “Go out and show Kade.”
Sierra all but skipped out of the bathroom. “Kade?”
“Here, my pet,” he rumbled from the living room. He stood up as she approached with an expression of wordless approval on his face. Sierra smiled shyly as he stared.
“You like it?”
Kade didn’t answer. He kept staring, so much so that Sierra wondered if perhaps she had done something wrong. Or perhaps, without all the tangles and hair in her face, he could see what she really looked like. Maybe her face displeased him.
“I… what… have I…” She lowered her head in confusion as she ran out of words to question what she needed to question.
“No,” he said, stopping her stammering. “I’m sorry. You look beautiful. I mean, you were beautiful before, but now I think you are seeing it too.”
Sierra beamed. She had thought she looked beautiful, Melissa had told her she looked beautiful, but it was nice to hear it from Kade too.
“Now it won’t be so unpleasant to look at me,” she said with self-deprecating humility.
He tipped her face up toward him and brushed his lips against hers. “You are exquisite, Sierra. Never think otherwise.”
Her lips parted at his touch, an organic response that was met in turn by Kade as he pulled her close and let his tongue dance slowly inside her mouth, making her dizzy with the kiss.
“Well,” Melissa laughed behind them. “I’ll count this as a success.”
“Thank you,” Kade said, looking over Sierra’s head. “Do you want a drink or anything?”
Sierra had almost forgotten that the woman was there. She was electrified by Kade’s touch, aroused beyond reason and thrilled with the power of her own sexuality.
“That’s quite alright, I’ll see myself out, unless you’re going to ask me to join what seems to be about to happen here,” Melissa winked.
“You’re a married woman, remember,” Kade chuckled.
“Oh, I remember,” she said, waving goodbye to the pair of them. “Call me in six weeks and I’ll give you a trim, Sierra.”
“Mm-hmm,” Sierra agreed, pressing close to Kade as Melissa left. He kept an arm wrapped around her waist as she ground herself against him, her pussy pressing against the thick muscle of his thigh.
“You really do like your new haircut, don’t you,” Kade murmured, patting her bottom.
“I like being me again,” Sierra said. “I saw myself again for the first time.”
He smiled down at her. “You saw what I’ve been seeing since you got here. You truly are a singular beauty, Sierra.”
Sierra knew that was not entirely true. There were all sorts of little things wrong with her, but Kade truly didn’t seem to notice any of them. She saw total approval in his eyes, a complete acceptance of everything she was.
“Now you’re the one staring,” he said, gently stroking her cheek. “What are you thinking, my pet?”
“I’m thinking…” Sierra did not want to give voice to what she was thinking, so she went with something lighter. “I’m thinking I really like my hair.”
“So do I,” he said. “And I like your smile,” he added, leaning down to kiss her again. “And I like your bottom,” he murmured against her lips, palming her cheeks as he spoke. “And I like your sweet little cunt,” he continued as his fingers slid down between her thighs. “I want you, Sierra.”
He spoke in a growl of animal need that evoked an instinctive response in Sierra. She wanted him too. From the moment she had first laid eyes on him, a part of her had known that one day she would give herself to him. She could sense that the moment might have arrived as his hands roamed her body and he laid kiss after kiss against her heated skin.
Sierra did not make any verbal response. Words were unnecessary when nudity would suffice. As Kade caressed her, she first removed her clothing, then began to work on his. She had not seen him without coverings before and as the cloth and leather gave way to flesh she began to get a deeper sense of the man. There was barely a part of Kade’s large muscular body untouched by scars. His chest, his back, his abdomen all bore the marks of wild beasts upon them. With a soft cooing sound and an even softer touch, Sierra ran her fingers across a thick band of scar tissue that traversed his abdominal plane.
“A boar,” Kade explained. He took hold of her hand and drew it up to his left shoulder where a deep white line ran down to his nipple. “A lion,” he said. “And many others.”
“You’re wearing a menagerie of scars,” Sierra said, pressing her cheek to his chest.
“I have long been a hunter,” Kade replied as he cupped her bottom. “I have only been a good one for some of that time.”
She smiled up at him with admiration. Not only was Kade strong and handsome, he had humility, and a very large, very thick cock, which was pressing against her abdomen with throbbing need. Sierra wrapped her hand around it, finding that she could fit both her hands one atop the other and still have his head be free of her grasp.
A shiver of pleasure ran through the great man as Sierra bent down and let her tongue run over the head of his cock. She had seen many men naked in the village, but none were so impressive as Kade. His manhood was a beast in its own right, a throbbing rod that wanted just one thing… to sink inside her.
Kade picked her up in his arms, kissing her deeply as she wrapped her legs around his waist. The position left her pussy brushing against the head of his cock, her wetness coating the thick mushroom head as they ground together. His strength was an aphrodisiac, but it was his tender care that truly made her womanhood flower for him.
Pressing against his body, Sierra let out little whimpering moans as slowly but surely, Kade lowered her onto his cock. She was not so much filled by him as they were fitted together, two parts of a whole joining as one. This was love as she had never known it before. This was no lust-filled animal rutting; this was a becoming of something new. Their eyes were locked together as Kade sank deep inside her, all the way to the very core of her being.
“Mine,” he murmured against her lips.
“Mine,” she replied as he carried her to some piece of furniture that had ceased to have any relevance or meaning in her mind and placed her back upon it, sliding himself with a tender slowness in and out of her pussy. Sierra arched her back as Kade lifted her legs over his shoulders and made free with her body, his hot cock taking her with languid enjoyment, which left her panting and whimpering for more. The tantalizing pleasure of the slow strokes was making her clit tingle and her pleasure build as she moaned her need.
“You’re perfect,” Kade purred down at her, running his hand along her body to cup her breasts. “And you’ll be perfect to me no matter what.”
She saw the truth of his words in his eyes and felt it in his touch. He was glorious, his powerful body rising above her, his muscles rippling as he thrust. Sierra could not tear her gaze away, drinking every part of him in. This was worth every bit of pain and sorrow she had known. Kade let her legs slide down around his waist and leaned down, kissing her deeply as he ground himself inside her, his cock stirring the juices of her desire.
She could feel an orgasm building deep inside her, urged forth by his tender touch. Kade was close too; she could tell by the way he was straining, his cock thrusting and pulsing at the same time as he held himself still inside her for a moment and pressed kisses over her face.
“Never forget that you’re mine,” he growled softly, his hips working anew in short thrusts that were like sparks to the tinder of her climax. Sierra clutched at his shoulders and threw her head back, her whole body convulsing as an orgasm ripped through her, causing her legs to lock around him and pull him close as her pussy enthusiastically milked him for everything he had. Kade’s rough cry blended with her own high-pitched wail of pleasure and together they completed their coupling, seed mixing with juices of need bathing every part of her pussy.
Afterward Kade looked down at her tenderly and pressed soft kisses to her lips. She remained on her back, her breath coming in light pants as she lay across what turned out to be a small table of some kind.
“Are you alright?”
“It’s never been like that before,” Sierra said, her body weak. “I’ve never…”
“That’s how it is when a wild one finds a mate worthy of her,” Kade said, running his fingers through her silken locks. “Your body has been calling to me from the beginning.”
Sierra was certain much more than her body had been calling to him. She felt as though she had been born anew, cleansed of the emotional debris of her imprisonment and given fresh eyes with which to see and a new heart that seemed to beat only for him.



Chapter Four
 
 
Over the following weeks, Sierra regained much of her strength. Frequent meals, plenty of rest, and an abundance of care transformed her completely. Just one month after her arrival she had put on weight, her skin was clearer, her eyes were brighter, and her hair was so shiny and healthy she couldn’t help but admire it at every opportunity.
Master Kade had kept her confined indoors, something she had not minded at first, for she had not had the energy to go running about anyway. But as her strength returned, so did her native curiosity and her desire to explore his compound.
“Before we go out,” he said after she begged for the umpteenth time, “you’re going to have to wear this.” He held out a thin strap of leather with a dark circle attached to the center and a fastener on one end. She knew instantly what it was, and she did not want anything to do with it.
“No more collars,” she said, shying away.
“I know you don’t want to wear one,” Kade said with some sympathy. “But I promise you will only wear it when you’re out. The moment you come home, the collar comes off.”
“No.” Sierra was not often defiant or stubborn, but she found both traits at her disposal when confronted with the thick black band he wanted to put around her neck. She put her hands to her neck and shook her head emphatically. “No collars.”
“Don’t be naughty, Sierra,” he said, his tone cajoling. “A collar is sometimes a necessity. If you’re wearing this and you get lost, I will be able to find you.”
“You mean if I run into the wilds you’ll be able to find me,” she said, screwing up her nose. “I don’t want to wear a collar.”
“This isn’t optional,” he informed her. “And this isn’t a collar like your old owner put on you. It’s much lighter and much more comfortable. You won’t notice it once it’s been on for a few minutes.”
“No!” Sierra took further refuge in refusal.
“Well, in that case,” Master Kade said, “you can go to your room and you can stay there. I wanted to take you out around the compound today, but if you’re going to be a brat, I won’t bother.”
Sierra bit her lower lip. “But I want to go out.”
“Then you have a choice. Wear the collar and go out. Or go to your room until it is time to eat.”
They had just eaten, so it was not going to be time to eat for another four hours. That meant four hours of daydreaming and napping instead of going out where the plants and the wild winds were. Or maybe… maybe she could go to her room and then go out anyway. The doors of Master Kade’s home were not locked, so far she had stayed indoors only because he told her to. She had been a good, obedient little pet, but that was going to change if he insisted on putting that collar on her.
“I can practically hear you thinking, Sierra,” he said. “Go to your room and scheme there. Perhaps this afternoon you will be in a better temper.”
Sierra went to her room as he had told her. There was little point in directly defying Kade, but indirect defiance was always an option. Once in her room she dressed in the best sneaking-around clothes she had. She had long ago discarded the silk clothes the citizen had provided her with and instead wore what Kade had on hand, of which there was rather a lot. She selected a green tunic and dark underwear, eschewing pants altogether. Then she opened her door, went to her belly and began crawling across the floor. In such a fashion she could move practically silently and she did so all the way down the hall and through the living room. She did not know where Kade was, but she kept an eye and an ear out for him as she went, face pressed flat to the carpet as she listened for his steps.
“Ow!” Sierra screeched as a hand came down across her bottom hard. She looked up and saw Kade towering over her. How he had moved so silently was a mystery to her, but was probably just one of his hunter tricks.
“This is not your room,” Master Kade said. “Naughty girl.”
There was warmth in his voice even as he chided her. He did not seem truly angry at her; he seemed amused.
Sierra rolled over onto her back and looked up at him. “I wanted to go out.”
“You knew what you needed to do if you wanted to go out,” he said. “But now you’re going back to your room for the rest of the day to think about what happens when you disobey me.”
A pout established itself on Sierra’s face. “The rest of the day? The whole day?”
“Yes,” he said. “The whole day. That’s what happens when you’re disobedient. There are consequences.”
“I don’t want to go to my room.” She looked up at him under lowered lashes. “Are there other consequences?”
“What do you mean, you little brat?”
Sierra sighed. “I mean is there something else aside from sitting all alone in my room all day long? Something that is less lonely?”
She had spent far too much time shut out in the cold and even though her room was no cold yard, being separated from Kade for long periods of time was unpleasant. Even going to bed at night alone was sometimes more than she liked, but she made sure to fall asleep quickly so it would not seem as long until she saw Kade again.
“Less lonely,” he said. “Yes, there are consequences that are far less lonely.” He sat on his favorite couch, the one that was long enough that he could stretch out on it comfortably, and patted his thigh. “Come up here and lay yourself over my lap.”
Sierra was up and in position before she thought about what the consequences might entail. To be close to Kade, to have his strong body pressed against hers was more reward than punishment. Even when he put his hand on her bottom and swatted her lightly, she still wasn’t concerned. She stretched out with a little sigh of contentment and closed her eyes as his other hand ran up and down the length of her back in a slow massage.
“You make punishing you a difficult proposition, you know that? You’re almost too sweet to be spanked.”
Sierra smiled and turned her eyes to him. “Then don’t spank me.”
“I said almost,” he reminded her, swatting her bottom. “Sometimes it’s the sweet ones you have to watch.”
With that, he whacked her bottom hard three times, catching the lower part of her cheeks with each stinging blow. Sierra gasped as she was jolted against his thigh, the little nub between her legs igniting with excitement.
She would never have told Kade as much, but she liked being spanked. She liked how it felt to be held over his lap. She liked how her pussy clenched and tingled whenever his hand landed. She even liked how his voice sounded as he growled gentle chastisement down at her. Master Kade was not rough or cruel; he was firm and some of the slaps landed with enough impact to leave her bottom tingling for several minutes but at that moment they only served to make Sierra’s hips squirm against his leg, arching her hips forward so her clit received the perfect amount of pressure needed to turn pain to pleasure.
“I’m not sure you’re learning all that much from this,” Kade drawled, palming her bottom for a moment. He rubbed gently, massaging some of the sting into her cheeks. “I think those panties need to come down.”
Sierra lifted her hips as he peeled the soft fabric from her bottom and settled it right beneath the rise of her cheeks. There was something exciting about the way he bared her and yet did not, keeping the pouch of her pussy covered as his hard hand returned to her now bare cheeks, spanking them over and over with firm swats that made her grasp at the arm of the couch.
It was just as well her pussy was covered, for if it had been bare he would certainly have seen moisture welling between her lips. The more intense the spanking, the more aroused she became, letting her legs part with each slap so she could grind herself harder and more shamelessly against his leg.
“Sierra,” he said, suddenly pushing her panties down to mid-thigh. “What is the meaning of this?”
She froze, hearing what sounded like censure in his tone.
“You’re soaked,” he said. A moment later, she felt his fingertips drifting over the seam of her pussy lips, coating themselves in wetness. Her wetness. “Do you think I spank you so you can gratify your naughty cunt?”
His words were hard and almost harsh, but the circling of his fingertips around the entrance of her body softened the message.
“I think you need to be mated,” he said. “Or at least tended to down here. I cannot have a horny pet distracting herself when she should be paying attention to her lessons. Stand up and bend over the back of this couch.”
Sierra did as she was told. Kade came around behind her, fastened one hand on the back of her neck and speared his bare cock inside her with a long thrust that made her squeak in surprise as he started fucking her with hard, rough thrusts. There was no foreplay as such, no tender kisses or romantic words. There was just his hard cock sliding deep inside her soaking wet cunt with enough force to make her rise up onto her toes.
“My naughty pet needs a different kind of punishment,” he growled, leaning down to bite the back of her neck, his arm snaking around her upper body as his hips pounded against her hot bottom. He pulled her up almost to a standing position and fucked her hard and fast, pounding her pussy. Grinding against the back of the couch, Sierra’s clit was also given the same treatment, her body disciplined and pleasured at the same time.
His large hand cupped and held her breasts, the other on her hip, pulling her back so she had the full benefit of each and every stroke. That meant she could no longer wriggle herself against the couch and her throbbing clit went unsatisfied as Kade pushed himself deep inside her until his cock pulsed against her cervix.
All of a sudden he pulled out, leaving her wet and needful. “Down,” he growled out, pointing to the floor.
Sierra sank to her knees as Kade stroked her hair, took hold of the back of her head, and aimed his cock toward her mouth. She was more than willing to part her lips, her fingers going between her thighs to rub herself to climax as Kade began to use her mouth as he had used her pussy. It was probably supposed to be a punishment of some kind, but Sierra loved how it felt to have his hot hard rod spiced with her own scent sliding in and out of her mouth.
While she was distracted, she didn’t take careful notice of what Kade was doing. One hand was in her hair, but it slid down and a second later she felt the collar latched about her neck. She tried to make a sound of complaint, but Kade shook his head, his aquamarine eyes flashing warning as he kept her speechless with the application of his cock over her tongue.
There was nothing Sierra could do. She had been fucked and collared and her fingers were rubbing desperately at the wet nub of her clit as she suckled on Kade’s pulsing cock. Her tongue lashed around the head of him, tasting the first droplets of his salty semen. A second later, Kade began to spend himself. The rush of his seed triggered her orgasm, her fingers working hard against the nub of her clit in desperate circles until she too felt a release, though it was not as powerful as it would have been if he had provided it.
“You weren’t meant to cum,” Kade said, taking her hand to draw her up to her feet.
“You didn’t say that,” Sierra shrugged with a little smile as he slapped her bottom lightly.
“I suppose I didn’t,” Kade admitted. “Put your clothes on. We’re going out.”
 
* * *
 
Though collared, Sierra could not keep the smile off her face. She was immensely satisfied with being outside as the cool air wrapped itself around her, lifting her spirits immediately.
“This compound covers several acres,” Kade informed her. “It’s surrounded by thick walls, so there’s no opportunity to get into the wilds proper, but, and this is a big but, once you pass that fence,” he pointed to the crisscrossing wires just barely visible a few hundred feet off, “there will be both predators and prey. I keep this place as close to the wilds as possible. There are real dangers here.”
Real dangers. Oh, how she had yearned for real dangers every day she was locked in that little yard. Citizens did not like danger. They insulated themselves from it at every turn and instead amused themselves with noisemakers and brightly colored visual machines. Every night, Sierra had watched as her citizen owner and his wife sat before a rectangle of material about three feet wide and two feet high and just stared at the flashing images until they fell asleep.
Kade’s compound was not truly wild, but she could scent that what he was saying was true. Being a wild one, her senses were more keenly attuned to nature than citizens’ senses. They may as well have been blind, deaf, and dumb compared to a wild one. To a citizen the shimmering fence was probably hidden in the greenery, but to her it stood out like a sore thumb.
Sierra stood very still, drinking in the wonders of that outdoor space. She thought she could smell rabbits, foxes… and something else… something she couldn’t quite place. The smile faded as she realized she didn’t know.
“I can’t… why… I can’t scent the…”
“It’s alright,” Kade said, putting his hand on her shoulders. “You were incarcerated for a year. Your wild senses have diminished. They will return in time and with practice. Don’t worry.”
“Don’t worry?” Sierra’s voice rose to a panicked pitch. “I might as well be blind! I can’t scent anything. Some rabbits, that’s it!”
“The enclosure contains a lot of animals,” Kade said. “No large predators, but there are plenty of medium-sized equally dangerous ones, and serpents too. For the moment, I want you to stay in this garden, away from the animals. It has been a long time since you were allowed into the wilds and it’s likely that your body isn’t as strong as your mind anymore.”
“I am strong!”
“I’m not saying you aren’t,” he explained patiently. “I’m saying you’re used to being able to run almost as fast as a gazelle, climb as adeptly as a monkey, and fight with all the fierceness of a tiger. But you just spent a year in confinement without proper nourishment. Your muscles will not be what they once were. It will take months to restore their old strength.”
Sierra looked at him doubtfully. She felt strong. Weeks of good food and relaxation had left her feeling very well. How dare he say that she was no longer fast or agile or able to take down prey? She would show him.
There was a large tree next to the house. It stood twenty times taller than Sierra at least and was clothed in thick branches covered in smooth bark. To a citizen it was just a leaf-dropping inconvenience; to Sierra it was a stairway to the stars.
She ran to it, planning to scoot the ten or so feet to the first branch, take hold of it and propel herself up from there onto the roof of Master Kade’s house. That would show him. She grabbed hold of the trunk, wrapped her arms about a third of the way around it, and put her feet to the bark. In the past she would have been able to haul herself up it easily with a run-up, but she found her hands slipping and her feet scrabbling and instead of a grand ascent she slid unceremoniously down onto her sore bottom, landing with a yelp at Kade’s feet.
“You might try listening to me and believing what I say,” he said mildly. “You will need training to get back to your old strength.”
Sierra’s eyes filled with tears, not because the landing had hurt, but because she had lost so much more than she realized. Her health, her looks, and even her strength.
“Don’t worry,” he said, reaching down to run his fingers through her hair in a way that soothed her. “You will be back to your old self before you know it. Your mind remembers how to do these things and your muscles do too, they just need a little more care.”
She nodded and blinked back the tears. She was tired of crying and feeling sorry for herself. It was time to work, not whine.
“There is more to be done,” Kade said. “I’m going to train you as a house pet, so you will be able to have the run of the house and have as much freedom as possible as well as being able to perform basic chores.”
Sierra snorted. “I have long dreamed of performing basic chores,” she said, her voice dripping with heavy sarcasm. “Do you think, if I work very hard, I might one day be able to make beds and clean floors?”
Kade lifted a brow at her, suddenly looking quite stern. Sometimes she forgot the real nature of their relationship—him as master, her as pet—because he was friendly and gentle most of the time. But he could remind her without a word. All it took was body language and energy to let her know that she was getting ahead of herself.
She looked up at him, then down at the ground. Annoyance began to set in. She did not want to be a house pet. She had no interest in chores, or anything to do with the way citizens lived.
“Sierra, I can feel your defiance from here,” Kade drawled. “I think you might need a nap. There has been a lot of excitement today.”
“I am not sleepy and I am not tired,” Sierra refused. “I am unhappy, and I don’t think sleep will fix that.”
“It may not, but going to your room will prevent you from getting into trouble,” he said. “You’re heading for it, Sierra, and I don’t want to have to smack that bottom of yours right now. I don’t think you’d like that very much.”
“I don’t think I like anything very much,” Sierra replied. “I haven’t liked anything in a long time and I am tired of not liking things. I am not going to be a pet anymore. I am my own person and I don’t have to do anything I don’t want to.”
“Sierra,” Master Kade said. “Everyone has to do things they don’t want to do. Life is made up in large part of doing things we don’t want to do. For instance, I don’t want to have to take my best leather to your behind, but if you don’t check your attitude I will do it anyway.”
Sierra set her features in a scowl and stayed where she was, her buttocks safely pressed against the ground.
“I’ll leave you out here for a little bit,” Master Kade said. “Maybe the outdoors will calm you down. Remember, stay away from the fences.”
He went inside and almost instantly Sierra crept to the fence line, looking over her shoulder to make sure Master Kade was not watching. He would almost certainly punish her for disobedience. When she was certain that he was not watching, she touched the fence and was promptly kicked by an unseen horse. Swearing, she retreated from the wire, clutching at her hand. There was definitely no horse in sight, but something had dealt her a serious whack.
Sierra tried the fence again with much the same result. It was more painful the second time around. She pressed one hand to the other and swore vengeance against the invisible beast beating her. She knew somehow this had to be connected to Kade, so she sought him out to tell him precisely what she thought of his aggressive fences. She found him inside the house, watching one of the moving pictures citizens enjoyed so very much.
“That was mean!”
“Hmm?” He raised a brow at her.
“Your compound is attacking me,” she frowned, rubbing her hand against her thigh.
“You’ll have to be a little more precise, Sierra.”
“The fence kicked me. You made it kick me.”
“The fence is electrified, Sierra, that’s why I told you to stay away from it. Which you clearly didn’t. You must be getting your strength back; you’re becoming extremely defiant.” He patted his lap. “Come here,” he said. “It’s time for you to go over my lap, my girl.”
Sierra did not agree that it was time to go over his lap. She thought it was time to go back outside and make another attempt at climbing the tree. Propelled by the desire to avoid a spanking, she managed to actually make it up into the lower branches, an achievement she followed with a loud shout of triumph.
Master Kade came out and stood below, his arms folded over his chest as he looked up at her. “Well,” he said. “Looks like you just needed the right motivation. Don’t think this means you’re out of trouble.”
“I’m not in trouble,” Sierra said. “Because I’m not going to come down. I’m going to live up here.”
“Sierra, don’t be ridiculous,” he said, his tone lowering as he became serious. She was learning something about him. He truly did not like to be disobeyed. “If I have to get you down from there, you’re not going to be a happy pet.”
“I’m not a happy pet now!”
It wasn’t entirely true. Sierra was experiencing her first rush of physical prowess in a long time. She had almost forgotten how good it felt to be able to move throughout the world with grace and speed, and to look down on those who weren’t as gifted.
“Sierra. Down. Now.”
She might have obeyed the order if she thought there was any way he could enforce his will, but she was well out of his reach. Walking along the edge of the roof, she let her foot dangle over the side with each alternate step.
Master Kade did not say anything more. He went back inside the house and Sierra clapped her hands, thinking she had won. Oh, how wonderful it was to be a little more powerful than the man who was master.
She was mid-step in a little victory dance when hard hands clamped onto her from behind, one on the back of her neck and the other on her hip.
“Next time I tell you to come down, you come down,” he said, slapping her bottom hard. His palm cracked across her cheeks several more times, making her feet dance against the rooftop as she emitted a squealing sound.
“Do you understand me?” He gave her a little shake, turning her to face him. “I will not tolerate disobedience,” he informed her. “I especially will not tolerate defiance.”
Butt stinging, pride wounded, Sierra was not in the mood to meekly agree with the man holding her. She didn’t know how he’d managed to get up on the roof, but getting up on the roof was not the only feat she was capable of. With a swift bite to his wrist, Sierra managed to get Kade to loosen his grip long enough for her to make an escape back down the tree. Now he was on the roof with an angry red mark on his wrist and she was on the ground, rubbing her bottom.
“How long do you want to play this game, Sierra?” Kade growled the question down at her, his looming presence more intimidating than a crouching mountain lion. “You’re in very, very big trouble, my pet. I would not suggest making it any worse.”
“I don’t want to be in trouble,” Sierra said. “So I will not be.”
“That’s not how it works.”
“Yes, it is. If you can decide that I’m in trouble, I can decide that I’m not.”
Master Kade’s expression performed antics of confusion alternating with annoyance and eventually settled on stern. He turned and walked back out of her sight. Sierra backed away from the house and tree, not sure where Master Kade was likely to reappear. He seemed to have all sorts of secret ways of getting about the place; he had certainly materialized on the roof almost silently.
When he didn’t appear immediately, Sierra crouched and waited. He was coming. He had to be coming.
Almost fifteen minutes later she realized that he was not coming. She looked in through the house windows and saw him sitting on the couch. He was working with something in his hands, but other than that he was not so much as looking at her.
Another fifteen minutes later Sierra pushed through the door and looked at him, maintaining a careful distance. “What are you doing?”
“Waiting for you to come receive your punishment.”
“Why would I do that?”
“Because you know you deserve it,” he said. “Because you know you’ve been a bad girl and you know you’re due a spanking. When you’re ready, come tell me.”
Sierra squirmed in the doorway. It was somehow more difficult when he wasn’t chasing her down. She didn’t know what to do with herself; she certainly wasn’t going to take herself over to him and let him punish her.
Kade did not pay any further attention to her. He went about his business as usual, made a meal as always, and even served a portion for her. She was a little reluctant to come eat it lest he grabbed her and started spanking her, but he showed no sign of doing that.
They ate together in silence. Sierra had never noticed how much they chatted in their everyday life. Each meal was accompanied by a conversation on some matter or another, usually a debate on the life of a citizen vs the life of a wild one. But Kade did not say so much as a word to her and she was not inclined to try to start a conversation that he would not entertain.
“When you’re finished, you can go to your room,” he said, breaking the silence. “Unless you’re ready to face your punishment.”
“What if I said I was sorry?” She looked at him under her lashes, hoping he might relent.
“You’d be lying,” he replied. “You’re not going to be sorry until we’re done, and you’re not going to be properly forgiven until I’ve dealt with this matter. You bit me, Sierra. You put your teeth on me. You don’t ever do that.”
There was something in his voice she didn’t like. It wasn’t anger, and it wasn’t frustration. It was something else, something almost sad but not quite. Disappointment. He was disappointed with her. The realization hit Sierra like a rock. From the moment she’d arrived he had cared for her and implicit in that care was a kind of approval. He exuded warmth that she didn’t even notice until the very moment it went missing.
A little whimper rose to her lips as she finished the last bite of her meal. He ignored it, choosing to clean up the plates as Sierra sat on her stool and wished she’d never misbehaved in the first place. She especially regretted biting him, as he seemed to be most upset by that.
“What will you do?”
“Give you exactly what you deserve,” he said, washing the remnants of food from the plates. “I’m going to give you a taste of leather.”
“You’re going to make me eat leather?”
The dimple in his cheek made a brief appearance. “No, I’ll strap your disobedient backside with a leather strop until I’m satisfied you’ve learned your lesson.”
“You would do that to me?”
“I won’t enjoy it, Sierra, but I will do it. What you did today wasn’t acceptable. I need to know that you’ll obey me when you’re not under my direct control. I need to know I can keep you safe, and I can’t do that if you think it’s funny to disobey me.”
“But I climbed the tree,” she pouted. “Isn’t that good?”
“It’s good for your muscles,” he replied. “It’s not going to be good for your hide. Go bend over the back of the couch. I will tend to you when I have tended to these dishes.”
Sensing that this was an opportunity to get back on his good side, Sierra got up from her seat and walked obediently over to the back of the couch. She sat on the back rather than bending over it, but that was better than not going there at all and she figured he might be happy about that.
He looked over his shoulder and made a swirling motion with his finger. Clearly sitting on the back of the couch was not in fact the same as bending over it. She reluctantly let her feet down until they touched the floor, then turned around and bent over the back of the couch, her hands on the soft cushion. The position was more comfortable than she’d thought it was going to be. The back of the couch was well padded and she could swing her legs back and forth in a way that was somewhat amusing.
“Stay still,” Kade said, a growl in his voice, but the glimmer of a smile on his face. He was having a hard time staying angry at her. Sierra hoped that would translate into clemency later on.
She stilled her legs and held position, waiting for the clinking of dishes to stop and the smacking to start. It was not a pleasant wait. She did not like the idea of tasting leather, even if she was going to be tasting it with her butt.
“Good girl,” he said, some of the warmth returning to his voice. He seemed to genuinely appreciate her submission. Finishing the dishes, he crossed over to her and patted her bottom with affection. “When this is over, we will start over again,” he said. “And you will have learned something important.”
“I will have learned that annoying you is a bad idea. I already knew that.”
“You will have learned how very important it is to obey me,” he said, peeling her panties down over her hips to bare her bottom. His hand landed shortly thereafter in a harsh slap, which was followed by many, many more. Kade wasted no more time in conversation; the spanking had begun in earnest and his hand was moving in a blur, whacking her cheeks so hard and so fast Sierra didn’t feel the swats as separate slaps but as one continuous burning heat.
She let out a yowl, but that did not stop the punishment. It went on and on until her bottom felt as though it burned as hot as the sun. She kicked and wriggled and squirmed, but Kade showed her no leniency at all as he spanked her to a crescendo of whimpering and sniffling.
“I’m going to forgo the leather this time because you’ve already been spanked today, but you will obey me,” Kade growled down at her. “Especially when it comes to matters of the wilds. Your senses are still quite dulled. You will be in danger if you do not listen, understand me?”
“Yes,” Sierra sniffed sadly.
“I know you’re feeling strong,” he added, “but you are nowhere near full strength, Sierra. Even when you are, I need to know you will obey me.” He rubbed her bottom, soothing some of the sting away. “And every time you disobey me, you can expect to be punished even more thoroughly. This was just a warning, Sierra. It can and it will be worse if you do not learn your lesson.”
As tears fell, Sierra promised that she had learned her lesson and was finally rewarded when Kade picked her up in his arms and held her close, kissing her cheeks and cuddling her close. “You can be a good girl, I know you can,” he murmured.
Sierra wasn’t so sure.



Chapter Five
 
 
Discipline was not the only thing on Kade’s agenda. Sierra was quickly gaining weight and she felt some of her wild senses returning, but Kade was not satisfied with that alone. He told her as much one morning after breakfast. “I think it’s time you got out of the house,” he said. “You need a little socializing.”
Socializing didn’t really sound like fun to Sierra. Kade was all she needed in terms of company. “With who? Your citizen friends?”
“I don’t just train pets,” Kade said. “I also advise hunters. Some of them are meeting in the wilds today.”
Sierra perked up at that, a smile crossing her face. “We’re going into the wilds?”
“We are,” he said. “And I’m taking a risk on you, Sierra. If you go running off, I will not be happy. If you misbehave, I will not be happy. If you…”
Sierra grazed her teeth lightly over his arm. She knew that would not make him happy either, but it might stop the lecturing for a moment.
“Sierra…” His tone dipped warningly. “You know better than to put your teeth on me, don’t you?”
“Not hard,” Sierra said, offering a little lick.
“Mm-hmm. Are you going to be able to behave yourself today? Or do you need a tune-up before we leave?”
“That is not a question I can answer,” Sierra said truthfully. “I do not have the power of future sight. Is that something citizens have?”
“You know very well what I mean,” Kade said, running his fingers through her hair. “These men look to me as their mentor.”
“Oh, so you don’t want me to embarrass you?”
“You won’t embarrass me,” he replied. “But if you get out of hand, I will not hesitate to correct you. You might find that even more unpleasant in front of others. Now promise you’ll be good.”
“I’ll be good.”
“If you’re not, you’ll find out what it feels like to be caned. That collar of yours is capable of disciplining you at a distance, so mind yourself.”
“I will,” Sierra promised.
 
* * *
 
Sierra forgot all about the warnings and her promises once they entered the wilds. Kade kept her on a short leash, allowing her no more than five feet from him at any time, but the sights and the scents rushing her senses more than made up for that. This was the world as it truly was, soft earth beneath her feet, creeping between her toes with every step, the radiation-tinged breeze making her skin tingle ever so slightly. The air in the city was sterile and still, scented with nothing but the perfumes and flatus from the citizenry.
She had never been in that particular part of the wilds before; her homelands were many miles off. The area she found herself in was more verdant and flower-filled than the wilds surrounding her village, which were mountainous, rocky, and often cold.
She saw a movement out of the corner of her eye and froze.
“What is it?” Kade asked.
“Rabbit.”
“We’re not hunting yet,” Kade said. “Leave it be.”
Sierra ignored him. A rabbit, plump and juicy and fresh for the cooking made her mouth water and completely overrode any obedient impulse. She dived into the bushes, missed the rabbit completely and screamed as the collar sent a shock arcing through her rear cheeks. She did not know how the damn thing worked, but it was very effective. She felt as though a cane had just been laid hard across her bare behind.
“Let that be a lesson to you,” Kade said. “You do not hunt unless I give the order.”
Gritting her teeth, Sierra clutched at her bottom. It did little good, because there hadn’t really been any cane and there wasn’t actually any sensation to abate, just the message of it still lingering in her mind.
“That wasn’t fair.”
“That was perfectly fair. Stay with me and do as you’re told. That’s not so hard, is it?”
“But the whole world is here,” Sierra complained. “And I just want to chase a little bit of it.”
“Time for that later,” Kade said. “Today is for you to get used to the wilds again. A year is a long time to be away, your instincts are dulled, and what you do sense, your body isn’t ready to act on. Give it time.”
“Time. Time, always talking about time,” Sierra said. “What if there isn’t any such thing as time? What if there’s only now and now I don’t get any rabbit?”
Kade gave her his sternest expression, his scarred face taking on an almost fearsome aspect. “We’re not having one of these discussions. We need to keep going. There are others waiting for us, remember.”
She did remember; there were going to be other pets and other hunters. Citizens and wild ones all together in a happy meeting. Sierra was looking forward to meeting the other pets. Maybe she and they could come up with some kind of plan to break free. The other pets must also be missing their wild lives.
A few minutes later, some of her questions were answered in a clearing where four people—two citizens and two pets—were waiting for her and Kade. Two women around Sierra’s age were lounging at their masters’ feet. One had long green tresses, the other was blessed with much more rare hair of a pink hue. Sierra noticed that they did not look at one another and at first they also avoided making any kind of eye contact with her. They were far too busy gazing adorably up at the men standing over them. That changed when Kade made an appearance. Then they turned their eyes to him, ecstatic expressions appearing simultaneously on their pretty faces.
“Gentlemen,” Kade nodded. “And ladies, of course.”
All sorts of greetings passed between the men, but Sierra did not pay any attention to them. She was much more interested in the pets. They were very well dressed in short brightly colored tunics that barely covered the tops of their thighs, dark panties that gave them some measure of modesty, and long fur boots that came all the way up to their knees. Their hair was braided and tied back so that it would not catch on trees or brambles during the hunt. The pink-haired pet wore a tunic matching her hair color; the green-haired one wore a royal blue tunic with a silvered sheen that seemed quite impractical for hunting. Both of them had belts at their waist with small pockets and compartments, but they were otherwise completely unarmed.
Their attire was quite similar to Sierra’s, except for the fact that she was wearing what amounted to very short overalls instead of a tunic and short pants. Kade had given her the one-piece blue outfit, which sat high across the front of her thighs and just barely covered her cheeks at the rear, leaving her stocking-clad legs free to move. Both stockings and clothing were marked intermittently with bright orange slashes designed to make her visible to the hunter she accompanied, but not reveal her as a threat to the animals they might stalk.
“This is Kara and Seraphine…”
Kade introduced her, gesturing to each of them as he said their names. Kara was the pink-haired pet; she had a pleasant round face and a snub nose, which gave her an air of perpetual innocence. Seraphine was a different matter. Her features were narrow, her cheekbones high and prominent. Her lips were stained with color, her glittering emerald eyes defined by dark slashing brows. She was beautiful and elegant, her hair the color of spring leaves wound about her head in intricate braids in a fashion that made her look as botanical as the surrounding flora. She locked eyes with Sierra and winked, long lashes batting against alabaster cheeks. Sierra did not sense any camaraderie in the gesture,; the woman’s expression was far too calculating.
“…and their masters, Hadrian and Roman.”
All four names went in one of Sierra’s ears and out the other. The way the other pets were looking at Kade was giving her a very uneasy feeling. Though their expressions were sweet, there was a certain predatory glint in their eyes. Even at a distance she could sense their desire for him. Their scents had changed the moment he entered the clearing. The citizens standing over them could not detect it, but Sierra’s senses were attuned to such signals. The two pets coiled before Kade had all but ovulated the moment he appeared.
“How are you girls?” Kade asked the question, which prompted giggling.
“Very well, Master Kade,” they all but chorused.
“I trained both Kara and Seraphine,” he explained to Sierra.
The uneasy feeling inside Sierra grew to a recognizable emotion. Jealousy was flowering inside her. What had Kade done to these two? Had he bared them? Almost certainly. Had he… touched them as he had touched her? The thought made her recoil with anger. Kade had never made any secret of what he was and what he did, but somehow he had always made Sierra feel as though she were the only woman in his life. Being confronted with the evidence of others was not pleasant, especially with the way they were looking at him with barely disguised lust.
“Say hello,” Kade nudged her. Sierra refused, taking a step back behind him.
“Aw, she’s shy.” Hadrian said, or maybe Roman did. They were both dark-haired citizen men with dark eyes and pale skin. Sierra wasn’t surprised their pets were more interested in Kade. Kade had a magnetism the citizens just did not have. His scent alone was more powerful and alluring than theirs, and he was far more handsome. His jaw was stronger, his eyes were brighter, his shoulders broader… Sierra peeked out from behind him and curled her lip in a silent snarl at the two pets who looked as though they wanted to throw themselves at him.
In the end, it was Kade who went to them, greeting them both affectionately. It was a relatively innocent touch, but it drove Sierra wild in an instant. If Kade was not hers and she was just another in a very long line of women, then she would not stay. Thoughts came swiftly, only barely predicting action.
She wanted to leave.
They were already in the wilds.
Sierra ran.
There was a shout, and then the awful whacking began to pulse against her backside thanks to the infernal collar. She persevered through it, running as more than a dozen strokes of that unseen cane rained down on her bottom. With tears in her eyes, she kept moving. Though she was not back at full strength just yet, she was far faster than any hunter ever could be. Her lithe form and superior agility allowed her to flit through the forest in a way Kade’s large bulk could not.
After several miles the smacking stopped. Sierra did not know why at first, but she stopped and listened and realized she could not hear any form of pursuit. She must have gotten out of range. Of course Kade had never mentioned that the device only worked within a certain range, that would have encouraged her to do what she’d done, but right away instead of five minutes into the meeting.
A sound in the distance got Sierra’s attention. Footfalls, moving cautiously through the undergrowth. They did not belong to a hunter, and they certainly didn’t belong to Kade. Her collar was not whacking her again, so he must still be at a distance. Or perhaps he had turned it off so as to sneak up on her unawares, or not drive her further still. Sierra did not think much of the collar. It inflicted a certain level of discomfort, but it was not enough to stop a determined woman.
As the footfalls drew closer, Sierra decided to take her escape vertical. She was glad for Kade’s careful rehabilitation as she scaled a tree, taking refuge a third of the way up where the branches and leaves were thickest. She was high enough to see a much greater distance and sure enough she could soon see her pursuers.
Two sybaritic female forms were slinking through the trees. The hunters had set their pets on her. Sierra’s upper lip curled back in preparation for a bite. She was not going to allow herself to be caught by those women, not that they seemed to be looking for her terribly hard. It occurred to Sierra that they probably didn’t like her any more than she liked them.
Perched high above them, she stayed very still, averting her gaze. Best not to stare, lest they sensed her gaze and found her. Sierra kept them in her peripheral vision as they began casting around in circles. They had lost her trail, which made sense as it had in fact ended. She tensed, waiting for one of them to look up at her. There was really only one place she could have gone, and yet somehow they didn’t seem to think of it. They just wandered around in circles for a bit, then sat down and waited for the hunters to arrive.
It took several minutes for that to happen. Sierra found herself trapped by the lazy pets, unable to make an effective escape for their presence. It was annoying to be cornered by them, but she did not want to give her position away by making some mad dash that would certainly get their attention.
As the hunters drew near, Sierra heard them talking about her.
“She’s very wild,” one of the citizens said.
“She’s never been trained, but she spent a year with a man I’d like to choke,” Kade replied. “The asshole starved her half to death and didn’t teach her a single thing but how to bite.”
Sierra frowned. Although Kade was speaking more about her previous owner than her, it was strange to be talked about at all—especially when the other women could hear.
“How did you break her of the biting?”
“Wasn’t that difficult,” Kade replied. “A happy, secure pet doesn’t usually bite.”
“Seraphine has an oral fixation,” the citizen said. “She’s always mouthing… things.”
The other citizen and Kade both chuckled. Sierra sensed that an uncouth comment had been made. Seraphine was very beautiful and it did not surprise Sierra that her owner was smitten. She could see that even from the significant distance at which she perched.
“Good girls,” Kade praised the pets waiting for them below. Sierra started to get a very uncomfortable feeling. His praise meant that they had done as they were told. What if they had found her after all but were being careful not to spook her?
Kade reached for something at his waist. All of a sudden Sierra felt a whack like none before. It was as if three cane strokes had landed all at once, propelling her from the branch. She almost fell from the tree entirely, but managed to clutch at a branch on the way down. Enough noise and motion was produced by the fiasco to draw every eye.
Swearing, Sierra made another escape, darting from one branch to another. Unfortunately the other pets had already given chase. Seraphine took the lead, her green hair blending with the leaves as she moved through the trees with speed beyond any Sierra could muster. Looking over her shoulder, Sierra saw Seraphine’s bright green eyes narrowed and marked with dark lashes and liner, locked on her with predatory intensity.
Whump!
Sierra hit a trunk and slid down it to the ground. Looking over her shoulder had been her downfall, she reflected in a daze as Seraphine caught up, pinned her down, and fastened her teeth on the back of Sierra’s neck.
“Seraphine! No!”
Sierra screeched as Seraphine’s teeth dug in deep. She squirmed and thrashed, her head singing with pain as a result of the collision with the tree, her neck contorting as Seraphine started gnawing unpleasantly. No amount of struggling could dislodge her; she had locked one arm around Sierra’s neck, consumed by the hunt.
“Seraphine! Seraphine! No! Seraphine!” Roman’s voice was high-pitched as he ran toward them, but in the end it was Kade who dragged Seraphine off Sierra, casting her back to Roman who did his best to contain his bloodlust-filled pet.
Sierra was left panting on the ground, dizzy and in pain as Kade helped her to sit.
“Look at me,” he ordered, taking her by the chin. His eyes searched hers, no doubt looking for signs of concussion. His expression was grim and stern and though he seemed worried, he didn’t seem as sorry as she thought he should have been.
“Don’t touch me,” she snarled, pulling her face away from his grasp. “This is your fault.”
“I didn’t make you run,” he said, snapping a leash onto her collar. There was now no chance of escape, for the other end of it was attached to his belt. “I think that concludes our hunt, gentlemen,” he apologized. “I need to get this one home and looked at by a physician.”
“And I need a gag for this one.”
“Roman!” Seraphine whined her owner’s name.
“You did not need to bite her,” Roman said, his face twisting with annoyance. “I have spoken to you repeatedly about this, haven’t I? And you still bite at every opportunity.”
Seraphine did not seem particularly apologetic about that until Kade took a step toward her and his scowl joined Roman’s.
“I will tire that jaw of yours out, girl,” Kade growled, his voice taking on an intimidating timbre that took Sierra by surprise. He had never taken that tone with her in all their time together. There was a certain masculine aggression being unleashed on Seraphine that both excited and frightened her.
It was certainly effective. Seraphine sank down, her eyes lowered, her shoulders and head bowing. There could be no mistaking her surrender.
“I am sorry,” she whimpered. “I just… I couldn’t help myself, Master Kade.”
“You will learn to help yourself,” Kade said, taking something from one of the many pockets about his waist and thighs. It was a thick leather strap with a large round circular ball with several holes in the center of it. He held that ball down toward Seraphine’s mouth and snapped an order.
“Open.”
Seraphine tearfully complied and Sierra watched shocked as Kade fed the ball into her mouth and locked the straps around the back of her head. She was gagged, able to breathe through the matrix of openings, but unable to bite.
It didn’t look comfortable in the slightest. It certainly didn’t look elegant or pretty. With her mouth held open, unable to bite or speak, Seraphine suddenly looked quite helpless. In spite of the bite still lingering painfully about her neck, Sierra felt a pang of pity for the woman. The gag didn’t really seem necessary. It wasn’t as though Seraphine was biting indiscriminately. She got the impression that Kade had put the gag on her to punish her, not to prevent her from misbehaving.
“Take it off,” Sierra spoke up. “That’s cruel.”
Kade turned to her. “I don’t need your opinion, my little runaway.”
“I don’t care if you need it,” Sierra said. “You set her on me and now you punish her for actually catching me?”
“She’s not supposed to bite her prey.”
“And I suppose a bird is not supposed to fly,” Sierra answered back. “Of course she’s going to bite. She was gentle compared to what she is capable of. If she’d wanted to really hurt me, she would have bit lower and harder. Please, Kade, take it off her.”
Her argument turned to pleading. She very much disliked seeing Seraphine subdued with the unwieldy gag.
“I think this is almost more of a punishment for you than it is for her,” Kade noted. “Don’t worry, you won’t find yourself in one of these unless you take up biting again. Seraphine has had many chances to avoid this fate. She knows all too well she deserves this, don’t you, Seraphine?”
He looked down at the gagged woman. All eyes were on Seraphine as she made a small whimpering sound and nodded. She seemed much subdued by the treatment as she crouched on the ground quite still, almost as if the gag had restrained her limbs as well.
“You haven’t been using this as I directed, have you?” Kade asked the question of Roman. The citizen looked vaguely ashamed.
“I did try once,” he said. “She bit me.”
“And then what did you do?” Kade’s eyes bored into Seraphine’s head. She was looking fixedly at the ground, avoiding the stare she almost certainly felt.
“I ordered her to her room.”
“And what happened then?”
“She…” Roman paused, embarrassed. “She bit me again.”
“And then you…” Kade let the sentence hang for Roman to finish.
Roman did not make an immediate reply and it was obvious that he had done little to nothing to chastise his pet.
“These are beautiful but dangerous creatures,” Kade lectured. “If a pet does not have a firm leader, she will run amok. Don’t let your feelings get in the way of your duty. Don’t ever let her think she can push you further than you can push her. I have to take care of Sierra now. You keep that gag on her until you get home, and then I strongly suggest you follow with your own punishment.”
Roman looked thoroughly guilty and almost as hangdog as his pet as he agreed to do as Kade instructed.
“Did you mean more punishment for Seraphine? Or that Roman should punish himself?” Sierra half-whispered, half-giggled the question as Kade turned and began leading her back toward his compound.
“Both, preferably,” Kade replied in growling tones. “I’ll take a whip to that boy myself if he doesn’t start disciplining her.”
“I think I’d like to see that,” Sierra said, giggling dizzily. She was feeling a bit wonky thanks to the bump on her head and her outrage at Seraphine’s punishment had abated after hearing the discussion between Kade and Roman. Although she would never have admitted it openly, it was clear that a weak owner was not good for a pet. No wonder Seraphine was so eager for Kade’s attentions.
“Am I concussed, or are we going the wrong way?” She asked the question as they took a path that was not the one she had expected to take.
“We’re not going to my home,” Kade said. “We’re going into the city and you’re going to see the doctor.”
“I’m fine!”
“You’re not,” Kade replied. “Seraphine broke the skin on your neck and you hit that trunk pretty hard. Besides, you haven’t had a proper medical exam since you came into my care. It’s about time I rectified that.”
“You can rectify yourself,” Sierra said, squirming away from him. The leash pulled tight and she was forced to move with him as he approached the city gates. Sierra had never thought she would willingly enter a city. She wasn’t precisely willing, but her own feet took her into the sterile antechamber where they were both liberally sprayed with an agent designed to wash away any traces of radiation.
“Citizens are weak,” Sierra spluttered.
“Citizens are adapting to the environment as best they can, the same as every other creature on this world.”
“Well, maybe citizens shouldn’t have blown themselves up in the first place,” Sierra said, referring to the old tales of history and the war that had made most of the world uninhabitable for pure-blooded humans.
“We all make mistakes,” Kade said as the doors to the city opened. An attendant was waiting outside, ready to record their entrance. Both their names were taken down and Kade’s iris was scanned, confirming not just his identity, but his right to have her on his leash.
Stepping back into the city was quite a novel experience for Sierra. She had never seen it from the viewpoint of a relatively free visitor. She was surprised to discover that it was actually a great deal more beautiful than she had remembered.
The city was built in a great sweeping spiral. They had entered the lowest level, where wide paths populated by flying spheres delivered citizens from place to place. In the very center of the shining white stone was a spire that rose from a broad base all the way to the very top of the city’s protective dome many miles ahead.
“What is that for?” Sierra pointed at it.
“That is where most citizens live,” Kade explained. “See the dots? Those are windows. Each of them belongs to a separate apartment.”
“There must be thousands of them,” Sierra said, frowning. She had no idea that there were so very many citizens all in one place. Her village had only been home to a few hundred people, and the citizen she had first lived with had what she now realized must be a relatively large home midway up the grand spiral.
“Eutopia is home to eight million souls.”
“Eight million!” Sierra was not sure she believed that. “How do eight million people eat when there is nothing but rock in this place?”
“We grow mushrooms mainly,” Kade explained. “A lot of mushrooms. And of course, hunters provide delicacies like meat and there are some gardens inside the spire where plants are grown with water and nutrients.”
“And all cities are like this?”
“Not all. Since the cities were established, much has changed. These days, one city is as much like another one as one country used to be like another in the old days.”
It was warm inside the city, somewhat moist too. Alongside the walkway were large banks upon which mushrooms were growing, big as dinner plates and edged with pretty blue frills.
“Are these for eating too?”
“I wouldn’t,” Kade said, draping his arm over her shoulder and pulling her close. “They tend to have strange effects on citizens and wild ones alike.”
The conversation took them to an arch-shaped door where Kade drew to a halt. “This is the doctor,” he said. “He treats all my pets, and he’s very good.”
Oh, he treated all Kade’s pets, did he? Sierra was not terribly impressed by that fact. Just how many pets had there been? How many Seraphines and Karas? How many of them had felt his hand between their thighs? And how many still would?
Sierra resisted as Kade drew her into the office, which was bright and airy thanks to the weird technologies that allowed citizens to make small suns shine inside their homes and the fans that blew only the crystal clearest air up their pampered noses.
A citizen female in robes of spun gold was sitting behind a large log, or as citizens liked to call it, a desk. She smiled broadly at Kade and asked if he had an appointment. Kade did not, but apparently that was not of any concern, for he could see the doctor immediately.
Ushered into an even smaller room, Sierra just barely managed to maintain her composure. Little rooms inside little rooms inside little rooms, fractal boxes everywhere. She hated being hemmed in, even more so when the room reeked of disinfectant and other foreign unnatural scents.
“I don’t need to see a doctor,” she said, edging toward the door.
“Come and sit down,” Kade said, patting the padded table in the middle of the sterile room. There was nothing living there at all, besides her and Kade. Sierra had the idea that she would not survive if she spent too much time in there.
“Kade!” A cheerful baritone filled the room, distracting Sierra. “And who is this charming lady?”
Sierra turned toward the sound. A very tall man with dark eyes and raven black hair had entered the room. His skin had an attractive olive tone and his facial features were handsome in the extreme. He had a strong roman nose and charmingly full lips that drew Sierra’s gaze. He looked like a statue in a book Sierra had seen once. All her objections melted away as he endowed upon her a smile, which made her heart flutter.
“This is Sierra, Dr. Charles,” Kade said. “She had an altercation with a tree… and another pet.”
“Oh, dear,” the doctor purred. “Why don’t you sit up on the bed and let me see what we can do for you.”
Sierra was on the bed a moment later, waiting patiently for the doctor to begin his examination. Her obedience was motivated by pure instinct and perhaps a little by her desire for Kade to feel something of what she felt when Seraphine and Kara simpered over him.
“There’s a bite on the back of her neck,” Kade said, his fingers brushing her hair out of the way with a gentle touch that sent a little shiver coursing through her. Sierra put her head down whilst the doctor donned rubber gloves and came closer to inspect. He smelled like leather and soap, two scents that Sierra had never known she liked until that moment.
“That should clean right up,” he said, his voice making her senses tingle. “This might sting a little. Is that okay?”
“Mm-hmm,” Sierra said, squirming ever so slightly. There was the scent of alcohol and then a soft wet sensation on the back of her neck as the doctor began to swab the wound. The sting set in a moment later and made her hiss through her teeth, but she stayed still and let him finish cleaning away whatever might have been inflicted through the bite.
“And there was a tree involved at some point?” The doctor settled a bandage over the back of Sierra’s neck. “What happened there?”
“She ran into a tree,” Kade said, giving a short but accurate explanation of events.
“That would explain this bruise,” Dr. Charles said, focusing on the left side of her face. He moved around to face her, his hands on either side of her on the bed as he looked deep into her eyes. “Do you feel dizzy?”
“A little,” Sierra said honestly. It wasn’t the impact with the tree that was causing her feelings, but the proximity of the very handsome doctor who was taking very tender care of her.
“Let’s check that out,” he said, patting her knee. “I’m going to shine a light in your eyes and check that your pupils are reacting normally.”
Sierra glanced over at Kade. His expression was hard to read, but that didn’t stop her from throwing him a little smirk as Dr. Charles picked up his little light and started flashing it near her eyes.
“I think you’re going to be alright,” he said after a moment or two. “But we’ll keep an eye on you.”
“While we’re here, do you mind giving her a full examination?” Kade spoke up. “She’s never had one.”
Sierra watched the doctor as he nodded, his dark hair falling into his eyes momentarily in a way that made her want to brush it away.
“Never seen a doctor before?” He turned to Sierra, his cheek dimpling as he smiled reassuringly.
“No,” she said. “Well, there was a medicine man in the village, but that wasn’t the same.”
“I imagine not,” Dr. Charles replied. “This will be different from what you’re used to, but none of it will cause you any pain.”
Sierra looked over his shoulder at Kade. “That would make a nice change,” she said pointedly. “Citizens don’t usually care how much pain they cause.”
Kade shook his head at her. “Poor little pet,” he drawled without any real sympathy.
Dr. Charles chuckled and took her wrist in his hand, holding it lightly between his fingers as he looked at the timepiece on the wall. After a few seconds his hand left hers. “Good,” he said. “Strong pulse. Let’s see what your blood pressure is like.” He picked up a long piece of plastic-looking fabric. “This goes around your upper arm, and I pump it up with air. It will feel tight, but it tells me how hard your heart has to work to pump the blood around your body.”
Sierra let him put the object around her arm and sat quite still as the doctor inflated it. She was so entranced by the man that she was not at all concerned by the strange apparatus, which felt like a thick snake coiling about her bicep. The sensation only lasted a moment before the doctor removed it.
“Low,” he said to Kade. “And she’s underweight too.”
“I took her from a private owner,” Kade explained. “He didn’t take terribly good care of her. She’s put on quite a bit of weight since she first came in.”
“She could do with more,” Dr. Charles said. “A few treats are in order, I think.”
“Treats,” Sierra repeated approvingly. She very much liked this Dr. Charles. His philosophies seemed to align much more with hers than Kade’s did. “And no more of this collar,” she said, thumbing the thick strap about her neck. “It’s giving me medical issues.”
“Medical issues, hmm?”
“Yes,” she nodded.
“It wouldn’t be necessary if she wasn’t given to running off and into trees,” Kade interjected. “She’s all sweetness and light right now, but she just led two pets and three hunters on quite a chase.”
“Is that so?” Dr. Charles gave Sierra a look that made her grin unrepentantly and squirm even though her bottom was not at all sore. That was the one small mercy of the collar’s mechanism; it left no residual discomfort.
“Maybe,” she admitted. Dr. Charles did not seem like the stern sort, but there was a certain twinkle in his eye that told her he was probably quite capable of enforcing his will if it were necessary for him to do so.
“If you learn to stay with Master Kade, then you won’t need the collar,” he said quite reasonably.
“Or if I escape,” Sierra said. “Then I won’t need it either.” She spoke somewhat teasingly. In that moment she wasn’t sure she would have run away even if she could have. Dr. Charles’ blend of warmth and handsomeness was more than attractive enough to keep her in his orbit.
“Escape, hmm? Has Kade not shown you the benefits of being a pet yet?”
“You know me,” Kade replied. “I’m a stick first, carrot later sort of man. Sierra is still in the stick phase of her training.”
Sierra cut her eyes at him. She did not like the way he was making her sound as if she was terribly badly behaved. In her opinion she put up with a great deal from him—the indignity of the collar, the presence of other pets, the myriad rules… it was all much more than she wanted to bear.
“Well,” Dr. Charles said. “Maybe she can have a treat now for being so good through the examination.”
He opened a drawer and pulled out what looked like a thick black square of foil.
“Here,” he said, handing it to her. “Tell me what you think of this.”
Sierra held it in the palm of her hand and looked at it quizzically. She was not at all sure what to do with it, until Dr. Charles took it from her briefly, tore the black foil to reveal something deep brown in color and placed that back in her hand.
“Taste it,” he said as she gave him a doubtful look. “It’s good.”
It didn’t look good, but she liked Dr. Charles and she wanted to try it for him. He looked so hopeful. Lifting the little dark button to her lips, she gave it a tentative nibble. A new taste broke over her tongue and a second later, a rushing swell of well-being rushed through her body.
She stared at Kade and Dr. Charles with wide eyes as they both beamed at her. “What is this?”
“It’s called chocolate,” Dr. Charles said. “One of those treats I was talking about.”
The chocolate was like heaven in food form. She put the whole thing in her mouth and chewed, making a moaning sound as the taste washed across her tongue and yet more pleasure washed through her body. Sierra had not known such a powerful food existed. This was beyond mere sustenance; this was some sort of advanced marvel.
“More?”
Dr. Charles gave her another piece. This time she had no trouble breaking through the foil to get to the sweetness within.
“Only two though,” he said. “There’s a lot of energy in those little packets.”
She believed him. It tasted like pure energy and sunshine and everything good in the world. “Is there more of this at your house?”
“Are you asking me?” Kade chuckled. “Or are you trying to go home with Dr. Charles?”
Sierra blushed as both men laughed. Dr. Charles and Kade seemed to share an easy camaraderie of the kind that is only formed over many years of association. Unlike the other hunters who showed Kade no end of deference, Charles was much more relaxed, treating Kade as an equal and a friend.
He turned to Kade. “Keep an eye on her. If she shows any signs of slurring speech or being unnaturally sleepy or any coordination issues, give me a call and I’ll come out and see you both. She’s a good little patient.”
 
* * *
 
“I’m a good little patient,” Sierra grinned on the way out. She had a handful of chocolate courtesy of Dr. Charles and had given him her assurance she would not run into any more trees any time soon.
“You were very good for the doctor,” he said, patting her bottom gently. “Before that you were a complete hellion. Don’t think we won’t be addressing that once I’m certain you’re not concussed. I will not have you running away, and I will certainly not have you ignoring your collar.”
In spite of her aching head, Sierra grinned. “It wasn’t very effective, was it?”
“It wasn’t on a terribly high setting,” Kade informed her. “It could have been much more painful. I thought you were more sensible than that. When we get home I’ll take that collar off and you’ll get a real spanking.”
“I will not,” Sierra said, immediately contrary.
“You will,” Kade said, putting just enough pressure on the leash to let her feel it. There was no rough tug or sharp yank, just a gentle and insistent weight that made her veer slightly in her steps and reminded her that he was ultimately in control.
The day’s events had not left her terribly receptive to the idea. Seraphine and Kara might simper at Kade’s feet, but Sierra had greater aspirations.



Chapter Six
 
 
Three days later, consequences came to Sierra. It was apparent that she had not suffered any long-term effects from her altercation with Seraphine and the tree, and Kade had summoned her for discipline. She had gone obediently, hoping it might lessen the punishment he had been growling on about all that time. He was very much displeased with her having run away and he was not inclined to let her forget about it. Three days of lecturing and confinement to her room culminated over his thighs, where Sierra had surrendered herself in the hopes he would stop going on about her misdeeds. Unfortunately, that was not working. He kept lecturing as he spanked and Sierra only became more defiant as her bottom grew more heated. She had enjoyed her freedom, and she had enjoyed the doctor too. She would not apologize for satisfying her instincts.
“Bad girl,” he chided, his palm landing on one bare cheek and then the other, imparting physical sting that would not abate the moment the stimulation stopped. “You’ve really been testing the limits lately,” he said. “But what you have to learn is that limits hurt when they’re enforced—and I always enforce them.”
“I don’t care,” Sierra squealed as she squirmed. “I would do it all again! All again!”
“Defiant little brat,” Kade growled, upping the intensity of his swats until each of them made her feel as though a fresh fire was being lit against her bottom. “I have let my good nature get the better of me with you.”
He tipped her up to a standing position and told her to stay put whilst he went for his leather strap. The mistake was in telling her what he was going to do, for Sierra had no intention of waiting to be strapped. The moment he was out of eyesight she wiggled underneath the couch, taking refuge beneath the leather skirt, which hid her to perfection.
“Sierra. Come out. Now.”
His tone was clipped and stern. He was not finding her disobedience amusing, but Sierra was riding high on a combination of residual chocolate and the excitement of the day. She was also fairly confident that he had absolutely no idea where she had gone. She had picked her hiding spot weeks earlier and saved it for a situation that might necessitate it. This was such a situation.
“Sierra. If you don’t come out this instant, I will put this leather strap away…”
Sierra liked that idea.
“…and take a cane to your bottom instead.”
A cane. Aside from the collar, Sierra had never encountered such an implement before. She gathered by the fact that he was threatening her with it that it was supposed to be somewhat fearsome. Thinking back over her experiences with Kade, she did not think it would be so terrible. He was not given to cruelty, no matter how much he growled. She stayed still, her breathing shallow as the room fell silent.
Had he left? The carpet muffled footsteps so it was quite difficult to tell where he was precisely. The leather skirts of the couch also blocked scent fairly effectively, so she was completely unable to tell where he was.
A hunter’s forte was in being able to wait out its prey, Sierra knew that. She was prepared to wait as long as was necessary to… hm. It occurred to her that she hadn’t really come up with an end game for this gambit.
“You’re going to have to come out eventually,” Kade said, catching her thought. “And when you do, I will be waiting, as will my cane. I’m going to get dinner started.”
How anticlimactic. Sierra pouted at the carpet. Her bottom hurt and was going to hurt more and now she wasn’t even getting the thrill of Kade’s attention. They had played this game before of course; last time she had given in to his little game. This time she was not going to. This time she was going to stay under the couch until such time as he had to come looking for her.
Waiting Kade out was not the most interesting thing Sierra had ever done. The first hour or so she spent thrilled with herself and the excitement of getting away with something. The hour following that was a little difficult as she grew hungry and thirsty, but those sensations faded as she fell asleep.
It was dark when she woke up, still under the couch and with the insistent need to relieve herself.
Risking Kade, she crept to the bathroom. She emptied her bladder successfully, but the moment she stepped outside the door, Kade took hold of her, his hand snaking out of the darkness and wrapping about her upper arm with serpentine swiftness.
“What are you doing?” Sierra squeaked with surprise.
“It’s three in the morning,” he said. “As good a time for a caning as any.” Looking into his face, Sierra saw that she had perhaps gone a little too far. His expression was imposing and stern, his energy serious. Kade was not a man who enjoyed disobedience and she had been disobeying him for days on end. The last few hours had not improved his temper at all. Though he was controlled as always, she could tell that he was not going to show her any mercy.
“But you said…”
“I said I would wait you out, and I have,” Kade said, spinning her around. She was only wearing her short tunic and her bare bottom was completely vulnerable as he began slapping the rounds of her cheeks hard. “You need to learn that running won’t work and hiding won’t work. The only thing that will ever work for you is doing as you’re told,” he informed her as he warmed her bare cheeks back to a well-spanked state.
Squirming in his grasp, Sierra tried to escape, but it was not possible to do so. Kade hauled her into the living room and pressed her forward over the back of the couch.
“Stay.” He ground the order out in such dire tones that Sierra didn’t dare move. Play time was most certainly over. With her palms on the cushions, her toes inches away from the floor and her bottom displayed high over the padded back, she began to think she might have made a mistake somewhere along the line.
Kade’s hand settled on her lower back, grabbing her tunic to hold her in place as he brought the fearful implement swishing through the air.
When it made contact with her flesh it bit hard, like a wild animal. Sierra turned and snapped her teeth at it more out of reflex than anything. Her reaction did nothing to stop the second stroke landing just as hard as the first, but about an inch below it. She yowled in response, pure instinct taking over as she began squirming for escape. There was none. The cane landed a third time as she wriggled about, complaining loudly and incoherently.
“I know this burns,” Kade rumbled. “But you have earned each and every stroke you get many times over.”
With that less than comforting statement, he slapped the cane against her bottom again. This time it cut across lines already laid, producing an intense hellfire sting and a screech from Sierra. How many times was he going to subject her to this unbelievable welting pain?
A fifth time, evidently, and then a sixth, until Sierra’s bottom was not just hot and sore, but completely ablaze. She gasped and writhed beneath his hand, which still held her in place though the caning appeared to have ceased for the moment. It didn’t matter. Her bottom burned on without the need for further strokes. Her entire nervous system was alight with the rushing consequences of the vicious thing, which had hurt far more than any of Seraphine’s bites.
“Deep breaths,” Kade said, his voice intruding on her pain as he released her.
Sierra popped up from the couch and onto her feet like a jackrabbit. She turned to him, her face contorted with outrage and disbelief.
“I hate you!”
She meant the words. They erupted from her in a torrent of loathing propelled by the blaze in her behind. There was no point in rubbing it; even getting her fingers near it made things much worse. Her bottom reacted to the proximity of her hand, the muscles of her cheeks pulsing and quivering of their own accord. “How could you do that!” Hot tears stung her eyes in outrage.
“I did it because the consequences of you disobeying me can be deadly,” Kade said, gently brushing the hair out of her eyes. “If you think this hurts, I assure you that being lost, or caught by another hunter, or accidentally killed is much worse. I need to know that when I tell you to do something, you do it. What if you’d run into a trap or a snare? You didn’t know what was out there. You ran off blindly.”
“You did it because you’re mean and cruel and awful,” Sierra said, using all the words she knew. “You’re a bad man.”
“And you’re a spoiled, upset girl who doesn’t like experiencing the consequences of your actions,” Kade replied. “Go to your room and go to bed.”
More orders. “Will I die if I don’t go to bed right now? Is it important I go to sleep right now, otherwise my arms will fall off?” She spat the questions at him sarcastically. “Everything is a reason for you to beat me, isn’t it?”
Kade did not engage in any further argument. He took her by the arm, bent down, and scooped her up under her knees, lifting her bare-bottomed, squirming, spitting body into his arms.
“I never punish when it isn’t deserved,” he informed her as he carried her to her room with long strides. “You went out of your way to deserve this.”
He deposited her on her feet in her room and gave her a look that was not soft or regretful or sorry in any way. The tight lines of his cheeks and jaws spoke to ongoing displeasure with her. Sierra didn’t care about that. She wasn’t exactly pleased with him either.
“I’m locking this door,” he informed her. “Stay away from the window. It’s going to be electrified tonight. If you open it, your bottom won’t be your only problem.”
“So you’re imprisoning me,” she said.
“I’m preventing you from doing something more stupid than you already have. Good night, Sierra.”
With that he left her. She kicked the door then collapsed on the bed and erupted into floods of tears. It wasn’t fair. None of it was fair. Her bottom hurt like hell and all he could do was tell her she deserved it. Why? Because she was really a danger to herself? Because he thought she couldn’t take care of herself? No. Because he wouldn’t tolerate disobedience. That was the real reason. He couldn’t handle someone who didn’t lick his boots every time he made an appearance.
It was a long time before Sierra slept; when she did it was only because exhaustion insisted upon it.
 
* * *
 
The next day Sierra slept late. When she awoke the sun was high in the sky and the day was half gone. She didn’t care. When she tried the door, she found that it was unlocked. Apparently she was to be allowed to leave and get something to eat. Wasn’t she lucky.
In a thoroughly foul mood, Sierra scuffed her way to the kitchen. Her bottom bore welts and aches from the punishment hours before. She could not make a move without being reminded of what Kade had done.
Kade had obviously heard her get up, for he came into the kitchen as she drank water and greeted her. She ignored him.
“Sierra…”
Sierra put the glass down on the counter and continued to act as though he was not there. He was not worthy of her attention. Unfortunately, Kade could not be dissuaded so easily.
“Come here,” he said, hooking a finger in the back of her pants. He drew her backwards and used his grip to lower the garment. Looking over her shoulder at the mirrored surface behind them, Sierra saw what he saw: six lines drawn across her skin in shades of red with light bruising and blushing in between. She was marked in a way that would take days to abate.
“If you had been less of a brat last night, I would have put a cream on that prevented those bruises,” he said. “But you were on one hell of a tear.”
Sierra did not reply. She had decided that she was not going to speak to him. If he wanted to beat her like a dumb animal then that was how she was going to act.
“Sulking?” He snorted. “You really are trying every single trick in the book, aren’t you.” He released the waistband gently and patted an unblemished part of her bottom. “None of them work with me, Sierra.”
“You only liked me when I was weak,” she said, resorting to speech. “Now I’m strong and you want to beat me to make me weak again.”
A brief flash of something like hurt passed through his eyes. “Is that what you think? You think I spent all this time helping you regain your strength just to beat you?”
When he said it, it sounded ridiculous. Sierra bit her lower lip and lifted her shoulders in a little shrug.
“Do you think that I should just let you run away whenever you feel like it? Do you think we can hunt effectively if I have no control over you?”
He had his hands on her hips, locking her in position so she could not avoid the questions.
“No,” she admitted softly.
“I know that cane hurts,” Kade said. “That’s why I reserve it for truly serious occasions. Your running away was bad enough, but your defiance and hiding was worse. You had several opportunities to avoid that cane, Sierra, but you didn’t take them. You thought that if you were bad enough for long enough, I might just let you get away with it.”
How on earth had he known what she was thinking? “How…”
“I know how pets think,” Kade reminded her. “I’ve told you many times…”
“You’ve seen every trick in the book,” Sierra replied, rolling her eyes. “We’re all the same to you.”
“I did not say you were all the same,” he corrected her. “In fact, no two of you are the same.”
“Oh, we’re all different,” she said, not at all mollified by his statement. “We’re all so different it’s almost like we’re exactly the same.”
“You must be well into your cycle,” Kade said, shaking his head. “Usually a girl settles down after a caning and behaves herself. You’re hell-bent on getting yourself back into trouble again, aren’t you.”
“Don’t talk about my cycle,” Sierra said. “You don’t know anything about my cycle.”
Frustratingly, he was right. She was feeling a certain amount of tension that had absolutely nothing to do with anything besides her own internal chemistry. The residual effects of the caning weren’t helping though, nor was the fact that all her anger seemed to be misplaced.
“Watch your tone,” Kade replied sternly. She tried to pull away, but he held her firm. He was going to make her stay in his presence and he was obviously going to force her to behave as he wanted. A little whine escaped Sierra’s lips as his hands stayed clamped on her hips. “We are going to have visitors soon. I don’t want you misbehaving while they’re here.”
“Visitors? What visitors?”
“Seraphine and Roman,” Kade informed her.
Sierra’s face immediately twisted into annoyance. “Seraphine? Why? She’s awful. She bit me!”
“She did bite you,” Kade agreed, “which is why she’s coming.”
Sierra scowled. “No.”
“What do you mean, no, pet?”
“I don’t want her here.”
“Territorial, aren’t you. You need to watch yourself. I decide who comes here and who doesn’t, not you, my pet.”
Sierra had no intention of watching herself. It was bad enough watching Seraphine simper in the wilds. She couldn’t imagine how insufferable the woman would be in Kade’s home, sitting on the same seats Sierra sat on, eating at Kade’s table. The very thought made a growl rise in her throat.
“Roman will be here with her,” Kade said, his lips twisting as he watched her. “He could use some supervision as well.”
A small smile passed over Sierra’s lips. “How do you supervise a citizen? Will you put a collar on him to teach him the error of his ways?”
“I will not,” Kade drawled. “A citizen doesn’t need to be disciplined into behaving, because he wants to learn. Only pets make things harder for themselves than they need to be.”
“Only pets have to do things they don’t want to do, you mean, so only pets need to be coerced and punished.”
“Citizens have to do plenty of things they don’t want to do too,” Kade replied. “Roman doesn’t want to have to discipline his pet. He’s going to have to learn how to do that before Seraphine bites half the city and is taken away from him.”
“He could just gag her,” Sierra suggested. “That way he wouldn’t have to listen to her talk either. Or! He could release her back into the wilds.”
“Once a pet is captured and trained, she is never released.”
“Never?”
“Never,” Kade confirmed. “Training changes a pet, civilizes her. A trained pet can never be a wild one again.”
Sierra narrowed her eyes at him. “I don’t want to be civilized. I want to be wild. You should release me before I get trained.”
“I’m not going to do that, Sierra.”
“Why? You don’t want me to ever be free? You didn’t capture me. You never wanted me. I was dumped on you. Why don’t you just let me go?”
“Because you’re my responsibility now,” Kade said. “And when I have a pet in my care, I train her.”
“What if you can’t train her?”
“All pets are trainable.”
“What if she doesn’t want to be trained? What if she won’t let you train her?”
“It’s not her decision,” he said firmly. “You can leave those rebellious thoughts behind, Sierra. You’re going to be a perfect pet one day, and you’re going to have a good life and that’s all there is to it. If you want to make things painful and difficult in the meantime, that’s your decision. You are not the first rebellious young woman I have taken in hand.”
Not the first and probably not the last either.
Sierra was now in a thoroughly foul mood. Her bruised cheeks and ego, and her frustrated desire for freedom, not to mention the news that Seraphine was going to be in her presence soon, were almost enough to send her into a fit.
“I think you should go back to your room,” Kade said. “Some quiet time will be good for you.”
Quiet time. Alone time. Time away from him. Sierra took his suggestion and went back to her room, her spirits so low she felt as though they’d been trampled by a herd of wild cows. She did not want to be around when Seraphine came anyway.
She spent the day in her room, refusing meals and avoiding all contact until Kade came for her later that evening.
“Come and have dinner,” he said. “And be sure to dress for dinner. Seraphine and Roman are here.”
Dressing for dinner, another stupid citizen custom. Sierra was certainly not going to try to impress Kade’s guests, nor was she in the mood to obey him. What was the opposite of dressing for dinner? An idea came to her, one that put a smile on her face for the first time that day.
She prepared herself with all due care, then returned to Kade and his guests. “Hello,” she said with a little smile as she entered the room.
“Sierra,” Kade said. “Nice to…” His voice trailed off as he caught sight of her. Sierra’s lithe naked body was on full display from her neat round breasts tipped with pink nipples to the violet-hued curls at the apex of her thighs.
“I didn’t want to dress for dinner,” she said as all three stared at her. “So I undressed.”
Kade’s expression became thunderous as he fathomed the extent of her rebellion. Behind him, the steaks were beginning to overcook, but nobody was paying attention to the state of the steak. All eyes were on Sierra with mixed expressions of shock, appreciation, and, in Seraphine’s case, naked jealousy.
“Sierra, go and put some clothes on.”
“Of course, Master Kade,” Sierra replied. “Your command is my wish.” She turned and left the room before he could respond. She dressed, then returned ten minutes later. Unfortunately, Kade was not any more pleased with her second appearance than her first.
“Not those clothes! Not my clothes!”
Standing in Kade’s shirt, which fell all the way to her knees and billowed out around her waist like a sack, Sierra gave him a helpless look as she shrugged. “I am just a simple uncivilized pet,” she said. “What do I know of clothing?”
Seraphine’s expression was particularly priceless. She was surprised, yes. Shocked, perhaps. More important, she was learning new ways to rebel.



Chapter Seven
 
 
“I will give you credit for one thing,” Kade said as he wrangled her over his thighs in the relative privacy of her room where she had been sent once more. “You have managed to do something no other pet has ever done.”
“Not so predictable after all?” Sierra smirked. Her bottom was already in a sore state, but she was completely unrepentant. He had laid down a challenge and she had done nothing more than meet it.
“I never said you were predictable,” Kade replied, smoothing his palm over her poor welted bottom. “I said I was capable of dealing with whatever you decide to do.”
“I don’t know if that’s true,” Sierra threw the words back over her shoulder. “Seems to me you’re just capable of smacking my ass no matter what I do.”
A rough blond brow was lifted at her. “You think I should be more inventive with you?” He patted her bottom lightly. “Do you know what? I think you’re right. If you can find new ways to misbehave, I can find new ways to discipline you.”
He slapped her bottom hard and let her up. “You will perform the duties of a house pet until further notice,” he said. “You will sweep, clean, dust, shine, cook, launder—whatever needs doing, you will do it.”
“I don’t know how to do half of that,” Sierra said, rubbing her bottom.
Kade’s smile grew devious. “That’s the best part of this punishment. Seraphine knows how to do all those things. You and she will work together.”
“No!” Sierra shook her head rapidly. “Please, just thrash me.”
“Oh, no,” Kade replied. “That is over too quickly and clearly you’re becoming desensitized to it. This might actually make you think twice before you decide to make a defiant scene in front of guests.”
 
* * *
 
The next day was one of the most tedious Sierra had ever spent, even more than the long days alone in the little courtyard. At least she was free to pursue her own imaginings there. With Seraphine she had to hear about the details of the most mind-numbing series of household pursuits she could ever imagine.
“It’s not difficult cleaning up around the house,” Seraphine said after they had lunch and cleaned it up. “They have machines for most things. It’s not like in the wilds where you have to scrub and scrape and spend all day just to clean a shirt. You just take the clothes and throw them in this.”
She opened a small metal cupboard and tossed the soiled laundry inside. “And if you don’t want to do it, then you can take something expensive and wash it and you won’t have to do it for a while,” she grinned naughtily. “Once I put Roman’s brand new watch into the washing machine. I didn’t have to do laundry for a month.”
Seraphine was an underhanded little wretch, that much was certain. Sierra didn’t blame her for that. Pets had so few opportunities to exert control, it made sense that Seraphine would find something somewhere upon which to exert her will.
“Aren’t you worried he’s going to punish you?”
Seraphine sniffed. “Roman loves me,” she said. “I don’t have to worry. As soon as we go home I will do as I like again. I run our home.”
Sierra smirked, not because she thought what Seraphine was saying was funny necessarily, or because she believed it, but because Seraphine was blissfully unaware that both Roman and Kade were standing behind her, and neither of them seemed pleased to hear what she had to say.
“Is that so?” Roman asked the question in deep, not at all pleased tones.
Seraphine froze.
“Come here,” he continued, his words clipped.
Sierra watched, thoroughly entranced as Seraphine made her way to her owner looking completely guilty.
“I do love you,” he said, looking down at her. “That’s the only thing you said that wasn’t completely ridiculous.”
“Yes, sir.” Seraphine lowered her head in a show of submission. “I didn’t mean what I said. It was just the idle chatter of women.”
“Was it now.” Roman did not sound mollified. “You know Sierra is fresh to her training. I expressly told you to set a good example for her, and what do you do? Fill her head with notions that will only lead to pain. I expected better from you, Seraphine.”
“I am sorry, sir.”
“Are you.” It was not a question. It was a flat statement of disbelief. “We are here because you have continually disobeyed, usually while telling me how good you want to be. You tell me what I want to hear and then you do whatever you want to do. It is not good enough, Seraphine. I do not believe in harsh punishments, but it is becoming obvious that Master Kade’s methods are the only ones that work with you. Go and wait for me in our room.”
Seraphine let out a sad little sigh and did as she was told, slinking off toward the room she and Roman were sharing with her shoulders bowed as if the weight of the world were upon them. Sierra had to give her credit; she was a very fine actress.
The moment Seraphine closed the door behind her, Roman’s features crumpled into what Sierra could only interpret as sadness. He seemed genuinely distressed by her behavior, which surprised Sierra to no end.
“This is what she’s like,” he said. “My kindness is mistaken for weakness. She really does think she runs the house.”
“Pets take advantage when advantage is given,” Kade said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Kindness is always a good thing, but not before discipline has been established.”
“She’s just…” Roman shook his head and sighed in plain frustration. “When I chose her, I promised myself I would never lay a finger on her. She was so sweet, and playful like a kitten. I don’t know what I’ve done to make her act this way.”
“Every hunter learns sooner or later that his pet sometimes needs physical correction at first at least,” Kade explained. “As time goes on that need decreases, and in some cases, goes away completely as a pet bonds with her master. When your pet is fully dedicated to you, the slightest expression of disappointment will be painful to her. Seraphine is not there yet, and she will not get there until she knows you are capable of and willing to exert your will when necessary.”
Sierra listened curiously. She seemed to have almost been forgotten by Roman, if not Kade. She was fascinated by the exchange. It had never occurred to her that a citizen might be distressed by his pet’s disobedience, and it had certainly never occurred to her that a citizen might genuinely love his pet either. Roman did not see Seraphine as a servant or a tool. She was much more than that to him. Sierra felt a pang of pity for the citizen who was trying so hard and failing because of his love.
“Go spank her ass red,” Kade said firmly. “And put her in her crate for the night.”
Roman opened his mouth. “Perhaps you…” He stopped talking as Kade cut him off with shake of his head.
“I cannot handle Seraphine any longer,” Kade said. “If I discipline her, she will bond with me and not you. It will make matters much, much worse.”
A great wash of relief passed over Sierra. If he wasn’t going to handle Seraphine anymore, she had nothing to worry about. She watched as Roman went to tend to Seraphine and Kade took himself off to the kitchen.
“Um, Kade?” Sierra peeked around the corner of the cabinet to look at the man who was her master.
“What is the matter, pet? Come here.” He took her by the hand and led her over to the couch, where he sat and she knelt on the carpet at his feet.
“I just wanted to say that I’m sorry,” she said, looking up at him under her lashes.
“You are?” He did not hide his surprise. In all their time together, Sierra had never made an honest and unprovoked apology.
“I was jealous,” she said. “When Seraphine came.”
“You’ve been jealous since you laid eyes on her, haven’t you,” he said, letting his fingers drift through her hair as she rested her cheek against his thigh and gazed up at him. “But you know now that I do not tolerate jealousy—and there is no need for it.”
A question was bubbling inside Sierra. It had been in her mind since the early days, lurking behind many other thoughts. Now it had claimed her mind and would not allow any other thought to take its place until it had been asked. “Do you find new masters for all the pets you train?”
An unfathomable expression passed over his face as he stroked her head. “I am a trainer,” he said. “I have not taken a pet for my own in a very long time.”
Pangs of pain assailed Sierra. He might not have taken a pet for his own, but he had certainly taken the hearts of many. “So you mate with women and pass them on? A steady stream of whores for your entertainment?
“Well,” Kade said, his tone measured. “You managed to be good for all of two minutes; that might be some kind of record.” He leaned forward, the hand that had been stroking her hair clutching at the back of her neck as he drew her up on her knees until they were face to face. “I don’t usually mate with the pets I train,” he informed her, his lips less than an inch from hers. “Your pretty pussy demanded my attention from the outset and I see it continues to do so. Display yourself, pet.”
He wanted her to turn about, throw her tunic up, and lift her hips so he could see her pussy and bottom bared to his gaze. Sierra was not in the mood to obey, but his energy had become intense and masterful to a point she did not want to test.
With frustrated tears in her eyes, she obeyed, presenting herself as he had asked. For long moments she felt his gaze on her reluctantly offered sex. Against all common sense, she felt the petals of her pussy beginning to flower, nectar welling up to him. In the distance, she could hear the yelps and yowls of Seraphine being spanked. Two pets were being brought to justice.
“You respond to me like no other,” Kade purred behind her. “I wonder if you would respond to any man this way. Is it just the yearning of your cunt, Sierra? Or do you question me about my motives because this wetness belongs to me and me alone?”
He was cutting to the quick of the matter with carnal mastery, demanding an answer Sierra could not bear to give lest the sentiment were not returned. Master Kade handled pets regularly in the most intimate of ways. Even if he was not mating with them, he was plying his hand across their bottoms, seeing their pussies, baring their bodies for his discipline.
She felt his fingers brushing lightly under her mound, where her curling down was thick, in a soft caress that teased near her clit but did not make contact with it or any other part of her pussy.
“It is natural to feel close to me,” he said. “It is normal for a pet to bond with the one who tames her. That bond is never truly broken, but it usually doesn’t mean she cannot serve another. Do you like the idea of that, Sierra? Do you like the notion of another man putting his hands on you? Plunging himself deep inside you?”
His words made her cunt tingle. The way he was touching her was erotically enchanting as he coaxed her into the idea.
“No,” she moaned.
“No?” His fingers danced around her clit and dipped into the pool of moisture between her tender lips. “Are you absolutely certain about that, sweet pet of mine?”
Sierra let out a long shivering moan. No other man had ever touched her as Kade did, and she could not imagine one doing so. But she was responding to the idea, her juices coating her lips ever more wetly as Kade teased her with not just his touch but carnal notions that made her clit throb.
“Come here.”
Kade beckoned her up onto his lap where his cock had been freed from the confines of his pants. Sierra straddled him, rose above the thick rod and slowly settled herself upon it, filling herself inch by inch as Kade looked deep into her eyes with his aquamarine gaze and held her hips, easing her up and down.
“You feel so sweet, my pet,” he murmured, pressing his lips to her neck and biting lightly, leaving her with a little sting. “And you are going to be even sweeter when I watch you being filled twice over.”
Sierra shivered, the walls of her pussy clenching tight around his cock as he murmured those combustible promises into her ear, pulling her down hard as he did. She did not know if he meant what he was saying, or if it was simply the fact that he could tell how wet it made her.
“Who?” She whispered the question against his lips as she kissed him. “Who would you share me with?”
Kade slapped her bottom, urging her to rise faster and fall harder. “I think you might already know the answer to that, my horny little pet,” he said, spanking her over and over again.
Sierra did not know, but she did not care. She could almost feel the ghost of another nearby, another set of hands, another set of lips, another hard cock filling her tightest holes as Kade held her in place and thrust his cock deep up inside her, his pubic bone grinding against her clit until orgasm detonated between them, catching them both in its blast.



Chapter Eight
 
 
Content and sexually sated, Sierra was not anticipating any troubles come dinnertime. She did not reckon on Seraphine being in a foul mood thanks to the fact that Roman had taken her to task. She was not sitting comfortably, that much was obvious by the way she kept shifting back and forth in her seat. Roman did not seem overly pleased either. Obviously their disciplinary session had not been pleasant for either of them.
Kade picked up on their concern and was not pleased by it.
“Roman, we need to talk.”
Sierra and Seraphine watched as Roman followed Kade out of their earshot, but where they could still easily see both men, and vice versa.
Sierra didn’t say anything, but Seraphine could not control her tongue.
“He’s not yours.”
“What?”
“Kade,” she said. “He’s not yours.”
“Well, he’s not yours either,” Sierra pointed out. How Seraphine had managed to hone in on the sorest spot in her psyche with almost surgical precision, she had no idea. “And he already got rid of you.”
“Got rid of me?” Seraphine cut her eyes to two narrow spitting shards. “I sold for a thousand gold pieces. Not citizen credits. Real gold.”
“You mean he gave Roman a thousand gold pieces to take you away? Makes sense.”
“I mean Roman paid that much for me,” Seraphine replied without any indication she had grasped Sierra’s humor. “I sold for more than any other pet Kade has ever trained. I’m the reason this compound exists.”
“Roman might want his money back,” Sierra smirked. “He has to keep bringing you back here and watching you fawn over Kade like a lovesick piglet. Obviously Kade didn’t train you very well, did he?”
“What are you trying to say?”
“I’m saying you’re disloyal and a bad pet,” Sierra said. “I’m saying you make your master look like a fool. I’m saying Kade is ashamed of you.”
Seraphine did not take that sitting down. She took it standing up with a feral feminine yowl and slapping Sierra hard enough to make her head swim. Not content to be on the losing end of another altercation with Seraphine, this time Sierra acted in kind, taking hold of Seraphine’s braid and dragging her down to the floor. Both women unleashed the fury of their mouths and hands upon the other, biting and slapping and cursing as they rolled about in a mass of tangled limbs.
The fight did not go on more than a few seconds before Kade and Roman broke them apart almost as roughly as they were fighting. Sierra felt Kade’s large hands descend on the fabric both at the scruff of her neck and just above her ass and haul her up into the air. For a second she was airborne, then she landed over his thighs.
All she could see was Seraphine being hauled into similar position. For once, Roman didn’t look uncertain. He looked determined as he threw Seraphine’s elegant tunic dress up over her back revealing her already pink-stained cheeks. Sierra didn’t see why Seraphine had been making such a fuss earlier; her bottom hardly had any color to it.
It was greatly satisfying to see Roman’s palm start falling on her cheeks with a sound like clapping thunder. Even more rewarding was the sound Seraphine made, her mouth parting to release an indescribably delicious screech.
“I told you I wasn’t going to tolerate a single scrap of misbehavior from you,” he lectured. “Do you think I like having to spank you? Do you think I enjoy being lectured like a schoolboy by Master Kade? We just discussed this, Seraphine, not half an hour ago!”
Sierra cringed over Kade’s thighs, once again feeling embarrassed on Roman’s behalf. He was a genuinely good man and he had more than a handful to deal with when it came to Seraphine.
Seraphine did not like being spanked. That much was obvious. Her slim hips and round cheeks were doing a dance of dismay over Roman’s thighs as the citizen brought her to justice one hard slap at a time. If he had been holding back before, he was doing so no longer.
A sudden slap caught Sierra’s attention as Kade caught up with Roman and started spanking her in turn.
Sierra bucked and twisted, looking up at him with surprised outrage. “What are you doing? I didn’t start it! She attacked me!”
“From what I heard you provoked her.”
“What do you mean, from what you heard?”
“Your voices carry,” Kade informed her. “High-pitched female squabbling can be heard at quite a distance.”
“Then you heard what she said to me.”
“I did,” he replied, smacking her bottom again. “Roman is dealing with her. I am dealing with you.”
He proceeded to deal with Sierra very thoroughly, his palm searing her cheeks with customary efficiency. For her part, Sierra did her best to make his job difficult, wriggling and kicking with every smack. She did not think she deserved a spanking.
“Hold still, you infernal brat,” Kade growled down at her, putting one hand on her inner thigh, the one closest to his body to anchor her in place. His strong fingers so close to her pussy distracted her from how unfair it all was for a moment. “Look at Seraphine, she knows how to take her discipline.”
Seraphine was holding position over Roman’s lap, mostly because she was being spanked so hard and so fast she could hardly have moved if she’d wanted to. He had his arm locked hard around her waist and her legs were caught between his thighs. The position left her draped over his left thigh, her face hidden in her arms on the floor as he continued to spank her, clearly immensely displeased with her behavior.
For the first time, Seraphine actually looked chastised. She was clearly upset and in pain and although Sierra wanted to hate her, she was all too aware of how Seraphine must be feeling. If she put herself in Seraphine’s shoes and imagined seeing Kade training another pet, she was certain she would be just as vicious, if not more so.
Roman glanced up at Kade, as if looking for approval. Kade nodded and Roman stilled his hand.
“Apologize,” Roman ordered.
“I’m sorry,” Seraphine sobbed.
She could not see Roman’s face, but Sierra could and she could see how his heart was breaking to hear her so upset. But there was something else in his expression, a determination that had not been there before. Seraphine’s perfectly pert cheeks were a blazing red hue that put apples and roses to shame.
Sierra was very well aware that she was not nearly as graceful as Seraphine. Seraphine was managing to make being spanked to the point of tears look beautiful.
Roman gathered her up against his chest and held her close, stroking her hair and murmuring soft words in her ear meant only for her. It was a sweet, touching scene that made Sierra almost forget that she was still in trouble herself.
“You can apologize too,” Kade said. “You said some very cruel things to Seraphine, and you spoke for me.”
“I’m sorry,” Sierra mumbled, meaning it, but finding it hard to find her voice.
“You two are not in competition,” Kade said, addressing them both. “And you’re both better than this. Seraphine, you should be a good example to Sierra. Sierra, you should learn to avoid the tigress’ claws.”
Roman stood with Seraphine in his arms, carrying her as if she weighed no more than a feather. She had her head buried in his neck as he took her back to the dinner table and they resumed their meal in a much subdued fashion.
Still stuck over Kade’s lap, Sierra was not so lucky.
“I don’t ever want to hear you speaking to another pet like that,” Kade said. “It was mean-spirited, and not at all like you.”
“I don’t care,” Sierra shot back. Somehow Seraphine was coming out of this looking as if she were the innocent one. But she had started matters, and she had made first contact. All Sierra had done was defend herself.
Kade’s palm began to fall again, branding her bottom with painful discipline that did nothing to affect her resolve. She stared at the floor defiantly, each jolt of his palm making her more and more certain that she did not deserve what was happening to her. Maybe he really did like Seraphine better. What had he called her, a tigress? He’d certainly never given Sierra such a moniker.
“I can see this isn’t getting through to you,” he said, stopping. “You can go to your room without the rest of dinner.”
Sierra wanted to tell him what he could do with his dinner, but she had borne about all the pain she could bear in her derriere. Seraphine was faster, meaner, more dangerous, almost certainly more beautiful, and now she was better at being disciplined as well.
Tears were threatening to overflow as Sierra left the dining room, but only when she was certain she was alone did she let them fall, which they did in abundance. She went to her room and threw herself down on the bed where she stayed sobbing until Kade came a couple of hours later with news.
“Sierra, someone is here to see you.”
Sniffling, Sierra ignored Kade. There wasn’t anybody she cared to see. Not Seraphine or Kara certainly, nor their owners. She didn’t know anyone else.
“Stop sulking and come here,” Kade said, his tone more insistent. “You’re keeping your guest waiting.”
“I don’t want a guest!”
“I think you will.”
“Leave me alone!”
“Sierra?”
She lifted her head, her eyes drying instantly as the familiar voice spoke. Who was that? It sounded like… Dr. Charles!
He stepped into her room, more handsome than she remembered. Sierra did not find citizens attractive as a rule, but Charles was different. His skin had a tone that indicated he spent time outside the protective dome of the city, and his eyes held both intelligence and sensitivity beyond the norm for a citizen.
Wiping her eyes, Sierra tried to compose herself. It was a little late to welcome him with any kind of composure thanks to Kade.
Dr. Charles sat down on her bed and leaned down to look at her. “What’s the matter?” He seemed to be making a genuine inquiry and to be actually concerned.
Sierra shot Kade a little smug look as she replied with a sniff. “Kade beat me.”
“Why did I beat you?” Kade growled the question from the doorway where he was leaning, arms folded over his chest as Sierra made a play for Charles’ sympathy.
“I don’t kn…”
“Sierra…” Kade’s warning tone prevented her from finishing her denial of knowledge. “You know very well why you were punished. Tell Charles.”
“For having feelings,” Sierra said, sinking back behind Charles’ legs as Kade glowered at her.
“Don’t think having Charles here will stop you from getting into trouble,” he said. “I will thrash your bottom just the same.”
“Seraphine hit me and it was my fault because sometimes when you say things it’s alright for someone to hit you for them,” Sierra explained. “Kade does it all the time; no wonder Seraphine is violent and unhinged.”
Something between a guffaw and a growl emerged from Kade. “Oh, you are in a fine mood this evening,” he said. “I’m sorry, Charles, I don’t think this is a good time for our discussion.”
“What discussion?” Sierra looked from Charles to Kade. Something was happening, she could almost scent it.
“Another time, when you are less ill-tempered,” Kade said firmly. “Would you like to join Charles and me for a nightcap?”
“Will I be beaten if Seraphine decides to eat me?”
“Seraphine has gone to bed with Roman,” Kade said. “So there is no fear of that.”
Sierra was not certain she wanted to sit and make nice when her bottom was burning and her feelings were hurt, but the prospect of spending a little more time with Dr. Charles intrigued her. He made her tummy flutter whenever he looked at her, and though she was undeniably attached to Kade, she could not help the way she felt when his dark eyes settled on her in gentlemanly fashion.
Charles stood, straightening his vest. He was dressed in charmingly archaic fashion, wearing a gray vest and a white shirt that served to highlight the taut narrow line of his hips and waist and the relative breadth of his shoulders. Every move he made was pure refinement, but there was something else to him too, something a little more primal. It seemed he tried to hide that side of himself, but she could sense it.
Out in the living room, Sierra curled up on a single seat by herself and sipped at the drink Kade gave her, a fermented grape juice with faint intoxicating effects. She liked the way it tasted, but more than the drink she enjoyed the way Kade and Charles looked sitting on the couch. Watching them, one on each side, she once again saw the easy camaraderie they shared in their posture. Kade sat with legs parted, feet shoulder width apart, one arm stretched out along the back of the couch. Charles had his legs crossed one over the other, body turned so he could address Sierra and Kade in equal measure.
“Seems every time I see you, you have been in a scuffle of some kind.” Charles winked at Sierra.
She smiled into her glass. If Kade had said the same thing she would have gotten upset, but Charles didn’t say it with any accusatory or judgmental tone. Instead he sounded almost fond, strange given they barely knew one another.
“Sierra is a handful,” Kade agreed.
“But a beautiful one,” Charles replied. “Such gorgeous hues.”
Sierra blushed at the unexpected compliment. She was a little surprised that Charles was being so bold in front of Kade, but Kade did not show any obvious signs of jealousy. Instead, he agreed.
“She is a prize,” he said, his blue-green gaze locked on her with an intensity she did not entirely fathom. Something was definitely going on, but she didn’t know what.
“Are you enjoying your life here?”
Charles’ question was more awkward than he knew. Truth be told, she was enjoying her life for the first time in a very long time. The months following her capture had been so dark she had wished on many occasions to be relieved of the burden of existence. Such thoughts had not passed through her mind even once since being in Kade’s possession.
“Kade has shown me that there is a life to have,” she said, deciding to speak honestly. “I don’t always care for being a pet though.”
“No? Why not?”
Why not. Another deceptively simple question. Sierra sipped her wine and tried to think of an answer he might understand.
“I am always in trouble,” she finally said. “Always.”
“Always, hmm?”
Kade chuckled. “It’s true, she does have a talent for finding herself on the wrong side of the rules.”
“Am I on display or something?” Sierra blurted the question. Kade kept talking to Charles about her as if she weren’t actually there. “Who is she when I am in the room?”
“Feisty,” Charles noted.
“Very,” Kade agreed.
Sierra scowled at both of them. “What is going on?”
“Nothing at the moment,” Kade said. “Just relax and enjoy the conversation. A good pet can engage her master in stimulating discussion if he so desires.”
“A good pet is something between a cat and a concubine then,” Sierra replied, making Kade and Charles both smile. “I don’t care about being a good pet,” she added, becoming bold.
“No? What do you care about?”
Yet again, Charles’ gentle line of questioning made Sierra think.
“I care about having a good life,” she said. “I was a prisoner too long to care what citizens want or what they think.”
“Even if the citizen in question is taking care of you, providing for your needs? Feeding you? Clothing you?”
“I can do those things for myself.”
“What about loving you?” Kade asked the question. “What if the citizen in question loves you and wants the best for you?”
“Loves me?” Sierra shook her head. “I have never been loved.”
For a split-second, Kade looked hurt, almost as though she had struck him. The moment passed so quickly she wasn’t sure she had seen it.
“I’m not sure that’s true,” Charles replied, his eyes sliding toward Kade for a brief moment, then back at her. “But if it were?”
“Then the world would be a different place,” Sierra replied. “And I would be different in it.”
“Intelligence and beauty,” Charles said, looking back at Kade. Some unspoken discussion was taking place between them. Sierra did not like it one bit.
“What are you scheming?”
“There is no scheme here,” Charles hastened to assure her. “I confess, when I met you in my offices the other day, I was left with the desire to know more about you. Kade was kind enough to invite me over so we might get to know one another.”
“And he was kind enough not to tell me you were coming,” Sierra said with a frown at Kade. She still did not understand. It was flattering and very gratifying that Charles wanted to get to know her, but this was no simple social call. The tingling of her senses told her that much.
Common sense began to take hold. Kade trained pets and sold them to other citizens. Seraphine had been sold to Roman for a large sum of gold. Was this a sales meeting? Some sort of unofficial auction?
“I don’t want to be sold,” she said, speaking her mind.
“That’s good,” Kade said. “Because you, my pet, are not for sale.”
Thoroughly confused, Sierra took a long drink of wine. It did not solve her confusion, but it did make her less concerned by it.
“If you’re not here to buy me, then what are you here for?” The wine had made her bold. It had also made her arousal spike. Something about Dr. Charles elicited an animal response in her—not the same as Kade, but equally as powerful. When she looked into his eyes, she felt something meaningful inside herself.
“I was also hoping to perform a more thorough exam this evening,” Charles said. “It’s been a long time since you received proper medical care, Sierra.”
“What does a more thorough exam mean?”
“This may embarrass you, but it means I need to examine your genitals,” Charles said. The words were clinical, but the look in his eye was not. “You’ve likely never been examined there, I imagine.”
“Kade has examined me,” Sierra said. “But I don’t think he’s a doctor.”
“No,” Charles chuckled warmly.
“Come and lie down on the couch,” Kade said, patting his lap. “Put your head here.”
Sierra bit her lower lip for a moment, then did as she was told. She was far too curious not to. The notion of Dr. Charles looking between her thighs, touching her intimately was far too appealing to pass up.
Kade stroked her hair gently as Dr. Charles’ warm, strong hands pushed her feet up toward her bottom and then spread her thighs. Her right leg was pressed against the back of the couch, her left against the cushion, her pussy and bottom spread wide for him. It was an extremely vulnerable position, one that left her without any modesty at all. Somehow that didn’t matter with Dr. Charles kneeling between her spread legs.
“Look at me,” Kade murmured.
She met his gaze, her face flushing bright red with excitement and a little embarrassment as Dr. Charles’s fingertips grazed over her inner thigh. She flinched at his touch, and in response he made a soothing sound.
“This isn’t going to hurt,” he reassured her. “Try to relax.”
Sierra was not worried about pain. She was worried about the way she was already responding to his touch. She was lying in the lap of the man she had mated with whilst another stroked her lower lips in a way that did not seem overly medically relevant. He took one outer lip and ran his thumb and forefinger gently along the length of it, then repeated the treatment on the other.
“An excellent response,” he murmured. “You’re very wet, Sierra.”
As he said the words, he let two fingers slide into her pussy. This was surely not purely a medical exam. This was a personal exploration, and Sierra was more than willing to succumb to it as Dr. Charles gently slid his fingers in and out of her hot wet channel. His thumb brushed against her clit, making her hips buck. He nodded and removed his fingers, leaving her needful and still soaked.
“Very good,” he said, the expression in his dark eyes approving and lustful. Sierra looked from Dr. Charles to Kade and saw the same expression on both their faces. Her pussy quivered as she sensed their intentions.
“Turn over,” Dr. Charles said. “I want to examine your bottom too.”
“My bottom! Why?”
“We need to know that every part of you is in good health. Be a good girl and turn over.”
Sierra did as she was told, her upper body over Kade’s lap, her bottom lifted as she knelt and displayed herself for the good doctor. She felt a brief touch, a dollop of something cool and smooth against the tight bud and then there was a gentle circular touch.
“Relax, Sierra,” Dr. Charles murmured.
Dr. Charles’ lubricated finger slid deeper into her bottom, stretching her slowly. Grasping at Kade’s thighs, Sierra let out a little gasp. She was being probed as she never had been before, the last bastion of her body giving way to the doctor’s gentle but masterful touch. For long minutes, Dr. Charles played with her bottom, her hips squirming and her pussy silently pleading for attention but receiving none as he slid a second finger into the tight cavity of her rear, making her relax for his intrusion.
Her pussy was weeping arousal, her hips grinding with need, her face flushed, and her nipples hard. Dr. Charles might have only been examining her, but she was experiencing it as much more than that. Her body was aflame with need for him, forcing her to whimper for something she couldn’t believe she wanted.
“What do you want?” Kade asked, stroking her hair as she pressed up so she was on hands and knees. “Do you want Dr. Charles to fuck you?”
The question sent a lightning bolt shooting through Sierra. That was precisely what she wanted. She wanted to be filled and fucked and taken. She wanted the swirling erotic sensations rushing loose through her body to be put to good use.
“Yes,” she moaned.
That was all that was needed. The sound of zippers being lowered followed quickly, the fingers departed her bottom, and before she could complain they were replaced with the head of Charles’ cock. He was thick and hot and hard. She looked over her shoulder with a little whimper, afraid of what it might feel like to have him there.
Dr. Charles gave her a searing look and pulled away long enough to lower his lips to her bottom and kiss her spanked cheek. Then he straightened his body, pushed the hard head of his cock back to her bottom hole and pressed inside. His fingers had done an excellent job of relaxing her, for his thickness slid in almost easily. It was only when he began sinking deeper that Sierra whimpered with discomfort. It wasn’t painful, but it was tight and she was keenly aware that a part of her body never directly intended to be taken by a man was being used by the doctor.
“Here,” Kade murmured, freeing his cock. “Suck me.”
Sierra did as she was told, taking Kade into her mouth as Dr. Charles sank ever deeper into her bottom. There was comfort in being able to work her lips and tongue around Kade while her bottom adjusted to the intrusion.
“Good, Sierra, good little pet,” Kade whispered, stroking her hair gently as she suckled on his cock.
Charles reached as far as he could go, then began to slide out. The strokes were tantalizingly slow, but Sierra was in no doubt that she was having her bottom fucked by the handsome doctor. Her still empty pussy clenched and pulsed between her thighs, but that was not tended to. The men were taking their pleasure in her mouth and ass and her pussy had to wait.
The thrusting in her bottom began to intensify. Sierra moaned around Kade’s cock as Charles rode her toward his climax, spurred by the tightness of her ass. She loved the way his ragged breath sounded as he tried to hold off, but there was no holding off with her tight anal ring clenched around his manhood. She felt his cock pulse and pulse again as she was filled with the doctor’s cum deep in her bottom.
“Such a good girl,” Charles praised breathlessly, patting her bottom with affection as his sated cock slid free.
As Charles moved away, Kade lifted her up and guided her down onto her back on the couch. He thrust his cock straight into her soaking pussy, fucking her with an intensity that made her breasts bounce and her spanked bottom rub against the leather. Her master was reasserting his claim, branding her with rough thrusts that finally satisfied her hungry pussy.
She felt as though she were being consumed by two beasts, taken by two masters, domesticated, tamed, and subdued in the most erotic of ways. Sierra’s consciousness spiraled as her climax and Kade’s built to a frenzy of thrusting, which culminated in loud cries from the pair of them and a release that was more than physical.
Picked up in gentle arms, Sierra was close to sleep as Kade carried her to his bedroom, tenderly cleaned her bottom and pussy with a warm cloth and settled her into his bed between himself and Charles. That night she slept better than she ever had before, safe and sound between two large male bodies.
 
* * *
 
When morning came, it brought with it a strange confusion. The events of the night before seemed far away, even as Sierra curled up in the sheets with Kade and watched Charles dress himself. They had both mated with her, both taken her. What did it all mean?
“Be good,” Charles said, stroking her hair and pressing a kiss to her forehead. “I will be back this evening once I am done with work. Be good,” he reminded her once again.
Sierra watched him leave, then turned to Kade. “So that’s it? He fucks me and leaves?”
“He didn’t fuck you and leave,” Kade replied. “He stayed the whole night with you. He’s only going because he has patients to see. He’ll be back later on today.”
Sierra scowled, displeased. She wasn’t sure what the previous evening’s events had meant. She wasn’t sure if Charles liked her or just liked what he could do with her willing body. Kade picked up on her mood and slid his arm over her waist, pulling her close.
“What’s wrong, Sierra? Tell me.”
“Are you going to send me away with him? Is this how you give me to a new owner?”
Kade looked down at her. “No.”
“But Charles…” Sierra’s confusion grew. “Who do I belong to?”
“Me,” Kade reassured her.
“But Charles…”
“You belong to him too. I think a part of you has belonged to him since you first laid eyes on one another,” Kade said, tenderly running his fingers down her cheek. “That is how it is when a pet finds her master; there is an instant spark of connection.”
“But… you and I.” Sierra could barely manage a full sentence in her confusion.
“Yes,” Kade agreed. “You and I.” He lowered his head and pressed a passionate kiss to her lips, which drove all thought of other men out of her head. “You and I,” he repeated.
“Charles does not have the room or the time to take care of a pet of his own,” Kade explained when he broke the kiss. “And I do not wish to relinquish you. My wild side would not allow me to. We have formed a bond of matehood that will never be broken. So,” he said, letting his lips drift lightly over her breast while he held her firmly in place. “I wanted to see if you would be amenable to being shared. So far, so good, wouldn’t you say?”
Sierra was inclined to agree. “But… will I always live with you? Will there be other pets?”
Kade nodded. “Yes to both, but as I have explained in the past, I do not usually mate with pets. I do not usually engage in anything more intimate than a spanking with them.”
“So I was special?” She couldn’t hide the doubt in her voice.
His gaze softened along with his tone. “You’ve always been special, Sierra. You just don’t see it. You’re going to stay here, with me, in my bed. Be my pet and my mate. And when new pets come, you’re going to help me train them.”
“I am?”
“You are,” he nodded, kissing her nose. “And you’re going to set a good example.”
“Me? Good example?” Sierra giggled. “That doesn’t sound like me.”
“But it will,” Kade said. “I have very high hopes for you, Sierra, and for us.”
She cuddled up to him, nuzzling his neck and kissing his shoulder. “But…” The doubt was still there. “You want to share me too? You really want that?”
“I’ve long thought that every wild girl has a male citizen counterpart,” Kade said. “Charles is yours. From the moment you two met, there has been a connection. Even I have felt it.” He stroked her hair gently. “Charles won’t be able to be here every day. He has a very busy practice and he is married to his work, but he will come as often as he can. I won’t force you to accept him, Sierra. If you do not want him, you can refuse him. Do you want to refuse him?”
Sierra cast her mind to the handsome doctor with the surprisingly adventurous carnal side and shook her head. “I will not refuse him,” she said with a naughty little smile.



Chapter Nine
 
 
Roman and Seraphine’s departure came the next day. Kade evidently considered that Roman had managed to gain the necessary control of his pet. From what Sierra could tell, Seraphine was much subdued and also much more content than she had been. She was keeping very close to Roman, avoiding eye contact with Sierra, perhaps on orders.
Sierra barely paid attention to either of them because she was too busy with Charles. He remained in bed and she returned to it with him after eating enough to quell her hunger pangs. Cuddling up with the still sleeping Charles, Sierra dozed in the early morning light.
Kade interrupted their snuggling a few minutes later with an announcement. “I am going to accompany Seraphine and Roman on one last hunt before they return home,” he said. “I’m going to leave you with Charles, Sierra. Behave yourself.”
Sierra bit her lower lip and tried not to grin too broadly. “Of course,” she said, trying to sound sincere.
“He will not hesitate to discipline you if you need it, I warn you.”
Sierra did not believe him. Charles was not the disciplinary kind. He was seductive and genteel, but she could not imagine being punished by him. It wasn’t in his nature as far as she could tell. Looking over at his handsome, sleeping face, Sierra was certain she was about to have a good day.
 
* * *
 
A few hours later, Sierra felt an impish impulse to test the boundaries. She cuddled up beside Charles, who was sitting in bed reading, and let her teeth graze against his neck. At first he smiled, but as she bit down a little harder, he winced.
“That’s enough, Sierra.”
She giggled and delivered a swift nip, leaving a blushing mark in her wake.
“Settle down, pet,” Charles said, his tone indulgent. “I’m not Kade, but there are still rules with me.”
“Have you had a pet before?”
“No,” he said, his dark eyes holding humor. “But I know how to handle one, don’t you worry.”
He hadn’t had a pet before. That meant he was probably like Roman, eager to be her friend and lover, not to master her. Oh, the fun she was going to have with Charles. She was going to get away with all sorts of things. What should she do first? She sat next to him, his arm around her shoulders as she tried to think of something naughty to do. Charles read his book quite happily whilst she lay against him, her eyelids slowly becoming heavy as the notion of naughtiness seemed to quite escape her.
She woke from an unexpected nap to find herself curled against Charles’ side. Hours had gone by and she had not done anything of any interest at all.
“Hello, you.” Charles smiled down at her as she stirred. “You must have been tired.”
“I must have been,” Sierra agreed as Charles stroked her hair gently. “I didn’t feel tired though.”
It was him. He had a relaxing effect on her, made rebellion seem not just unnecessary but somewhat undesirable. Sierra was quite confused by her own feelings. In Kade’s presence she was energized and excited, ready to chase, to hunt, to exert her will. With Charles she felt like curling up and being petted and cossetted.
Charles was happy to oblige her in her desires. Feeling his fingers trailing up and down the back of her neck, Sierra shivered happily. He was quite engrossed in his book, but that did not stop him from petting her almost constantly for most of the afternoon.
Kade’s return came at dusk. He was alone, having sent Seraphine and Roman on their way. He smiled as he stepped into the bedroom dressed in his hunting leathers, long powerful legs encased in a thick hide that emphasized their strength. Sierra saw him from the feet first, her eyes rising up the length of his body to meet his smiling azure eyes. He was so very handsome in a way that touched her deep in her most instinctive places. His hair was tied back and braided, leaving the masculine planes of his face free for her admiration.
“And how are we? Any problems?”
“Of course not,” Charles drawled. Sierra gave Kade a satisfied look. He smiled at her in response.
“What did you two do today?”
“This,” Sierra said, stretching out. “Just this.”
“I see,” Kade said, glancing at his timepiece. “I think there’s time for a training session before dinner.”
The idea struck Sierra as a terrible one. “But…”
“No buts, Sierra. You know you need to exercise daily to keep increasing your muscle tone. An hour in the contained wilds should do it.”
She squirmed and wriggled up to Charles. “I don’t want to,” she whispered, batting her lashes.
“What if I came with you? I could do with the exercise as well,” he said, patting his belly, which did not seem to need any additional exercise at all to Sierra’s appreciative gaze.
“I don’t want to,” she repeated.
“You know this isn’t a matter of what you want,” Kade replied. “Come along. The day is waning and the predators will be stirring soon. Every moment you waste sitting here makes the exercise more dangerous.”
“Do you know what would be less dangerous? Not making me go into a pen with a bunch of hungry predators.”
“It’s not a pen,” Kade reminded her. “It’s several acres from which I know you will not escape. Your senses need rehabilitation, Sierra. You’re still at a point where you occasionally run into trees. Do that with a predator about and you’ll be dinner before you can so much as whine that you don’t want to be.”
Sierra rolled her eyes. She was feeling very lazy and very content and being forced up from her comfortable cuddle spot was putting her in a bad mood.
Charles ran his hand down the length of her back and settled his palm over the curve of her bottom. “We’ve had such a nice day,” he cajoled. “You don’t want to ruin it just because of a little exercise, do you?”
Sierra looked from Charles to Kade and knew that she didn’t really have a choice. With a deep sigh, she dragged herself up from the couch and stood.
“Good girl,” Kade said, beckoning her forward. She went to him and he took her lightly by the cheeks, kissing her lips. “I missed you.”
A wave of unexpected emotion washed over Sierra. “I missed you too,” she said, her voice suddenly wobbly for reasons she couldn’t explain. Perhaps it was the tenderness in his voice and touch compared to the orders almost snapped at her. The combination of lover and master was a strange one sometimes.
“Perhaps you could start dinner,” Kade suggested to Charles. “Sierra and I will not be long.”
“Yes, dear,” Charles winked, shutting his book. Sierra giggled, enjoying their banter.
“You must have been friends a very long time,” she said as they made their way to the training area.
“Charles has saved my life many times over,” Kade explained. “I have been gored, mauled, half-eaten and he has stitched me back together each and every time. He is closer than a brother to me.”
“So you have been caught by beasts?”
“Many times,” Kade confessed. “None in the last few years, but as a young man I was much more reckless than I am now. I had no pet to take care of and hunted on my own, pitting my wits against the wild beasts without anything other than a knife. It did not end well.”
Sierra could imagine him doing such a thing as a much younger man. The marks on his body bore testament to such deeds, and the fire that made him so attractive now for being restrained with self-discipline and experience would surely once have burned out of control. That was no doubt how he understood his pets so well, because he had once been like them—perhaps worse.
“Charles used me as part of a research paper,” Kade chuckled. “He became a doctor three years earlier than usual thanks to his work on me.”
“Why don’t you hunt like that anymore?”
“It was Charles who put an end to that,” he said. “I had no master to teach me, or guiding hand to stop me. I went out into the wilds and I went wild until I dragged myself back, bleeding and bloody. In the end he sedated me to the point of paralysis and made me promise not to ever go out like that again.”
“And you kept that promise?”
“I did,” Kade said, opening the gate. “A man only has his word.”
Sierra stepped through the gate and into the little wild within the wilds.
“I want you to stay still,” Kade said, shutting the gate behind them. “I want you to sense what is around you. No running about, no climbing or jumping. Just stay here and let your senses soak everything in.”
Sierra did as she was told, letting her mind drift into non-thought as her eyes, ears, nose, and skin picked up all the sensations of the world about her. It was so easy to be absorbed into nature, to breathe in the wind and become part of it.
As she relaxed into the wild she began to sense the smaller things. Every rustling leaf, every bending blade of grass. It was all part of a oneness.
“Anything out there?”
She could feel something a mile or so off. She wouldn’t have thought it was possible to do so, but there it was, a tugging weight in her mind. Some might have called it a psychic sense, but it was more than that; it was the interplay of a thousand little pieces of information being combined deep in her mind far away from the restrictions of consciousness.
“I think one of the wolverines is at the watering hole,” she said.
Kade checked the panel he carried upon which every animal in the enclosure was tracked. “You’re right,” he said, smiling. “Your senses are starting to return.”
Sierra beamed at the unmistakable note of pride in his voice.
“I think you will sense the world with a clarity very few do when you are fully recovered,” he continued. “You just have to find the quiet places inside you.”
The quiet places. She had been in a quiet place for the better part of the day, which seemed to have helped her hunting skills immensely. The enclosure was no longer a confusion of green hues. It was a collective of sensations, each one of which meant something, told her something.
“Did you have a good day with Charles?”
Sierra looked up into Kade’s face. “Yes,” she said. “He was nice. He didn’t punish me even once.”
“Good,” Kade said. “Because I have been summoned to a village in the middle of the wilds. They need me to assist in a hunt.”
The idea of not seeing Kade for a while made Sierra’s breath feel tight. “Can I come?”
“No.” He shook his head. “It’s too dangerous. A man-eating tigress is on the loose. You’re going to be a perfect pet, Sierra, but you haven’t had enough time in the wilds to be safe yet. I can’t take you with me, but I was hoping you would be happy to stay with Charles until I return.”
Sierra nodded slowly, a mixture of emotions swirling in her belly. She was content with Charles, but she was most attached to Kade. From the moment he’d first laid eyes on her they’d never been apart.
“How long will you be gone?”
“Three days,” Kade said, wrapping his arms about her waist and pressing kisses to her lips. “But I need to leave soon. People’s lives are in danger. This tigress has taken three villagers already, and she will have more if she is not stopped.”
Sierra understood. Her village had known threat from predators before, and she knew that a tigress who had chosen humans as her prey would kill and kill again until she was stopped.
“I could help you,” she said, repeating herself.
“Your senses still aren’t what they once were,” Kade said. “They’re returning, but there is no margin for error with this beast. She will know where you are from miles away, she will stalk you without ever laying eyes on you until the moment she strikes. I can’t risk you, Sierra.” He wrapped his arms around her tightly and pulled her close. “Charles will take care of you,” he murmured against her head. “Be good for him.”
Be good. They were always saying that. But what was the point of being good when all it meant was watching the man she loved leave to tangle with a tiger? Sierra followed Kade back home and watched with a feeling of deep foreboding as he prepared for his journey. Something was telling her that all was not well, but she knew Kade would not listen, and Charles was not inclined to believe her either. She received plenty of petting and attention, but as Kade left the compound, that did not stop her from shedding a tear.



Chapter Ten
 
 
There was one very great advantage to having Charles stay with her while Kade was away. He brought all his things, including a supply of the chocolate Sierra so adored. Kade did not keep chocolate in the house, but when Sierra passed through the kitchen a day after Kade’s departure, she immediately scented a large amount of the stuff and tracked it down to one of the cupboards. There, to her great surprise and extreme joy, was an entire case of chocolate. It was contained in a large cardboard box, but she knew precisely what it was, for it was giving off waves of the irresistible scent.
She sat down on the kitchen floor and began to tear into her find then and there, like a hungry hyena chancing across a freshly downed gazelle. There was all sorts of wrapping to contend with, unfortunately. The habit of wrapping food repetitively in non-food items was a citizen foible. She broke through a plastic outer layer, ripped through the cardboard, and discovered that the case was filled with thick bars of chocolate, each of which was wrapped in foil. Once she ripped the foil away there were seven pieces to feast upon. Sierra shoved the first three bars of chocolate into her mouth almost at once, moaning with pleasure as the rich flavors ran over her tongue and then seemed to course through her body.
No food was like this. No food pleasured as much as it satisfied. And no food demanded to be eaten like this one did. Bar after bar found its way into her stomach with a quickness and she quite lost track of time until finally the last piece was consumed.
When she had licked every wrapper and satisfied herself several times over that there was not another trace of chocolate left in the house, she ran out into the garden and began leaping from tree to tree with a speed and alacrity she had not enjoyed in a very long time. The chocolate was extraordinarily energizing, providing physical power unlike any other. The wild animals looked upon her with utter concern, a panicked wolverine running from her flashing form as she danced from branch to branch, dipping to the ground for a brief moment then swinging herself back up into the embrace of the foliage.
After a good two hours of this frenetic activity she made her way to her favorite couch and collapsed in a cocoa stupor, feeling simultaneously energized and curiously heavy. For a while all was well, but slowly over a period of about an hour, the good feeling turned to bad and a sharp pain established itself in her stomach. She very much wanted to go to the bathroom, but it was as if she were somehow blocked from doing so. The one weak trip she made there resulted in nothing at all and she made her way back to the couch feeling more miserable than she had been in a very long time.
Charles found her like that not long after. He entered the room, a glass of water in one hand and a book in the other. He put both down when he saw Sierra lying on the couch and clutching at her stomach.
“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” He crouched next to her and ran a gentle hand over her forehead. “Do you not feel well?”
“Sick,” Sierra murmured.
“Let me get a thermometer and we’ll see if you have a fever.”
She heard his footsteps retreating and then his genteel tones uttered her name with disappointment. “Oh, Sierra.” He returned a moment later, holding one of the wrappers that had been strewn across the kitchen floor. “Did you eat all that chocolate at once?”
“At once was the only way,” she mumbled.
“At once is not good for your stomach,” he replied, telling her what she had already discovered all on her own.
“It wants to all come out,” she complained, “but it won’t.”
“No,” he said. “I can’t imagine your digestive system is able to handle that much sugar and such.”
“Make it better,” she whimpered up at him.
“Aw, poor girl,” he said, sitting next to her and stroking her hair as she clutched at her stomach, which had turned to a roiling mass of pain and discomfort. “I can help make it better, but you’re going to have to be good because it’s not as easy as a pill.”
“Whatever it is,” Sierra groaned. “Do it.”
“You stay here and pull down your pants and panties,” Charles said. “I will need your bottom bare for an enema.”
“What’s an enema?” Sierra was immediately suspicious. Anything that required her to be bare bottomed sounded like a punishment. “Am I in trouble?”
“You are in some trouble,” Charles confirmed, “but an enema is not to punish you. It’s to help you move some of that nasty sugar and everything else through and give you some relief.”
Just as he spoke, Sierra’s stomach twinged painfully again. She would have done anything for relief, so as he walked away she pulled her underclothes down and waited patiently for his return, the cool air playing over her exposed skin reminding her of her vulnerability.
Charles returned a few minutes later with a large rubber bag and a length of tubing culminating in a nozzle several inches long. It was all very intimidating and medical-looking and Sierra found herself hiding in her arms, hiding her eyes under the veil of her hair.
“What is that?”
“This is the enema,” he explained, his eyes twinkling gently. “It’s just warm water that will go into your bottom and help clean up your insides. Lie down on your left side, please, bottom toward me.”
Sierra whimpered. She was not sure about this at all but she obeyed his orders the way she always did. He had a way of speaking that made her feel perfectly and entirely safe. If he said this enema was going to make her feel better, then she believed him.
“Put your top leg forward a bit,” he murmured, crouching beside her. “I need access to your anus.”
The clinical terms should have left her cold, but instead they made her heart flutter. She felt his finger at that delicate aperture, smearing cool gel. Then she felt a slow insistent circling, which she knew was going to result in penetration, and sure enough a moment or two later his thick finger was pressing inside her in a slow massaging motion.
“Good girl,” Charles praised smoothly. “You have gotten so good at relaxing your bottom.”
Facing the couch, Sierra blushed brightly as the doctor handled her with absolute intimate care.
The nozzle soon followed where his finger had been, sliding into her rectum. It was thicker and longer than his finger and she was glad he had prepared her for it. As it slid in, Sierra squirmed and received a tap on the bottom for her troubles. “Stay still,” Charles said. “I don’t want this slipping out.”
There wasn’t much chance of it slipping out given that the length of the nozzle was firmly lodged in her bottom and held securely in place between two of his fingers, which she could feel pressing between her spread cheeks.
“I’m going to let some of the water flow into you,” he explained. “It might feel a little strange, but when this is over you are going to feel much, much better, I promise.”
Sierra felt a trickling sensation deep in her bottom as the water began to seep inside her. She couldn’t help but wriggle, which earned her several light slaps and a purred warning to stay still.
“You couldn’t stay still if this was happening to you,” she whined.
“This wouldn’t happen to me because I wouldn’t eat half the city’s supply of chocolate in one sitting.”
“You never told me not to.”
“True,” he said dryly. “But did you think you were doing a good thing?”
“Maybe not,” Sierra admitted as Charles began to gently rub her bare tummy, helping the water to seep slowly inside her. He manipulated the flow slowly, letting a few ounces of water flow in at a time. She could feel herself being filled, little by little, deeper than she had known was possible.
She whimpered as she began to cramp and he stopped the flow and rubbed her bare tummy gently, stroking the plane of her stomach all the way to her pubic bone then repeating the motion until the cramp went away and she felt wetness welling between her thighs.
“Better?” He murmured the word. She looked into his eyes and nodded as his fingertips made light circling motions just above her clit. It was better. She had almost forgotten all about her tummy sickness as the warm water trickled into her bottom and Charles made her feel better inside and out.
“Good,” he said. “You’re being very good.”
“I’m always good for you,” she said with a playful little smile.
“You are good for me,” he agreed, letting more water flow into her bottom. It swirled deep inside her, providing relief as well as fullness. After a few more minutes, she began to become restless and whimper again.
“You’re almost done,” he said in those soothing tones. “I’m not adding any more water. You just need to hold it for a while and let it do its work.”
“But I’m so full,” she complained, wriggling in place until he let his hand slide down over her stomach and clamped his fingers around her pubic bone. Held tightly in place by the grip of his palm, she could not writhe around quite as much.
“Stay still,” he growled against the back of her neck, letting his teeth graze against her skin for a brief moment. The action was so animalistic and unexpected that she froze in obedience, her pussy leaking wanton juices against his fingertips as her tummy gurgled. Sensing her wetness, his fingers began to move, massaging her captured clit.
The nozzle in her bottom stimulated her rectum as his fingers teased her pussy and began to slide down toward what suddenly felt like the very core of her being, the moist entrance which was pulsing with need. Sierra held her breath as he began to penetrate her in both places, two fingers pressing inside her pussy as her bottom clutched at the hard nozzle and the erect nub of her clit ground against the palm of his hand.
Squirming and sloshing and panting for more, Sierra surrendered to Charles completely, parting her thighs as he used his other hand to gently nudge the nozzle in and out of her bottom in time with the motion of his fingers in her pussy.
She came, plugged and filled. She came, pulled against the hard line of his body, feeling his strength and his care in equal measure as he held her close and worked her quivering body to a screaming climax that left her weak in his arms.
Completely spent, Sierra sighed with contentment. There was still one urge unfulfilled however, one urge that was growing greater by the moment and was not at all helped as Charles slowly slid the nozzle out of her bottom, leaving her clutching her cheeks and sphincter as tight as possible.
“May I please go? I really really gotta go…”
“So polite,” he praised, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Yes, you may go. I doubt Kade would forgive me if his couch suffered in all of this.”
Sierra blushed and stood up on shaky legs, aided by Charles’ gentlemanly arm. His expression of amusement and adoration in equal measure stayed with her as she rushed toward the bathroom.



Chapter Eleven
 
 
“He isn’t back yet.” Sierra stared out the window she had been staring out for a good hour. Kade’s excursion had run long. He had been gone for three days and three hours—three hours longer than he was supposed to be gone. She had withstood the first hour stoically, the second hour with a growing sense of unease, but the third hour had her pacing back and forth in front of the window as much as Charles would allow her.
“Give him another hour,” Charles said calmly. “He may have been delayed for some perfectly reasonable reason.”
“Or he might have been eaten,” Sierra fretted. “Or fallen down a hole. There are holes out there.”
“I know,” Charles said, coming over to drop a kiss on the top of her head. “Try to relax. He will be home soon, I am sure.”
An hour later, Kade was still not home and Sierra had started to emit a near constant whine. Something was wrong, she could sense it. There was an emptiness where she should have been able to feel Kade, which told her he would not be home any moment as Charles insisted.
“You need to settle down, sweetheart,” Charles said. “It will be another day before we go look for him.”
“No!” Sierra insisted. “We need to go and look now. Right now!”
“What you need right now is a nap,” Charles replied. “You haven’t slept properly since he left. If you sleep now, chances are by the time you wake up, Kade will be back.”
“I can’t sleep,” Sierra replied. It was the truth. She did not think she would be able to sleep until she saw Kade again. Three hours later night had fallen and Sierra was not any more able to sleep.
“He’s seven hours late,” she said. “We have to go look for him.”
“We will go at first light if he hasn’t returned by that time,” Charles said. “Now get some sleep. You’ll need your energy.”
“How can I sleep when he’s not home?”
“Kade can look after himself,” Charles reassured her. “I tell you now, no tigress, not even a whole streak of man-eating tigers could take him down.”
Sierra nodded slowly, biting her thumb. She knew Charles was probably speaking the truth, but it didn’t make her any less nervous. She felt Kade’s loss keenly, a painful pulling in her soul. Three days had been long enough. Four was unthinkable.
“Are you going to go to sleep or am I going to have to sedate you?” Charles’ dark gaze held serious intent. His medical expertise was a double-edged sword. He was able to treat scrapes and breaks, but he also had a whole load of measures capable of keeping her in line if he deemed fit. Sierra had been subject to several of his ‘examinations,’ and by the looks of things she was about to experience another one if she did not go to bed as he demanded.
“You can’t drug me into compliance.” She frowned at him. “That’s not fair and it’s not right.”
“It’s not a matter of drugging you into compliance, it’s a matter of getting you to sleep,” Charles insisted.
“Kade would never drug me.”
“No. Kade would spank you until you were too tired to stay awake. Should I try that?”
“You can’t spank me when I’m sad,” she pouted, crawling into his lap and looking deep into his eyes. Charles wrapped his arms around her waist and held her close, one hand rubbing her back.
“You really need to go to bed,” he said. “We both do.” His arms tightened momentarily as he stood up with her in his arms.
Sierra had little choice but to go to bed when carried there by the handsome doctor who insisted on stripping her down to her naked self.
“You don’t need clothes to sleep,” he said, sliding her shorts over her hips and down her thighs. It was enough of a distraction to give Sierra a modicum of relief. She was further pleasantly distracted when Charles began to remove his own clothing. She loved his body as much as she loved Kade’s, though they were formed very differently. Charles did not have the bulk of Kade, nor did he show the marks of the hunt. His body was elegant, his musculature lean and toned and as he covered her body with his own, Sierra felt a connection not only with him, but with Kade at the same time. They were a unit, the three of them. As Charles’ lips pressed to her collarbone and drifted lower, she felt Kade again. She could have sworn he was there with them, part of them, part of her.
As she made love to Charles, she made love to Kade too, giving herself not just to the doctor, but to both men who had changed her life forever. The doctor kissed what seemed like every part of her body before his lips settled over the flower of her pussy and he began to pay homage to her pleasure center with his tongue. Transported away from her woes, Sierra slipped into another form of consciousness where her senses reigned supreme.
Taken away by the doctor’s talented tongue, she was traveling through the wilds in her mind’s eye, down a deer trail and then over a ridge when she came upon Kade’s still form lying between a rock and a tree, his arm caught beneath the tree, his face bloodied from a wound. The vision was so strong it was as though she was seeing it for real.
“I know where he is!” She sat up abruptly. “I know where he is,” she repeated. “He needs our help…”
“Sierra… you need…”
“Charles,” she said, her tone pleading. “You have to believe me. My senses do not lie. I know where he is. I saw him. He’s hurt. He’s under a tree. He’s trapped. He needs our help.”
“You may have heightened senses,” Charles said. “But psychic powers are out of the realm. I’m sure you think you know where he is, but…”
“I know,” Sierra said. “I know and I’m going to find him.”
With that, she stood up on the bed and took a flying leap over Charles. She landed on the other side of him and started running, leaving the house and the compound behind in less than a minute. Feeling as though her feet were equipped with the wings of a hawk, she bolted over the compound’s high gate, ignoring the painful shocks it imparted, and sprinted into the depths of the wilds, following nothing but her senses.
For more than an hour she loped along, pushing her physical capabilities to the very edge. Her legs were tired and her lungs were burning, but the feeling was growing stronger by the moment and soon her physical senses were picking up on him. His scent. His energy emanating into the wild.
“Kade!” She shouted his name, but there was no reply, only the sound of her feet landing amidst the leaves of the forest floor and the beating of her heart. “Kade!”
“Sierra…”
His reply was faint, and perhaps not even heard by her ear, but she followed the voice nonetheless and it did not lead her astray. She hurdled a fallen tree and there he was, trapped.
Sierra skidded to a halt by the hunter’s body on the ground. It was just as she had seen in her mind’s eye, Kade was pinned by the tree, unable to rise. His strong form was rendered completely helpless and his skin was an ashen gray, which spoke to blood loss and perhaps other injuries.
“Kade!” She shouted his name in his face, clutching at him with both hands.
He opened his eyes and looked upon her naked form with a bleary disbelief. The moon was in full glow, shedding silver light on Sierra’s naked body, transforming her from mere pet into midnight nymph.
“Sierra? Is that really you? Or am I dreaming again?” His voice was dry and cracking and weak and she knew that he must be in a bad way. He had obviously been under the tree for quite some time, long enough to lose control of his senses.
“It’s me,” she confirmed, going to her knees beside him. “You’re hurt.”
“I got the tigress,” Kade said groggily. “I never thought a tree would take me out.”
“It’s not going to,” Sierra said. “You’re going to live. I’ve found you.” She lay down beside him and pressed kiss after kiss to his bruised face. There was little she could do about his wounds or the tree, but she could give him comfort and that was what she did, curling up next to the master she loved.
“You’re a good pet, Sierra,” Kade murmured. “Remember me, and be good for Charles.”
“I won’t be good for Charles,” Sierra said. “And I’m not going to remember you because you’re not going anywhere. You’re going to be alright. I found you, so you’re going to be alright.”
Kade opened his eyes. They were bloodshot and eerie in the moonlight, pupils dilated almost to the point that their beautiful hue was swallowed by the darkness.
“I was injured before this tree fell on me,” he rasped. “I think it will finish me. I’m sorry I won’t be able to complete your training, my pet.”
“No,” Sierra sniffed, her tears falling upon his face, leaving streaks of clean skin amid the dirt. “You are going to live. I will not let you die.”
“Sierra!”
Charles’ voice broke the night. He must have followed in her wake for a moment later he burst through the brush, saw the situation, and immediately went into medical mode. Unlike Sierra, he had taken the time to dress, and not just to dress, but to bring with him a plethora of supplies in a rucksack. It was so very like him to be rigorously prepared, and Sierra had never been more pleased for it. He had never been so handsome as he was in that moment, soaked with his own sweat, his dark hair plastered against his forehead with exertion.
“He’s dying,” she cried. “Save him.”
“What have you done to yourself, man?” Charles gently moved Sierra out of the way to work on Kade.
“Lost a fight with a tree,” Kade said with a ghost of a groggy smile. Even inches from death he was brave. Sierra tried to be too.
“Sierra, activate that emergency beacon,” Charles directed her. “It’s the big red thing in my bag.”
Sierra did as she was told then watched silently as Charles began to inject Kade with all manner of things. One of them put Kade into a deep sleep so quickly he was gone before Sierra knew what was happening. She had to sit with the knowledge that she might have heard Kade’s last words, an apology for a failing that was not his.
Soon Charles finished tending Kade and announced that all they could do was wait. Waiting was the last thing Sierra wanted to do, but she pressed herself against Kade’s side and hoped that some part of him knew that she was there.
“You found me quickly,” she said as Charles packed his medical supplies.
“You left quite a trail,” Charles replied. “You also left without permission and without clothing, for that matter.”
Sierra shrank away, whimpering. “But I knew Kade was here… I knew…”
Charles’ expression softened. “I know,” he said. “I’m the one who owes you an apology. You did what you were supposed to do, Sierra. You listened to your senses. I should have paid attention earlier. If I had, Kade might not be in such a bad way.”
“It’s not your fault,” Sierra hastened to reassure him. “You didn’t know.”
“I didn’t,” Charles agreed. “But you did.”
A humming noise above announced the arrival of rescuers, six strong men in a shuttle. They all wore environmental protection suits to keep their tender skin safe. Sierra noted that Charles had not bothered with any kind of protection. He would probably pay the price for that later.
The men worked with electronic saws to remove the tree and carefully moved Kade onto the stretcher. The stretcher was then attached to great cords and pulled up into the shuttle.
“I want to go with him,” Sierra said, watching as Kade was lifted into the sky by forces beyond her imagination. “I want to stay with him,” she whimpered louder still, clutching at Charles. “Don’t let them take him away, don’t let them!”
“He needs surgery,” Charles said in calm tones, wrapping his arms tight around her naked frame. “You can’t be there for that. I think it’s best we go home. They will let us know when he is well enough to visit.”
“What if he never gets well? What if he dies alone up there? What if…” Sierra was more than distraught, she was outright panicked, fighting against Charles because there was nothing else to fight against.
“Shhhh,” Charles said, holding her tight. He did not seem to have any other words of comfort for her, and Sierra knew that was because there was a very real chance that Kade might die. He might already be dead for all she knew.
“No! Where did they take him! Where?!”
“Calm down, sweetheart,” Charles said soothingly. “He’s in the hospital. I think he will survive; he’s tougher than most.”
“You think, but you don’t know. We have to go and get him. We have to go see him!”
“Sierra, you’re exhausted. You’ve barely slept for the past four days. I think you might be on the verge of a breakdown. I’m going to give you something,” he said. “It will help you relax.”
“I don’t want to relax!” She began struggling against his grasp, but it was no good. Charles held her in place with one arm wrapped around her waist and picked something up from his bag. She didn’t see what it was but she felt a sharp prick in her left buttock.
A moment later, she started feeling drowsy. A second later, she passed out in his arms.
 
* * *
 
Sierra did not know what time or day it was when she woke, but when she opened her eyes again she was in Kade’s bed, still quite naked and still very worried. Kade was not there. She was alone. The light filtering through the window told her that it was the afternoon.
“Hello, sweetheart,” Charles said, entering the room. As always, he was elegantly dressed and completely composed. There was nothing left of the tousle-haired savior who had come to Kade just in the nick of time.
“You drugged me!” Sierra sat up, scowling fiercely.
“I did,” Charles said without any measure of apology. “You were stressed to the point of illness. You needed rest.”
She stood up on the bed to equalize their height and glowered at him as he drew close. The moment he was at arm’s length, she reached out and slapped him hard across the face. The sound cracked through the air and was followed by a stunned stillness as Charles looked at her with an expression of surprise and displeasure.
“You had no right,” she said, shaking with anger.
“I had every right,” he said grimly. “And now I have the right to teach you never to do that again.”
He took her by the wrist and pulled her forward against his body, reaching around to slap her bare bottom hard. Sierra let out a yowl of anger and bit him hard on his neck, unleashing the anger and the fear she felt for Kade on Charles’ flesh.
“Bad girl,” Charles said, his tone devastatingly mild. “You think you can behave that way with me? Because I am not Kade?” He wrangled her off his neck and pinned her face down on the bed with ability Sierra had not expected. “Or is it because you need Kade?”
Before Sierra could answer, Charles slapped her bottom several times very hard. “I have always been gentle with you,” he said. “But that is because you have always been good for me. You need to keep being good or you will be a very sorry girl.”
Wriggling in his grasp, Sierra spat like a wildcat. “Where is Kade?”
“He is in the hospital,” Charles informed her, slapping her bottom again. “And you are in my care. Now get yourself under control, Sierra, or I will do it for you and I promise you, my girl, you will not like it one bit.”
“What will you do? Drug me again?”
Charles leaned down, his lips half an inch from her ear. “Sweetheart, I will strap every inch of your bottom and pussy.”
In spite of her anger and her rage, Sierra felt a tremor rush through her. This was Charles as she had not known him before. Calm, yes, but more masterful and intense than ever before.
“I was hoping to talk to you,” Charles said. “But instead you wanted to hit me. You know that’s unacceptable, don’t you?”
Sierra did know that it was unacceptable, but it was too late to change what she had done. Besides, he had drugged her and that was unacceptable too.
“You deserved it.”
“Ah, then you deserve this.” Charles sat down on the bed and turned her about so her head was facing away from him, her bottom perched over his thigh, her legs on either side of his. Her pussy pressed against his leg as she wriggled on the fulcrum of his body, waiting for the inevitable.
It came in the form of hot, hard slaps painting her bottom and her thighs with heat and pain. For the most part it was nothing Sierra hadn’t experienced before, but Charles was not Kade and his touch was different. He spanked faster, and with more precision. He used his other hand not to hold her in place, but to spread her cheeks and bare the cleft of her bottom to his punishing strikes.
Sierra yelped as he began spanking her there, taking a thorough approach that left her without any modicum of modesty. Her cheeks were being disciplined from top to bottom, and when he reached into his pocket and pulled out a thin strap of leather, she let out a whine.
“What is that?”
“This is the strap that will teach you not to ever slap me again,” Charles said, keeping her cheeks spread. He brought the strap down lengthwise down her cheeks, catching the depths of her cleft and the tender bud of her anus with the damnable thing.
“Eeeeowww!” Sierra screeched at the top of her lungs. The strap bit like an angry hornet, leaving her writhing over Charles’ lap. “Stop! That hurts!”
“Does it now?” Charles paused, his palm patting her bottom. “What do you have to say for yourself then?”
“Nothing,” Sierra growled. She was rewarded for her insolence with another cut of that strap, this time across her nether-lips. The sudden stinging impact made her buck over Charles’ thigh, whining as she did. “I mean… I’m sorry.”
“Are you?”
“I’m scared,” she added. She felt him melt as he laid back on the bed, her thighs still spread around his as his touch turned from punishing harshness to tender softness. He rubbed her bottom and looked into her flushed face.
“I know you are, Sierra. I was going to tell you before you slapped me. Kade survived surgery very well. He’s going to be home soon. You’ve nothing to worry about.”
She pulled her arms up under her and looked across at him with a small measure of shyness. Her bottom was burning deep in the crevice and she knew she would not soon forget the punishment, but the news of Kade’s recovery overshadowed all her discomfort. “Really?”
“Really,” he reassured her. “In fact, he should be home any minute now, so why don’t you go get cleaned up and make yourself look nice, presentable, and relatively unpunished.”
“A little late for that.” Kade’s voice growled through the room, quickening Sierra’s pulse. She leaped up from Charles, turned and threw herself across the room into Kade’s arms. He made a grunting sound as she wrapped her arms around him tight and looked up into his face, almost unable to believe that he was there.
“Easy,” Charles said from the bed. “He’s still recovering; try not to squeeze him to death.”
“It’s alright,” Kade said, holding Sierra just as tight. “I know how she feels.”
“Did they fix you?” Sierra looked him over. “What about your arm?”
Upon closer examination she saw that his left arm was quite different than it had been. It wasn’t just healed, it was… new. Though it looked almost normal, she could sense that it wasn’t. The scent was wrong, as was the appearance. It was just a little too shiny and it was completely unmarked by scars.
“This is a biosynthetic arm,” he said with a little grin. “All the better to spank you with.”
Sierra marveled at the technology of the citizens. What a world they lived in where a man could be given a new arm. For the first time in her life, she was grateful to the people of the city. If Kade had been treated in the wilds, he would surely have died. Thanks to them he was not only not dead, but he had a new limb that seemed almost as good as the first.
“You are not allowed to go anywhere without me,” Sierra informed him, wrapping her arms around his neck and biting the side of it with light possession.
“Is that so, my pet?”
“It is,” she said. “I found you all on my own. You cannot say my senses are not sharp enough anymore.”
“That is true,” he agreed, cupping her bottom with his good palm. “Thank you, Sierra,” he murmured, nuzzling her gently. “You saved my life.”
Sierra whispered her reply, for her voice was beginning to crack and her eyes fill with tears as emotion so deep she could barely contain it filled her body and soul.
“You saved mine first.”
She was no longer the wild one she had been, nor the desperate captive she had become, or even the frightened pet taken to Kade’s arms. She was more than all of that now. She was mate to two men, the feminine link in a chain so strong it would not be broken as long as she drew breath. Her senses soared as she held Kade and reached for Charles. Both men wrapped their arms around her, holding her close as they whispered words of love and comfort in each of her ears. Though her bottom throbbed and would probably never be unmarked, she had discovered an oasis of love and contentment beyond anything she had thought possible.
The journey had been long and painful, and sometimes she had thought she was all alone and would forever be so, but every breath had led to this perfect love with her hunter and her doctor. Her wounds were healed, her health restored, her heart open so much so that she could not help but weep with joy and then moan with pleasure as comforting kisses turned to passionate petting and the bonding began all over again.
 
 
The End
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The Lord’s Bride
When Mary de Vere’s closest companion Martin de Stafford—whom she secretly loves—is stolen from her by his long-promised marriage to another woman, eighteen-year-old Mary believes things can get no worse… until an assassin’s blade takes her father’s life. The laws of the land place her under the authority of her heartless uncle, but even as her world falls apart around her, Mary vows to one day reclaim her rights and her title.
Years later, Martin, now the Sheriff of Staffordshire and a widower since illness claimed his wife, encounters his childhood friend in the unlikeliest of places: a convent. Though Mary plays the part of a simple woman who dreams of becoming a nun, Martin is far from convinced. He knows the feisty girl far too well to believe that she aspires to a life of service in the church, and in any case, he has another future to offer her—a future as his wife.
When she spurns his affections, Martin only grows more determined to unravel her plot, and at last Mary is caught red-handed in an act of banditry. To save herself from the dungeon, she is left with no choice but to submit to the very thing she once longed for: marriage to Martin de Stafford. Mary soon learns that her new husband is more than her match and that from now on her bare bottom will pay the price for her scheming. In spite of her pride, Martin’s firm chastisement enflames her lust for him, but can she truly force herself to put aside the wrongs of the past and lay claim to a life at the side of the man she always wanted?
 
The Brat, the Bodyguard, and the Bounty Hunter
When runaway heiress Fiona Fayrefield hires bodyguard Harris Kingsley to protect her from her meddlesome father, Harris decides that his job includes putting the spoiled twenty-four-year-old brat over his knee for a long, hard spanking when he feels it necessary. For the first time in her life, Fiona discovers that doing whatever she wants, whenever she wants, is no longer an option.
After her father sends ex-military bounty hunter Tom Waters to bring her home, events take an unexpected turn and the two men soon join forces to protect Fiona, to tame her rebellious ways, and to bring her more pleasure than she ever imagined possible. But when they learn that she has more skeletons in her closet than they were counting on, will her fortune come between Fiona and the loves of her life?
 
Mail Order Brat
Soon after leaving her native Russia to marry an American, Annika discovers that her husband-to-be is a liar and a cheat. Rather than return home, she runs away and begins living on the streets. When she is caught by Pastor Steven Soames while breaking into his car looking for a place to sleep, she expects the worst—arrest and deportation—but instead the handsome preacher invites her to his house for a warm meal.
Steven’s kindness impresses Annika and she is excited when he offers to let her stay in the guestroom at the parsonage in the little town of Sweetville, even after he informs her that while under his roof proper behavior will be expected and defiance will earn her a sound spanking.
Though Steven is a widower and he’s never been interested in another woman since his wife’s passing, and despite Annika’s penchant for flagrant disobedience—something Steven knows will need to be cured with a firm hand applied to her bare bottom—the small-town preacher and the feisty Russian brat soon find themselves falling in love.
But when Steven proposes, Annika cannot help but worry that he is only offering marriage out of pity in order to let her stay in America. Can she bring herself to put aside her fears and trust the man who has claimed her heart?
 
The Barbarian’s Bride
After she is kidnapped by her father’s enemies and sold to the barbarian chief Rikiar, Princess Aisling finds that life as a barbarian’s bride is quite different than the one to which she was previously accustomed. To her dismay, the once pampered princess soon learns that the barbarian chief is not to be trifled with and any disobedience will earn her a sound spanking on her bare bottom.
Her days are certainly less boring than when she was cooped up behind castle walls, and since her warrior husband’s fierce lovemaking is beyond anything the virgin princess ever imagined, her nights are far more exciting as well. Though much is expected of her—she must both satisfy Rikiar’s voracious appetites in the bedroom and train to wield a sword—Aisling perseveres and before long she feels a strength growing in her heart which makes her proud.
But when Aisling’s father demands her return and wages war against Rikiar and his people, she fears for Rikiar’s life. Can she trust her judgment and her courage to protect her newfound people, save her husband, and safeguard their love from those who wish to destroy it?
 
Masters of Eden
Sentenced to spend the rest of her life in a prison colony as punishment for daring to stand up against oppression, twenty-eight-year-old Eden Wells has only one goal: to escape before she can be delivered to her fate. Unfortunately for Eden, two firm-handed men stand in her way.
From the moment the beautiful, defiant prisoner first set foot on their ship, Ghost and Mixer knew this job was going to be like nothing they’d faced before. Eden’s constant deceptions and endless mischief keep the men constantly on their toes, and though each attempt at escape earns her a long, hard paddling on her bare bottom, no punishment seems able to keep her compliant for long. Despite their best efforts, the men soon grow close to their troublesome captive and her charms attract them more each day, until at last they can resist no longer.
Eden has always craved someone strong enough to handle her, but until now no man had ever come close. Though she would blush to admit it, Eden quickly finds herself craving both their strict discipline and the confident, powerful way they lay claim to her body—sometimes both at the same time. But no matter how much she longs to be theirs forever, Eden knows that escape must be her top priority. Can she find a way to keep both her freedom and their love?
 
The Hunter’s Pet
Sarah has lived her life in the wild lands, far from the city-dwellers who regard her as little more than an animal. Making use of her quick wits and the natural camouflage provided by a rare mutation, she has avoided being claimed as some hunter’s pet… until now.
For a man who must venture into the wilds to bring home food for the people of his city, acquiring the right hunting pet can be the difference between life and death. From the moment William laid eyes on Sarah he knew the beautiful green-haired creature was the only pet he would ever want, but training her will prove far more challenging than he could have ever imagined.
William feeds, bathes, and cares for the new pet he has captured, doing his best to win Sarah over with kindness, but when her defiance continues he must resort to more forceful measures and at last he spanks her bare bottom long and hard. Punishing Sarah earns him only a temporary respite from her rebelliousness, but even as her continued defiance drives him to his wits end William knows she is quickly becoming much more to him than just a pet.
To her surprise, living in William’s house brings Sarah a peace she never felt while running wild in the forest. When he teaches her both how a good pet should please her master and how a skilled man can please a woman, she cannot help but yearn for more. But when tragedy strikes and Sarah and William must leave civilization behind, will she stay by her new master’s side?
 
The Firm Hand of the Law
Lily Brannigan is fed up with running a seedy bar just to make ends meet while trying to ignore the smuggling ring her criminal family runs out of her place of business, but she’s no snitch, and when detective Gareth Knight shows up and starts asking questions, he gets no answers. Cop or not, though, Gareth is strong, handsome, and bossy in a way that makes her melt, and it isn't long before Lily gives in to her body's demands.
Gareth is not a man to be trifled with, and he informs Lily in no uncertain terms that he intends to be around until this case is over. He’ll be making sure she takes care of herself—something Lily hasn’t been doing for years—and when her behavior puts her safety at risk, he has no qualms about taking her over his knee, baring her bottom, and spanking her long and hard.
The walls around Lily’s heart begin to crack as Gareth’s attention and care make her feel loved for the first time in ages. His skilled, dominant love-making leaves her begging for more, but if her bosses realizes she’s bedding a cop her life will be in grave danger. Can she trust Gareth to keep her safe, or is she just a means to an end for him?
 
A Difficult Patient
Upon arriving at Memorial General Hospital for treatment following a minor bicycle accident, twenty-six-year-old lawyer Alyssa Winters quickly becomes frustrated at wasting so many billable hours. Ignoring her complaints, Dr. Chase Wright—without a doubt the most handsome doctor Alyssa has ever seen—informs her that he will be personally seeing to her care and he expects her to do as she is told.
Chase asserts his authority immediately and Alyssa is soon blushing red as her temperature is taken the old-fashioned way. More shameful still, when she disobeys his instructions she finds herself over his knee for a sound spanking. Worst of all, after he learns that she’s never visited a gynecologist in her life, his subsequent examination results in the most embarrassing display of arousal she has ever experienced.
Even after leaving the hospital, Alyssa discovers that her ordeal isn’t over. Her firm has assigned her a new client, and that client is none other than Dr. Chase Wright. But how can she work with a gorgeous man who seems to fully understand that underneath her abrasive exterior, she just wants him to take control, spank her bare bottom when she gets out of hand, and then have her any way he wants her?
 
Tamed by the Knight
Nineteen-year-old Princess Madeline is not about to let anyone dictate who she can and cannot marry. She will settle for nothing less than a king, and her sister’s upcoming marriage to a prince is merely tedious—much like everything that goes on at court.
Madeline is used to getting her way, so when Sir Gregory—a mere knight—finds her making mischief and spanks her long and hard for her behavior, she is angrier than she’s ever been. To her absolute horror, after her encounter with Sir Gregory rumors begin to spread through the court that her virtue may have been compromised. Fearing a scandal and wanting Madeline off his hands, the king commands her to take the brave knight’s hand in marriage. But knights don’t inherit kingdoms, and Madeline intends to be a queen.
In an attempt to prevent the ruin of her plans, she flees the castle. Yet after Sir Gregory tracks her down and brings her home with a sore, well-spanked bottom, his firm-handed dominance proves to the feisty princess that, regardless of his station, his bearing is that of a king. She soon finds herself falling in love with her new husband, even though it means putting aside her dreams of a crown. But when an old and bitter foe attacks their homeland, both Madeline and Sir Gregory will need all their wits and all their courage to save their people.
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