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Chapter One

 

Gordon frowned at the scene unfolding before him in the
elegant, wood-paneled room. Two young women dressed in black surrounded by a
half-dozen men in tuxedos, hungrily chatting them up. The women laughed gaily,
soaking up the attention, clueless that they were being sized up as prey.

They obviously knew nothing of how to conduct themselves at
a BDSM club and they most certainly did not know how to dress. Whatever message
they intended to send, they were broadcasting quite a different one.

The blonde had a short bob and was wearing a scoop-necked
cocktail dress and high heels. The dark-haired one, far more appealing in his
book, wore a clingy black top and a very short pleated skirt. She was about
five-foot-five, with luscious long legs. He liked her narrow waist and slightly
flaring hips too.

She looked like a spitfire. She was wearing high heels like
her friend, though they were slingbacks. Her long hair was contained by a
classy black ribbon. Her neck was graceful and bare. Gordon’s cock stiffened at
the sight of her. The outfit screamed out submissive.

They were drinking champagne and the men were watching for
chances to get them refills. Not good, not good at all.

When one of the men touched the dark-haired girl’s arm,
whispering something in her ear, Gordon decided to act.

He approached discreetly, to the left of the dark-haired
one. “Ladies,” he addressed them as a unit. “I was wondering where you’d gone
off to.”

The men’s faces changed from joy to disappointment mixed
with anger.

“You should keep better track of your property,” said one of
them, a large fellow with a goatee and broad shoulders.

Another, a man Gordon knew from the board of a middle-sized
energy consortium, signaled for the herd to move on. “What say you to a game of
darts, gentlemen?”

Gordon was left with the two females. The blonde was
wide-eyed and curious, but the dark-haired one was clearly upset. Up close, she
took his breath away—those full lips, the deep blue eyes, the classic nose and
oval face.

“What was that all about?” the dark-haired one demanded. “Who
are you and what did he mean, ‘keep track of your property’?”

“Nothing for you to worry about. I’m Gordon Dewitt,” he
introduced himself. “Your rescuer for the evening.”

The blonde put out her hand. “Hi, I’m Cindy.”

“Don’t.” The dark-haired one pushed her wrist away. “We have
nothing to say to this man. Except goodbye.”

“But, Chelsea, he rescued us,” said Cindy.

“So he says.” Chelsea gave him an evil glare. “But we don’t
need saving, thank you very much.”

Gordon laughed dryly. “Good luck to you, then.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” Chelsea demanded.

“I mean that you two are going to be harassed all night,
looking the way you do.”

“What’s wrong with how we look?” Cindy wondered.

“For a normal club, you’d be fine. But here, it’s an
entirely different standard. Do you even know what this place is?”

“It’s the Silver Band,” said Cindy, helpfully. “It’s a BDSM
hangout.”

“Very good.” He raised a brow sardonically. “Now tell me
what you’re here for.”

“Well, actually—”

Chelsea cut her friend off. “That’s not his business.”

“Aren’t you a little curious why all those men were after
you?” Gordon dropped a tidbit.

“I am.” Cindy took the bait.

“Just ignore him, he’s going to hand us some corny line
about how good we look,” Chelsea advised.

Gordon said the magic words, guaranteed to set Chelsea off. “Actually,
everyone here thinks you are two submissives in search of Dominants.”

On cue, her sapphire eyes flashed. “That’s ridiculous. Why
would they think such a thing?”

“The way you’re dressed for one. You have no collars on.”

Chelsea stiffened and so did his cock. “That’s because we
are regular women. If anything, we’re dominant.”

Gordon smiled indulgently. “Dominant women don’t reveal
themselves like you do.”

“How are we revealing ourselves?” asked Cindy. “Is it our
clothes?”

“Dominance is in the attitude more than anything.” Gordon
shook his head.

“Cindy, I told you to ignore him,” Chelsea snapped. “He
doesn’t know what he’s talking about. I read all about this stuff on the
Internet.”

Gordon gave her a piercing glance. “Did you happen to come
across anything on brat behavior?”

Chelsea’s beautiful blue eyes turned storm dark. Her full
lips thinned.

“What did he say?” Cindy asked.

“Forget it, we’re leaving.” She grabbed Cindy’s arm.

Gordon slipped Cindy his card on pure impulse. “In case you
have any more questions.”

She thanked him, even as Chelsea was dragging her to the
double doors. As they exited he felt a rush of excitement. A woman like Chelsea
was worth chasing. Anyone who resisted being called a submissive that
vehemently usually had an ocean of it, hot as lava, just below the surface.

She had come here looking for something, hadn’t she?

Gordon went to the bar for another scotch.

He felt bad about Cindy. He’d given her his card only
because he wanted Chelsea. In his bed, moaning, surrendering…submitting.

No matter, it wasn’t like he would hear from either of them
again.

“Make it a double,” he told the bartender.

It was going to be a long night.

* * * * *

Chelsea had never been so irked in all her life. The
arrogant stranger had not only ruined her girls’ night out with Cindy, he had
managed to insult her six ways from Sunday.

The fact that Cindy had practically been eating out of the
man’s hand did not help matters.

“It says here he is a ‘Capital Investor’,” she read off the
card as Chelsea drove them home to their modest two-bedroom apartment. “What do
you suppose that means?”

“It means he’s a stuck-up, meddling ass,” said Chelsea,
navigating the late-night traffic.

“Do you suppose he’s very rich?” Cindy wondered.

“I have no clue,” Chelsea groused.

He had called her a brat…the kind of submissive
who taunts her Master with impudent behavior in order to be punished and
dominated.

Cindy sighed, leaning back in the cloth seats of Chelsea’s
five-year-old hatchback. “He sure is a hottie, though, isn’t he?”

“If you’re into that type.” Like any woman wouldn’t be into
six-foot-one, broad shoulders, silver-streaked black hair, distinguished
masculine features and deep brown eyes.

“Do you think he’s a Dominant, Chels?”

Chelsea squeezed her thighs together, thinking of how all
those other men had reacted, scattering as soon as he showed up, like some kind
of Lone Ranger in a tailor-made tuxedo, elegant enough for James Bond. Could
there be any doubt that Mr. Gordon Dewitt was a sexual Dominant?

Chelsea really had done homework on the Internet and a part
of her was secretly excited by the idea of surrendering to a powerful, trusted
male. One who wasn’t afraid to blindfold a woman or tie her down. One who was
willing to tease and torment as well as simply give in to a woman’s demands.

In her sex life she had known all kinds of men, some wanted
their own pleasure, others tried to help with hers, but none of them really
seemed in command. Not like a Master. You didn’t fool around with one of them.
When they wanted you, you were going to be had. Their way. You were going to
beg and you were going to surrender.

And you were going to obey.

Chelsea’s panties dampened just thinking about it. It had
started back at the Silver Band. Just seeing some of the women. A few had
collars on their necks. One was sitting on a plush pillow at her Master’s feet,
in pearls and satin, while he conducted a conversation with a friend.

Others stood at the sides of their mates, eyes demurely
lowered. Chelsea felt jealous, seeing how secure they seemed to be, how loved.
Not repressed at all, but…treasured, somehow.

That was not what she had expected to find at the Silver
Band.

The question was, what had she expected and why had she
dragged her roommate, and dearest friend in the world since college, to one on
a Friday night?

She had no idea. She thought it was a lark, just for laughs.

“Can you believe how he swooped in like that?” said Cindy,
still on her Gordon Dewitt kick. “He was like some kind of knight or something.”

Chelsea lost it. “For cryin’ out loud, Cin, if you’re that
in love with the man, why don’t you just be his slave and have his babies.”

Cindy went quiet.

She was the turtle in the relationship, retreating into her
shell. Chelsea was more like the wind—calm most of the time but every once in a
while capable of blowing up into a hurricane.

“Sorry, Cin,” Chelsea said softly.

“It’s okay,” said Cindy. “I know it’s not me.”

Chelsea’s lips descended into a frown. Cindy was right.
Gordon Dewitt had clearly upset her world in a totally disproportionate way for
a mere stranger.

The only thing to do was forget him completely.

Easily said, but would her aching, lonely body buy what her
head was selling?





Chapter Two

 

“You did what?!” Chelsea confronted Cindy with the wrath of
a woman scorned.

Cindy flashed a “whoops” smile. “I kind of invited Gordon
Dewitt to lunch,” she repeated the nightmarish information.

“Why? Why would you do such a thing?” Chelsea threw her
hands in the air, her T-shirt riding up to bare a bit of her flat tummy.

“I don’t know.” Cindy shrugged.

Chelsea sighed. Cin frequently made plans that her brain
could not account for. Some were good, others okay, while a few had been utter
disasters.

“Please, say you’ll go with me?” Cindy pressed her hands
together. “Pretty please?”

Chelsea’s eyebrows shot up. “Does the term ‘fifth wheel’
mean anything to you?”

“Yes,” said the literal-minded Cindy, “it does.”

“Then you’ll understand when I tell you no, n-o, no.”

“Actually,” she got that look again, “I kind of told him you
would. He’s kind of expecting it.”

Chelsea’s pulse raced. The man was expecting her?

“It’s still no.” She folded her arms over her chest, nipples
tightening against her will. “Not in a million years.”

It was useless—she would give in for Cindy’s sake. She
always did. It was only fair, she supposed, because Chelsea dragged her on just
as many misadventures. Like last night at the Silver Band.

Chelsea had slept poorly, no surprise. Gordon had inhabited
her dreams, making her writhe and sweat as he told her what he was going to do
to her. He thought she was beautiful and sexy, but it wasn’t enough to make
simple love to her. He intended to use her, to exploit…and fulfill her.

The words seemed foreign, as though he had planted them.

Masturbating was no help. She had given in to her vibrator,
letting it take her again and again. Usually she drew comfort from it, but this
round the orgasms had felt artificial, incomplete.

“That’s because you’re mine now,” whispered the image of
Gordon. “Your body is my sex toy, I operate it, not you.”

Fuck that. She was no man’s toy.

And yet the words made her come harder than she had ever
come in her life. She pinched her nipple, upping the sensations. Finally she
pushed the pillow against her face to muffle the screams.

But it wasn’t enough.

And now, today, the man wanted her along for lunch with
Cindy. Why?

“It’s Saturday,” said Cin. “I know you don’t have plans.”

“Right,” said Chelsea glumly. “Because I’m a social loser.”

“You know what I mean. It’s just lunch…”

Famous last words. Chelsea sighed, shoulders moving up and
down dramatically, the universal signal of her surrender.

“Oh, Chels, thanks, you’re the greatest.”

Chelsea received a great big hug. She wondered what it would
be like in Gordon’s arms. A dangerous, exciting place. A woman would change in
that kind of embrace. She would be captured. It would be up to him to release
her, if and when.

“Please tell me it’s casual enough for jeans?”

Cin gave another pained grin. “Actually he specified a
skirt. He…doesn’t like women in pants.”

Chelsea seethed even as she felt a secret thrill. Gordon was
the kind of man who ordered women what to wear. For his visual pleasure. A
female would have no doubt, none whatsoever, that in his presence she was
wanted.

“I asked him if he was dominant, he said yes,” Cindy added.

Chelsea rolled her eyes. “I’m sure he’s a legend in his own
mind.”

“I’m going to start getting dressed,” said Cin.

“It’s only eight. What time is lunch?”

“One, but I want to look good.” With that she took off for
her room. “Don’t forget—no pants,” she called out.

“Okay,” said Chelsea sweetly, already deciding which pair of
jeans would most irritate Mr. Gordon Dewitt.

* * * * *

Gordon stood as the women approached. Cindy had followed
instructions and was wearing a white skirt and fashionable green top. Chelsea,
predictably, had disobeyed and worn a pair of snug jeans and a black spaghetti
strap top.

He noted the high heels and pearls she had picked for
accessories.

Gordon smiled. She was darling. A bundle of contradictions.

“I’m sorry we’re late,” said Cindy, heels clicking on the
pavement of the outdoor café. “The traffic was awful, wasn’t it, Chels?”

Chelsea said nothing. Gordon was quite certain she had been
responsible for their late arrival in one way or another. “Think nothing of it,”
he said. “Please, won’t you be seated?”

He held a chair for Cindy but Chelsea seated herself before
he could get to her. She clutched her purse, looking like a woman determined to
have a miserable time.

“I took the liberty of ordering wine,” he said.

“I don’t drink wine,” said Chelsea.

“Sure you do,” said Cindy.

“Not anymore,” said Chelsea, giving her a sharp look. “I
gave it up.”

Gordon poured some wine for Cindy. “May I propose a toast?”
He raised his glass of pale Chablis.

Cindy’s glass went high in the air.

“I’ll pass,” said Chelsea.

Her lips were pink today, bright and moist. He pictured them
puckering for sweet kisses, parting to do his will, begging to obey, opening
wide to moan under decreed pleasure.

“To new beginnings.” He clicked glasses with Cindy.

“To new beginnings,” she repeated.

Cindy tasted the Chablis with relish. “This is very good.”

“It’s one of my favorites,” Gordon agreed. To Chelsea he
added, “You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“Oh, I have a pretty good idea.” She cocked an eyebrow.

Gordon smiled. Good, very good. She had all the spunk
necessary and she was obviously smart as a whip. All the really fine
submissives were. Seduction of any kind, after all, began and ended in the
mind.

Chelsea picked up a menu from the center of the table. “Am I
allowed to pick my own food or did you do that already, too?”

“Be my guest.” He inclined his head.

The waiter arrived, a thin, wiry man with a sharp mustache.

“I’ll have the club sandwich,” said Chelsea.

“What do you recommend?” Cindy asked Gordon.

Chelsea rolled her eyes.

“The corned beef is very good,” he said.

“I’ll have the corned beef,” she said.

“The same,” said Gordon, deciding that Cindy would not be a
good submissive because she was simply too eager to please.

Whether by a stroke of luck or fate, Cindy’s cell phone rang
at that moment. A one-sided conversation ensued in which she became more and
more distressed.

“Really? Are you sure? Well, what about Julio, can’t he
handle another perm?”

Chelsea was looking nervous. “What’s up?” she asked as Cindy
clicked off.

“It’s the shop, they need me in. Mrs. Collins is having a
major meltdown with her perm and they are backed up out into the street.”

“You’re a hairdresser?” asked Gordon.

“Yeah, and duty calls. I’m so sorry.”

“Well, that’s that.” Chelsea rose to her feet.

“I was hoping you would stay,” he said.

“But I rode with Cindy,” she said.

“You can always catch a ride home with me.” Gordon smiled.

“No,” said Chelsea curtly. “Thank you.”

“Oh, why don’t you stay,” said Cindy. “I feel bad enough
without ruining things for you too. Gordon, you sure you wouldn’t mind?”

“Not at all.”

Chelsea was trying to give her friend signals. Cindy missed
them completely. “I love you, Chels.” She gave her a hug. “See you tonight.”

“Love you, too,” said Chelsea.

Gordon beamed as Chelsea sat down, obviously defeated. “Oh,
come now, surely there are worse fates than lunch with me?”

“You mean like alligator wrestling?” she said acidly.

Gordon chuckled, sipping more of his wine. “I don’t think
you like me much. Why not?”

“That’s easy. You totally embarrassed Cindy and me last
night and now you have the gall to turn around and try to seduce her.”

“Who says I want to seduce her?”

“Don’t you?”

He shook his head. “She’s not my type.”

Chelsea’s blue eyes narrowed. “So what do you want with her
then?”

“Perhaps I’m using her to get to you.” He held out the
Chablis bottle. “Wine?”

Chelsea offered no objection this time as he filled her
glass. For the moment, at least, she was speechless.

 

Chelsea found her tongue. Gordon was seducing her. “I’m
not available to be gotten,” she declared.

“Do you belong to another man?” Gordon inquired.

Chelsea’s nipples reacted to the way he put that. What would
it be like to belong to a man like Gordon?

“No,” she snapped, fighting the irresistible pull of the
man. “And I never will.”

“Good for you. A toast.” Gordon’s glass went up. “Unless you’re
afraid…”

Her glass clinked with his, letting him know she would never
back down. It would be a fight. Every bit as dashing as he had looked last
night in his tuxedo, he looked even more delicious in dark slacks and a white
cotton shirt.

“To the hidden truths of the soul,” he said.

“To overblown Dominants,” she countered, “getting their
comeuppance.”

He smiled wryly. “Tell me, Chelsea, why did you go to the
club last night?”

“I don’t know, why did you?”

“To find a helpless little slave to exploit,” he pronounced
dramatically. “Isn’t that what you would like me to say?”

Chelsea squirmed a little. The word slave conjured
images of chains and nudity, of kneeling and absolute submission. She had
masturbated to pictures over the Internet of pretty girls in elegant collars,
writhing under the caress of able Masters, men with firm hands and slim,
devious little whips.

“I don’t care what you say,” she declared, her pussy heating
dangerously. “I’m here for Cindy and the free food. And just so we’re clear,
you ever hurt her and I’ll personally rip your balls off.”

“Point made, but as I said, she’s not my type, Chelsea, you
are.”

“I’m not a type.”

“Everyone’s a type.”

Chelsea’s heart thumped wildly. A part of her wanted to
fight, but another part wanted to see what he would do, what he would make of
her. “Is this the kind of banter that gets young women into bed?” she said. “Because
it sure isn’t working on me.”

“Women get themselves into bed, I don’t do a thing.”

Chelsea hoped that wasn’t true, because if it was, she
wouldn’t make it through the day.

“Oh, come now.” She took a healthy swallow of the wine. “You
must have some lines you use. Ordering your females to kneel and obey you and
so on.”

“Submission is in the mind,” said Gordon. “I think you know
that.”

“But you must have some power,” she found herself taunting. “Surely
you can give me a little demonstration.”

He smiled, serene, completely in control. The look sent
shivers down her spine. I’ll never outflank this man, she
thought. If that wasn’t sexy, she didn’t know what was.

“Close your eyes,” he said.

Chelsea complied.

“Breathe in,” he said, voice instantly mesmerizing. “Feel
the breeze on your skin. Tune out everything else. I want you to focus. Picture
yourself somewhere alone.”

Chelsea was on a beach, at sunrise. She told him this.

“You’re naked,” he told her.

“Yes.” She dug her toes into the cool, moist sand.

“A man is with you. Who is it?”

He knew damn well.

“It’s you.”

“I’m naked, too,” he confirmed.

She imagined his body, taut and muscular, reflective of his
years, but indicative of strength and power.

“What am I doing, Chelsea?”

She swallowed. “You’re…holding me.”

“Yes,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “And I won’t
let you go…unless you want me to.”

Chelsea relished his strength, the raw power and charisma. Hands
down, he was the most arousing man she had ever encountered.

“We are skin to skin,” he said. “I’m not hiding anything,
you’re not hiding anything. Do you understand?”

“I-I think so.”

“Is there something you want to do?” he asked. “Something
you need?”

She saw herself kneeling before him, kissing the tip of his
hard, thick cock, reverently applying her lips and then her tongue and finally
taking the shaft deep into her mouth. Master…

Her eyes popped open.

The waiter had their sandwiches. “Sorry,” Gordon told him, “we’ve
lost our third.”

Chelsea sat numb. She dimly remembered eating her food, a
few bites at least. They talked about the weather and her job as a loan officer
at a bank and his trip to Sicily last month.

Not a word about BDSM.

It was so real. She had sucked his cock on a beach.

After lunch he begged off driving her home. She was almost
disappointed.

“My driver will take you, I’m going to stay on a bit and
meet a friend.”

A female friend? She must have shown some emotion on
her face because he kissed her forehead. “You didn’t do anything wrong,
Chelsea. I’d just rather not press too far today. I would like you to call me
tomorrow, though.”

Her lips pursed, her pride rearing its head. “Don’t count on
it.”

And to think she had been ready to suggest they spend the
day together, to see where things might go.

Thank god she had found out in time what he was really like.

But what was he like? He wasn’t just trying to get in her
pants. It was almost like he wanted to get to know her.

She pushed the idea from her mind. A sexually dominant man
with a heart, one who was fascinating to talk to and a wonderful meal
companion? One who made her laugh and feel at home? A woman could get addicted.
That was more than her staunchly independent self could handle.

No, it’s back to the vibrator for me,
she thought. Hip, hip, hooray.

 

Gordon watched her walk away from the table with his chauffeur,
buttocks swaying with optimum indignation.

Chelsea would be his, he vowed. She would give herself and
soon.

But why was he waiting? He could have had her today. He hadn’t
used half his charm and look how she had responded, positively glowing, her
voice soft and light, and her eyes warm and attentive, like an old friend. Why
hold back? Was he after more than her body, more than a week or two of play?

The thought chilled him and for once the confirmed bachelor
felt the tightening of a collar on his neck and the tightening of chains. What
happened when the Master needed the slave? What happened if she were to gain
the keys to his heart—locking him up for a change?

Gordon made his resolution. No more Chelsea, no more lovely,
intelligent, challenging women would get close enough to make an emotional
mess. Marriage, divorce, endless battles. No thanks.

A woman like Chelsea might be a friend if she weren’t so
damn desirable, or on the flip side, an incredible submissive sex partner—if
only she didn’t stir so many other emotions. Put both together and that made it
impossible.

Another would have to take Chelsea and mold and love and
cherish her.

Oh god, he wished he could forget.

Just went to show what a man got for rescuing damsels in
distress…

* * * * *

Cindy would not leave her alone all day Sunday. “Did you
call him yet?” she kept asking every ten minutes.

Finally, halfway through her yoga exercises, Chelsea
exploded. “No, damn it, and am I ever sorry I told you anything about lunch in
the first place.”

“You didn’t.” Cindy, in shorts, socks and a crop top,
plopped down beside her. “I tortured it out of you.”

Chelsea rolled her eyes, extending her arms toward heaven. “I
don’t know why you think I’d call. He’s obviously a jerk.”

Actually, she had gotten references on him from the Silver
Band. Two different women sang his praises as being the most considerate lover
they had ever known. Not that she would ever try him out.

“But you like him,” Cindy said.

“No, I don’t.”

“Sure you do, every time you talk about him your nose
twitches.”

“That doesn’t mean a thing.”

“It does,” she insisted, “and if you won’t call him, I will.”

“Be my guest.”

“I’ll set you up on a date,” she threatened.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

Cindy took off for her cell phone, Chelsea in hot pursuit.
The little wench must have had him on speed dial. “Hi? Is Gordon there?” She
was holding the phone in one hand, fending off Chelsea with the other. “Oh, hi,
Gordon, this is Cindy, from yesterday? I just wanted to tell you—”

Chelsea snatched it away.

“You better talk,” warned Cindy, “or I’ll use the house
phone.”

“Don’t you dare!”

“Chelsea?” Gordon called from the other end. “Is that you?”

“Um…yeah,” Chelsea said, giving Cindy the evil eye.

Cindy giggled, pushing Chelsea toward her bedroom. She
closed the door, leaving her alone with the phone.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to call you,” Chelsea said softly.

“Oh?”

She felt a tug at her heartstrings. “I didn’t mean it that
way. I guess I’m all out of sorts today.”

She heard a soft chuckle. The sound made her body sing. “I
know, it’s catching up to me too. I couldn’t sleep last night either.”

Chelsea tensed. How could he know?

“I was rude to just cut things off yesterday,” he said. “I’m
sorry.”

“And I acted bitchy when I left.”

“Not bitchy—bratty,” he corrected.

Chelsea licked her lips, picking up on the playful
suggestion in his voice.

“What do you do with brats?” She couldn’t believe she was
asking.

“I punish them,” he said without hesitation.

She cleared her throat. Her pussy was on fire. “You know a
lot of this dominance stuff could be considered demeaning to women.”

“Do you think that?”

“I don’t know. I guess not, if it’s consensual.”

“So if I ordered you to go somewhere private and strip off
your clothes…would you consent?”

“I’m in my bedroom already,” she ventured.

“Good girl,” he rasped.

She suppressed a moan. “I’m a woman, not a girl.”

“Not in this game.”

“And what game is that?”

“I think you know.”

Chelsea took off her top. She had no bra on. She took off
her shorts and panties as well. “I’m naked,” she told him.

“Are you on your bed?”

“Yes…”

“Do you have a vibrator or dildo?”

“A vibrator,” she whispered, a hot chill shooting down her
spine.

“I want you to get it and then lie down on your back, legs
apart,” he said.

She set the phone down, thankful these were Cindy’s free
weekend minutes they were using up. A few moments later she had the device from
the drawer and was in position. “Okay…” she alerted him.

“Okay, Sir,” he corrected. “You call me Sir during
discipline.”

“Is that what this is?”

“Yes, Chelsea, it is. Does the word excite you?”

“A little.”

“I think a lot.” He laughed, reading her voice. “I want you
to touch your pussy. It’s wet?”

“Yes…Sir.”

“Taste it.”

Chelsea put her glistening fingers to her lips, trembling. Chelsea
was being dominated.

“Suck your fingers, like they were a cock.”

She thought of his cock. She tasted and licked and sucked.

“Are you doing what I told you?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir, I’m licking my fingers. They’re very wet.”

“I want you to pinch your nipple now. Hard.”

Chelsea sucked in her breath. Tentatively, she squeezed the
tiny nub of flesh on her left breast.

“Harder.”

How did he know how hard she was doing it?

Chelsea squirmed. “It hurts, Sir.”

“Bad girls get pain,” he informed her. “Now I want you to take
the vibrator—I want it inside you.”

“Yes,” she groaned, plunging the artificial shaft into her
sopping opening. “Oh, yes, Sir.”

“You can play with yourself now, Chelsea, but don’t climax.
You’re not allowed to.”

The very words “not allowed to” brought her immediately to
the edge. “Sir, I need to come.” She writhed on the bed.

“No, girl, you come when I tell you. Take out the vibrator.”

Chelsea whimpered.

“Lick it clean,” he ordered.

Her aching, open sex screamed out its need.

She put the vibrator in her mouth, obeying his command.

“Turn onto your side,” he said when she was done. “Take your
hand, smack your ass with it.”

She swatted, hesitantly.

“I didn’t hear anything,” he said.

“Ouch,” she squealed, hoping Cindy wouldn’t hear.

“That’s ‘Ouch, Sir’,” he said, making her do it again.

Her bottom felt like fire. Why was she obeying?

“Now your nipple.” His voice lowered, cutting to her core. “Until
you can’t take it anymore.”

Chelsea pinched her defenseless flesh. The pain shot through
her, intensifying with every second. “Please…” she whined, “Sir.”

It was an insidious torture, mixed as it was with rising
sexual heat in her breast and belly. She clenched her teeth. How long could she
hold out?

“Enough,” he commanded. “Put the vibrator back inside you.
You’ll come when I tell you.”

“I will,” she promised feverishly.

Her sex drew the toy in deep. She lifted her sore ass,
angling the vibrator against her clitoris. “Oh god,” she groaned.

“Orgasms are a gift of the Master,” he said. “Do you
understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned, the sweat dripping from her
hypersensitive body. “Oh, please, let me have it.”

“Tell me first, why you went to the club.”

Chelsea wrestled, body and soul. Her pride wanted to hold
out. She was wary, she had been hurt by men and had learned not to admit
vulnerability. But how did you hold back against a tidal wave? And why should
she when there was a man behind it who was strong enough to keep her from
drowning?

Oh god, it was too soon to trust him, but she already did.

“I wanted…to be…” she gasped, the words coming to her from
some place beyond conscious thought. “I wanted…to belong.”

“Come for me, Chelsea,” he whispered. “Come like there’s no
tomorrow.”

Chelsea’s world exploded into a liquid rainbow, shooting
through her veins, dissolving her. She had never been triggered by a single
word, a single thought. The orgasm cut through physically and mentally.

Chelsea let go as she had never done in her life.

Her body bucked up and down on the mattress. Her toes
curled. She dropped the phone and grabbed her heaving breast. She clamped her
teeth, she clenched at the vibrator, her hand grasping one end, her pussy the
other. Power shooting back and forth. Perfect ecstasy.

Some time later she collapsed, wet, sated.

He was still on the phone.

“How was it?” he asked.

“I want to see you,” she replied. “Nothing sexual. I just
need to see you.”

“You’ll wear a dress,” he said.

“I will.” Her stomach clenched tightly, deliciously. He was
ordering, she was obeying. “Can it be today?”

“Now if you like.”

“I would…”

“My chauffeur will pick you up.”

“Should I bring Cindy?” she quipped.

“Not my type,” he said huskily, hanging up the phone.

 

Gordon had the Chablis ready. Chelsea arrived at his
penthouse in a tasteful blue dress, her hair silky and free about her
shoulders. She marveled at the surroundings—imposing modernist design. He
marveled at her.

“This…is stunning,” she whispered through red-painted lips.

“No.” He took her into his arms. “This is.”

She melted into his kiss, allowing him to cradle her back
with his hand. Her whole being was in the kiss, her intelligence, her passion. “I
would like to blindfold you,” he said. “I would like to play with you.”

Suddenly shy, her head dropped against his chest.

He took her hand and led her into the bedroom. The window
was two stories tall, overlooking the city, the bed was an expanse of black
silk tucked over a firm mattress. He longed to see her naked on its surface.

He ran his fingers through her hair. “Are you afraid?”

She shook her head.

He lifted her chin with thumb and forefinger. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For the gift…of you.”

Another kiss, their bodies melded so tightly things could
easily have moved into lovemaking—a fast and furious tangling of limbs. He
forced himself away, taking a step backward. “I’d like to see you naked.”

“Yes,” she rasped, “Sir.”

He smiled wryly. “I certainly hope you’re not seeing this as
punishment?”

She licked her lips, slipping off her heels, toes digging
into the pile carpeting. “No, Sir.”

Chelsea unzipped the dress and lifted it over her head. With
her arms aloft it was easy to imagine her tied.

“Do you like?” she asked, wanting his approval for the
choice of underwear—blue lace panties and bra.

“Indescribable,” he said.

She blushed, reaching for the clasp of the bra. For a
breathtaking moment she held on to the cups, wisps of hair falling in front of
her angelic face. Gordon’s cock throbbed with agonizing need. He had saved
himself for this, restraining himself during the phone call as he’d led her to
orgasm.

Her breasts were marvels, slightly upturned, full and
milky-white, with lovely erect, light brown nipples.

“Touch them,” he said.

She did so, trembling.

“Take down your panties,” he commanded. “And come to me.”

She inhaled shallowly. So very vulnerable as she shimmied
down her wispy lace underwear. Anticipation lit her blue eyes along with a
trust that overwhelmed him and made his heart ache.

Chelsea approached barefoot, her steps as graceful as a
goddess.

“Stop.” He touched her breast, caressed it. She rewarded him
with a moan.

“Lift your hair,” he said. “Put it on top of your head. Hold
it there.”

She exposed her neck, gathering her tresses, imprisoning her
hands in the process.

“Close your eyes.”

She sucked in her lower lip. Gordon rubbed his hand over his
crotch, savoring. Her flat tummy undulated very slightly, her breasts rose and
fell. Her hip was turned out, ever so slightly.

He kissed her neck, causing her to gasp. “I would like you
to give yourself,” he whispered.

“I will. I do,” she said without hesitation.

Gordon undid the tie from around his neck and circled behind
her. It made a perfect blindfold. “Hands at your sides,” he said. He pulled the
silk around her head and tied it.

“Can you see?”

“No, Sir.”

“Take my hand.” He led her to the bed. She squeezed his
fingers as they walked. Gordon laid her flat, head on the pillow, arms over her
head, one knee raised.

“I am going to tie you, Chelsea.”

“Yes…”

He took each wrist, tenderly slipping it inside the waiting
velvet. Gordon had had the restraints built in at all four corners. Chelsea was
hardly the first, but she was different. Would she be the last?

Gordon paused to admire his work, the dark-haired beauty,
wrists bound wide over her head, helpless. “If it’s too much, Chelsea, say
Chablis. And I’ll stop. Do you understand?”

“I do, Sir.”

He allowed himself the luxury of a long caress, all the way
from her collarbone to her hip. He stopped at her breasts, lingered at her
belly. Chelsea moaned.

Gordon could smell her arousal. “You may call me Master if
you wish.”

“Oh, yes,” she responded, arching her back. “Oh, Master,
thank you.”

Gordon smiled in approval. He removed his clothing.

“Open for me, angel.”

Chelsea put her knee down and widened her thighs. “Do I
please you, Master?”

“Like no other.” He meant it too.

“Are you going to take me?” she asked.

“In due time.” He smiled.

She shivered, relishing his power.

One by one he took her ankles, looping them in the velvet
ties as he had her wrists. “Better,” he said. “A man likes to keep his slave
girl in one place.”

“I want to please you.” She lifted herself, flesh straining
perfectly, a pure combination of feminine power and helplessness. “I want to be
good.”

Gordon marveled at the immediate effect of the restraint. It
was setting her free, like a dark panther released from its cage into the jungle.

“I hope so.” He had a riding crop he kept tucked under the
mattress. “Master is not above disciplining his sleek little sex toys.”

Toys in the plural…but there was so much inside her yet to
uncover. Would that not take a lifetime?

She jolted as he touched the delicate whip to her belly. “Is
that…is that a…?”

“It’s a crop, Chelsea. You’ve seen their uses in your
Internet searches?”

“Yes, Master.” Her teeth chattered as the crop had its way,
tapping her nipples, sliding across her glistening, hairless mound. “S-slaves
are punished with them.”

“You’ve seen pictures?”

She nodded, neck arched.

“Masturbated to them?”

Another fierce nod.

He slapped her belly with the whip, for psychological
effect. “Say it.”

“I masturbate to pictures of girls being whipped, Master.”

Gordon put the crop to her lips. “Lick it.”

She kissed with devotion and put out her tongue with such
passion he nearly exploded.

He’d never seen anything like it.

Gordon snapped the whip against her hip. He knew how to do
this. He was an expert—a sensualist, not a sadist.

“M-Master,” she cried.

It was the idea, the mild sensation…not real pain.

“You don’t need a picture now, do you?”

“No, Master.”

He slapped her belly and then delivered a stroke to her
right breast. She inhaled sharply at the strike against her sensitive skin.

“Take it,” he whispered. “For me.”

“Yes,” she moaned as he struck a precise blow to her nipple,
making it explode in ripe and luscious pain. “Oh god, yes.”

He went to work, alternating one breast and then the other,
gradually building. When she thought she could take no more, he pressed the tip
of the whip at the juncture of her thighs, lightly touching, just enough to
drive her out of her mind. She was so wet, so obviously ready.

“Your skin is nice and pink,” he told her, observing her
splayed, well-marked flesh.

She was writhing, sweat beading on her forehead. “Y-yes…I am
marked…yours.”

Gordon stroked his cock. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” she cried, nearly screaming her need. “Master, oh
god, fuck me, I need your cock, please…own me.”

Gordon climbed into place, heart pounding, everything new
and yet it was like he had been here a million times before, looming over this
submitted body, lowering himself, taking possession.

His cock slid inside Chelsea like butter.

“Oh, Master, thank you, thank you…”

He would never hold out. “You will come when I do,” he said.

A handful of thrusts was all it took for both of them.
Chelsea rose off the bed to meet his thrusts. He was so deep in her, swallowed
in molten heat. She was his, completely surrendered, open, tied and yet free to
soar.

They exploded somewhere above heaven. A forbidden place of
sex, where man and woman play, taking on primeval roles. Her orgasms wrapped
around his, his pumping semen filling her, spraying into her. His mouth was at
her neck, breathing her in, tasting, consuming. And she was giving, giving,
giving.

He kissed her a million times when it was over. He undid the
velvet ties and rubbed her limbs, he cleaned her with a damp towel. He told her
how good she was, he told her to close her eyes as he took off the silk tie. He
told her to go to sleep, to slip under the covers, naked, flesh on silk.

His bed would never do better.

Nor, he had a strong feeling, would he.

Gordon left her sleeping, smiling contentedly. He took a
shower. With each passing second, reason rushed in. And worry. Where was his
head? Just yesterday he had promised himself to go no further with Chelsea and
today he had turned around and shared his sexual dominance with her and
partaken of her submission.

All because of her hot voice on the phone.

Or was there more drawing him to the sexy, raven-haired
woman? The last thing he wanted or needed was a relationship, least of all with
someone he could be friends with. That only made the breakup harder. Besides,
his money would ruin an obviously good-hearted woman like Chelsea. Money
corrupted, it isolated, and it made a person hard and lonely.

I’ve got to get rid of her, he resolved.

It was at that point the shower door opened.

Chelsea smiled dreamily at him. One look at her and his cock
began to stir…again.

 

Chelsea’s heart lifted the moment she saw him. Waking up
alone in the bed, she had been filled with a sudden emptiness. It scared her.

“Master,” she purred as she went to her knees before him.

He groaned and at first she thought he might pull back. But
Chelsea was persuasive. At the water cascaded over them, she licked and tugged
at him, making his cock swell in her mouth. Fearlessly, she drew him deep.

His slave.

By choice, for sex.

His hands rested on her shoulders. “You are a minx,” he
said. “And we really should slow down.”

She showed him her idea of slow.

Gordon’s turgid cock erupted. Jets of semen hit the back of
her throat. So alive, so hot, so right. She decided to swallow. She had never
done that for any man.

Afterward, she kissed his foot in gratitude.

Gordon lifted her to her feet. She expected a kiss, instead
he turned her to the wall, pressing her breasts and belly to the tile. “Were
you given permission to touch your Master’s cock?”

“No, Master.” She rubbed herself.

“What should Master do about that?”

Her hand slipped into her pussy. “Punish me, Master, punish
your girl.”

His hand cracked against her buttocks. She braced herself,
palms against the wall.

“The word is Chablis,” he reminded, letting her know the
control was still hers.

“Yes, Master.” She didn’t want to stop. She wanted to know
what she could take, what he could give.

“Slaves obey.” He spanked her again. “They approach their
Masters begging to be commanded. Do you think my body is your toy?”

He spanked her again.

“No, Master.” Her ass throbbed, but the pain was deep and it
linked to her pussy and to her mind, unleashing feelings of curiously pleasant
subjugation.

“You are my toy.”

She thrust out her bottom to meet him. “I am a bad girl, I
need your discipline.”

He smacked her several more times. She was breathing so
fast, she thought she might come. Her nerve endings were on fire. She was
squashing her breasts and pussy against the wall, trying to make contact.

“Turn around,” he said. His voice had an edge that made her
pussy spasm.

When her back was to the wall he kissed her. Ferocious,
possessive. “Mine,” he growled. His hand took her breast.

“Yours,” she gasped.

He frowned. What was he looking for? He kissed her again.
She tried to give more, letting him plunder her mouth, invade with his tongue,
fucking her with it, like a cock. Her hands were at her sides, palms to the
wall.

He was doing what he wanted with her. He was Master.

“I’m going to make you come with my mouth,” he said, his
eyes unreadable. “You will submit.” He clamped her nipple to get her attention,
pinching it hard. “And then you’ll go home. You won’t talk to me, you’ll get
dressed, and my chauffeur will drive you. Do you understand?”

Emotion surged through her. Her mouth went wide but he went
to his knees before she could say a word.

Confusion reigned. “Did I do…something wrong?”

“No. You’ve been splendid.”

Gordon pressed his face to her crotch, commanding, loving.
It didn’t make sense. He wasn’t attending to her pussy like a man looking to
dump her. He went right for her clit. He sent her immediately into the
stratosphere, a mind-blowing orgasm, which led quickly to another as he pressed
his tongue, running it along the crack of her pussy, delving in and out, in and
out in perfect time to the motions of her body. His hands held her hips. Just
the pressure she needed. Even her ass felt good against the cool tile. Did he
know that?

She clutched at him, moaning, pushing her pelvis against his
face, holding his head with her hands, wanting to make this go some other way.

Chelsea couldn’t hold back the third and final climax. It
was a phenomenon quite apart from her emotions. It was Master-induced.

But he didn’t want to be her Master.

“Go,” he said when it was over, the last skyrocket, the last
wave, the last blast induced from her clitoris, between his lips. “Take the
elevator, I’ll alert the chauffeur.”

Not gentle, not harsh, just…factual.

Well, fuck, she wasn’t a robot. “Chablis,” she announced. “This
shit is over…for good.”

But hadn’t he already ended it?

“Your domination is for shit,” she lashed out. “I wouldn’t
stay if you paid me. You’re pathetic.”

She didn’t let him see the tears. On her way out she saw the
bottle of Chablis. She upended it, pouring it over the nice, thick gray carpet.

So much for looking for knights in shining armor at BDSM
clubs.

 

Gordon rinsed off. His gut twisted as he told himself it was
for the best, he was sparing her more pain down the line. They would only
disappoint each other. He was setting her free from the trap that his life
would become for her. He couldn’t bear to see her unhappy and bitter the way
rich men’s wives became. And he could never, ever allow himself to be in the
position of having to hate her.

He supposed it was too much to ask that she understand. His
last gift of an orgasm hadn’t gone over well, to say the least. He had been
told before that for a man so skilled in reading women’s submissive fantasies
he was surprisingly incompetent at emotional communication.

So she hated him now. That he could stand. Hopefully this
would not pain her so much that she would give up trying or blame herself.

Gordon waited until he heard the door slam and then called
the chauffeur, who was still in the car.

He noted the enormous stain on the carpet, the empty wine
bottle. A final message, just in case he had any doubt how she felt.

In spite of everything, he smiled. You had to admire that
kind of spunk.

He hadn’t made a mistake, had he?

Nah, Gordon Dewitt never made mistakes.

Then again, there was a first time for everything.





Chapter Three

 

“Chelsea, it’s another delivery,” Cindy called out from the
living room.

Chelsea hugged her pillow. She’d been crying again, hating
herself for it. “Tell him where the dumpster is,” she replied.

He could stand in line behind all the other delivery men who’d
been streaming in nonstop for the past two weeks.

“This one has a big teddy bear, Chel, it’s really cute!”

Chelsea threw the pillow through the open doorway. “So keep
it, what do I care?”

Ten dozen roses, six boxes of chocolate hearts and an odd
assortment of plush animals and balloons. One messenger had come to sing out, “I’m
sorry, Chelsea, I made the biggest mistake of my life…please see me again.” She
had cut him off halfway. That one even had Cindy in tears.

“He must love you, Chel,” she said. “I looked him up on the
Internet and he seems to be a decent guy, even if he is rich.”

Like she hadn’t looked up everything she could find,
pouring over the details of the life of Gordon Christopher Dewitt, heir to a
banking fortune, never married, mysteriously shy of the limelight. Talking to
him at lunch she had almost forgotten how many boards he sat on. He liked jazz,
feeding ducks in the park and was fascinated by Chinese numerology, just like
her.

He made her feel like a queen, like her life was as
important as the real queens he must have known. And he was the best lover,
just like the references said. So why had he dropped her in the most brusque,
cruel way possible?

Not that she hadn’t said harsh things too. But he should
have known she needed more time with him, a chance to process.

You’re such a fool, Chelsea, heart
on your sleeve. When will you learn? Men aren’t like women, they
fuck and they go on…like eating peanuts.

Cindy brought the bear into her. It was white, half as tall
as her. “Isn’t it adorable?”

“Stick it in the corner. I don’t want to see it. I don’t
want to see any of it. Just tell me, have all the roses died yet?”

“Nope, they’re all blooming.”

“The whole place stinks of them,” Chelsea complained.

Cindy set the bear down by the door. “Okay,” she put her
hands on her hips, “enough is enough.”

“What?”

“This pouting—it needs to stop.”

Chelsea glared through puffy eyes. “I am not pouting.”

“Sure you are. The man’s apologized. You need to talk to
him.”

“You don’t know what he did…”

Actually they had talked it to death, in true best friend
fashion.

“No, I wasn’t there, but it seems to me there’s chemistry
there. Why are you fighting it?”

“Because I’m scared that a man can have that much power over
me. It’s just too unstable. What do we really know about this BDSM stuff?”

“We know it turns you on,” said Cindy.

Chelsea flushed. “It’s no big deal.”

“Really?” She raised a brow. “Then how come I found
handcuffs in the bathroom the other day?”

“They weren’t mine, I told you.”

“Right.” She rolled her eyes. “The super just goes around
leaving them in tenants’ bathrooms to get his jollies.”

“Don’t you and your bear have someone else to harass?”
Chelsea said.

“As a matter of fact, yes.”

Chelsea should have known by that look in her eyes that she
was up to no good.

An hour later she knew so.

“Chel, package for you, more roses.”

“I said take them to the dumpster,” she fumed, not bothering
to look away from the sappy movie on her TV.

“I’m afraid you’ll have to show me where that is,” said a
familiar male voice.

She gasped. It was Gordon in her doorway in jeans and a silk
shirt, the top few buttons undone. He looked good enough to eat. “Cindy,” she
cried out. “You rat!”

“Can’t hear you,” Cindy said. “I got to go out for a while.
I’ll lock the door behind me.”

Chelsea swallowed. She was trapped.

 

Gordon had never begged for anything in his life, but he was
ready to now. The woman in front of him, hair tousled, in pink pajama bottoms
and a tank top, was the most beautiful sight he had ever seen and he ached for
her so badly he simply could not leave without touching, confessing, talking.

“Chelsea, I know I don’t deserve a second chance.”

“No.” Her sapphire eyes lit like lasers. “You don’t…you
prick.”

He took a deep breath. He had learned a lesson. To be a
truly strong man, you have to come clean. “Chelsea, I was scared. I saw how
things could get serious and I didn’t want anyone hurt.”

“So by all means, kick me to the curb.”

“I was wrong. I’ll never forgive myself for that. There’s…there’s
so much I have to learn about being with a woman. I would say it’s all because
I’ve been hurt in the past, but that’s a cop-out. I have to grow. I have
to…trust.”

Her lips trembled. Was she wavering?

“Well, you’ll have to grow with someone else, I’m sorry, I
can’t go backward.”

“I don’t want that, either. I intend to go forward and I
want you in my life.”

Her eyes moistened. Oh god, he wanted to seize her in his
arms, to command her to their mutual pleasure. How was a man supposed to see a
woman like Chelsea in bed and not have her?

Her own bed, surrounded by subtle ruffles and lovely swirls,
in her feminine world of pink and white.

“I think,” she said, “that you need someone different. In
your own class, rich, or maybe a more submissive woman. I’m…I’m just me. I won’t
change. I won’t bow to you outside the bedroom and I won’t be something for
your mantel.”

His heart swelled. “Chelsea, don’t you see, I want to build
my life around you, as you are. I love your spunk, your independence, god, do
you know what joy you’ve brought? I would give up the money, I would follow you
anywhere.”

Chelsea’s eyes were watering. She reached for a tissue,
wiping them. A smile came over her face, a sort of smirk. “The money’s not bad,
though.”

He smiled back, a deep, lopsided grin. “It has its perks.”

“I can’t jump into anything.” She shook her head. “I don’t
want to wake up one morning and find myself in a marriage I wasn’t ready for.”

Gordon had something more immediate in mind. “How would you
feel about waking up and finding yourself in chains instead?”

He could see her nipples under the tank top. “That might be
arranged.”

“I think we might need a new safe word, though,” he teased.

Chelsea pinkened. “I owe you for the carpet.”

“I can handle it, though,” he winked, “I do think it calls
for some punishment.”

“It was kind of bratty,” she agreed.

“Indeed it was.” His cock swelled in his pants. He closed
her bedroom door. “Should we deal with it now?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “Master.”

He ordered her onto her hands and knees, facing the
headboard. Her luscious, tight ass pointed at him enticingly. He slowly
stripped naked, savoring the moment when he would pull down her pajama bottoms
and bare her flesh.

“I was a bad girl, Master…” Her voice was thick with need.

“You need discipline.” He fed the mutual fantasy.

“What will you do?”

“Do you have a hairbrush?”

She sucked in a breath. “On my dresser. You wouldn’t though…”

“I would.” He retrieved it. “I am going to beat your ass and
fuck you. You may thank me in advance.”

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned as he exposed her, teasing
the pajamas down to her thighs. Her ass quivered as he slapped it with his
palm. “For…beating my ass…and f-fucking me.”

“You like to be fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master…”

“This is mine.” He caressed her pussy.

“Yours…only yours.”

It was a seminal moment. He could feel the slipping back and
forth, between play and a deep reality. They did want each
other—exclusively—but it had to be more than BDSM role play, it had to be soul
to soul.

“No one else sees this pussy again, or touches it.”

“No, Master.”

“You’ll behave for me, won’t you?”

“I’m yours,” she reiterated.

He smiled at the subtle response. She probably wouldn’t
behave, but that would be half the fun.

Gordon pushed the handle of the brush up inside her. The
pearl handle fit neatly between her swollen sex lips, eagerly accepted. “Move,”
he ordered.

She masturbated herself brazenly. He slid the handle in and
out, letting her clutch at the rigid instrument, letting her give and take and
give and take.

“Come,” he ordered.

Chelsea moaned her release, instantaneous, animalistic. He
soothed her briefly with kisses to her back. “I own you in bed.” He laid out
the terms of what was looking to be an honest-to-goodness for-keeps
relationship. “I own your sex. You need, you come to me. You want, you look for
me—only me. You don’t touch yourself, you don’t stray. You’re claimed.”

“Yes, Master.” She turned her head. He kissed her.

“This cock,” removing the hairbrush, he entered her, “is
yours. It goes nowhere else. It takes your submission, only yours.”

“Oh, Master, I love your cock.”

He fucked her with steady, long thrusts, measuring her,
gauging and building her back to fever pitch. He waited until she was clutching
at her cotton sheets.

“No more until you’re punished.”

He removed his cock. She lowered her head to the bed, cheek
down, arms instinctively crossed over her head. “I submit to my discipline,”
she said, her voice sweet and true.

He rubbed the brush across her bottom. He’d apply light
strokes. Over time, they would build on the foundation. In the years to come.

Years to come… Was he really thinking like that?

How could he not? With Chelsea so close, so…his. He tapped
the fleshy part of her behind with the brush and then delivered a harder slap.
The skin turned pink. She moaned.

He repeated the action on her other cheek.

Back and forth he went, enough to stimulate, to create
general heat.

When he was done, he rubbed her bottom, inducing squirms and
soft squeals. “Because I can,” he said. “Because…I love you.”

“Master,” she sighed, pushing her ass back for his
attention, his will. “I love you too.”

Gordon dropped the brush. Grasping her waist, he plunged his
cock deeply into her opening—to the hilt. Suddenly things felt right again.
This whole time in her absence the only thing sustaining him had been the
routine of work and the compulsive sending of gifts.

An embarrassment of riches. But it had worked, hadn’t it?

This time Gordon took her with full command. He bit down
lightly on the flesh of her neck, submerging himself once more to the depths of
her sex. “Submit,” he rasped, knowing what it would do to her to hear the word.

Chelsea orgasmed, even as he reared back to thrust again.
Once, twice, three times he pounded at her. Her spasming sex grabbed at him,
constricting his blood-filled shaft.

“Yes,” he growled, rearing back his head. “Yes!”

He released the air in his lungs, he released the semen in
his balls, and he released his soul. Hard pumping, blast after blast, until
there was nothing left of either of them. Lion and lioness in the jungle,
beasts entwined in the give and take of power. Corded muscle rippling, soft
flesh yielding, yin and yang…heaven and hell.

The razor’s edge of sex play.

Gordon collapsed upon her. His woman. His Chelsea. He rolled
to the side, kissing her shoulder blade. She spooned back into him and he
turned into her, a possessive arm wrapping about her slender waist.

“Mine.” He tasted her earlobe, and yet they both knew the
truth. Slavery worked both ways and while he might put the chains of steel on
her fair limbs, the chains of steel were on his heart as well, binding him to
her…forever.





Epilogue

 

A private ceremony. Almost a year to the day after they had
first locked horns at the Silver Band. The honors were done by the captain of
Gordon’s three-hundred-foot yacht, renamed the Sapphire Blue in honor of
Chelsea’s eyes, the first feature that had attracted the elusive bachelor
Gordon Dewitt.

Cindy was the maid of honor, Gordon’s brother Conrad was the
best man. He was a younger version of Gordon, with wavy, dark hair and a
patrician nose. He had a definite military bearing and broad shoulders. Cindy
was clearly enamored. She nearly died when Conrad asked if she would allow him
to take her to dinner after the newlyweds dropped anchor on the shore of St. Cristanthum
in the Caribbean.

Chelsea, herself, was enamored—with her handsome new husband
and soon-to-be Master of their marital bed. Tonight would be her first night of
surrender as his wedded wife. He had dropped hints of what he might do and she
had had difficulty focusing on anything else.

The ceremony couldn’t end quickly enough, or the champagne
toast. She and Cindy hugged forever, each breaking their promise not to cry.
Gordon had vowed there would always be the dearest place in their lives for
Cindy and at the rate she and Conrad were going, she wondered if they might not
end up sisters-in-law.

The boat dropped anchor just as the sun was setting. A large
pink and yellow hemisphere melting into the placid, green-blue ocean. The sands
were pristine white. A band was playing—steel drums and sharp island guitars.

Dinner was a blur. Chelsea barely remembered eating. She
felt like a queen in her white off-the-shoulder dress of shimmering silk. And
Gordon looked like royalty in his black tuxedo.

She got goose bumps, thinking about the club and how she had
resisted him. Instinctively, from the beginning, she had known what the man was
capable of and it had frightened and excited her terribly.

Some time later, they walked on the beach, under the moon.
His hand felt so good in hers, she felt so safe and loved. She wondered about
his smile. He had more tricks up his sleeve, she was sure of it.

“There.” He pointed to the small beach house, white with
aquamarine shutters.

“It’s beautiful,” she said in awe of the quaint cottage with
the little porch built on the sand.

“No, you’re beautiful.” He lifted her into his arms. “And
you’re about to find out how true that is.”

Gordon carried his bride across the threshold. He set her
down in the bedroom and began to undress her. He knelt to remove her stockings
and panties. Delicately, he kissed her small bare feet. When she was completely
naked, he laid her on the plush bed, which was covered in blushing pink rose
petals.

She looked at him in sheer bliss, her palms facing up as she
placed her hands overhead. He descended softly, having removed his own clothes.
He took his time, kissing and caressing her breasts, delicately working her
clitoris to fever pitch. At last they embraced and their bodies fell together,
communicating, relaying the message of pent-up lust.

Chelsea moaned, encouraging him to roll over, all the way,
until she was on top. He reached up to caress her breasts as she positioned
herself. She rode him until they came together, a storm of an orgasm. No toys
needed, no roles, just two lovers, bound for life.

The rest they had time for…an eternity, in fact.
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