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Don’t miss the first parts of the story!

This story can stand alone, but it builds on characters and situations from “Desire Trilogy.” Now collected into one bundle that contains all three stories:

DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

TANGLED DESIRE – She’s suspended in midair, held open and ready for him to take her any way he wants.

Curvy Lena’s boyfriend dumped her with a cruel parting shot: she’s boring in bed. Determined to recover her more adventurous self and prove him wrong, she seeks out an exclusive sex club filled with titillating acts.

Anthony suggests they put on a show of their own for the audience. He’s sexier than sin, and Lena’s always loved being watched.

She never imagined how hot it would be to be bound in his swing for everyone to see.

Also includes BOUND DESIRE and TRIPLE DESIRE.

International readers, find the entire series here:

DESIRE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


DIFFERENT DESIRE

She waits breathlessly as the dominatrix adds restraint after restraint to the man’s body, her entire being quivering with blossoming want.

Desperate to find the key to her locked libido, Ivy visits an exclusive sex club. As a dominatrix parades a leashed sub in front of the audience, desire spikes hot in Ivy for the first time.

She always knew she was different, but she never imagined the pleasure to be found in restraining a man and taking what she wants.


+++

Brad grunted in Ivy’s ear and fell still, his weight pressing her down into the mattress and making her feel smothered. She fought off her reaction for prolonged moments, then shoved at his shoulder until he rolled off of her with a sleepy, “That was great, babe.”

“No it wasn’t,” she muttered. But he was already snoring, not even realizing Ivy hadn’t climaxed.

She glared at the plaster ceiling, angrier with herself than the hookup beside her. He’d been her tenth guy. A woman’s magazine article from a couple of years ago had said it might take sleeping with up to ten different men to find one who was sexually compatible. Even knowing such stories were full of shit, she’d still hoped.

This had been her last idea, and it hadn’t worked. It was time to face facts: she wasn’t wired like other people. She’d never had an orgasm with another person. If she were being honest, she’d never even gotten that turned on with a guy. Ivy could masturbate with the best of them, though she didn’t fantasize when she did so, instead focusing on her body’s sensations. She’d even tried making out with a girl to see if the problem was one of orientation, but that didn’t seem to be the answer either.

So what was?

+++

The answer still eluded her the next morning. Ivy huffed in frustration and frowned at her reflection, bracing herself to go back into the office to face the dismissive looks of her coworkers. When the bathroom door opened, she froze, praying it wasn’t Miriam and Karen. The mean girls of the office often made Ivy the brunt of their sharp tongues, and she couldn’t deal with a dose of their spite right now.

Ivy let out a relieved breath when Lena bustled into the room. The short, curvy woman was humming, and she radiated self-confidence as she adjusted the neck of her cute blouse in the mirror. How did she do it? Ivy wondered. Lena’d been meek and kind of plain up until about a month ago, when she’d changed her look. She also now radiated a confident sexuality.

Lena caught her staring and raised an eyebrow.

All the words spilled out of Ivy. “How’d you do it?” She waved a hand up and down Lena’s body. “How’d you find yourself and get so… so happy?”

Lena smirked and pulled out her cell phone. “Give me your number.”

Ivy did so. A text pinged, and she opened it to find a graphic attached. Metallic-silver text stood out against a black background, all framed by silver webbing:

One VIP Pass to Spider’s Web

New York City’s Hottest Club.

“A club?” How was a nightclub going to change her life?

Lena must have heard Ivy’s doubt, because she said, “It’s not a regular club. Cross the dance floor and find the web-decorated door on the back wall. That’ll take you to where the real action is.” Lena gave a saucy wink and walked out, her chin high and her hips swaying as her heels tapping confidently across the floor.

Yes, Ivy thought. I want that. I want to find my confident, sexual self. She read the invitation again, a spark of hope reigniting within her.

+++

Ivy tugged down the short skirt as the subway train swayed from side to side. Lena’s wink had made Ivy dress as sexily as possible, but she wasn’t used to wearing anything this short, and the fabric seemed to creep higher every time she moved.

Finally, they pulled into Roosevelt Avenue station.

A surge of people carried her out onto the platform and along a long hall to the endless escalator that carried her up to the unknown. Anxiety churned in her stomach. What if she failed at this as she’d failed so many times in the past? What if she still couldn’t figure out the key to the lock of her sexuality?

She pressed forward, stepping out into the bright New York City night filled with all the light and sound of a busy street.

Ivy pulled out her phone. The map showed the club was a couple of blocks north, so she headed in that direction. Two women walked right in front of her dressed in the high-fashion gauzy dresses with panes of transparency. Flashes of skin showed every time they moved, and the man walking right behind them certainly seemed to enjoy the view.

Ivy ran a hand over her own black dress. It was one of those body-conscious banded dresses that had been all the rage the last time she’d bothered to go shopping, but it was clearly not what was currently popular. Her stomach churned again.

Her heels tapped along the sidewalk in a nervous tattoo. At least her shoes were good. The bright-red stiletto heels always made her feel sexy.

The street was lined with restaurants, various businesses closed for the day, and even a regular night club or two, but nothing that screamed sex club. Then the women and man in front of her turned right at the corner of a garment factory. Ivy’s map had her following them into an alley where a huge man stood in front of a plain metal door.

The women were let in, but the bouncer put up a hand to stop the man. “Invitation.”

“Aw, come on, man. Give a guy a break, will ya?”

The bouncer’s eyes narrowed, and he looked the man up and down before shaking his head. When the man tried to push past him, the bouncer put one meaty hand on his shoulder, spun him around, and propelled him back down the alley with a push that sent the man stumbling.

Ivy took a quick step backward to get out of the way, her heart thundering in her chest, even though the bouncer had been careful not to send the man anywhere near her.

After taking a few deep breaths, she pulled up the invitation on her phone, but her hand still trembled a little as she held it out.

The huge man smiled and held the door open for her.

A set of metal stairs descended in front of her, and the deep pulse of bass thrummed through the air. Ivy crept down, one hand gripping the rail. What would she find?

Electronic music washed over her as she opened the door at the bottom and stepped into the club. The lights flashed all around her, strobing and bright. They pulled her eyes to the ceiling, where a huge silver web draped across the expanse, crisscrossing high overhead. A long bar ran lined one wall, staffed with numerous bartenders. But most of the space was taken up by the dance floor filled with a writhing mass of bodies.

She had to work her way through the knot of people before she could see the doorway on the far side of the room with a web painted on it. Two more bouncers stood in front of it, turning away person after person. Would she make it through? Hopefully. She didn’t think Lena would have misled her.

And indeed the other woman hadn’t. Ivy showed her VIP Invitation and was waved into a tiny chamber with a door opposite. The first door closed, shutting out most of the noise of the club until all that came through was the thump of bass. She opened the other door to be greeted by a bouncer.

“Do you have a mask?” he asked.

“No.” She needed a mask? Why hadn’t Lena said?

The question was answered when he handed her a black domino. “You can keep your phone, but there are no photos or videos allowed inside the Web.”

“Okay.” She tied the satin ribbons behind her head, and he waved her through.

Ivy walked out into a completely different kind of club.

Soft music played unobtrusively in the background, and hanging globes lit the room in an even golden glow that made it easy to see everything. A subsection of the young and beautiful milled around the main space. Everyone wore masks, and most people had clearly brought their own since they were decorated with feathers and gems and bright colors.

Three sections made up the main space, separated by gauzy, semi-transparent draperies. The left side of the room had little cubicles with small beds inside. Ivy’s gaze skittered over the kissing couple who’d left their door open. As per usual, seeing them did nothing for her.

A bar stood to the right, so she wandered over to take a look at the menu.

The bartender, a pretty woman with platinum hair spiked straight up, said, “What would you like?”

“I don’t know. Suggestions?”

“The Spider Martini’s pretty good.”

Ivy nodded.

“I haven’t seen you here before.” The bartender went to work, mixing various liquors to make a red cocktail.

“It’s my first time.”

“First drink’s on the house.” The bartender slid the glass across the highly polished wooden surface of the bar.

“Thanks.” Ivy took a cautious sip, surprising by the tangy mix of bitter and sweet. “It’s good!”

The other woman smiled.

A murmur swept through the crowd, and Ivy turned. A man and woman pulled back the curtains of the area on the right. They shrugged out of their robes to stand naked, and the man helped the woman into the straps of a sling. Ivy took a step forward, the sight of the thick black webbing digging into the woman’s pale thighs speaking to something within her.

Then the woman flipped herself upside down. While Ivy appreciated the athleticism of the move, the sixty-nine the couple started did nothing for her. Her gaze wandered, and she headed back to the bar for another drink.

“Everything okay?” the bartender asked as she mixed and shook.

Ivy gave an embarrassed shrug. “Not my thing.”

“That’s cool. There are different kinds of acts. Hopefully you’ll like something.”

“Hopefully.” The bartender how no idea how important her words were, how desperate Ivy felt to find something here tonight. Ivy took another swig of alcohol, trying to dampen the nervous feeling crawling through her body.

+++

When the oral-sex act finished, the audience rubbed their fingers together in a susurrus of sound then broke up into clumps. A few couples and one threesome retreated to the cubicles. The rest of the people descended on the bar.

Ivy moved away from the crowd and stood in the center of the room, which was quiet and calm. Please, let the next act be it, she thought. Please.

Her position gave her an excellent view of the central space. As soon as a woman pulled back the curtain, Ivy was transfixed.

The woman was tall and made even taller by the spiky stiletto heels of her boots. She wore skin-tight red vinyl from toes to the top of her neck, leaving only her pale hands and face bare. She’d pulled her long blonde hair up into a high braided ponytail.

And if all of that weren’t arresting enough, the woman disappeared behind a back curtain only to emerge leading a man on a leash.

Ivy’s breath caught in her throat.

Black leather straps crisscrossed his body, standing out in stark contrast against his light skin. Metal studs dotted the thick leather collar around his neck, and a large D-ring attached to the leash. He crawled on all fours, the eyes behind his mask lowered.

The dominatrix tugged at the leash, and he rose to his feet. The network of straps crossing his body did little to hide his nudity, but a small black loincloth covered his groin.

Ivy’s eyes drank him in, tracing along the edges of his costume’s straps. They bit into his skin, and something about the sight attracted her to another human for the first time in her life. What is this? she wondered.

A huge X dominated the center of the space, and the dominatrix attached cuffs to the man’s wrists and ankles to secure him in place. With the flick of a riding crop, his loincloth fluttered to the floor, exposing his erection.

People pressed close all around Ivy, and when a couple of women tried to step in front of her, she shouldered around them to maintain her clear sightline.

People murmured and joked, and she opened her mouth, ready to tell them to shut up. Then she snapped it closed. What was this? This wasn’t like her.

Fortunately everyone quieted when the dominatrix stood facing the crowd, her lips pressed into a thin line. With a sharp nod, the commanding woman walked over to open the tall cabinet standing to one side. Whips and dildos and things Ivy didn’t know the name of hung inside on pegs or filled shelves. After grabbing a whip, the dominatrix whirled to face the bound man.

He whimpered, straining against his bonds to get closer to his mistress. “Please.”

The dominatrix froze, her arm held high in the air. “Did I say you could speak?”

“No, Madame X.” He hung his head then looked up at the woman with beseeching eyes.

“Maybe you don’t deserve to be punished.” She lowered the whip.

He opened his lips, but caught himself before he could slip up again. His mouth continued to move as if he barely fought the desire to speak, but no sound emerged.

“Good.” The dominatrix raised the whip, her arm slicing down in a clean arc of such perfection Ivy held her breath.

The leather snapped a couple of inches from the man without touching him. He tugged at his bonds, trying to get closer.

After a few more teasing snaps, the whip touched his thighs, and he cried out, his cock bobbing with excitement.

“Quiet!” Another lash, another cry.

Warmth tingled in Ivy’s core, and she shifted from one foot to the other.

Madame X let her arm fall still then strode over to the cabinet, the click of her stiletto heels loud on the concrete. She returned with a ball gag.

An eager expression crossed the man’s face, and he opened his mouth wide to allow her to position the gag without any resistance. He wanted it, Ivy thought. He wanted the dominatrix to gag him, to control his voice. A jolt of lust shot through Ivy.

Instead of the whip, the dominatrix now held a flogger with numerous foot-long flails and a riding crop. She teased the black leather flails of the flogger over his chest with her left hand then used her right to strike his thigh with the riding crop.

Smack!

The man grunted, his cock jerking with excitement.

The same excitement filled Ivy. Seeing his pain and pleasure completely controlled by the woman, hearing the impact of leather on flesh, made her want to squirm. Her clit gave an insistent throb.

Madame X returned to the cabinet to scoop up a set of clamps, which she attached to the man’s nipples. He squirmed as she kept going, adding clamps to his earlobes and bottom lip. Crouching, she snapped a pair of circular rings around his balls without touching his cock. His erection bobbed up and down when the dominatrix held up a blindfold, and he bent his neck so she could secure it in place.

The tall woman lashed across his whole body with the flogger, light strikes that had him straining forward, his eager grunts begging for more. Her aim was precise, never touching his cock.

Ivy shifted to the side to get a better look, biting at her lower lip, her breath coming fast.

Switching hands, Madame X tapped a nipple clamp with the head of the riding crop, making him jerk. Then she struck his stomach.

Smack!

Ivy balled her hands into fists to keep from reaching out.

Smack! Smack!

The man panted around the gag, a sheen of sweat breaking out across his body. The dominatrix tapped at the ball clamp, and he made a high noise, his cock jerking.

The strikes kept up, alternating between harder hits with the riding crop and softer teases with the flogger. Welts darkened to red, adding a counterpoint to the black straps crossing his pale skin.

The sight made Ivy’s heart race, and she squeezed her thighs together, trying to offer some sensation to her suddenly greedy clit.

Madame X struck the man again and again, playing with sensation as she alternated between harder and lighter, with taps of various clamps interspersed for even more sensation.

Ivy’s breathing now matched the man’s as he panted, desperate for release. When he thrashed against his bonds, the sight of his bound wrists and ankles sent a bolt of desire racing through her. She squirmed, the tingling of her clit a delicious torture.

When the other woman reached out and removed a nipple clamp, he squealed, writhing against his bonds. Did that hurt even more than putting them on? Ivy wondered, fascinated.

When the second nipple clamp came off, the man thrashed, precum gleaming on the head of his cock. A jolt of lust shot through Ivy, making her gasp. She’d never felt anything like this before!

The dominatrix used the flogger constantly now, the soft whacks a counterpoint to pain of removing the ear and lip clamps. Then she stepped to the side and ran the riding crop up the man’s inner thigh, tapped the ball clamp, and feathered the leather head the length of his cock.

He grunted, his hips snapping forward as semen shot outward in an arc.

The crowd rubbed their fingers together in that quiet form of applause, and Madame X nodded coolly, accepting her due praise. But Ivy’s hands were trembling too much to make much noise. She stood transfixed, her eyes tracing over the man’s skin, lingering on the restraints until a man rushed in from the back and closed the curtain, cutting the area off from view.

Ivy snapped back into her body, her horny, hungry body.

A few couples and one threesome had already drifted across the room to take most of the cubicles, but one stood empty. Ivy trotted forward, shouldering through the crowd. She’d bust if she didn’t touch herself!

Closing the door, she dropped onto the wide padded vinyl-covered bench and yanked her skirt up. Her hands dove into her underwear, and she jammed two fingers into her puss as the other hand teased at her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her.

Behind closed eyes, pale flesh crisscrossed and constrained by black filled her vision.

Electricity, sharp and strong, flashed along her nerves. Ivy’s back arched up off the bench, and she groaned as her puss clamped around her fingers in spasms of delight.

+++

Ivy lay panting for long moments, slowly recovering from her orgasm. It was the first time she’d ever fantasized about another human being, and it had been wonderful… and far more powerful than anything she usually felt from masturbating.

When she finally gathered herself, she cleaned up with the wipes provided and straightened her clothes. Upon leaving the cubicle, she walked to the bar.

The bartender smiled. “What’ll it be?”

“Uh…” How to ask this? Heat burned her cheeks, and Ivy hesitated. If you waste this chance, you’ll regret it, she snapped at herself. “I’d like to speak with Madame X.”

“I’ll ask. Hold on.” The bartender disappeared into the back only to return a few moments later. “She’ll be out in a minute if you want to wait over there.” The bartender pointed back over to the curtained area where the act had been.

“Thanks.”

“No problem. Glad you found something you liked.” She had no idea just how true her words were.

Ivy walked over to stand by the curtain, her hands twisting knots around one another. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she muttered under her breath. She took a half step away, then the gauzy material fluttered, and Madame X stood in front of her.

“You’re the one who wanted to see me?” The note of command still filled the dominatrix’s voice.

Ivy nodded.

The other woman’s eyes tracked over Ivy, missing nothing. “I’m glad you enjoyed the show, but I’m not taking on any new subs at this time.” Madame X spun around and walked away.

No! She couldn’t leave! “I don’t want to be a sub!” Ivy called out.

The other woman turned, one eyebrow raised. “Then what do you want?”

Anxiety tied her stomach into knots, but Ivy lifted her chin and said the bravest thing that had ever passed her lips: “I want to be you.”

+++

The cool night air caressed her burning cheeks, and the various noises of a busy city formed a wall of white noise around her. What had she done? Ivy’s steps were slow, her mind elsewhere as she made her way back down the street to the subway station. Passing under a streetlight, she took another look at the card in her hand. Bright red, it had “Madame X” printed in bold black letters on one side and an address on the other.

An address Ivy had an appointment at come Saturday.

She still couldn’t believe it.

The dominatrix hadn’t laughed in her face at least.

Her body still tingled from the force of her orgasm, and the man’s gasps and grunts still filled her ears. Ivy continued walking, passing the same shops and restaurants as a couple of hours before.

Only she felt like a completely different woman.

+++

Brad’s handsome face broke into a wide grin as he opened his apartment door. A good few inches taller than her, he had the lean, well-defined build of an athlete who focused on speed over strength. With pouty lips, dreamy eyes, and a thick mass of dark curls framing a lightly tanned face, he resembled a debauched angel, a look that had drawn her to him in the first place.

“Hey, babe. This is a surprise.” His eyes roamed up and down her body. “You’re looking hot. I love the shoes.”

She slapped a hand to his chest and pushed him back into the living room, kicking out with one of her bright-red pumps to slam the door behind her. “Shut up.”

His eyes widened as his mouth dropped open, but she mashed her lips to his, licking hungrily. He moaned and kissed her, tasting faintly of beer. When he raised his arms to try to wrap them around her waist, she pushed them down, holding his wrists to his sides.

Ivy didn’t want to be restrained in any way. She wanted to do the restraining.

When he tried to pull back as if to protest, she pressed forward, plastering her body to his front and nipping at his lips. He lost himself in the kiss again, his tongue tangling with hers until fire shot through her.

They finally broke apart, panting.

“What’s got into you?” he asked.

“I’m in the mood,” she answered, saying it honestly for the first time in her life. “Are you willing to play?” She ran a hand down the front of his t-shirt to tug at the waistband of his already tented boxers.

He nodded.

Ivy grinned. “Good. This time we’re going to do things my way.”

She strode past him and into the bedroom. Brad had one of those masculine bedsteads made of metal with lots of straight lines and sharp right angles. It was perfect.

She ransacked his closet, pulling out his collection of silk ties. He worked in finance, and had spent their entire first meeting at a bar regaling her with stories of his success. It was high time she put that power wardrobe to work… for her.

When she spun around to face him, she said, “Strip and get on the bed.”

He hurried to comply, raising the t-shirt over his head to expose his flat stomach, ridged with defined muscle. He had to pull the waistband of his boxers forward to get them over his erection. When he straightened to stand naked, his cock bobbed, hard and eager, giving the lie to the bemused expression on his face.

Once his back hit the sheets, Ivy moved forward, snagging one of his hands and pulling it out and up toward the bed frame. Dropping her clutch and most of the ties onto the mattress, she took one of the lengths of silk and wound it around his wrist, tying it firmly to the metal.

She worked her way around the bed, securing first one ankle, then the next. When she made it to his final free hand, Brad said, “Okay, wait a minute. What are you going to do?”

Ivy met his eyes. “Sex, Brad. I’m going to have sex with you, but on my terms.” She gestured to his erection. “Are you okay with that?”

He licked his lips then nodded.

The silk slid over his skin, dark against light, and lust shot through her. She tied the final knot and stepped back, taking him in in all his bound glory.

Her breath caught in her throat as desire hit her. He was completely under her control.

Ivy slid her hands under her skirt, dragging her black lacey panties down her thighs in a slow tease that had his eyes riveted.

Once she’d stepped out of them, she put a foot on the bed, her bright-red heel dimpling the mattress. The skirt rode high, flashing him. Brad licked his lips again, giving her an idea.

She kept the rest of her clothes on, enjoying the power play of being almost fully clothed while he was naked.

Climbing onto the bed, she made her way up his body until she straddled the top of his chest, her knees pressing into his armpits. Grabbing hold of the headboard, she ruched her skirt up and leaned her hips forward until she hovered over his mouth: time to finally put it to good use.

“Lick me.”

He tongue lapped tentatively at her lips without even touching her clit.

Ivy glared down at him. “Lick me,” she snapped.

Her commanding tone galvanized him. Brad’s head lifted from the bed, straining forward as he flicked his tongue over her sensitive nub. Pleasure flashed through her.

“Yes,” she hissed. Reaching down, she buried a hand in his thick hair, holding him to her. Ivy undulated, riding his face. His mouth worked at her, licking and sucking with ever greater enthusiasm until her entire core tingled with incipient orgasm.

Yet she wanted more.

Shoving his head away, she rose up onto her knees and climbed down his body. Brad’s lips and chin were shiny, coated with her juices. He’d never looked better.

Ivy pulled a condom from her clutch and rolled it down his firm length. His hips jerked at her touch, and she gave a little teasing squeeze. She could walk away right now and leave him completely unsatisfied. The power of it made her breath catch in her throat.

But not tonight. No, tonight, she was going to use him for her own pleasure as he’d used her the previous evening.

Ivy pulled her skirt up over her hips and spread her legs wide. Holding the base of his cock, she lowered herself slowly onto his head, enjoying the stretch of penetration for the first time ever.

Brad groaned. Ivy’s gaze shot to his face to see a look of ecstasy. Hell, no. She squeezed the base of his cock. When his eyes met hers, she said, “You don’t come until I do. Understand?” Another hard squeeze.

He nodded.

She eased lower, delighting in being able to control the speed for once, able to savor every inch. When their bodies touched, she paused, loving the sensation of his hard cock buried deep.

Then she began to ride. Ivy rose and fell on his cock, changing the angle every few moments to find exactly the one that felt best. Soon the ridge of his head scraped over her g-spot with every withdrawal. Brad raised his hips from the bed, spoiling her newfound position, and she slapped a hand to his chest. “Hold still.”

His butt fell back onto the mattress, the tendons in his neck standing out in sharp relief as he strained to do her bidding.

Faster and faster, she plunged her body down onto his until they slapped together with the meaty sound of flesh on flesh. Brad’s mouth gaped open as he gasped for air. Ivy reached out and shoved her fingers into his mouth, coating them in wetness. Then she reached down to feather them over her clit, setting it buzzing.

Pleasure, a molten tingle of delight, spiraled from her core, growing ever greater. Her heart thundered, and she panted, licking salt and sweat from her lips.

Brad thrashed on the bed, his arms pulling at the ties binding his wrists until the bedstead creaked in metallic protest. But he didn’t get free.

The sight of him restrained did it. Pure sensation burned along her nerves, setting them on fire, and Ivy came, her body arching as her head fell back in a scream.

Brad cried out, joining her, his hips lifting to slam into her once, then again.

+++

The next morning at work, Ivy added a new layer of red to her lips and blew a kiss at her reflection. She chuckled, remembering Brad’s consternation when she’d had to cut him out of the ties. All of his writhing had pulled the knots too tight to undo any other way. Yet the power of his climax had far overshadowed any of his protests about the loss of clothing, and he’d already been talking about finding better restraints for next time.

If she decided to see him again, that is.

The bathroom door opened, and Lena walked in. “You’re looking good.”

Ivy grinned, the satisfaction of last night’s orgasm still humming through her body, the first she’d ever had with another person and the strongest of her life. “I’m feeling good.”

“So you like Spider’s Web?”

“Let’s just say I found one of the acts very interesting.”

Lena nodded.

Ivy dropped the joking tone and caught the other woman’s eye. “Thank you.” The Ivy of a few days ago would have babbled on, trying to explain the transformation she’d undergone. New Ivy left it at that.

She walked back out into the office, her stride confident, and eyes that had skipped over her in the past now followed her every move.

She ignored them, no longer needing their approval.

Ivy might be different, but she finally knew who she truly was.


DOMINANT DESIRE

He stands bound before her, his bare skin begging for a spanking. Her body tingles with anticipation as she raises her hand.

Inspired by a kinky sex-club act, Ivy restrained a man and used him as she desired. It was her very first taste of partnered sexual pleasure. Now it’s time to gorge.

With lessons from a dominatrix, Ivy builds her budding Domme confidence by practicing on an experienced sub. But is she ready to take control of a steamy scenario of her own? Ivy’s about to find out when she seduces a gorgeous stranger.

She thought she knew how hot it would be to spank a man. She had no idea.


+++

Nerves ate at Ivy’s stomach as she rode the subway across the city. She had her first lesson with the dominatrix Madame X and had no idea what she’d be expected to do.

It doesn’t matter, she thought. Whatever it is, it’s worth it.

Seeing Madame X’s act at the sex club had changed Ivy’s life. She’d hurried off to her latest hook up, tied him to the bed, and rode him to the first orgasm she’d ever had with another person. Her thighs squeezed together just thinking about it.

She wanted more.

The subway train lurched to a stop, and the doors opened with a hiss. Ivy hurried out, pressed along by the crowd. If only they knew, she thought. I like tying men up!

She laughed, imagining the look of shock on the face of the little old woman in front of her. Though who knew? Maybe she’d been a bad bitch back in her day.

Traffic and honking and yells assaulted her along with the smell of hotdogs from a cart as she exited the station and made her way along the sidewalk. It was a sunny Spring Saturday in New York City, and everyone was outside taking advantage of it.

Ivy made her way to the address printed on the back of Madame X’s card. She wasn’t sure what she expected when she rang the buzzer to be let in, but it wasn’t this.

Weren’t dungeons supposed to be dark and underground? Instead, she stood in a loft made bright by multiple sky lights with a ceiling soaring far overhead, giving a feel of spaciousness.

If it weren’t for the large X and various other pieces of odd-shaped furniture along the back wall, she might have thought she was in the wrong place. If she ignored the range of whips and floggers and riding crops displayed on that same wall that is.

Madame X walked toward the area with the strange furniture. She wore tailored black trousers, a white sleeveless silk blouse, and black pumps. The dominatrix didn’t look that different from a high-powered business woman. She whirled around and ran a critical eye over Ivy. “If you want to be a Domme, you’re going to need to do something about your wardrobe. You don’t have to wear PVC or leather if you don’t want to, but you do need to project a certain image, one of control and confidence.”

Ivy looked down at her ruffled skirt and billowing blouse with a grimace. She hadn’t even started yet and she was already making mistakes.

“What shoe size are you?” the dominatrix asked.

“A seven.”

The other woman opened a small cupboard and rummaged around inside. She pulled out a bright red pair of pumps with silver heel spikes. “Take these. They’re too small for me, and someone might as well get some use out of them.”

Ivy eyed the shoes. She wasn’t the best with tall, stiletto heels.

“Take them,” Madame X snapped.

Ivy’s hands jerked forward.

The dominatrix smiled. “And that’s your second lesson of the day. You need to learn how to use your voice as a tool of command. Now put on the shoes.”

Ivy leaned over to slip off her ballet flats. The red pumps were snug, but not too bad, and when she stood up, the high heels forced her to stand straight to maintain her balance.

“See, they’re already doing good things for your posture.” Madame X pointed to a mirror. “Take a look.”

Ivy stepped forward, and the sound of the heel striking the hardwood floor galvanized something inside her. She felt sexy in these shoes, in control. By the time she’d crossed to the mirror, her head was high and her back was straight. She looked… she looked different, powerful.

Madame X came to stand just behind her, catching the eyes of her reflection. “There now. Keep tapping into that feeling.”

Ivy nodded, taking one last look at the new woman in the mirror before following Madame X over to the wall of spanking equipment.

+++

After a couple of weeks, Ivy had become fairly good with a short flogger and riding crop, each far easier than the long whip. When she asked the dominatrix about it, the answer surprised her.

Madame X lashed at the air with her whip, making the sharp snap. “There’s nothing else quite like a whip. The effect it has on a sub can’t be matched by anything else. And it puts on a great show if you’re working in front of an audience.” She snapped it again. “But most of that is psychological. It’s less practical to use than crops or canes or floggers. You need a lot of room and a great deal of control or you risk doing too much damage to your sub. Which is why you’re not going to use it today on Henry.”

“Henry?” Ivy would get to work with a person? She sucked in an excited breath. She’d been practicing on dummies until now.

The door to the loft opened, and Ivy spun around, moving confidently now in the red high heels.

A man walked in, the man, the one from the sex club. He was even more handsome without the mask, his cheekbones high and his dark eyebrows framing gorgeous green eyes. He wore jeans and a tight t-shirt. It showed off his nice build, but Ivy couldn’t help remembering the way he’d looked in his fetish gear with the black bands cutting across his pale skin.

Desire shot through her.

“Henry’s agreed to help you with the next parts of your training. He’d my best sub, and he knows how to suggest what he wants. Don’t you, Henry?” Madame X shot him a wry smile.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Henry’s going to go and get ready.” The other woman waved him to the curtain covering the back corner of the room, and he trotted off.

“Now, remember what I told you,” Madame X said. “It’s not about pain as much as it is control. Run through some of the things I did in my show if you get stuck. His safe word is ‘hippo.’ If you hear that, stop what you’re doing immediately and release him from all restraints.”

Ivy nodded.

Madame X strode for the door.

Ivy blurted, “You’re leaving?”

The dominatrix simply waved a hand over her shoulder and kept going.

She lifted her chin and squared her shoulders. I can do this, she thought. Ivy ran a hand down the sleek black pencil skirt that hugged her thighs. She’d slowly been building up a new wardrobe, one of strong lines and bold solid colors all anchored around core pieces in black. Simply wearing the new clothes made her feel more confident.

Henry emerged from behind the curtain, wearing nothing but the black-leather straps. Even the loincloth was gone, and he was already erect.

Desire shot through her.

He walked toward her, eyes lowered.

Ivy cleared her throat, still too nervous to trust her voice. When he glanced up, she pointed to the floor. Madame X hadn’t let him walk during the show, so neither would Ivy.

Henry dropped to all fours and crawled toward her. He stopped at her feet.

She bypassed the St. Andrew’s Cross, which is what she now knew the large X was called, and went to one of the larger frames anchored to the wall. A beam ran overhead with leather cuffs hanging from it, and it offered her the ability to walk fully around him so she could strike either his back or front. The vertical beams also had ankle cuffs chained to them to spread his legs.

“Stand and get in position.”

Henry hurried to comply.

Ivy bound one of his wrists, his skin warm to the touch. As she crossed in front of him to bind the other, his cock bobbed, and he gave a little gasp. Henry’s eyes followed her every movement, adding a layer of sensuality and awareness to them. Her puss clenched, and the unusual reaction startled her so much she almost dropped the ankle cuff.

Her new sexuality felt delicious.

As she stood in front of a restrained Henry, knowing he was fully under her control, her heart sped. His pale skin gleamed, outlining the black leather straps and making his bound state amazingly obvious.

She couldn’t gag him since he needed to be able to say the safe word, and she didn’t want to blindfold him either. Ivy liked the hot way his eyes watched her.

She walked along the wall, trailing her hand across the various spanking tools. What to use? Her fingers brushed along the riding crop, and she hefted it, liking the feel of the grip. Then she grabbed a flogger with a multitude of black leather flails a foot long.

Henry’s eyes watched her hungrily as she stalked back toward him, letting the high heels of her shoes put an extra swing in her hips. She reached out with the flogger, dangling the flails across his skin.

With a snap of her wrist, she struck the bare skin of his stomach, making him hiss. Fascinated by his reaction, she hit each of his thighs, lust spiking through her as the leather licked across his skin.

Ivy switched so her dominant hand held the riding crop. She swished it through the air a few times, enjoying the sound it made. Then she laid it across his thigh.

Smack!

He cried out.

Smack! Smack!

Henry panted, his erection jerking.

She ran the flails of the flogger over his cock, and his hips snapped forward. Her puss clenched, and wetness soaked her underwear.

Ivy circled him. Henry’s bare butt cheeks were two globes of perfect muscle. She longed to mark them.

The riding crop flashed through the air.

Smack!

He groaned, and a faint line pinked the pale skin. Her heart sped up.

Smack!

The impact traveled up her arm, satisfyingly solid. Another pink mark.

Ivy’s arm rose and fell, the riding crop hitting a variety of locations on the meaty part of his buttocks. By the time she finished, they were both panting heavily. His ass was a lovely red, and she ran her hand over it, enjoying the feel of the heat radiating from his skin.

Henry whimpered.

Ivy walked back around to find his cock swollen, the purpled head weeping precum. She trailed the flogger’s flails over him, and he cried out, his hips snapping forward as he shot an arc of semen straight ahead.

After setting aside the crop and flogger, she released his ankles, then his wrists.

Lust coiled through her, humming under her skin. She supposed she should wait for him to change and leave so that she could do something about it.

But Henry dropped to his knees in front of her. “Please.” He reached out to touch her feet. “Please let me serve you.”

Ivy wavered. Madame X hadn’t said anything against it, and a lot of lessons centered on making the Domme happy.

“You may touch me,” she said, keeping her tone commanding.

Shivers raced through her as he looked up with adoring eyes. His mouth was hot and wet as he kissed the tops of her feet, and his tongue slid across her skin in the most delightful way as he licked his way up her bare leg. The short skirt had been a good idea.

Henry paused when he reached the edge of black fabric blocking his way.

“Proceed,” she said.

His fingers pushed her skirt up, his lips continuing to tease. Tingles washed through her. She’d never done this before, never wanted to. Yet having a man on his knees, seeing to her pleasure was amazing.

When his fingers traced over her clit through her underwear, Ivy reached out and grabbed hold of the frame as her knees went weak. She needed to find a better place to do this so as to maintain more of a sense of control.

After nudging him away with her knee, Ivy walked over to one of the benches and perched on its edge. Henry waited where she’d left him, and she pointed to the floor in front of her. “Come here.”

He crawled to her, his eyes locked onto the place where her thighs disappeared under her skirt. Her heart raced as she took in the way he kneeled before her. This. This is what she wanted.

“Proceed.”

She let him push the skirt up. He hooked his fingers in the waist of her underwear and pulled them slowly from her body. Once he’d removed them from her feet, he crumpled the black lace into a ball and held them to his nose. Breathing deeply, he moaned.

Lust shot through Ivy, and she had to fight to keep her expression composed.

She spread her legs as he leaned forward, watching as his mouth worked its way up her inner thigh. His tongue flickered over her clit, and she gasped as electricity shot through her. It was exquisite!

Ivy dug her hand into his thick hair and held him to her. The black straps crisscrossed his back, digging into his smooth pale skin in a delightful memory of restraint. His ass rose in the air, the red of it further exciting her. She’d done that, she’d tied him up and spanked him, and he’d loved it.

Henry licked and sucked and worked at her sensitive bundle of nerves as desire coiled tighter and tighter in her core. Then it broke over her. Pleasure, hot and bright, ran lighting along her nerves, making her mouth fall open on a silent scream. She gasped, her head thrown back, the hand clutching his hair the only thing that kept her upright.

Aftershocks shivered through her as he fluttered the flat of his tongue over her. When they grew to be too much, she pushed him away and stood, smoothing her skirt back down over her thighs.

Henry watched her with those gorgeous green eyes. “Did I please you, mistress?”

Ivy refused to tell him he’d just given her the very first orgasm she’d ever received from oral sex… and one of the strongest of her life. It wasn’t his place to know such a truth about her. It would shift the balance of power too much.

Instead she ran a hand through his thick hair and said, “Yes.” He squirmed with delight and pressed more kisses to the tops of her feet.

I need to get my own Henry, she thought.

+++

The sex club seemed the perfect place to look for a man to fit her needs, so Ivy asked Madame X when her next show was scheduled so Ivy could attend.

When the evening rolled around, Ivy slid into her new black dress. Unornamented, its buttery leather hugged her body, stopping above mid thigh. She slipped on her killer red heels and added lipstick to match. Posing in front of the mirror, she turned from side to side. She looked good, and more importantly, she felt sexy.

Men on the train shot her admiring glances. She’d never gotten this kind of attention before and reveled in it. After leaving the subway station, Ivy strode down the sidewalk, her steps so much more confident than last time as she passed restaurants and bars full of people doing normal, boring things. Not her. Not anymore. She had a pass to the city’s hottest sex club, and she was going to use it.

When she turned into the alley, she showed her VIP invitation to the bouncer and was immediately waved inside. The metal steps led her down to the nightclub portion of Spider’s Web, with its heaving dance floor and pounding bass beat. Bright laser lights flickered through the dark space, highlighting the dancing crowd, and Ivy cut through the mass of people, eager to reach the hidden delights of the real club.

She had her phone ready by the time she reached the spider-web covered door at the back, and the bouncers waved her inside. The small room cut off a great deal of the noise of the nightclub, and Ivy paused to tie on her black domino mask. Pushing into the room beyond, the final bouncer reminded her no photos or videos were allowed and stepped aside.

Golden globes cast a warm glow over the open space of the sex club, which had been split into three main areas separated by gauzy curtains.

Ivy had timed her entrance perfectly. A couple was just finishing their act in one of the areas. A curvy woman was strapped into a complex sex swing, held suspended in midair. She threw her head back in ecstasy as a large, well-muscled man pounded into her. She screamed her climax, the man grunting his completion not long after, and the audience rubbed their fingers together in appreciation.

Everyone in the crowd either rushed to the bar or to the small private rooms lining the far wall for some sex of their own. Yet Ivy remained, studying the pair who’d just performed. There was something…

The man released the woman from the swing, his movements gentle. He wrapped an arm around her in support when her knees wobbled, and she looked up at him with happiness and adoration written all over her face.

A face that seemed familiar even with a fancy mask covering her eyes.

Ivy did a double take. Was that Lena? Ivy grinned. Good for her, she thought.

She worked her way to the bar and caught the eye of the pretty woman with spiked, platinum-blonde hair. “A Spider Martini.”

The bartender went to work, adding multiple liquors to a shaker and pouring the deep red cocktail into a waiting glass. The tangy drink had lingering notes of sweet and bitter, and Ivy loved it.

“Glad you came back,” the bartender said. “Must have found something you liked.”

She couldn’t know how true her words were, but Ivy said a simple, “Yes.” She toasted the bartender and turned to face the room.

The smaller crowd who had made it into the inner sanctum were dressed in their finest, which often included intricately designed masks. Ivy touched her plain domino, its severe black lines perfectly matching her dress and her new demeanor.

Ivy glanced at her phone. It was time.

She strode confidently across the floor to stop right in front of the central area. Within moments, an employee pulled back the curtain to display Madame X leading a crawling Henry on a leash. The dominatrix had dressed in her neck-to-toe red patent-leather outfit, complete with killer high-heeled boots. Henry wore a collection of black straps, which crisscrossed his fair, well-built body.

Ivy let her gaze wander over the rest of the audience as the dominatrix bound him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. Who pushed to the front? Who was alone or at least not clearly in a couple? Of the whittled-down options, who did she find attractive? A couple of men caught her eye, one blond, one dark haired.

The sound of a whip snapping through the air tore her attention back to the show.

Madame X flicked the long length of leather out a couple more times, quieting the audience and grabbing their attention. It never touched Henry, who strained forward, bound and spread eagle in giant X. His cock bobbed with each near-miss.

“Please, Mistress,” he said.

“Quiet!” Madame X snapped. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

The next snap barely touched his thighs, but he cried out.

Madame X strode over to the cabinet at the side of the space and picked up a ball gag. Henry’s expression went hungry as soon as he saw it, and he held his mouth open eagerly to allow her to buckle it into place.

Ivy smiled, loving the way the black straps of the gag dug into his cheeks. He looked so good like that. She shifted her weight, her body restless.

Madame X returned to the cabinet to grab a riding crop and a flogger. Returning to Henry, she lashed out.

Smack! Smack!

Desire shot through Ivy.

The dominatrix teased him with the flails of the flogger, running them over his chest and thighs until his cock jerked with excitement. Then she reared back, the riding crop flashing through the air.

Smack! Smack!

Henry grunted, his hips pumping the air.

Ivy’s clit gave an answering throb, and she clenched her thighs together.

Next Madame X added nipple and ear clamps to Henry until he squirmed. She finished off by tying a blindfold around his head.

Then she really went to work. Her arms rose and fell in perfect synchronization, landing a series of sharp hits with the crop alternating with softer teases with the flogger’s flails. Every so often she tapped the head of the crop against a clamp, making Henry pant around the ball gag.

Lust burned hot in Ivy’s belly, and her heart raced. She had to stop herself from stepping closer.

Madame X kept going until Henry writhed, sweat slicking his skin. She dropped the flogger to reach out and remove the clamps one by one, each release making Henry whine as sensation flooded his system.

With one last flicker of the head of the crop along his cock, he came, his hips snapping forward as semen arced outward.

Ivy’s puss clenched with want.

+++

As the rest of the crowd melted away, heading for the bar or the small private rooms along the back wall, Ivy lingered. She hoped one of the men she’d noticed would do the same.

And indeed it worked. The dark-haired man stood only a few feet from her, his eyes still glued to the St. Andrew’s Cross.

He was tall, with nice shoulders and the leanly muscled build of someone who kept in shape without going too crazy with the weights. Exactly as she liked. Dark jeans hugged his long legs, and he wore a deep-blue dress shirt that left an enticing triangle of smooth chest bare. His long black hair framed a light-brown face. The black domino mask did little to hide the strength of his nose, nicely offset by high cheekbones and beautiful lips. He was striking.

Desire burned in her belly as she imagined that smooth light-brown skin on display before her, blushed with red by her hand.

This was it, the moment to put herself out there. A thread of doubt trickled through her, setting her stomach churning. But she’d never find anyone if she didn’t try.

She cleared her throat. Using her newly firm tone, she said, “Did you enjoy the show?”

His head turned. “I did.” He had a gorgeously smoky voice. “And you?”

She nodded. “I love watching Madame X work.” Here we go, she thought. Ivy took a breath. “And I love the lessons I’m talking at her dungeon.”

He swiveled to face her, his dark eyes intent as he searched her face. “Tell me more?”

Her heart skipped. He was interested! But she contained her excitement and said a cool, “Yes.”

He stepped closer and tilted his head toward the small, private rooms. His voice dropped, becoming even huskier. “Show me more?”

Anticipation shivered through her. “Yes.”

Ivy took the lead, heading across the main room to one of the few remaining open cubicles. The first was completely plain, so she walked to the next, which had options for restraints. Perfect.

A wide padded vinyl-covered bench took up most of the space, so by the time he shut the door, they stood close together.

He smelled of sandalwood and musk, and his pupils were so dilated when he looked at her they’d turned his brown eyes black.

Ivy set her purse on top of the small shelving unit, which held condoms, lube, and clean-up wipes. She opened it to pull out a few of the things she’d brought along. Her training with Madame X had moved her past men’s neckties. It turned out Velcro had amazing uses for tying someone up without the need for knots or complex gadgetry.

“Your name?” she said.

“Naveen. What should I call you?”

Huh. She hadn’t thought of that. She hadn’t yet earned to the right to be called Madame or Mistress, and she didn’t want to use her real name. “V,” she said. “You may call me V.”

“What do you want me to do, V?” He reached out to touch her arm.

She shrugged off his hand. “I didn’t give you permission to touch me. Now, be quiet.”

His mouth snapped shut, and he took a half step back.

“Take off your clothes.”

His fingers made quick work of his shirt buttons, and he shrugged the fabric from his shoulders, revealing a gorgeous chest and abs covered in smooth light-brown skin and cut with ridges of definition. He unbuttoned his jeans, and the sound of the zipper filled the small room. Naveen eased the heavy denim down his long legs and pushed them off, shucking his shoes and socks as well so he stood in nothing but boxers.

Well-tented boxers.

Ivy’s heart skipped. He looked huge.

She snapped her fingers. “Those too.”

He smirked, sliding off the boxers and exposing his fully erect cock. It was indeed huge.

Before they went any further, she asked, “What is your safeword?”

“Mango.”

“Hold out your hands.” She wrapped a thick fabric cuff around each wrist, Velcroing them closed. The heavy black looked so good against his skin, and her heart rate kicked up a notch.

The room had a few extras she was more than happy to take advantage of. Eyebolts protruded from the walls and the floor along the bottom of the bench, and long loops of webbing hung from the ceiling, ready to be hooked onto.

“Turn around.”

Grabbing a couple of long Velcro packing straps, she pulled Naveen’s wrist high and attached it to one of the pieces of webbing. The packing straps were rated for 500 pounds of weight and could restrain a person easily.

She repeated the binding of his other arm. Stepping back, she took him in. He stood, his arms up and wide. Good, but not great. He could still move around too much. She wanted, needed, more control.

Crouching, she added cuffs to his ankles and used more packing straps to connect them to eyebolts in the floor.

He was spread eagle now, his glorious ass just begging to be spanked.

She ran her hand over the smooth skin, making his firm muscles jump and sensitizing the area. Then she reared back.

Smack!

Ah! The tingling of her palm matched the tingling of her clit.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen groaned, his arms jerking at the restraints.

Smack!

Ivy ran her hand over his flesh, feeling the heat already built, admiring the faint pink creeping across his light-brown skin.

She crossed to his other side and used her left hand to give her right a break, wanting to draw out how much sensation she could give him.

Smack! Smack!

Vibrations ran up her arm, setting her entire body humming.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen’s hiss had her vag clenching with want.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy rubbed his ass, soothing the hot skin, and moved to switch hands again. She should get gloves, some nice leather ones that would protect her while still offering a good slap.

But she liked this, the connection of her skin on his.

Raising her right hand, she let fly.

Smack!

His hips bucked away from the strike, and he whined. He was close to his edge.

Smack!

Naveen cried out, and Ivy let her hand drop, panting a little as excitement sent adrenaline coursing through her veins. This was good. This was enough for them both. Madame X always said to learn when to stop. Besides, Ivy wasn’t finished with him yet.

Squatting, she unfastened the ankle straps, leaving the cuffs in place. Then she stood and did the same for his wrists.

“Turn and sit.”

He perched on the edge of the wide bench, wincing. Ivy suppressed a smile. He wouldn’t be forgetting his spanking anytime soon. But his cock bobbed, swollen and weeping with precum. Someone had liked it as much as she had.

“Lay back,” she said, keeping her tone brisk.

She spread his arms out, using more packing strips to attach them to eyebolts on the back wall. Then she squatted and reattached his ankle cuffs to eyebolts in the floor. Perfect.

Grabbing a condom, she stepped close and pulled the skirt of her dress high. She wore no underwear, and he craned his head up to see, his eyes fastened on her mound.

Ivy climbed onto the bench and threw a leg over his, sitting on his upper thighs and straddling him.

Naveen hissed as extra weight pressed his ass into the bench, but his cock jerked with excitement.

She rolled the condom down his length. Holding his erection in place, she hovered over him, sliding down, down. He stretched her wide with a delicious pressure. Her eyes traced the restraints holding his wrists, and pleasure shivered through her.

Leaning forward, she braced her hands on his chest and rose and fell a few times. Naveen grunted, his hips lifting, spoiling her rhythm.

“Lie still,” she snapped.

His cock jerked inside her at the command, and he complied, gritting his teeth, but keeping his ass pressed to the bed.

Ivy lifted and slammed down, chasing the added sensation she got when her clit hit his body. Tingling filled her, coiling desire hot in her belly.

“Oh, yes!” Naveen said.

“Quiet!”

Their bodies slapped together, his cock hitting deep inside. Ivy panted, her heart racing as she moved ever faster. The rich smell of sandalwood and musk filled the air as he started to sweat, and she licked salt from her lips.

Naveen panted, his arms jerking at the restraints. The sight shot a bolt of lust through her, and her puss clenched tighter around his cock.

“Yes!” he yelled.

Ivy hissed and slapped one of her hands over his mouth. The feel of his tongue teasing her skin and the sound of his muffled cries, controlled by her, set her heart racing.

She pounded their bodies together as delight built. Smacking down, she ground her clit against him, his cock going deep, filling her completely. His arms jerked against the restraints, and he cried out behind her hand.

Pleasure, hot and bright, exploded from her center to race through her body like a flash of fire. His hips snapped up, pressing them even closer together. Ivy gasped, her back arching as her puss clenched around his cock in spasms of pleasure.

+++

Ivy climbed off Naveen and reached out to release his wrists. Sliding from the bed, she cleaned up with wipes and smoothed her dress down over her thighs before crouching to release his ankles.

He pushed up to sitting, his eyes watching her.

She looked at him. Time to practice a little aftercare. Henry always knew what he wanted, but Naveen might not. “How are you feeling?” she asked.

He grinned and slid off the condom, holding up its fullness before tossing it in the trash. “Pretty damn good.”

“Do you need anything?”

He stood and turned so his still-pink ass faced her. “Rub a little of that aloe on for me?”

Pure aloe was one of the lubes offered. She squirted the cool gel into her palm and smoothed it across his firm buttocks.

He sighed. “Thanks. That feels great.”

While she packed up her cuffs and straps, he got dressed. Then Naveen cleared his throat. “So… I guess you might learn new things all the time from that dominatrix.”

“Yes.”

His eyes were hot at they searched her face. “I’d like to see you, to do this again. Or other things.” He smiled, becoming even more handsome. “Anything you want.”

“Oh, I want lots,” she said, her heart skipping.

And she could get it. She now had her very own Henry!


DOMME DESIRE

He’s spread eagle before her, bound and awaiting her touch. Lust shivers through her. She cracks the whip, the audience gasping in surprise.

All of Ivy’s training with a dominatrix has led to this: her very own show at an exclusive sex club.

But it’s a big step, one she never expected to take so soon. As an audience full of people watch her every move, Ivy needs to become the Domme she was always meant to be: Madame V.

She is power and lust and command, controlling the body of the man before her and the desires of an entire crowd.


+++

Ivy strode down the sidewalk, enjoying the bustle of New York City on a Saturday evening. The subway had been packed, and here on the surface, cars jammed the streets and a crowd of people filled the sidewalks. Various styles of music spilled from restaurants and bars blending into a complex chorus of overlapping notes. Everyone was hurrying home or out for dinner or some other mundane task.

Not me, she thought. Excitement buzzed along her nerves. I can’t believe I’m about to put on a domination show in front of an audience.

Madame X, the dominatrix Ivy had been taking lessons from for a few months, had an emergency and had asked Ivy to fill in for her at Spider’s Web. The sex club was one of the city’s most exclusive, and weekend nights always brought in a good crowd.

And this time they’ll be watching me, she thought. Knowing that put a little extra strut in her stride.

A man whistled at her in her sleek black leather mini dress and killer red heels. She ignored him, even though a part of her wanted to uncoil the leather whip hidden in her purse and snap its long length in front of his face.

Ivy smirked. She’d be using the whip soon enough. Desire filled her, making her body tingle. Ever since the first night they met at the club, Ivy and Naveen had been meeting once a week for sex. But not just any kind of sex. No, Naveen was a sub who was more than happy to let Ivy practice whatever new BDSM techniques she’d picked up from Madame X.

Between her lessons, which included practicing on Henry, an experienced sub, and all her play with Naveen, her sex life had gone from lackluster to amazing. Discovering domination had kick-started a libido she’d long thought dead. Now she couldn’t get enough and remained constantly horny.

When she got to the alley that held the entrance to Spider’s Web, she waited while the people in front of her were either let in or turned away. Two tall women in diaphanous dresses giggled as the bouncer waved them past. The man behind them protested loudly when he wasn’t allowed to follow, but the bouncer remained resolute.

Ivy showed him the VIP Pass on her phone and was let inside. The metal staircase descended before her, the thump of deep bass trickling through.

The door at the bottom opened out into the regular part of the nightclub. A huge silver spider web hung from the ceiling, and a bar lined one wall of the huge room, but most of it was taken up by the dance floor. Laser lights whirled overhead in the otherwise dark room, lighting the writhing crowd in flashes. Electronica music blared, the heavy bass beat vibrating in her chest.

Ivy cut through the dancing mass of people, headed for the door at the back of the room painted with a large spider web. Two hulking bouncers guarded this one, but again, her VIP Pass got her past without issue.

She stepped into the small room that served as a soundlock between the two parts of the club and pulled her new mask from her purse. Professionally molded to fit her face, it was a fairly plain domino mask except for the fact that it was made of bright-red leather the exact color of her shoes.

Once it was in place, she stepped through the inner door and into the heart of Spider’s Web. Numerous golden globes lit the sex club a warm glow, and the music was quiet and unobtrusive. Gauzy curtains divided the main room into three areas, each with its own set of special sex swings or furniture. A row of small private rooms stood opposite the bar where patrons could retreat for more private pursuits. Ivy had certainly made use of them.

The audience stood clustered in front of the far right area, where a man and woman were putting on a show. The woman hung completely upside down in a simple sex swing so that her head was a few feet off the ground. It was the perfect height to wrap her lips around the man’s cock. He had his face buried between her spread open legs, lapping at her clit. Their movements were well synchronized, the two of them having perfected their veritical-69 with long practice.

The act, and all regular sex, didn’t really do much for Ivy. It was one of the reasons she’d first come to the club, desperate to find something to unlock her reluctant libido.

Thank god for Madame X.

Ivy waved to the bartender, a blonde with short spiky hair, and got a welcoming smile in return. Then she ducked beneath the end of the bar and stepped through the door into the back room. She’d never been behind the scenes, but the dominatrix had told her what to do.

She made her way out of the bar’s storage area and down a hallway to stop before a door labeled Room Two. At her knock, it swung open, and there stood Henry.

He dropped his eyes and stood still, awaiting her command. Henry was such an experienced sub he was always willing to drop into the right headspace for a scene at a moment’s notice. He’d stripped out of his shirt but still wore jeans. Built lean instead of bulky, Henry had pale skin covering his well-defined chest.

“Continue to get ready,” Ivy said.

He nodded and closed the door. Then he stripped off the rest of his clothing and began to put on a complex set of black leather straps. They crisscrossed his light flesh, the contrast between the two colors alluring and one of the very first things to spark Ivy’s desire the first time she’d seen him.

Ivy walked over and took a seat in front of the lighted vanity. She checked her makeup in the mirror and freshened her bright red lipstick. It perfectly matched her mask.

She didn’t own a PVC catsuit like Madame X, so she’d wear the outfit she had on. Besides, if she’d learned one thing, it was that while clothes helped to project the image of a Domme, it was really her confidence that would convince the audience she held the power she wielded.

“I’m ready if you’d like to inspect me,” Henry said.

Ivy swiveled in her chair.

Henry’s high cheekbones were partially obscured by his mask, but his gorgeous green eyes were still visible. His dark curly hair tempted her fingers, which remembered the feel of holding onto it, pulling his mouth to her puss.

He’d finished buckling on his harness so the straps crisscrossed his torso, making an artistic display of naked skin. A small black loincloth covered his cock, which was quiet for now, but that would soon change. Henry loved to play.

“Turn for me,” she said, making her tone commanding.

Henry hurried to do so, presenting his naked ass, outlined beautifully by a set of straps. Ivy’s hand itched. She wanted to spank him and watch that ass turn pink. Too bad the audience outside expected a more complicated show.

I supposed I’ll have to save the more hands-on spanking for Naveen for after, she thought.

“You’ll do. Get on your hands and knees and crawl to me.”

He dropped to the floor quickly and hurried over to her. Once he sat in front of her, she picked the leash waiting on the table and clipped it onto the collar around his neck.

Then she pulled her whip from her purse. The club had a cabinet full of various sex toys for use, but this was the whip she’d been practicing with. She was familiar with its length, its snap, and the exact movement of her arm that would make it sing through the air. A personal whip was one of the first things Madame X had suggested Ivy buy, and they’d had many lessons on its use because it was one of the most difficult toys to master.

Ivy held the grip in her hand, letting the whip unspool onto the floor. She would walk out like that, one hand holding Henry’s leash, one hand brandishing the whip. Yes, that would be perfect. As she pictured it, her clit throbbed with want, and she squeezed her thighs together to try to relieve some of the desire for sensation. She’d need to wait until after the show to see to her own pleasure.

A knock on the door, and a woman’s voice called out, “You’re on in five minutes.”

Ivy’s heart skipped, adrenaline filling her blood. This was it!

Her first time as a real Domme.

+++

Ivy walked Henry to the staging area. He crawled the entire length of the hall, staying in the sub mindset to get ready for the show. Tugging him along also helped her to get into the right headspace as well.

Then they were out into the backstage area. The gauzy curtains hid the main room of the club from view, but voices chattered and glassware clinked. An audience. She was going to have an audience!

Ivy took a bracing breath and nodded to the backstage helper. They lifted the curtain out of her way.

Head high, Ivy marched forward, Henry trailing from the leash in her right hand, the whip help high in her left so its long length arced through the air.

Quiet fell but for the rustle of clothing as the audience moved forward, expressions eager. Ivy paraded Henry around it a little circle before bringing him to the large X that dominated the central area. When she unclipped his leash and tapped his shoulder with the handle of the whip, he stood and turned his back to the St. Andrew’s Cross. With his arms and legs spread wide and held ready in position, Ivy had no trouble adding the restraints to his wrists. Then she crouched to secure his ankles.

When she stood, he was spread eagle before her, bound and at her mercy. Her puss clenched, and wetness dampened her underwear. He looked so beautiful and perfect like this, just waiting for whatever she wanted to do to him.

Ivy turned to the crowd. Time to put on a show, she thought. Her arm rose, then snapped down, the whip singing through the air and making a loud crack. People jumped, then chuckled in embarrassment.

Ivy paced across the open space, checking how much room she had between the large toy cabinet, the St. Andrew’s Cross, and the audience. She ignored the spanking bench for now.

Then her arm lashed out, snapping the whip a few inches from Henry. He gasped dramatically, his eyes going wide. She hid her smirk, but the audience ate it up.

Ivy lashed the whip a few more times, careful not to actually hit. She’d practiced a lot, but needed more work to strike flesh without ripping through skin.

Coiling the whip, she walked over to the cabinet and set it down on an empty shelf. Then she stared at all of the options. So many options! Every type of crop and flogger and paddle were hung inside, and lower shelves were covered with clamps, scrapers, and Wartenberg wheels.

What would Madame X do?

She’d stick to the act that worked. Ivy had seen the show multiple times by now and used that as her template. She grabbed a flogger with foot long leather flails in black leather and picked up a riding crop. Turning to face the audience, she swished the crop a few times, and it whistled as it cut through the air.

She strode toward Henry, her bright red heels striking the floor with a confident sound. When she reached him, she used the riding crop to flick away his loincloth. His cock sprang forward, eager and hard, and he gasped.

Ivy trailed the flails over his chest, teasing and sensitizing his skin so he’d feel the blows to come even more. Henry strained forward, jerking his arms in the restraints. The sight was beautiful.

She lashed out, the flails slapping his stomach and making him hiss. Then she hit him again and again, the flails a duller sting.

“More, Madame V. More!” he called out.

“Quiet!” She took a step back, dropping her arm. Hitting him now would only reward his bad behavior. The gleam in his eye told her he’d hoped to spur her to move the play forward. He’d learn she wasn’t so easily led. No pushy little sub should get what they wanted right away.

Yet a thrill also filled her. He’d called her Madame! It was the first time she’d heard her full Domme name.

For that, he deserved a boon.

The riding crop flashed forward, hitting the meaty part of his thigh.

Smack!

She hit again, marking the other leg with a pretty pink spot that made such a beautiful pattern on his skin.

Smack!

Henry cried out, writhing against his restraints, his cock jerking and jumping with want. Seeing him like this made her heart race. Her underwear were soaked, and she hadn’t even done much to him yet.

Smack! Smack!

“Yes! Yes, Madame V!”

“Quiet.” Ivy spun on the ball of her foot and marched over to the cabinet.

The audience shifted, eager to see what she’d do next. Having all these people watching, looking to her to craft a satisfying scene only added to her excitement.

She set down the crop and flogger and picked up a ball gag and a handful of clamps. Once she stood in front of Henry again, he opened his mouth wide, eagerly taking the black ball into his mouth. Then he leaned his head forward so she could secure the strap. His eyes gleamed at her, full of anticipation. Henry loved be gagged.

As soon as she had the gag secured, Ivy pulled down his lower lip and added a clamp. Then she dangled one from each earlobe. When she got to his nipples, he was panting around his gag, the sound of his breathing loud and insistent. His cock bobbed as she added the first clamp, and he squirmed. When she added the second, he made a high sound in his throat.

Lust, hot and insistent, shivered through her, and she wanted to force Henry to his knees and bury his face in her crotch.

No. She had a show to do.

Ivy went back to the cabinet for the riding crop and flogger.

Now came the real work.

She dangled the flails of the flogger over his skin, teasing his chest and thighs. She tapped one of the nipple clamps.

Smack!

The crop flashed out, hitting his pec, and Ivy could almost feel the sting in her own body as her clit throbbed.

She hit again.

Smack!

She tapped the other nipple clamp, and his reaction had her squeezing her thighs together.

She kept up the play, teasing him with the flogger then striking hard with the crop, blending the sensations to keep his body constantly guessing and unable to get used to any one feeling. She tapped on the clamps, reawakening the pinched flesh and setting him straining forward for more.

Henry writhed, his arms tugging violently at the restraints as he gave himself fully over to heady mix of pain and pleasure.

Ivy reached out and plucked the clamp from his lip. His back arched, and he whined around the gag. Taking a clamp off often hurt far worse than putting one on as blood rushed back into the area, setting the nerves alight. She slapped his thighs with the flogger, making his cock jerk. Ivy removed one of his ear clamps then the next. He panted and moaned.

Murmurs of appreciation ran through the audience. Knowing people were watching and enjoying set her pulse racing.

A couple of smacks with the crop landed right above his nipples.Then she released one of the clamps. His cock jerked, the head swollen and weeping with precum.

She used the flogger on him, lightening the sensation for a moment to prepare him to fully feel the pain about to come. Then she released the second nipple clamp.

Henry jerked against the bonds, his entire body straining forward. His cock bobbed, begging for sensation. Ivy ran the head of the riding crop up his length, teasing it back and forth in a flutter as she went.

His hips snapped forward, and a jet of semen shot from him as he pumped away, his cock fucking the air.

Ivy’s clit throbbed, demanding release.

Yet she needed to retain her professional demeanor. Schooling her face to remain expressionless, she strode to the cabinet to return all of the toys. Flinging her whip around her neck so the ends draped down her front, she made her way back to Henry.

Squatting, she unclipped his ankle restraints then stood to release his wrists. Ivy barely got his leash attached to his collar before he fell to the floor, landing on his hands and knees and panting.

Instead of crouching again in front of the audience, she remained standing tall and left his ball gag in.

Ivy unlooped her whip with her free hand and faced the audience. She gave one last lash, the crack ringing through the room. All of the faces were eager as the people rubbed their fingers together in quiet applause.

She led Henry away, her stride confident and strong as elation sang in her veins.

She’d done it!

+++

Henry crawled all the way back to the dressing room. Once inside, Ivy sat on the chair, and said, “Come here.”

When he knelt in front of her, she reached around to release his gag.

Henry remained quiet as the black ball slid from his swollen red lips, but he shot her a look that let her know he had something to say.

“You may speak,” she kept her tone commanding.

“Madame V, may this humble sub serve you?” His eyes flickered to where her short skirt barely hid the shadowed meeting of her thighs.

Desire burned in her blood, roaring back to life, fueled by her success. “Sit up for me. Let me see you.”

His pale flesh was a work of art. The black leather straps created the strongest lines, but interspersed were the red and pink marks she’d made on his skin. Her puss clenched.

Yes, she deserved release.

“You may serve me.” She let her thighs fall open.

Henry’s pretty green eyes glittered with delight, and he crawled forward, his shoulders pushing her legs farther apart. His hands slid under her skirt, tracing fire across her skin. She lifted her ass to let him push the leather up to her waist.

Her underwear, as red as her shoes, slid down, tugged by his deft fingers. As soon as he’d slipped them from her feet, he returned to his task, running his tongue up her inner thigh and setting her heart racing.

His lips whispered over her, teasing her clit, and pleasure washed through her. How had she gone so many years without experiencing such joy?

But she was too keyed up for slow. Ivy buried her hand in his thick, dark hair and pulled him forward. His mouth opened over her, hot and wet, and she moaned. His tongued pressed to her clit, and she ground her hips against him, using him exactly as she wanted. He lapped and sucked, and desire coiled hot in her belly, spiraling higher.

Ivy panted, her heart racing, and the smell of her sex filled her nose and mouth until she could almost taste herself.

Henry’s tongue fluttered over her sensitive bundle of nerves.

Pleasure exploded from her center, setting her puss clenching. Her hand squeezed him to her as she threw her head back in a silent scream.

+++

God, she’d never come so fast in her life. And to think, Naveen waited for her at his apartment.

Henry continued to nuzzle her clit, which soon grew too sensitive. Ivy gave him a gentle shove. “Enough.”

There were wet wipes on the vanity, so she cleaned up and smoothed her skirt down her thighs while Henry got out of his costume.

Then she checked in with him. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?” He typically took care of himself afterwards, but she still wanted to check.

“No, I’m good.” He grinned, tugging on a pair of boxers. “Better than good. Thank you for the play, Madame V.”

She sucked in a breath. That name again, and not as part of the show for the audience. “Thank you, Henry.”

Re-coiling her whip, Ivy stored it in her purse and made her way back into the club. A couple of patrons stopped to ask her about her services. She thanked them for their interest, but let them know she wasn’t accepting clients and gave them Madame X’s card instead.

In the small antechamber, Ivy removed her mask and smoothed a hand over her hair. The outer nightclub still seethed with a mass of people. A part of her wanted to brandish the whip again and crack it a few times. She pictured them splitting before to make a clear path, then shook her head, grinning. No one would hear the snap of the leather over the pounding music or even see what she was doing in the low light.

Once she was out on the street, the relative quiet after the club let her mind drift back to the show. Having an audience had been exciting, and the interest of the people afterward had been a pleasant surprise.

It left her wondering if she might Domme professionally someday.

+++

Naveen buzzed her into his apartment building. When the elevator let her out on his floor, he stood waiting in the doorway to his apartment.

Tall, he had good shoulders that narrowed to a lean waist. His dress shirt hid a chest and stomach cut with ridges of definition. Without a mask, his face was gorgeous, with light-brown skin stretched over high cheekbones and dark eyes that always looked upon her with heated intent. He had long black hair and a beautiful mouth.

And best of all, Naveen was a sub. Her sub.

He stepped aside so she could enter the living room. His apartment was nice, with white walls and a set of large windows. He’d picked functional furniture with clean lines, and it worked. The whole place felt sleek and modern.

“How did it go?” he asked.

She hadn’t allowed him to attend. Although they’d made it clear they weren’t exclusive with each other, Ivy hadn’t felt comfortable working with Henry in front of Naveen.

She dropped her purse onto the couch, spun to face him, and broke into a grin. “It was fantastic!”

They’d been spending a bit more time like this, simply talking as if they were dating instead of jumping immediately into their roles as Domme and sub.

She liked it.

“The experienced sub called me Madame. And afterward, people even approached me to see if I was taking clients. Can you imagine?”

He grinned and reached up to trace a finger over her cheek. “Actually, I can.”

She stepped into the touch, looking up at him. “It was also amazing to have an audience. To know so many people watched and were excited by what I was doing.” She placed her palm on the smooth V of skin shown by his open collar. “I’m a little keyed up.”

His eyes darkened further, his pupils shot wide. “Let’s play.”

“Yes.” Then she stepped backward until they no longer touched. Her tone changed to commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

It was their ritual now, based on what they’d done their very first night together. Him being naked with her fully clothed helped both of them get into the Domme/sub mindset.

His clever fingers moved quickly down the row of buttons on his shirt, parting the light-blue fabric and shrugging it from his shoulders.

He already stood barefoot, so when he slid his jeans down his long legs and straightened, he wore nothing but a pair of dark-blue boxers. They were tented, his huge erection pressing against the smooth cotton.

“Those as well,” she snapped.

Naveen grinned and shoved the boxers to his ankles, kicking them off. He stood naked before her, gorgeous, his cock jutting proudly forward.

Ivy’s heart skipped. All that glorious light-brown skin, hers for the marking!

She pointed to the floor, and he dropped to his hands and knees. There were toys in the bedroom. They’d been building a collection both here and at her place. But she’d already played with toys this evening.

She wanted a more hands-on experience.

“Your safeword is still mango?”

“Yes, V.”

A spurt of disappointment ate at her stomach. When was he, her own sub, going to gift her with the title of Madame?

Naveen crawled forward, coming to a stop right in front of her. He leaned over and kissed the tops of her feet left bare by her red heels.

Desire shot through her, and she put her worry aside, too eager to play to let it spoil her night.

He moved, his ass wiggling in the air, and her hands itched. She wanted to spank it, to see it flush red, to feel the heat radiating from his skin.

His couch made a wonderful improvised spanking bench. It stood in the middle of the room, so he could lean over the back, which had enough cushioning for his stomach.

She pointed to it now. “Assume the position.”

Naveen crawled over, eager. He rose to his feet and draped the front of his body over the back of the couch, resting his forearms on the seat. The position left his ass high in the air, his smooth cheeks just begging for attention.

Her puss clenched as she teased her fingers over him, getting him ready by sensitizing his skin.

Her arm reared back.

Smack!

The shock ran from her stinging palm all the way to her clit.

Smack!

The other cheek bunched and flexed at the impact. He was so responsive!

Smack! Smack!

Naveen hissed, his body shifting to rub his cock into the couch.

“Hold still,” she snapped. She had no intention of letting him come until she’d used him for her own pleasure.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy walked across to his other side, needing to change hands. She ran her fingers over his ass. It was already warm and starting to turn pink. She’d done that. Those were her marks. Wetness trickled down her inner thighs.

Smack! Smack!

The vibrations carried along her arm, sensitizing her entire body.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen’s groan had her clit throbbing with want.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy switched hands again and rubbed his ass, soothing the hot skin and letting him calm a little to prepare for the next hits.

Raising her hand, she let it flash forward.

Smack!

His body bucked, and he let out a pained whine. He was nearing his edge.

Smack!

“Ah!” Naveen’s butt cheeks clenched, and Ivy stepped back. Learning when to stop was one of the most crucial aspects of being a good Domme. It was time to move on to the next part of their play.

“Follow me.” She strode for the bedroom, her heels loud and confident on the hardwood floor.

“Yes, V.” Naveen dropped to his hands and knees to crawl after her.

His bedroom was as plainly furnished as his living room, but he had the perfect bed. Thick steel posts rose on each side to support the horizontal bar that made up the headboard. The build was repeated at the foot of the bed. All those bars provided excellent places for attaching restraints, and four cuffs dangled from the corners of the bed, ready for use.

“Lay down on the bed.”

He crawled up into position, his movements quick and eager. Once he lay on his back spread eagle, Ivy walked from one corner of the bed to the next, fastening the heavy leather cuffs to his wrists and ankles.

She grabbed a condom from the nightstand and tossed it onto the smooth white sheet beside hism. Ivy caught his eye then slowly slid her skirt up to her waist, exposing her nakedness. He licked his lips, his eyes latching onto her bare mound.

Once on the bed, she threw a leg over his thighs to straddle him. His body was warm and firm, pressing against her inner thighs. The look of his wrists bound sent a jolt of lust through her.

After ripping the packet open, she smoothed the condom down his hard length.

Then she lifted slightly and used one hand to guide his head to her entrance. With a flex of her thighs, she sank onto him, his cock stretching her deliciously. Delight pulsed through her. She pulled away until almost the entire length of him was exposed to air. His hips lifted from the mattress as he strained upward as far as the restraints would allow.

Her puss rejoiced, so very happy to be filled.

Ivy rode him, slamming her hips down to meet his so his cock buried itself deeply each time. He began grunting with each thrust, and she panted, her heart racing. Sweat slicked her skin, and she licked salt from her lips as the smell of sex filled the air.

Naveen bucked below her, harder and harder as her pace increased. The head of his cock hit deep inside, sending a bolt of sensation through her. She gasped. Her legs strained as she bounced harder, chasing that delicious sensation, her breath hissing through her teeth each time he hit it.

His hands jerked at the restraints, going no where. He was completely in her power. The sight sent a flash of desire through her.

“Please,” he said. “Please, Madame V.”

Oh! There it was, the title she’d been hoping for!

Her puss clenched, tightening around him. He groaned. His hips snapped upward, burying him deeper still, and her orgasm spiraled outward in a fiery burn of pleasure that arched her back, her mouth opening on a scream.

+++

Ivy let herself collapse forward onto Naveen for a few minutes until her panting subsided. Then she got up to unfasten his wrists and ankles. After peeling out of her leather dress and bra, she lay back down beside him.

His arms went around her. They were doing more of this too, holding and touching when not playing. It was nice. He was the first person she’d ever really wanted like this.

She caught his eye. “You called me Madame.”

He shrugged as if it were the most obvious fact in the entire world. “You’re my Domme.”

“Yes,” she said. Warmth filled her chest. “I most certainly am.”

A Domme. It was who she’d always been.

She’d simply needed to discover her true desire.

The End
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A BEAUTIFUL FUTURE – The stranger’s dark hands trace hot across her skin. Lust races hot through her body, growing with every touch.

International readers, find the entire series here:

BEAUTIFUL SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


About the Author

I write steamy stories of women discovering the type of sex they crave with gorgeous men able to fulfill their every desire.

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, please leave a quick review on Amazon or Goodreads. Reviews mean a lot to independent authors and help other readers find stories they’ll like.

Website   TwitterGoodreads

Find all of my stories here:

US Amazon

For readers in other countries, this link will take you to your local Amazon Site:

International Amazon Sites
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