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“A strong woman understands that the gifts such as logic, decisiveness, and strength are just as feminine as intuition and emotional connection. She values and uses all of her gifts.”
- Nancy Rathburn
 



Chapter One
 
Low, vibrating bass filled the interior of Justan’s black Land Rover, a mellow, trance-like tune that made Emma marginally relax as she drove with her boyfriend’s best friend to her home. Well, to her apartment. That place where she’d spent the last three years no longer felt like her home. She wasn’t safe there anymore. Violence had saturated the environment and destroyed the peace she’d once found inside. Her once-beautiful, comfortable bedroom was stained with Ryan’s blood. At that mental image, her stomach clenched and she forced the picture from her mind. It took more effort than she wanted to admit.
Maybe she would move in with Moira once this mess was over. Emma could use some TLC, and Moira’s unconventional family would spoil her with affection and attention. Chris was the impeccable paternal figure, strong, fair and utterly devoted to his submissive Tanya’s needs. Moira, on the other hand, was the firm hand of discipline with Tanya, handing out punishment and pleasure to the pretty pink-haired girl.
Tanya lay at the heart of their triangle, an vivacious young woman who loved Moira and Chris with everything she had. Fond memories of time spent with Tanya filled Emma, raunchy images mixing with the sweet. Like the cold winter evening they’d all took turns dominating and pleasuring Tanya while she was tied up with Christmas lights and red bows. Afterward they’d watched a couple of sappy holiday movies together, cuddled up on the big couch and ate the cookies Moira’d made. There had been so much love in that room that night, and it had revitalized some dying part of Emma that had been starving for affection.
She needed that kind of affection, that group reassurance right now. Not the sex, but the feeling of someone holding her tight and keeping her safe. Ideally she wanted Ryan’s arms around her, but with his bullet wound he wouldn’t be hugging her anytime soon. Tears threatened as the events of the last twenty-four hours caught up with her and she looked around the car, eager to distract herself.
When her gaze landed on Justan, he proved to be the perfect eye candy to take her tired thoughts off how close she’d come to dying, how close she’d come to losing Ryan.
No, no thinking about that right now.
Justan had an interesting face to go along with his elaborately decorated body. Not only did he have a couple piercings, like a double piercing in his tongue that caught her attention every time he talked, but he also had what she could only describe as wonderfully geometric tattoos that were astonishing in their perfection. Bright, clean lines, and a use of perspective that made her want to stare at them. For some reason, the more she looked at them the more familiar they seemed and she tried to place where she’d seen them before.
The flex of his biceps distracted her from searching her memory as he turned the wheel. Justan was serious gym rat with the cut and perfectly proportioned muscles to prove it. The navy blue of his Mohawk looked almost black in some lighting, but when the sun hit it the dark blue came through. There was no doubt he was sexy as hell, but in an odd, almost nerdy way. For example, the front his t-shirt that had the image of a calculator on it along with the numbers 5318008. At first she’d been puzzled, then she’d remembered in Junior High during math class when the boys would type it in and laugh. When you turned the calculator upside down it looked like the word Boobies.
Meh. Boys.
Glancing over at her, he caught her staring. “What’s up?”
“You look familiar.”
He barked out a laugh. “I don’t get that very often.”
“Mmmm, I bet.” Frowning, she leaned closer and tapped his arm where a blue square began to merge into a yellow circle, forming a perfect shade of green. “I feel as if I’ve seen this before.”
For a second he hesitated, and she noticed the way the tips of his ears turned red. Something about what she’d just said hit his emotional hot buttons. Deciding that figuring out Ryan’s best friend was way more fun than trying to cope with the loss of her safety, she turned more in her chair and gave him ‘the look’.
“Where would I know you from, Justan? Have you done any modeling?”
Oh, now his entire face was a deep red. “Kind of.”
“Kind of?”
“Kind of. So — hear you and my boy Ryan are getting serious.” He smirked in her direction. “You got that man eating out of your hand already. And you’re doing a way fuckin’ better job with him than his old Mistress.”
Hell, she wanted to continue to question Justan and make him squirm, not the other way around, but there was no way she could resist the lure of knowing more about the woman who Ryan had served.
She tried to keep her voice nonchalant and failed miserably. “The Mistress he trained with?”
“Yeah.” He shook his head. “She never had his respect, not really. But you? That man lives and breathes to serve your every need. He trusts you completely.”
The open yearning in his voice surprised her. “And I’m honored by his trust and I cherish it greatly. The way he gives himself to me is a gift. Have you ever trusted someone like that?”
She’d tried to phrase the question as delicately as possible, but Justan shook his head and laughed in a not-so-pleasant way, the sunlight catching the ring in his brow while he drove down the main street to her home. “Yep. Got the scars to prove it.”
Part of her wanted to ask if he meant the literal or figurative, but the closer they got to her house the more she found it hard to focus on anything but her increasing unease. They passed the familiar turn onto her street and a fine layer of sweat coated her entire body. Crap, her heart was racing and she shook slightly, trying to figure out why the hell she was freaking out, even as part of her mind insisted that if she went back to where she’d been in danger she would be killed.
This was beyond screwed up. What was wrong with her?
Closing her eyes, she tried to slow her breath. It was a testament to how out of it she was that she startled when Justan said her name then handed her something. When she opened her eyes she saw it was and unfamiliar cellphone with the name “Ryan” displayed on the caller ID. Startled, she glanced and saw they were parked on the side of the road two blocks from her apartment. 
Justan carefully nudged her arm. “Talk to him.”
Feeling as if she were in a dream, she raised the phone to her ear and said, “Hello,” in a thick and husky voice.
“Emma,” Ryan purred and inexplicably tears burned in her eyes. “Are you all right?”
All too aware of Justan watching her, she turned her head to the side and lowered her voice. “Yeah.”
“You don’t sound all right. In fact you sound the opposite of all right.” He sighed. “Please, you don’t have to do this right now. Wait until I’m out of the hospital and I’ll come with you.”
“Ryan, I’m okay and I have to do this. I need to get my things.”
“I’ll get you new things, and Emma, you don’t sound okay.”
No, she didn’t sound okay, because she really wasn’t. For some confusing reason, anxiety and panic were building inside of her and she didn’t know how to handle it. She wasn’t scared, at least she didn’t think she was, but her body was gearing up for fight or flight at the thought of returning to her home, where Ryan’s blood still soaked the floor. God, he’d lost so much blood. Would her room smell like it?
“Emma?”
Realizing she’d been spacing out while trying to deal with her body’s rebellion, she cleared her throat. “I’m here.”
Ryan let out a soft sigh and she could picture him, his smooth muscles less chiseled but just as big as Justan’s, the soft curve of his sensual mouth on such a masculine face. When she’d left, his darkly tanned skin had been paler than usual, making his tattoos stand out, and there was just a weakness to him physically that she wasn’t used to seeing. He was a larger-than-life man in many ways, and to see him stuck in a hospital bed like that because of something that happened in her home struck her as wrong on so many levels. In the short time since they’d been reunited, he’d become a part of Emma’s life in such a profound way that it terrified her. If she lost him it would devastate her.
That man knew exactly what to say and do to slip past her emotional defenses without a scratch. He could silence her doubts with a look, and his submission was the most beautiful and erotic thing she’d ever experienced. And she could never, ever doubt his devotion to her. Not only was it in his every move, but also in the extraordinary lengths he’d gone to in order to win her affection. Without a doubt, Ryan was a formidable, determined, and amazingly sweet man.
God, she missed him.
Pathetic.
“Emma, you know I have your back, whatever you want to do. You’re amazing and you can do anything you set your mind to. Justan will take care of you. He may look like a fifteen-year-old boy with rebellion issues—”
“I heard that,” Justan said in a loud voice.
Without looking she smacked at him, and he settled down with a huff. “He’s big enough that I can use him as a meat shield, so I should be okay.”
“Exactly,” Ryan said with a laugh that turned into a hiss. “Shit.”
She flopped back in her seat, cursing herself for forgetting for a moment that Ryan should not be on the phone with her, mentally holding her hand when he should be resting. “Hit that pain pump now, Ryan.”
The words came out in Emma’s no-bullshit Mistress tone of voice. When Ryan responded, she could practically taste his desire. Jesus, this man had an immense hold on her. She’d kill to hear the passion in his husky tone. “Yes, Ma’am. Hold on, I need to grab a blanket. You get my dick rock hard when you say things like that. All sultry and commanding.”
It took her a second to compose herself as memories of Ryan whispering dirty things to her in his husky voice played out in her mind, but when she glanced over at Justan and found him watching her rather intently, she struggled to appear unruffled. Shoot, at this rate she’d have to call up her old mentor and have Dianta give her a refresher course on self-control. Then again, she didn’t think even Dianta could help her with this. Ryan was her ultimate aphrodisiac. “Bad boy.”
The low sound of pleasure that he made went straight to her pussy and she struggled to keep from getting too aroused. Walking around with wet panties while visiting a crime scene wasn’t high on her bucket list. The faint scent of Justan’s crisp cologne filled her as she took a deep breath, then let it out. 
Control.
“Jeeze, Mistress, I thought I was good. In fact, didn’t you say something about me being the best? I thought that’s what you said, but you were screaming so loud during your orgasm that I had trouble understanding.”
For a moment she was stunned, then started laughing — hard. This is what she loved about Ryan, the easy switch from Mistress and sub to just a guy and his girl. He wasn’t a cringing, whining little bitch, he was a man through and through, and she appreciated that. What they had was like no other relationship she’d ever been in, but it felt right. She loved this man so much and she wanted to get back to him as soon as possible, which meant she needed to get her shit together and go get her things from the apartment. Only then would she be able to take Ryan back home to his place and cocoon them both in warmth and safety.
Okay, time to focus.
Letting out a soft sigh, she sat straighter in her seat and strapped some steel to her spine. “Go back to sleep, Ryan. I need to get this done so I can get back to your side.”
“Justan has a set of keys to my place and he knows the alarm system. Have him drop you off at my house.”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Well, first it feels weird to be wandering around your home without you there. I mean the only room I’ve really been in was your library.” He made a carnal groaning noise that she tried to ignore. Ryan had fucked her brains out in his library and they were both eager for a repeat performance. That was, once he recovered. Until that point she’d have to be…creative to not injure him further.
“Emma,” he replied in a soft, chiding voice. “My home is your home. I don’t give a shit if you decide to repaint every room in the house or take all the furniture and make a big bonfire in the backyard. It’s just stuff.”
His generosity touched her and she sighed, tracing her finger on the passenger window. “I think your neighbors might get a little upset if we did that.”
“Good point. Look, you do what you need to do and know that I’m here for anything, anything at all that you need to feel more safe or comfortable.”
Her heart tightened and she closed her eyes, savoring the feeling of Ryan’s genuine warmth and affection. “Thanks, honey.”
“Anytime, anyway, anywhere, Emma. I’ll always be here for you.”
Ignoring the stinging in her nose, she sat up and straightened her shoulders. “Okay, let me get this over with so I can go to your house and knock some walls down.”
He laughed, then made a pained noise. “I should be out of here later this afternoon.”
“I’ll be there—”
“Nah, let Justan pick me up. I want you in your most comfortable pajamas, lounging around my house and eating bonbons when I get home.”
“Awfully bossy, aren’t you? Isn’t that my job?”
“Nope, taking care of you is my job.”
Though her inner feminist rejected the idea, a soft girly part of her sighed in delight. “Whatever.”
Voices came from the background and Ryan quickly said, “Gotta go. Doc is here. Call me if you need me.”
“I will.”
“Promise. I know you’re invincible, but even Wonder Woman has to refuel her jet.”
“Fine, I promise. Bye, Ryan.”
“Bye, my Emma.”
He hung up and she let out a bemused sigh.
Justan spoke up, startling her. “Ready?”
She glanced over at him and nodded.
Ten minutes later, they were walking up the stairs to her second-floor apartment. Justan glanced at some graffiti on the wall declaring that this was Latin Kings territory, then back at her. She waited for him to say something about the kind of ghetto living conditions of her building, but he kept quiet.
Smart man. Her nerves were strung so tight she knew she’d snap at him. Despite his unconventional looks, Justan was very observant and she wondered if he had some kind of law enforcement training in his background. This impression was reinforced when he paused at her doorway then suddenly had her against his back, his frame hard blocking her as he visibly went on alert.
“What’s wrong?”
“Rigged the door before I left last night so I’d know if someone had been in.”
“You were at my house?”
He glanced over his shoulder. “My boy got shot here.”
Well, that was true enough. “Who let you in?”
“Let myself in, but we’ve got other shit to focus on at the moment. Someone has been in your apartment and I don’t know who. You got a busybody on your floor that likes to keep an eye on things? Someone who might have been up late enough? You know, one of those old ladies that has her eye pressed to the peep hole the second her floor creaks?”
“Uh — my neighbor is…suspicious. He might have heard someone.”
“Which door?”
A minute later, her neighbor Walter answered. Walter was a cute-enough guy in his late twenties who had seen some combat that had messed him up. Paranoia clung to him like a visible mantle, tinging every one of his movements with a slight edge. He used to make her tense, but now that they’d been neighbors for a while, she knew he’d never hurt her. His paranoia, however, had him flinching at the sound of anyone walking down the communal hallway.
As usual, Walter’s normally bright-blue eyes were bloodshot and red. He wore a clean but rumpled white t-shirt and a pair of jeans that hung off his hips. He’d lost weight since she’d seen him last and before she could stop herself, she found herself scolding him.
“Jesus Christ. When’s the last time you ate?”
“Nice to see you too, Emma,” he replied with a small smile that faded from his lips as he looked over Justan. “Who’s this?”
“I’m her boyfriend’s buddy,” Justan answered before she could.
To her surprise, Walter actually looked slightly hurt. “Boyfriend, huh? Knew I shoulda’ made my move last time you force-fed me your lasagna.”
She was grateful that he was being cool about it. “Hey, was anyone in my apartment last night?”
“You mean after the guy standing behind you broke in?”
“Yeah.”
“A cop was in there for a while.”
Emma relaxed. “Oh, okay.”
“What did he look like?” Justan took a step back and stood in front of her doorway. “Bigger or smaller than me?”
Walter cocked his head. “Smaller. Older, maybe in his fifties. Why?”
“Just want to be able to describe him to the police when Emma contacts them about why this guy was in her place, alone, in the deep of the night.”
Walter nodded. “If they have any questions, they can contact me. Sorry I wasn’t home when you were attacked, Emma. I would have stopped him before he even breathed on you.”
The guilt in his words made her pause. “I know you would have. Hey, you can’t be everywhere at once.”
A click sounded from behind her and she turned to watch Justan donned a pair of leather gloves before slowly entering her apartment.
“You’d better go before he starts going through your underwear drawer,” Walter said, drawing her attention back to him before she glanced at her apartment again.
“Yeah, I better keep an eye on him, and I need to get some stuff.”
“You staying with your boyfriend?”
A flush burned Emma’s cheeks, even though she knew it was silly to feel embarrassed about basically moving into her boyfriend’s place. “Yep. How did you know?”
“Figured a man who would take a bullet for you wouldn’t want you leaving his side.” His eyes warmed and he smiled, the tension between them melting away. “I’m happy for you, Emma. I really am. Just tell him if he makes you cry, I’ll come kick his ass.”
“Thanks, Walter. Now go eat something, for fuck’s sake. The heroin junkie look is so over.”
His laughter trailed behind her as she went to into her apartment, something she’d done a thousand times, but now felt as if she were entering an unfamiliar place. A quick scan from the foyer didn’t reveal Justan, but it did show that someone had put some holes in the walls, and some of her things had been moved around. Her breath came out in a hard shudder and she froze, her brain refusing to accept the reality before her. A sense of violation curled through her and she pressed her hand to her stomach.
Justan’s voice rumbled from somewhere to her left. “Stay there. Don’t come any farther. Don’t want you disturbing any evidence.”
The best her stunned mind could come up with was, “Evidence?”
He came into her line of sight and nailed her in place with his grim expression. “Notice anything about those holes in the walls?”
She shook her head and he sighed. “Ever see anyone hit a square hole into a wall?”
Shit, he was right. Those weren’t ragged craters in the drywall, but neatly cut sections.
“What the hell?”
His gaze softened, then he looked away. “I can’t say for sure, but I think someone was watching you. I found some wires that he left behind and some parts that would indicate he had cameras all over your place.”
“Cameras?”
Justan gave her a sympathetic look and said in a low voice, “Yeah.”
The sense of violation was so profound that all Emma could do was whimper. He’d been watching her in the privacy of her home, seeing every intimate thing she did…maybe recording it. A sob caught in her throat, but before she could let it loose, Justan was hugging her and leading her awkwardly out the door.
“Come on, Emma, nothing you can do here right now. Let’s you home.”
Emma’s breath hitched and she stuttered out, “I am home.”
Walter came out as they left the apartment, but Justan shook his head. “I’ll be back in forty-five minutes or so. Gotta get Emma somewhere she can feel safe. I need you to keep everyone out of there until the police arrive. Make sure you check their ID.”
“What’s going on?”
“Someone trashed her place last night.”
Her friend hesitated, then nodded. “I take it the officer that was here at four am wasn’t really a cop?”
“No.”
“Fuck. Emma, you call me if you need anything. You’ve got my number.”
Emma stiffened, the desire to call her parents flooding her. “I need my phone.”
“Where is it?”
“I was charging it, so it should be on the counter by my refrigerator. I’m OCD about making sure my phone works. It’s important. I need to talk to my Mom, my Dad.”
Even to herself she sounded as if she were hovering on the edges of a nervous breakdown, so she wasn’t surprised that Justan was treating her like glass right now. “Use my phone or Ryan’s. I don’t want you in there again. Not just ’cause I hate to see a woman cry, but because you might inadvertently mess up something. If he touched your phone, he may have left some prints.”
She bit her quivering lip and nodded, not fighting Justan as he led her back to his truck and drove her to Ryan’s place with soft jazz playing from the speakers.
 



Chapter Two
 
The floodlights illuminated the brick walkway leading up to his house and Ryan leaned up against Justan’s truck, the trip from the hospital having tired him out. His shoulder throbbed and his whole body ached, but those physical discomforts were secondary to his concern for Emma. The fear in her voice earlier, and the fact that he couldn’t help her, had brought him close to ripping out his IVs and taking a cab to her place. Thankfully, he was ready to be discharged so the second his signature was on the release papers and he had his scripts in hand, he’d called Justan and had him pick him up.
Since his clothing had been ruined by all the blood, he wore some yellow fundraiser t-shirt for the children’s ward at the hospital he’d stayed at, along with a pair of sweatpants and some flip-flops.
Justan came around the side of the truck and nodded to the black Range Rover parked next to the house. “Company?”
“Yeah, Moira came over to stay with Emma until I got home.”
The way Justan’s eyes widened was hard to miss, and Ryan had to struggle to contain a laugh at the slightly stunned look on his friend’s face. It was no secret between them that Justan was keeping an eye on Moira, and that he got crazy territorial over her. The endless parade of male submissives in and out of her home made Justan grit his teeth, but so far he hadn’t made a move on the stunning redhead. Ryan thought his friend should just make his interest known and be done with it, but Justan said he had a plan.
Evidently that plan didn’t include Moira seeing him now.
Unable to resist, Ryan put on a pained expression. “Hey, man, my shoulder hurts like a bitch. Can you help me inside?”
Justan rolled his eyes, but moved to Ryan’s good side and propped him up as they made their way up to the house. Before they’d gotten to the steps the exterior light turned on, bathing the porch in warm, golden glow. A moment later the front door opened and both men sucked in a quick, hard breath. How could they not when presented with such beauty?
It wasn’t that the women were wearing leather and latex, but rather that they both wore satiny, long robes with a tasteful amount of lace at the sleeves. Moira’s nightgown matched the emerald green of her robe, while Emma had opted for a soft, utterly feminine pink. She looked positively edible and he wondered if their guests would be offended if he put Emma on the nearest flat surface and ate the hell out of her pussy. His cock ached and he bit back a curse at the sight of his pants stretching out, the thin fabric making it hard to fight the flush rising from his chest to his ears. Gritting his teeth, he tried to will his erection away, but that fucker was staying hard.
The fact that he’d seen both women naked and knew what they sounded like when they came certainly didn’t help the situation.
Moira squinted at him, then at his crotch, and burst out into a melodious peel of laughter. Next to Ryan, Justan flinched as if he’d been hit. Most likely in his paranoid and guarded heart. He almost felt sorry for his buddy if he’d decided to hang his star on Moira. That woman liked a degree of control in her life that Ryan couldn’t deal with. What he and Emma had, on the other hand, was…perfect.
Case in point, the way Emma was giggling as she headed down the steps. At the sight of her footwear, pink high-heel shoes with some kind of fluffy feather shit at the toe, Ryan’s erection gave a renewed thrust against his pants. Still laughing, Emma came to him and smoothed her hands over Ryan’s cheeks, her gentle touch everything he’d ever wanted. She was overjoyed to see him — it was in her eyes as plain as day — but she was tired. It was that hint of weariness that made him aware that she hadn’t gotten much rest since the break-in and he pushed aside his own libido in favor of taking care of his woman.
Where nothing else would work, the concern that filled him managed to soften his cock. Her needs came first, always. They both needed to hide away from the world for a while, just spend time together in peace and safety. He wanted to give her that, to provide a haven for her, a home. The importance of this moment sank into him, and he realized that he never planned to let Emma move out. As far as he was concerned, she was here to stay, and he’d do his best to convince her of this truth. So they weren’t just going up the steps and through the front door, they were taking a big step to truly becoming something permanent, something so important it made his legs weak.
Well, it was either emotion making him weak or the mega-painkillers he’d downed in the truck on the way home. One of the two.
She caught him before he stumbled and sighed. “Come on, big boy, let’s get you in bed.”
Moira said something to Justan behind them with a for-sure hiss in her voice. A moment later Justan had her laughing, and Ryan hoped his friend knew what he was doing. Emma must have felt the same way because she sighed and whispered, “If those two get together we are in trouble.”
His reply was lost as he stumbled over the threshold and grunted in pain as he lightly bumped the frame on his bad shoulder.
“Fuck.”
Emma’s distressed noise was drowned out by Justan yelling from behind them. “For fuck’s sake, Emma, you really gotta wear those crazy shoes?”
Moira evidently didn’t care for Justan’s patronizing tone. “Little boy, she could kick your ass in those shoes.”
“I’m sure she could. The question, mouche a mielle, is what you can do in them.”
Ahh, shit. Justan was pulling out the big guns, the Cajun accent that he’d tried so hard to get rid of. Women’s panties tended to explode once he turned that Southern charm on. Moira’s little inhalation showed that she wasn’t immune to Justan on the hunt. Normally he’d ignore his friend’s wandering ways, but Moira was Emma’s best friend, and the last thing he wanted was for shit to be tense once Moira and Justan split. Not if they split, when they split. Justan’s possessive jealousy would put a quick end to any kind of relationship he could forge with the free-spirited Moira. Hell, Moira was practically married to another Master in an oddly platonic way and they shared a sub together. Trying to fit Justan into that equation wasn’t going to work as anything more than a fuck buddy.
Eager to stop the disaster waiting to happen that would be Moira and Justan forming some kind of relationship, Ryan glared at the other man. “Help me upstairs, asshole.”
Justan rolled his eyes and slowly assisted Ryan as he tried to navigate the stairs. Weariness made his bones into lead and by the time they were near the top Ryan was trying to remember how to keep his muscles stiff. His friend sighed, then the world spun as Justan swung him up into his arms, actually cradling him to keep his injured shoulder safe. Ryan worked out regularly with Justan, so he knew the man’s freakish strength, but the women climbing the stairs behind him let out little sighs and Moira muttered something about a bull in his prime, sending Emma off into a fit of giggles.
Most beautiful sound in the world.
He must have said it aloud, because Justan agreed as he walked through the door of the bedroom and into the bathroom. After propping Ryan up against the wall, Justan closed the door on a nosy Emma and Moira. Ryan took care of business, glad that his friend was here to care for him. For some reason, the thought of Emma having to help him go to the toilet like an invalid stung his pride. After some grunting, Justan managed to lean Ryan against the sink, then turned the water on. Justan attempted to brush Ryan’s teeth, but the whole scene struck Ryan as funny and he kept snorting, which made Justan glare, which only made him laugh more.
“Here, give me that.” Emma’s voice floated to Ryan from nearby, but he couldn’t manage to focus his eyes on her.
Ryan attempted to talk, but she’d gripped him by the jaw and held him still. While he was pretty sure he drooled on himself when told to spit and rinse, he could give a shit less. His big, glorious bed was mere feet away and when he hit the soft surface, he let out a sigh of such depth that everyone around him laughed.
* * * * *
The next morning Ryan woke up sore and aching, and not just from his wound. His cock was hard and pressed against the most deliciously soft surface covered in silk. He groaned deep in his throat as that softness pushed back at him and the scent of Emma’s hair filled his nose while she cuddled into him, careful not to disturb his shoulder.
Her voice was husky with sleep as she asked, “How are you feeling?”
“Horny.”
She shot him an annoyed look, but the edges of her lips curved into a smile. “Then I guess you’ll live.”
Pushing his hips against her, he tried to ignore the way his shoulder throbbed, but Emma must have sensed his distress, because she rolled away then turned to face him with a frown. “You’re in pain.”
He went to shrug, but couldn’t hide his wince as the torn muscle flexed. “Nothing I can’t deal with.”
“Right.”
She sighed, then got out of bed, the fall of silk about her rounded hips a thing of beauty. He wondered if he would ever get tired of looking at her. “Where are you going?”
“To get your pain meds and some food.”
The slight jiggle of her unbound breasts beneath her nightgown drew his attention and he stared unabashedly as she moved across the room to her suitcase, digging through the contents while he ogled her ass. Beyond the obvious bonus of having her physical charms available to him, he enjoyed watching her gather up some clothes before disappearing into the bathroom. With a sigh, he flopped back and stretched his good arm above his head, fantasies of a naked Emma filling his head.
He must have fallen back asleep because before he knew it, she was whispering in his ear, “Wake up, honey. You need to eat and take your meds, then get dressed. The police are going to be here in an hour to talk with me, and Justan called. He wants you to call him back when you get a chance.”
At the mention of the police, Ryan’s head cleared of the fuzzy remains of sleep and he sat up with a groan. While it would be nice to just laze about in bed all day, something he rarely did, Emma needed him right now and that took precedence over his desires. She’d made him some oatmeal and at the sight of the big glass of orange juice, his stomach gave an angry grumble.
Her giggle warmed him inside and out as she set the bowl and glass down next to the bed along with a couple of big white pills. “How many calories do you eat a day to maintain your bulk?”
“A lot,” Ryan muttered as he dug into the oatmeal. Emma had mixed some dried fruit in and had drawn a heart out of honey on top. It was such an unexpectedly sweet thing to do that he couldn’t help but smile at her. “You’ll make a good mom someday.”
“What?”
He gestured to his bowl. “Not many people draw hearts on oatmeal.”
She blushed, then stood and brushed her hands off on her jeans with a brisk movement. “It’s no big deal.”
“To me it is.”
The red of Emma’s cheeks deepened. “Yes, well, we need to get you dressed, so eat up and take your pills.”
Ryan did as ordered, grinning at Emma while she dug through his closet, picking out his outfit for the day. Instead of taking both painkillers, he only took one. He had a feeling he’d need his wits about him for the day to come. By the time he was done and out of bed, Emma had returned from the bathroom and frowned at him as he began to get dressed as best he could with one arm.
“What are you doing?”
“Getting dressed.”
“You’re supposed to wait for me to help you.”
“Why? I can get dressed on my own, Emma. It’s just a flesh wound.”
Her full lips pressed into a firm line as she snatched his pants away before kneeling before him and helping him into them. “Ryan, you got shot.”
“Emma, I got grazed.”
Instead of anger, fear mixed with guilt filled her beautiful blue eyes when she looked up at him. “I’m so sorry.”
“Hey, hey, hey, take it easy.” Ryan drew her to his feet with one hand and hugged her the best he could. “It’s not your fault.”
Emma buried her face against his chest and muttered into his bare skin, “He was watching me.”
“What?”
“He had cameras at my house, Ryan. That’s how he knew you were there.” Her voice broke on the last word and the warmth of her tears wet his skin. “I feel so violated.”
A hint of guilt panged through Ryan’s stomach at the thought that he’d watched her without her permission as well, but he’d tried to justify it because she knew there was a video camera in the room at her work and was aware that someone could be watching her.
Unable to think of anything to say that would make Emma feel better, he settled with a lame, “You’re safe here.”
She softened against him and nodded. “I know, but I can’t stay here forever.”
“Yes, you can.”
That made Emma push away, and she blinked up at him, yearning mixing with confusion on her expressive face. God, she was so beautiful she stole his breath. “I appreciate the offer but—”
He silenced her with a kiss that grew more and more heated right up to the point that she inadvertently touched his shoulder, making him hiss.
“Shit, I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be.” He kissed each of her cheeks, then her forehead, trying to pour his affection and strength into her. “You have to know that I’m not thinking short term with you, Emma. As far as I’m concerned, my home is your home, and you will always have a place here.”
“Ryan…”
“Like I said, when you’re ready.” Ryan gave the top of her head a final kiss. “Come on, let’s get some coffee before the police arrive.”
 
An hour later, he sat on the other side of the broad oak coffee table in his formal living room, keeping a close eye on the young, good-looking cop, Officer Daniels, who seemed to have more than a professional interest in Emma. Not that she noticed in the least. No, right now his Mistress was struggling to keep her iron self-control intact while the police told her about the surveillance equipment that had riddled her home. Emma gripped Ryan’s hand hard enough that her nails dug into his palm, but he didn’t try to loosen her grip. He was here for her, however she needed him.
Detective Hornbeck, the same woman who’d talked to them at the hospital, glanced down at her notebook, then back up at Emma. “Our crime lab will go over the devices we’ve found, but I can tell you right now that it’ll take time, and we may not find anything.”
“Or we could get lucky and lift a print,” Officer Daniels said, with a small smile for Emma.
Ryan narrowed his gaze at Officer Daniels, but Detective Hornbeck ignored him. “We’ve got an abundance of evidence, but like I said, it’s going to take time to dig through it all.”
Emma nodded, her movements slow and controlled despite the faint tremble running through her. “Do you have any idea who could have done this?”
With a sigh, Detective Hornbeck set her notepad down and leaned forward so her elbows were resting on her knees and gave Emma a level look. “We have theories, but that’s all they are at this point — theories. What we do know is that someone out there is very likely obsessed with you and obsessions don’t just stop.”
“But we’ll keep you safe,” Officer Daniels added with a gentle smile for Emma that Ryan didn’t like one bit.
Detective Hornbeck gave Officer Daniels and exasperated look before continuing, “I’m assuming you’ll be staying here?”
Ryan squeezed Emma’s hand. “Yes.”
“Good. I’ve talked with Mr. O’Shay and he’s assured me that your home will be well protected at all times.”
“Who’s that?”
“Justan.” Emma gave him a questioning look. “Justan’s last name is O’Shay.”
“Very smart man, despite looking like he belongs in a heavy metal band.” Detective Hornbeck relaxed a little bit and leaned back against the couch. “He found some things at your home that our techs missed.”
Emma shifted next to him. “Like what?”
“Some listening devices and a GPS tracker on your car.”
“A tracker?” Emma took in an unsteady breath and Ryan hated the look of fear twisting her face. “Jesus Christ, is there any part of my life he didn’t invade? Any time he wasn’t watching me?”
Officer Daniels leaned forward, and his hand twitched as if he wanted to reach for Emma. “I’m sorry, Ms. Simonov, I really am. I can only imagine the sense of violation you must feel right now, but please know that I will personally do whatever I can to make sure this guy gets caught.”
Giving her partner a censoring look, Detective Hornbeck sighed. “So, Emma, will you be staying with Ryan, just in case we need to contact you?”
Ryan said yes while Emma said no, then turned to look at him with narrowed eyes. “I can stay with Moira.”
“No way.”
Oh, Emma did not like that, and her shoulders came up straight while a familiar, determined glint flashed through her eyes. “I’m perfectly capable of—”
“We all know you’re perfectly capable of taking care of yourself. That isn’t the point. I’m not letting you out of my sight until this psycho is caught, and I’m certainly not letting you make yourself twice as tempting of a target by staying with Moira. Two beautiful women like yourself, alone in that big house? Not gonna happen.”
Ice wreathed her voice as she leaned forward. “You don’t get to tell me what to do.”
“Yes, I do, because I’m your man, I love you, and if anything happened to you I’d never forgive myself. Please, give this to me.”
Emma blinked once, twice, then her shoulders relaxed and she titled her head to the side. With a quick glance at an impassive Detective Hornbeck and a scowling Officer Daniels watching them, a hint of pink came to her cheeks. “Yes, well, we can discuss it later.”
Something inside of Ryan relaxed then he reached out and slipped his fingers through Emma’s before returning his attention back to the police. “What can I do to help?”
Detective Hornbeck met his gaze straight on. “Keep her safe, and let us take care of the rest.”
Oh, Ryan’d keep her safe, but there was no fuckin’ way he wasn’t doing everything he could to find and end the threat against Emma. “You got it.”
They talked for a little while longer about possible suspects before the police finally left and Ryan was alone with Emma. She gave him a small, tired smile then wandered through the main hallway off the foyer to the back deck. Today, she wore a pair of loose khaki shorts paired with a navy blue t-shirt that stretched nicely over the tempting swell of her breasts. Her golden hair was pulled up into a messy bun and even without a stitch of makeup, she was so beautiful in the sunlight that she took his breath away. When she sat in one of the padded wrought iron chairs facing the lake, he took a moment to admire the long, endless expanse of her legs as she crossed them. At some point, she’d put a slim golden chain on her ankle with a tiny gold four-leaf clover charm.
Ryan wanted to kiss that bit of sparkle, but the vibes Emma was putting off weren’t conducive to romance. Everything about her body language screamed discomfort and tension. Instead of sitting in the chair next to hers, he took a seat on the wide, oversized bench of the covered porch swing. It was actually more like a rocking futon than a swing, but it was comfortable as hell and he’d always found it soothing to sit out here and watch the water.
“Come here, sweetheart.”
It took Emma a moment to drag her eyes from the water to Ryan and his heart ached as her lower lip trembled. “Okay.”
Ryan drew her onto his lap as best he could while not pissing off his arm, then sighed when Emma wrapped herself around him and burrowed her face against his neck. For a long while they sat like that, swaying gently on the swing while Emma nuzzled into Ryan and he returned the favor, gently petting her until she eventually relaxed. She was tracing the edge of the tattoo on his biceps when she finally broke the silence.
“It makes me sick.”
“What does?”
“The idea that someone was watching me, intruding on all my private moments, spying on me. It is such a horrible, terrible feeling of violation, and I hate it. Hate how weak it makes me feel, how dirty.”
The loathing in Emma’s voice struck Ryan like a physical blow, and he tried to swallow back the shadows of guilt that panged through him at the thought that he’d violated her privacy as well by spying on her at work, even though his intent was nothing but good.
Helplessness and frustration at his inability to fix this mess had him tightening his hold on her. “You are not dirty. You are everything that’s good in this world.”
Emma sucked in a quick breath, then let it out with a shuddering sigh. “This is such bullshit.”
“It is.” Ryan kissed the top of her head then rubbed his lips against her forehead. “But I promise I’ll do everything I can to catch this asshole.”
The soft press of her body began to stir feelings in him that went well beyond the desire to comfort her. In an effort to not come off as the world’s biggest asshole, Ryan eased his hips over to the side and tried to will his semi-hard dick to calm down. Unfortunately, Emma wiggled right back, and his semi- became a full-on erection.
He knew she noticed because her breath caught and she tilted her face up to his with a small smile. “Good to see you’re making a recovery. How are you feeling?”
“Fine.” He gritted his teeth when she began to run her fingernails over the skin on his thighs that was exposed by his shorts.
When her clever fingers slipped beneath his shorts and began to caress his inner thigh close to where his balls were drawn up tight, a tingle raced from the base of his spine to his cock. “Fuck.”
A moment later, Emma’s lips met his in a searing kiss that was all wet heat and hunger. Her fingertips were so close to his erection now that Ryan swore he could feel the heat of her skin, and it took a great deal of self-control to keep from thrusting into her touch. The breeze blew a strand of Emma’s hair across his face and he lost himself in the glory of her, in the sheer perfect fit of their bodies as they tasted and teased each other. When Ryan stroked his hand over her shoulder and down Emma’s back she shuddered sweetly for him, but when he began to edge her shirt up she froze, then shoved herself off him so fast that she almost stumbled and landed on her ass.
“What the fuck?”
She took one step away, then another, a look of panic and confusion twisting her normally calm features. “I can’t. Please, I can’t.”
With that, Emma turned and fled into the house and Ryan followed hot on her heels, determined to find out what the hell was going on. He followed her as she darted past the kitchen, then into the study. Once there, she drew the thick curtains closed with harsh jerks and began to cry.
“Fuck, Emma, what’s going on?”
To his surprise, she rounded on him not with the sadness he expected, but rather with anger.
“This is bullshit! I was out there, kissing you, feeling good and enjoying you, then all of a sudden my brain decided to remind me that he could be watching me right now, watching us. That this beautiful private moment was possibly being witnessed by the man who tried to kill you. That I’m not safe, that no one is safe, that—”
The hysterical tone in Emma’s voice was reaching a high pitch that alarmed Ryan, so he shut it down the best way he knew how, by kissing her with everything she had. He ignored the angry twinge in his shoulder as he gathered Emma to him, his good hand grasping her by the back of her neck as he kissed her over and over, seducing her mouth until the stiffness of fear had left her delicious body, until her hands were roaming his stomach then tugging at the waistband of his pants. The moment Emma’s clever fingers reached beneath the band and stroked his cock, Ryan moaned low and deep.
“That’s it, Mistress, take what you want.”
She cupped his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze that had him flexing his hips and rocking into her touch. “You’re mine, aren’t you, Ryan? Mine to do with as I wish, mine to play with, mine to control?”
The tremble in Emma’s voice on the last word managed to penetrate the fog of lust clouding Ryan’s mind. Of course, for a woman like Emma, the loss of control that came with being stalked must be torture. Suddenly, he knew what he could give her that no one else could, what he could do to fight her demons. He could give her complete control.
With that in mind, he took a step back then went to his knees, his eyes locked with hers. “All of me, Emma. Every drop of blood, every beat of my heart, every breath in my body belongs to you, because I trust you to take care of it.”
She closed her eyes and a few tears escaped, trailing down her cheeks while she took in a deep breath. “Oh, Ryan. Come here.”
Ryan shuffled to her on his knees and was rewarded with a hot flare of desire chasing away the shadows in Emma’s eyes. Instead of ordering him to do something to build the arousal between them, she took a step closer and gently rested his head against the divine softness of the cradle of her hips and lower belly. For a moment Ryan tensed, wanting to be the one to comfort her, to take care of his Emma, but then he realized that she needed to reassure him, that she needed him to let her do this.
As soon as Ryan laid his head fully against Emma and gave her more of his weight, she let out a soft, shuddering sigh and began to stroke his head where his dark hair had grown long enough to almost be past the prickly stage.
“Thank you,” she said in a low voice. “Thank you for being there for me and thank you for letting me stay at your house. I don’t know what I can do to repay—”
He not-so-gently bit her hip, startling a squeak out of her. “I don’t want to hear about you repaying me. I love you. This is what people who love each other do.”
She sighed, then scratched her nails lightly over his head. “Ryan—”
“Can you cook?”
“What?”
“Can you cook?”
“Well, yeah.”
“Good, then if you want to repay me, cook dinner four nights a week. My housekeeper handles the other three and when I get busy with work sometimes I forget to eat, so I just grab whatever crap is on hand or skip dinner entirely. I can’t do anything more complicated than boiling spaghetti and throwing a can of sauce on it, so if you could cook for me that would be a big help.”
Ryan’s housekeeper actually cooked all of his meals and made sure his freezer was stocked with dinners he could just defrost and eat, but Emma didn’t need to know that.
“Ryan, I can’t just laze around the house all day.”
“You don’t have to. Use that time to look into school, or send out your resumé. I want to help you achieve everything you’ve dreamed about, Emma. I want you to be happy. Please.”
Once again she sighed, but when Ryan looked up at her the light, the warmth in Emma’s gaze sent a hard bolt of affection through him, making his breath catch.
“It’s too much.”
Knowing that Emma was going to argue with him, Ryan decided to let it slide for now. He had plenty of time to convince her that life with him would be so much better than without him, if she would just give him a chance. The scent of the light floral fabric softener she used filled his nose as he pressed his face closer to her softness, the feeling of coming home intensifying until he was clinging to her. Underneath her ball-busting strength she was still human, still vulnerable. He swore that he would do everything he could to make sure that her stalker was found and dealt with so his Mistress didn’t have to waste one more moment fearing for her safety.
 



Chapter Three
Two and a half weeks later
 
Emma stood three steps away from Ryan’s deep kitchen sink with an empty wineglass in her trembling hands. Fear had her rooted to the spot and she struggled to draw in a full breath as the sunlight streaming in warmed skin below the hem of her knee-length, flowing white skirt. Panic tried to claw at her, to make her flee the room, but she tried to damndest to think past the rapid beat of her heart and focus, really focus on the window over the sink. A normal, everyday window that looked out over Ryan’s beautifully landscaped back yard down to the glimmering edges of the water.
Nothing nefarious out there.
It was a calm, lovely, peaceful late-afternoon scene, a view that wouldn’t look out of place in one of those high-end home-and-garden magazines, but to Emma, it represented nothing but danger.
Someone could be out there, right now, waiting for her, watching her, hoping that she’d come close enough to the window so he could see her.
On some distant level, she knew this pulse-thundering fear was all a product of her messed-up mind trying to cope with the trauma of finding out someone had been stalking her, but that didn’t make the need to flee and hide any less real. It took all of her iron will to take another step forward, the pink nail polish that Ryan had painted on her toes last night sparkling in the light. Her palms began to sweat, and she really hoped she didn’t drop the wineglass from her now-numb fingertips.
Anger flared within Emma, anger over her own weakness, over her inability to just get over it. People had been through a lot worse than she had and gone on to live normal, paranoia-free lives. Unfortunately, no matter how strong she tried to be, her anxiety over someone watching her whenever she left the house had now intensified to the point where she was no longer comfortable even in the home when the curtains were open. All Emma could imagine every time she looked out was how vulnerable she was, how someone could be watching her right now with a pair of high-powered binoculars, watching her slowly fall apart over the simple task of putting an empty wineglass in the sink.
Taking the last two steps to cross the floor to the counter took a monumental effort, and Emma had to close her eyes to keep her darting gaze from searching Ryan’s land for a hidden threat. Logically, she knew there were four well-armed, well-trained men patrolling the property at all times who were all in communication with each other, and if she needed them, all she had to do pick up her phone and they would be there in an instant. So far, Emma’d been able to resist the urge to call them about every bush that trembled with the movement of birds or animals and every tree branch that swayed in the wind, but that didn’t mean her overactive imagination didn’t insist that her stalker was trying to find a way to her.
“Emma?”
A little scream escaped her at the deep rumble of Ryan’s voice and the wineglass slipped from her fingers, shattering into a million glimmering fragments when it hit the bottom of the sink.
“Shit!”
She reached down to pick up the shards, but Ryan was there before she could touch one, grasping Emma’s wrist and pulling her hand away from the counter.
“Careful,” he whispered as he drew her back into his arms. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”
An involuntary shudder raced up Emma’s spine, then she clenched her jaw, both taking comfort in Ryan’s solid presence and battling with the need to shove him away from the windows. If she’d become paranoid about her own safety as a result of the attack, she’d become insane about keeping Ryan safe. The urge to protect him was so strong that Emma couldn’t fight the need to drag Ryan a few steps deeper into the kitchen, out of the direct line of sight of the windows. She didn’t resist when Ryan gathered her to his chest and placed his lips against her temple, the soft linen of his pale-blue shirt contrasting nicely with the deep-charcoal dress pants he wore. He’d spent some time in his office today with Justan, and she’d handled his absence okay for most of the time, but the last few hours had been hard, and she’d ended up drinking half a bottle of wine in an effort to calm down.
Over the last two-and-a-half weeks, Ryan had done everything he could to make her feel safe and welcome in his home. He’d showered her with love and affection, bought her a tablet and a two-hundred-dollar gift card to an online bookstore so she wouldn’t get bored while he was at work, and had generally spoiled the hell out of her. As if that weren’t enough, Justan came by every other day to check on her, and annoy the hell out of her. That man knew how to push her buttons, but Emma’d never failed to notice that once he got her snarking back at him, a satisfied look would come over him. It didn’t take a mastermind to figure out that he was baiting her to snap her out of her dark mood.
It also didn’t hurt that Ryan’s place was roughly eight times the size of her crappy apartment, and filled with beautiful things and comfortable furniture.
Ryan made his home so safe for her that she didn’t want to leave it…ever.
Fuck.
“I’m so glad you’re home.”
“I’m glad I’m home too, sweetheart, but when I came into the kitchen you looked as if you’d seen a ghost. What has you so spooked? Did the police give you some new information?”
“No. Officer Daniels called to say that it looks as if everyone in my building is cleared from being my stalker. They’re moving onto my work now, and he wants to come over to talk to me sometime in the next few days about the case.”
Immediately, Ryan stiffened and she had to suppress a sigh. It was obvious even to Emma that Officer Daniels had a crush on her, but that’s all it was — a crush. He’d never outright hit on her, had been nothing but polite, but she’d been a Dominatrix long enough to see that familiar hunger in him, that need to serve. And while she had no urge to explore any type of relationship with Officer Daniels, that didn’t stop Ryan’s jealousy. He easily recognized a man whose interest in her went beyond professional and he didn’t like it one bit. Damn possessive Alpha males. Not that she could blame him. Officer Daniels was cute in an All-American boy kind of way and had a kick-ass body, but he was no Ryan.
Her man was perfection from the top of his dark head all the way down to his tanned feet. Muscular, solid, and had the stamina to more than satisfy her in every way. Yum.
Eager to embrace the warmth pooling between her legs, to think about anything other than her fear, Emma gently tugged at Ryan’s shirt, trying to slip it out from his dress pants. He placed his hands over hers, stilling her. “Emma, what’s wrong?”
Swallowing hard, she tried to put on her best “cold bitch” mask and looked up into his warm, dark eyes. The compassion she found in them, the love, made her suddenly feel ashamed and weak for trying to hide from him. Ryan had enough to deal with right now without throwing her freakouts into the mix. Physically, he was in good shape, his bullet wound was healing nicely and he’d returned to spending two hours in his personal gym every day before she even woke up, but there was something going on with his business right now that was bothering him. Eager to talk about something other than herself, Emma reached up and ran her fingertips over Ryan’s soft black hair, loving the contrast of her pale skin against his bronze tone.
“Did you find out what was going on with the person trying to hack into your system?”
His frown was immediate, as was the tension tightening his muscles against her. “Not yet. Fucker’s slippery.”
She waited for him to elaborate, but he just looked down at her, his gaze roaming her face. “I’m worried about you.”
“Honey, I told you, I’m fine.” The words came immediately to her lips, a lie so big she felt as if she were choking on it.
His full lips firmed into an angry line. “Want to go out on the boat tonight?”
Old Emma would have jumped at the chance, would have thought of a thousand ways that she could play with Ryan out there, a million ways to bring them both the kind of sexual release that they craved, but the new Emma balked at the idea. “Let’s stay inside tonight.”
“Honey, you haven’t left my house since you got here.”
She clenched her jaw and tried to move away from him, while giving him a smile that was more like a baring of teeth. “I don’t feel like going out.”
“Fine. We don’t have to go far, just come sit on the back deck with me.”
“No.”
The tremor that raced through her had to be apparent to Ryan and Emma tried to step away again, but he only crowded her until she was pressed up against the wall with his hands on either side of her face while he boxed her in.
“What is going on?”
“Nothing.” Emma tried to move, but Ryan wasn’t budging an inch.
“Bullshit.”
“What?”
“Bull. Shit. Do you think I don’t notice the way you’ve begun to avoid the windows and doors, how you flinch any time someone knocks, how you keep the curtains of our bedroom closed all the time?”
Hearing her weaknesses catalogued by Ryan twisted through her, bringing the sour taste of embarrassment to Emma’s suddenly numb mouth. She wanted to make up excuses, to berate him for being silly, to lie and lie and lie about her ability to deal with all of this, but she couldn’t come up with anything that didn’t sound either paranoid or flat-out stupid. So instead of talking she tried to shove her way out of his arms again, only to have him press into her until she was crushed against the wall, his magnificent body holding her in place.
“Talk to me.” Ryan whispered as he began to place soft, warm kisses on her upturned lips, soothing her even as she tried to hold onto her anger. “I want to help you with whatever you need, but I can’t do that if you don’t let me in.”
For a long time Emma stared up at him, trying to figure out a way to placate Ryan without revealing how screwed up she was. “Really, I’m fine.”
“Is that so? Then how come we canceled going to see your parents last weekend?”
Crap, he had her there. They’d been planning on going — her family had been really looking forward to seeing her and Ryan. But the thought of Ryan getting shot the instant they stepped outside together had reduced Emma to faking being ill to stay home. Ashamed of her actions, she focused on Ryan’s throat instead of his all too knowing eyes.
“I was sick.”
“Bullshit,” Ryan said again, and Emma flinched. “Either you talk to me about what’s going on, or I’ll call up Moira and let her know that you’re afraid to go outside.”
“No!” Emma sucked in a quick breath and tried to compose herself. “I mean, that’s not necessary. I’m fine.”
Shit, if Moira came over, there was no way Emma would be able to hide how messed up she was from her best friend. Without a doubt, Moira would squeeze every drop of information she could from Emma, crack her psyche open like a nut and dig around until Moira found out that Emma wasn’t sure if she’d ever be able to leave Ryan’s house.
In two days it was Moira’s birthday, and Emma knew she couldn’t duck out on that without alerting Moira, but the very thought of being around so many people made her skin prickle in apprehension.
The thought of becoming a true shut-in scared her almost as much as the thought of her stalker, so when Ryan sighed in disappointment she whispered, “I just need some more time.”
“Time for what?”
He began to softly stroke her cheek and she turned into his touch. “To get over what happened.”
For a long moment, Ryan was silent, then he tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. “I don’t think you can just get over it, Emma, but you also don’t need to suffer alone. I’m here for you, Moira’s here for you, and your family would do anything for you. We love you, and all we want to do is help you in any way you need.”
“I don’t need any help. I just need to toughen up and get over it.”
Ryan silenced her with a kiss, and it wasn’t sweet. “That is one of the stupidest things I’ve ever heard. You don’t need to toughen up. You’re one of the strongest women I’ve ever met. And everyone needs help once in a while. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Think of how many times you’ve been there for your family, for Moira, for your friends and everyone you care about. People come to you for a shoulder to cry on because they trust you, because they know you’re strong enough to help them through their own burdens. Do you think any less of them for struggling to deal with their issues?”
“Of course not.”
“Then extend the same courtesy to them, and trust us, the people who love you, to be strong enough for you to lean on when you need it.”
His words made too much sense but she hated the idea of appearing weak. “This is different.”
“Why? Because the indomitable Mistress Emma might be human?”
“Because I can’t protect you!”
He jerked back as if she’d slapped him. “What?”
“I can’t protect you, I can’t even protect myself and I fucking hate it. I hate that he was watching me, that he saw me at my most vulnerable, that he was privy to every moment of my life at home, a place where I was supposed to be safe.” The floodgates opened and she couldn’t stop the torrent of words pouring from her. “Can you imagine what it would be like to have your privacy invaded like that? There was a camera in my bathroom, Ryan. It makes my skin want to crawl off my bones. I feel so violated, so exposed, so dirty.”
Ryan closed the distance between them again and grabbed her in a hug. “Fuck. That’s why you don’t want to leave?”
Emma nodded against his chest, trying to ignore the way her tears soaked the fabric of his shirt. “I think about going outside, and all my brain wants to remember is how he could be out there, watching me, watching you. This blind fear is so stupid and irrational, so not me, and that makes me angry even as this lack of control over myself makes me want scream. I’m always in control, always, and that’s how I like it. To lose control over my own mind because of this bullshit makes me hate how pathetic I am.”
“You are not pathetic. Shit, Emma, anyone in your situation would feel the same way. It doesn’t make you crazy, it makes you human.”
Ryan’s words managed to penetrate the emotional storm whirling through Emma’s head and she softened just the slightest bit, her tense muscles easing. He sounded so sure, so confident when he said that. So strong. She needed his strength right now.
“Kiss me.”
Instead of doing as she’d asked, he pulled his head back from her searching lips. “I would love nothing more than to kiss you, but we need to figure out how to help you.”
Even though she knew it was irrational, his avoiding her lips made her angry. “I’ll deal with it.”
Ryan fisted his hand in the back of Emma’s hair and tipped her head back, his frustration and anger evident in his snarl. “We, we will deal with it. You are not alone, Emma. I’m here now, and you never have to face anything on your own again. I will always be here for you, in any way you need, and there is nothing that you could say or do that would ever make me think you were weak. Think about it this way. Is there more strength in facing your fears or pretending they don’t exist? All I’m asking for is a little trust. I promise I won’t let you down.”
She tried to look away from his intent gaze, but he wasn’t letting her. Despite the fact that he was her sexual submissive in the bedroom, she knew Ryan was about as dominant as they came outside of the dungeon. Especially when it came to protecting her, even if it was from herself. His obvious caring turned her on and she softened against him. In return, his hold on her hair gentled. “I do trust you, I do, but I don’t know how to handle this.”
“I know a great psychiatrist—”
“No. No shrinks.”
“But—”
“No. There is no fucking way I’m telling some stranger paid to hear my bullshit about my inability to handle my own mind.”
“Fine, but you need to talk to someone in addition to me. Someone who has the tools to help you through this. I have a cousin who’s a PTSD therapist. Maybe she could recommend someone.”
“I don’t have PTSD.”
The look in his eyes said that he plainly thought she did, but he didn’t argue with her. “Will you think about it for me, please?”
“Fine.” Emma rubbed her face with both hands and mumbled. “I could talk to Chris.”
Ryan stiffened against her. “Master Chris?”
“Yeah. In addition to being a pervert of the highest order, he’s also a shrink, and from what I hear, a damn good one. He mainly works with teens who have lost loved ones, but I think I could talk to him.”
Ryan cupped her face in his hands and leaned forward, then kissed the tip of Emma’s nose. “I have a really weird mental image of Master Chris all leathered out while sitting in some cluttered professor’s office smoking a pipe.”
Emma laughed, then brushed her lips against his. “He actually cleans up nicely. I’ve been to a few of the benefit auctions he organizes for the scholarship foundation he runs for children who have lost a parent.”
Shaking his head, Ryan took a step away, then grabbed her hand. “Never judge a book by its cover, I guess. What about Tanya? Is she a pink-haired brain surgeon in her spare time?”
Laughing, she allowed Ryan to lead her out of the kitchen. “No, she’s just our fairy princess.”
He grinned over his shoulder at her. “That I can see, with her love of glitter.”
When Ryan led her into the den, Emma noticed right away that the curtains had been pulled back, letting in the sunlight and the view of part of the front drive, along with the park-like expanse of the front lawn. Her heart rate began to speed up and she tried to focus on Ryan instead of the increasing feeling of being watched.
Ryan took her over to the brown leather couch that faced away from the windows, then gently lay Emma back so she was slouched into the cushions. This allowed her to slip down a bit so only the top of her head was visible to the outside world.
“I got you something while I was out today.”
The back of her neck prickled, as if someone were watching her, but she tried to ignore that feeling and focused on Ryan. “What’s that?”
“A new phone, since you can’t find your old one.”
He handed her a shiny new phone and she took it with a sigh. It was obviously top of the line and expensive, but Emma knew better than to fight Ryan on it. They’d had a rather heated argument about him spending so much money on her, but he wouldn’t budge, and the more she yelled at him about it, the more she’d felt like an ungrateful brat. That didn’t mean she felt comfortable with him buying her things, but she tried to be gracious about it.
“Thank you.” She placed a quick kiss on his cheek, then frowned down at the phone. “Too bad I lost all my contacts.”
“I can look them up for you.”
“What? How?”
Ryan shifted next to her, an uncomfortable look tightening his jaw. “I have my ways.”
Emma couldn’t help but laugh at that. “I’m sure you do. Are your ways legal?”
“Ish.”
“Ish?”
“Well, it is your information, so technically I’m not taking anything that you don’t own.”
“Would you go to jail if you were caught?”
“I won’t get caught.”
“That good, huh?”
“Yep.” Ryan gave her a charming grin that sent a bolt of warmth through Emma.
“All right. I really do need those numbers so I would appreciate it if you could get them for me.”
“No problem, sweetheart.”
She turned the phone over in her hand, not really seeing it as her mind returned to its normal — or would it be abnormal? — fixation on someone watching her. “Have you talked to the guards yet today?”
“Not yet. Why?”
Biting her lower lip, Emma refused to meet Ryan’s eyes. “I just want to make sure that everything is okay.”
“If it weren’t, I would tell you.” He lifted her chin so she would meet his gaze. “I want truth and honesty between us. I wouldn’t hide something from you that could put your life in danger.”
Wanting to change the subject, Emma forced a smile. “You hungry?”
She could see that he wanted to continue their conversation, but he finally nodded. “Starving.”
“I have beef stew going in the Crock-Pot.” She leaned in and gave him a soft kiss that was all gentle lips and the promise of something more.
“Mmm, that sounds good. But it’s not what I’m starving for.” Before she could ask him what he was talking about, Ryan lifted the hem of Emma’s pretty white skirt and slowly traced his fingers up her thigh, leaving a delicious tingle in the wake of his touch. “Thought about you all day, couldn’t wait to get home to you. Love coming home to you, Emma. For a long time I haven’t had a home, just a place to crash, but with you here…it finally feels like the best place in the world. Like it’s where I belong.”
Emma’s nose burned at the absolute sincerity of Ryan’s words, but the arousal building from his touch, the need his gentle caress sparked within her was soon taking over her thoughts. God, he knew how to stroke her just right, paid attention to body, devoted himself to her pleasure. She’d had men worship her before, literally and figuratively, but never with this intensity. He looked at her as if she’d hung the moon and the stars, and she reveled in his attention.
His fingers whispered over the silk of her panties. “May I?”
“Pleasure me, Ryan.”
 



Chapter Four
 
Ryan fought the urge to rip Emma’s little scraps of panties off, to gain immediate access to the soft and wet flesh between her thighs, but he tempered himself. This wasn’t about him, this was about Emma, and he needed to give her some type of relief from her personal demons. She’d tried to hide it from him, but Emma’s agoraphobia was getting worse, and he didn’t know how to make things right. He hated the way she flinched when she walked past a window, how she was constantly on edge and scanning whatever room she was in as if her stalker would pop out from behind the curtains any second.
The need to help her burned in his gut, but he didn’t know how, and it was driving him bug-fuck.
Ryan brushed his thumb over Emma’s clit, hidden behind her panties, soaking in the little sounds of pleasure she made as he touched her. The scent of her arousal filled him as he moved between her thighs, kneeling on the floor in front of the couch. Emma devoted herself totally to the pleasure he gave her, and it was the hottest fucking thing he’d ever seen. Pink lips parted on a soft inhalation, blue eyes hazy with lust watching his every move, her full breasts straining against her shirt as her nipples peaked. Magnificent, and all his.
Looking at Emma right now, you would never know how much she’d been thrown off her stride by her stalker…if you didn’t notice the small things. Her blonde hair was piled atop her head in a messy, yet sexy bun, and she was as impeccably dressed as always, but her normally long nails had been either bitten or clipped super-short and her nail polish was chipped as well. Though she’d tried to hide it with makeup, she had dark circles under her eyes and Ryan knew Emma tossed and turned at night, in addition to having nightmares that would have her whimpering in her sleep. The only time she seemed to truly relax was when she was in the grips of passion, and he wanted to do everything he could to help her deal with this.
With a gentle touch, Ryan folded her skirt up her long, deliciously rounded thighs and up over her panties, exposing the white satin hiding her pretty pussy. For a moment he sat back on his heels, his shaft an iron bar in his pants, and just admired her. Most women would squirm beneath such scrutiny, but Emma merely settled back into the couch, a mysterious smile curving her pink lips while she let him visually worship her. There was no false coyness with her, no embarrassment over her body or self-consciousness. Emma was a beautiful woman, but her self-confidence made her irresistible. She was the kind of woman men dreamed of having, the kind of woman who would start wars for her favor, and she was all his.
Lifting her left leg he placed it over his shoulder, opening her farther to his hungry gaze. He leaned forward and brushed his lips over the damp softness of her panties and he smiled to himself, loving the scent of her arousal that was all for him. He spread her wider, then began to lick the edges of the silk where it met her legs, those tender inches of skin that made her shiver beneath his lips. His cock ached but he made no move to relieve himself, intent only on her pleasure. Through their physical connection he had the power to take her away from her worries, her stress, and that flat-out did it for him.
“Ryan,” she whispered before lightly raking her nails over his scalp. “Stop teasing.”
He glanced up at her, then slowly tugged her panties down her long legs, pausing to nip at the supple skin of her thighs. Fuck, she was so soft, so feminine. It drove him crazy and made the primal animal inside of him roar to life. It became harder and harder to not just plunge his tongue into her wetness, but he enjoyed the little sounds of pleasure she made as he kissed his way from her knee to her hip, over her pubic bone, then to her neatly trimmed blonde curls.
When Ryan opened Emma with his thumbs, a groan escaped him at how swollen she was, glistening with her arousal. The tip of her clit hadn’t emerged from the hood yet, so he needed to work her harder, take her higher, before he gave her nub any direct contact. Stiffening his tongue, he plunged it into her and got the thrill of her delicate inner muscles gripping him while she sighed and moaned, so totally sexy in her pleasure. His erection pressed against his pants and he knew from past experience that by the time Emma exploded, he’d only need to stroke his cock a few times before he joined her.
The taste of her filled his mouth and he grabbed her hips, holding her still so she could accept everything he had to offer. Ryan pulled back and began to place gentle, sucking kisses on Emma’s labia, taking that plump flesh between his teeth and applying a bit of pleasure. Her reaction was an immediate stiffening before she shoved her pussy against his face with a growl.
“Stop fucking around and eat me.”
He didn’t care if she saw his smug smile as he looked up at her, taking in the flush creeping down her neck to her chest, the way she fisted her hands into the throw pillows on either side of her. “Whatever my Mistress wishes.”
Blue flames shot through her gaze and he swore he felt the wave of power, command, and sexual aggression move through her. A moment later, her hands locked around his head as she pushed him to her sex, directing his mouth to her clit that was now peeking out, begging for his touch. The first lick he gave to that little bud had her leg tightening around his shoulder and when he began to suckle on it she undulated beneath him, totally shameless in her pursuit of an orgasm.
“That’s it…oh fuck…so good.”
All Ryan could do was groan in agreement, licking and sucking Emma until a little tremble went through her legs at each stroke of his tongue. His own arousal was teetering on out of control, but perversely enough, denying himself his natural instincts to bury himself in her warm, wet, perfect little pussy only made him harder. If he was being honest, giving control in the bedroom totally got him off, and he considered himself one lucky bastard to have such a magnificent woman to give that control to. Emma would never hurt him, would never be cruel and manipulative, would never use her power to harm him. Everything she did she did with both of their pleasure in mind. Her cry of relief soothed something deep in his soul as he slipped two fingers into her gripping channel and began to suck her clit in a hard rhythm. 
He needed her to come, now.
Fingerfucking Emma hard enough now to make her tits shake, Ryan tensed as much as she did right before she went over the edge. At the first sucking contraction of her climax around his fingers, he groaned while she cried out, rocking herself against his face while making the most delicious noises. They weren’t the forced cries of fake passion, but true, raw groans and whimpers that were as erotic as hell. Soon Emma’s shudders slowed, and Ryan responded by gentling his mouth and easing her down from her orgasm. She went utterly limp beneath him, trusting him to take care of her. That trust was the sweetest thing in the world, because he knew it was so hard for her to give in like this, to allow herself the luxury of letting someone take care of her for a change.
Ryan was the only one who got the privilege of seeing Emma with her defenses down.
With a last gentle kiss on her flushed labia, he leaned back on his heels and admired her. “Better?”
She didn’t even open her eyes, only smiled with lazy satisfaction. “Mmmm.”
He let her luxuriate in the bliss of her orgasm for a little while longer before joining her on the couch, then gathering her into his arms. “I love you so much, Emma.”
“Come here, Ryan.”
He immediately stood and bit back a growl when he noticed how her gaze went right to his pants. “Is that for me?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Slip just your dick out of the fly of your pants, Ryan.”
Swallowing hard, he did as she commanded, hoping she didn’t notice the way his finger shook slightly. She got him so worked up that the level of his arousal was almost as intense as an orgasm. Over the past few weeks, Emma had shown him how amazing it could feel to submit to her and he craved that connection, that bond between them that was stronger than anything else he’d ever felt. Ryan’s cock jumped beneath her regard, then did it again as she slowly turned around on the couch until she was kneeling on the cushions with her legs parted wide and her elbows resting on the back.
Emma’s sex was hidden from his view by her long skirt, but when she looked over her shoulder at him then bit her lower lip, she began to slowly raise it. Though his instinct was to lunge at her and sink his erection in her warmth, he forced himself to stay in place while she teased him. A heavy drop of pre-come gleamed on the tip of his engorged dick when she finally revealed her cunt to him, all wet and pink. The taste of her still lingered on his tongue and he licked his lips, torn between the desire to eat her again and fuck her senseless.
“I want you to sink into me slowly, Ryan, just a little bit at a time.”
His feet had him across the room before his brain even fully finished processing her request. With a low groan rumbling deep in his chest, Ryan rubbed the sensitive head of his erection between Emma’s folds, lubricating himself and winning an involuntary wiggle of the hips from Emma. He sank the first inch of himself into her grasping sheath, a hard burn settling into the base of his spine with each bit of himself that he pressed into her, each contraction of her pussy that squeezed his dick.
Once he was seated all the way inside of her, caging her with his hands on the back of the couch over hers, Ryan pressed his lips to Emma’s temple and whispered, “Heaven.”
“You feel so good, but I want you to take me, hard.”
Ryan hesitated for a moment, afraid of hurting her in the grips of his lust, but she slipped her hand down between her legs, trailing a caress over his balls, then rubbing her clit. Lightning shot through his blood as she rocked back against him then his control snapped. After eating her to orgasm, the slow press into her body, and how fucking good her cunt felt wrapped around him he was already on the edge and feeling savage. He gripped her hips, pulled out until just his head stretched her, then slammed in deep.
Emma’s scream of pleasure made Ryan snarl and he gave into his need, his mind shutting down as his body and his instincts took over. Looking down, he watched his cock sticking out from his still-buttoned pants sliding into her, then pulling back out coated in her shiny cream. Fuck yeah, he was going to make her come all over his dick, soak him in her release. With this in mind, he set up a merciless rhythm, giving Emma exactly what she needed and how she wanted it. Following her physical cues was second nature to Ryan now, and when she tilted her hips back to take him even deeper he responded by burying himself in her and grinding hard, forcing her body to clench up around him to fight what had to be the sting of his dick pressing so far into her that she screamed. The need to climax shook Ryan and he tried so hard to hold back, but the grasping suck of Emma’s sheath was stealing his willpower.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted while rolling her hips in a circle. “Oh, fuck yes. Fill me up. Come for me.”
“Emma,” he whispered before leaning down so his chest was flush to her back, then reached under and helped her rub her little nub while he moved just an inch or two out before sliding right back in.
Emma’s body tensed beneath his, and Ryan held his breath when she bucked against him, her hiss of gratification going straight through him. She rode out her release beneath him, thrusting herself back and triggering his own release. Pleasure speared through his body and now it was his turn to cry out, to grind himself against her lush buttocks while he pinched her clit, startling a scream out of her and another ball-draining massage of her contracting pussy.
His orgasm seemed to go on and on as he emptied himself into her, loving how she now purred and rubbed against him, as affectionate as a kitten.
When Ryan could breathe enough to speak, he growled out, “Fucking magnificent.”
Emma laughed, her chest still heaving as she occasionally shivered. “Indeed.”
Moving slowly, Ryan gently pulled out, then went to get some baby wipes from a nearby drawer. He’d ended up putting a package of them in every room of the house, because Emma loved to fuck him whenever and wherever the urge struck her. Her spontaneity was awesome, but he hated having to trek across his big house and upstairs to get what he needed to care for her. This was another ritual in their relationship, an action of servitude that he loved to give to her. Caring for her made him happy. It was as simple as that, and more importantly, he knew it meant a lot to her as well. 
Made her feel loved.
After wiping himself down, then tending to her, he gently turned her around and gave her a slow, deep kiss that involved a lot of tongue. When they broke apart, he studied her face, glad to see some of the shadows haunting her gaze had disappeared. The way Emma looked up at him, as if he was the most important man in the world, made Ryan’s love for this woman surge.
“Ready for dinner, honey?” she whispered while running her fingertips over his jaw.
While Emma was a modern, independent woman in every way, she seemed to really enjoy taking a more traditional approach when it came to meals. She enjoyed cooking for him, setting the table with fresh flowers, and in general taking care of his needs when it came to eating. Not that Ryan minded — it was an amazing experience for him to come home to a house filled with the smells of good food and a beautiful woman waiting for him with a kiss and a smile. She’d make a great wife when she was ready to wear his ring.
His body didn’t want to move, but his stomach growled. “Yeah. Then after you can be my dessert.”
The light, relaxed tone of Emma’s giggle made Ryan smile, and as he followed her into the kitchen, he knew he could never live without her in his life.
* * * * *
Later that evening, after Emma was in bed and exhausted after hours of rough and kinky lovemaking, Ryan sat in his study with the door closed and called the only person who could help him with Emma’s increasing fear of going outside.
“Hello,” Moira said in her cultured purr.
“Hey, Moira. I need your help with something.”
“Hold on a second.” She spoke to someone before a few moments of silence. “Is Emma okay?”
The worry in Moira’s voice had him sitting up in his chair. “No, no, she’s okay. Well, kind of.”
“What’s going on?”
After going over the increasing signs of Emma’s growing paranoia, he sighed. “I don’t know what to do to help her.”
“I can’t believe the bitch didn’t tell me what was going on with her. Shit. So you think she faked being sick to get out of going to her parents last weekend?”
“Yeah.”
“Double shit.”
“Exactly.”
“That stubborn bitch. We need to get her out of the house so she can see that she’s safe, that you’re safe. I wouldn’t be surprised if she were more worried about you getting hurt than herself, but I can completely understand how she’d feel violated by being spied on.”
Once again a pang of guilt moved through him as he thought about his own spying on Emma while she’d been at work. “Emma said that Chris is a therapist. Do you think he’d talk with her?”
“Of course.”
“Do you think she’d actually go see him?”
“Hmmm, probably not. He’d be more than happy to come to your home, I’m sure, but I don’t know if that would be for the best. I mean, I don’t know if encouraging her to remain indoors is the best move at this point. Have you been able to get her outside at all?”
“No. She gets really stressed out when I mention it, so I’ve been letting it slide. With all that’s going on with her right now, I don’t want to add any more pressure to her life.”
“Speaking of freaking out, how are you holding up?”
The genuine warmth in her voice warmed Ryan and he smiled to himself. Moira loved Emma unconditionally and since Emma loved Ryan, Moira had opened up to him and welcomed into her extended family. She was a complex woman who he hadn’t quite figured out yet, but he did know that she was always thinking of others before herself, always looking for ways to help those she cared about. It was probably one of the reasons she made such a good Mistress.
“I’m hanging in there. Got a lot going on with work, but Justan is a huge help.”
“Justan,” she practically hissed. “That man is a menace.”
He laughed, then sat back in his chair and kicked his feet up on the desk. Moira and Justan sniped at each other constantly, but Ryan had a feeling that was because they really liked each other and had no idea how to handle it. In a way, their fighting was almost like flirting, but Ryan was smart enough not to say that out loud to Moira. Last thing he needed was Moira turning her fiery redhead temper on him.
“He is, but he’s also a really good investigator.”
“Has he found anything?”
“No, and it’s frustrating as fuck.”
“Well, if there is something to find, his nosy ass will dig it up.” The disgruntled tone in her voice made him wonder what Justan had done to irritate her, but before he could ask, she continued. “Do you think Emma will try to bail on my birthday party?”
Normally, he’d say no. Emma had shared some stories about the debauchery that went on at Moira’s house during her birthday, and he’d already been to a party there, but now he wasn’t so sure. “She might.”
“Oh no, that bitch is not bailing on me.” She sighed. “Problem with Emma is, you need to use a carrot.”
“Pardon me?”
“You know, to get a stubborn mule to move do you use the carrot or the stick. With Emma, you have to persuade her, bribe her even. I need to think of something she wouldn’t be able to resist, the perfect carrot.”
Dirty thoughts spun through Ryan’s mind and he tried to will his semi-hard cock from becoming a full-on erection. “Well if you think of something, let me know. I’ll do anything to get her out of the house.”
Moira’s tone changed, a new sultry note that reminded him she was a powerful Mistress in her own right, and seemed to delight in teasing him. Damn woman could make him blush and both she and Emma thought it was hilarious. “Anything?”
“Within reason.”
“Hmmmm,” she purred, and his spine tingled in warning.
“And Emma must approve of it.”
“Oh, she’ll approve of what I have in mind.”
That warning filled his body again. “What are you thinking, Moira?”
“Don’t worry, overprotective alpha male. I know Emma, and I know what she loves.” Moira’s voice gentled and Ryan relaxed back into his chair, not realizing that at some point he’d sat straight up with his muscles tensed. “Besides, I would never do anything to endanger your relationship with her. She loves you, big boy, through and through. I’ve been waiting for a long time for my girl to find a man worthy of her devotion, and I’m more happy than you could possibly know that you managed to get through those big-ass walls she built around her heart, even if you did take away one of my best Dominatrixes. We miss her at Kiss of Blue.”
There was no way in hell Emma was ever going back to work there, but he was more worried about what Moira had in mind to get Emma out of the house. “What are you planning?”
Her laugh did nothing to ease his worries. “Let me take care of it. I promise you’ll be able to get Emma out of the house to come to my birthday party, but you’ll have to put yourself aside and really serve her.”
Offense twisted his gut and he sat forward in his chair. “No offense, Moira, I know you’re her best friend, but don’t you for one fucking minute think you get to decide what constitutes serving my woman. That is between me and her, and we decide what works for us, not you.”
She was silent for a long moment, then sighed. “You have a beautiful cock and a great ass, but you are so damn high-maintenance.”
A laugh escaped Ryan before he could stop it. “I mean it, Moira. Emma is the only woman’s opinion who I care about. As long as she’s happy, I’m happy.”
She muttered something that sounded an awful lot like “pain in my ass.” “Look, just show up with her, and do what she wants. Make it worth her while to have left the house by giving her a night she’ll never forget.”
 



Chapter Five
 
Ryan let out a quick breath when Moira opened the door to the Kiss of Blue dungeon in normal clothes. Well, normal-ish. She wore a short, silky black dress that clung to her every curve with her now burgundy-red hair falling straight to her waist. Add to that a pair of black boots, and Ryan couldn’t help but grin at the thought that Justan would crap himself when he got an eyeful of her tonight. His blue-Mohawked friend had been suckered into coming by Emma, who seemed much calmer when she knew he was driving protection detail behind him. By that point, Ryan would have agreed to hire a small army to protect her if it would get her through the front door, but all it had taken was Justan’s sincere reassurance, for once, that he wouldn’t let anything happen to her.
A flash of jealousy had gone through Ryan at the thought that Emma trusted Justan, but he’d quickly buried the irrational anger that thought brought. At the time, he’d been more worried about how pale Emma looked in her deep-gold dress paired with some spiky purple heels that were sexy as hell, but he’d been more worried that she’d teeter over in them than anything else. The memory of her standing in the doorway, eyes wide, sweating and shaking, had him pulling her close to his side and throwing a protective arm around her in a totally possessive gesture.
Moira merely raised an eyebrow as she ushered them in. “Relax, Ryan. I know she’s your security blanket, but you don’t need to hold her so tight. I promise that if either of you aren’t in the mood, no one will pressure you into participating in the after-dinner fun.”
Soothing classical music filled the air and huge vases of red roses were everywhere in the reception area. People mingled, also dressed in what Ryan could only describe as formal dinner clothes and he couldn’t help but wonder if he’d see them naked and fucking later tonight. He had a feeling Moira had pulled out all the stops to celebrate her birthday, and he knew from some erotic stories Emma had told him that by the end of the night the air would be saturated with the scent of sex. He cast an eye over to Moira and found her watching him with an evil grin.
Instantly suspicious, Ryan muttered, “What kind of fun?”
Emma relaxed against him and looked up into his eyes, amusement shaded with desire reflecting back at him. “The fun kind.”
To his surprise, when they went into the elegant dining room filled with what he was pretty sure was authentic antique furniture, he found Master Chris, Tanya, and two other men who Ryan didn’t recognize sitting at the table as well as half a dozen other people who he didn’t know. As soon as Moira entered the room the two men rose, then dropped to their knees behind their chair. Ryan blinked hard, but no one else seemed to even notice.
Greetings rose around them, everyone expressing their pleasure that they got to see Emma. Ryan felt better about bringing her here tonight. She needed the love of her friends right now, and they were giving it to her in spades. A few men and women knelt at her feet, not touching her, but paying their respects to her in a way that made Emma smile. He glanced around the room while she talked, and found a great deal of the mostly men, but a few women were on their knees by who he assumed were their Masters or Mistresses.
He glanced over at Emma and found her watching him with a warm look, then she answered Ryan’s unspoken question. “No, I won’t make you kneel. Moira doesn’t normally demand such a formal scene from her submissives, but it’s her birthday so she gets what she wants. In this case, she wants total control of those two. As for everyone else, it’s totally personal preference.”
Jealousy goaded him as he wondered if Emma would want that, to have two men serve her, and he couldn’t stomach the thought of some stranger sticking his cock in his woman. She shot him a searching look, but before she could say anything, Master Chris stood and held his hand out. “Darling, so nice of you to join us. I’ve missed you.”
A loud bang resounded through the room as a bottle of champagne was opened. She suddenly clung to him, but not as if seeking comfort but as if to shield his body with hers. Frustration and sadness made his chest heavy as she let out a soft whimper. God damn that bastard for doing this to her, for making her so afraid.
Emma remained frozen, then shuddered when Ryan laid a gentle hand on her shoulder and held his own hand out instead for Master Chris so she could have a moment to collect herself. “Good to see you again.”
For a long moment, Master Chris kept his gaze on Emma, but after studying her he turned those intense blue eyes to Ryan. As their gaze met, Ryan was reminded of how good-looking Master Chris was with his blond hair and neatly trimmed beard, a thought that both embarrassed and aroused him. He knew it was normal for him to feel an attraction to the man after the erotic scene that they’d done together, but he was unprepared for the way his dick would quickly harden. When Master Chris shook Ryan’s hand, the other man’s strong fingers lingered for a moment, stroking Ryan’s hand as everything about him promised a hot, dirty fuck if Ryan wanted it.
“Good to see you too. Thanks for bringing Emma out to play. We’ve missed her. Tanya says I’m getting too cocky with only Moira around to bust my balls.”
“Master,” Tanya said with a giggle that tinkled like bells, “I would never say such a thing.”
“Brat,” he muttered then gave her a sweet kiss.
“Only for you, my love,” she whispered back with a wide smile.
Master Chris sighed and gave Ryan a look that plainly said he had his hands full.
Tanya chose that moment to skip around the table and pull Emma into a big hug. Tonight the little pink-haired woman wore a simple, sweet blue dress that flounced with her every movement. Large diamond studs sparkled in her ears and her big teal eyes had been outlined in black, making them seem huge, and adding to her pixie-cute looks. The memory of Tanya’s pink lips wrapped around his cock as he fucked her throat slammed into him and Ryan’s hand convulsively squeezed Master Chris’. Somehow, they were still holding hands over the table and he started to remove his, but Master Chris tightened his grip, then leaned in and whispered, “We’re the carrot tonight.”
Ryan frowned, trying to figure out what the other man was saying. “What?”
“Carrot. Emma gets off on watching two men together, so we’re going to oblige her. We won’t do anything you’re uncomfortable with, but we can make a little look like a lot with the right moves. You with me?”
Completely caught off guard and uncomfortably aroused, he was about to say no when Emma’s voice drifted to him, “Is everything okay over there?”
The warmth in her voice soothed him and he nodded to Master Chris. “I’m with you.”
Master Chris looked up at Emma, and Ryan swore he could feel the sexual vibes coming off the other man. “Everything is fine. Ryan and I were just sharing some…memories of our last time together. You really do have superb taste in submissives.”
He looked over at Emma just in time to see her soft inhalation and the way her nipples puckered against the thing gold cloth of her dress. Yeah, that thought really turned her on, which only made Ryan want to give it to her all the more. He was going to totally ignore the fact that the thought of Master Chris working him over for Emma made a heated tingle race over his skin.
Denial wasn’t only a river in Egypt, said the chorus girl to the bishop.
The amused look in Master Chris’ eyes irritated Ryan and he pulled his hand away before settling back into his seat, trying to tell himself he wasn’t avoiding Master Chris’ gaze because he was afraid of how he would react.
Emma sat down next to him, an impish smile curving her glossy pink lips. “You look a little flustered.”
“Who wouldn’t be flustered in the face of such beauty?”
She laughed, then slid her hand over his thigh to grip his dick in a way that had him choking on a groan. “Mmmm, nice. I wonder, is it for me or for Master Chris?”
That statement irritated him and he gently grasped her wrist, lifting her hand from his lap so he could kiss her knuckles. “Everything I do is for you, Emma. Even if another person is touching me it is at your command. It is your will that controls me, not theirs. I do this for your pleasure.”
“Me thinks he doth protest too much,” Master Chris said with a mocking laugh, but Emma ignored the other man.
“You know what the best part of that pretty declaration of devotion was?”
“No, what?”
“The fact that you meant every word.”
She gifted him with a soft, slow, and utterly destructive kiss that had his balls tightening. Their tongues briefly danced together, caressing each other in a smooth slide, before Emma once again leaned back into her seat, breaking their kiss. As Ryan took her in, the urge to thumb and pinch her erect nipples burned through him, but he kept his hands to himself, but it was hard.
Thankfully, Justan chose that moment to appear, and all eyes in the room turned to face him as he gave Moira a brazen grin. “Hope you don’t mind if I join the VIP party.”
Tonight Justan wore a pair of faded jeans and a black button-down shirt that was opened to show a slice of his chest. His two inch cookie monster blue Mohawk matched his eyes and he was almost as built as Ryan. Emma and Tanya suddenly giggled and he looked over at them as they obviously gossiped about Justan. When Ryan noticed that Master Chris was watching Justan with a great deal of interest, he really tried to tell himself that he wasn’t jealous Master Chris was openly checking out another guy.
With a sneer that would have made a queen proud, Moira lifted her chin. “I’ll have to make sure I lock the door after me next time.”
“Awww, come on, Red,” Justan chided in a way that brought a blush to Moira’s pale cheeks. “You know I’d just break in.”
“Fucking rude,” she muttered, then turned to her submissives for the evening, two built guys with dark hair who looked enough alike that they could have been related, and smiled. “My guests and I are ready to eat.”
What followed was a meal that would have done any five-star restaurant proud. Ryan had a good time talking and laughing with Emma’s friends, and he was happy to see his woman relax. The usual spark of fire had returned to her gaze, and as she mercilessly teased Justan about his hair with Moira, Ryan found himself watching her with a growing happiness in his heart. She was so vibrant and full of life. He was one lucky man to be here with her.
When Emma glanced over at him, she smiled and a light entered her eyes that wasn’t there for anyone else. “What do you think, Ryan? Should Justan get rid of the Mohawk?”
He glanced over at his friend, then shrugged. “Nah, it looks good on him.”
“I agree,” Master Chris murmured and if Ryan hadn’t been looking at his friend, he wouldn’t have caught the hard flush that lit his cheeks before he looked down at his plate and speared a fork full of perfectly cooked salmon.
Before he could focus on his friends unusual reaction Emma put her hand on his knee. “You’re cute when you’re jealous.”
“What?”
Her smirk made him want to look away, but she gently cupped his chin then leaned in and whispered into his ear, “It’s okay. You know I find the idea of you and Master Chris together to be sinfully hot.”
Feeling unsure and more than a bit embarrassed, Ryan tried to move away, but Emma moved her hand from his chin to the back of his head and gripped tight as he whispered, “I have no idea what you’re talking about. I love you. I want you.”
“Yes,” Emma murmured in a soothing tone, “and because you know I find the idea of two men together intensely arousing, it turns you on as well.”
Ryan couldn’t think of anything to say to that which didn’t make him sound like an idiot, but Emma didn’t give him a chance. She took his hand beneath the table and slid it up her thigh, past her garters, to her bare pussy. Jesus Christ, she wasn’t wearing panties. Nothing but slick, wet flesh met his stroking fingertips. His arousal surged to life and he bit back a growl as she rested her head against his chest, shifting her hips into his touch.
“So wet.” He whispered while he circled her clit. “I love how wet you get for me.”
“I want to push your boundaries tonight,” she whispered into his ear. “Will you let me do that?”
“Absolutely.”
“Do you mind if Master Chris touches you?”
The desire in Emma’s voice was Ryan’s undoing. “No, I don’t mind if he touches me, but I do have one request.”
Emma squirmed in her seat and he fought the urge to bite her neck while he tore her dress off her body. “What’s that?”
“Can it be in a private room?”
The muscles of her body stiffened and Ryan worried that he’d said something to remind her about her stalker, but then she relaxed. “Of course. Let me talk with Master Chris. Ryan, I promise you, I’m going to make tonight amazing for you.”
He laughed, breaking any lingering tension as he dropped a kiss on Emma’s lips. “Every moment of my life has been amazing since I met you.”
Her pretty blush was sweet, but even sweeter was her whispered, “I love you.”
 
An hour later, Ryan stood before a wall with a series of holes at groin height with his Mistress freaking out next to him. Emma clutched his hand hard enough that her nails dug into her skin, but Ryan caught her repeatedly looking at the security cameras in the corners. Emma had been fine until she realized that someone could be watching her in the control room, and from that point she’d been in a downward spiral that he’d so far been unable to snap her out of. It wasn’t as if she were running around while screaming and tearing at her hair, but her usual social grace was absent and he could see the light sheen of sweat on her face.
Master Chris had noticed it as well, and while Tanya picked up any lulls in conversation and filled them with her bright chatter, Master Chris had stayed within range of them, easily moving through the crowd without being obvious about it. When Emma had fled to the bathroom to presumably regroup with Tanya hot on her heels, Master Chris had quietly spoken with Ryan about his observations. While part of Ryan had wanted to bundle Emma away and bring her home, he knew she’d never forgive herself for what she would view as running away from her fears.
Damn stubborn woman was pushing herself too hard, and he didn’t know how to snap her back to the real world instead of the dark one her mind wanted to invent around her.
Fortunately, Master Chris had suggested a room he knew Emma loved.
The Glory Hole room.
Two men were pressed to the wall, both of them Masters, and by their groans and grimaces whatever was on the other side of that wall was intensely pleasurable. Ryan glanced at the specially made wall, then back to Emma. Her shoulders had eased a bit and some mischief had returned to her gaze when Tanya whispered into her ear. That did not bode well for Ryan, so even though he was relieved Emma had managed to repair the holes in her psyche, his dick twitched at the thought of all the depravity those two could dream up.
Thank God Master Chris hadn’t come in the room with them, because if he had, he was sure the other man would take great delight in tormenting him.
An idea that both tempted and scared him.
Damn, it wasn’t that he was homophobic, but the’d never been attracted to a man before. Hell, he’d served his trainer with another man, Kevin, who was her permanent sub without any problems. Even though the man had been good-looking, and they’d literally had their bodies grinding against each other as they’d double-penetrated their Mistress, Ryan had never wanted the man as anything more than a partner. But with Master Chris…something about the blond-haired and bearded man just appealed to Ryan on a base level. There was an undeniable air of power around him that was like the masculine flavor of Emma’s domination. 
Fuck, did he want to sexually submit to Master Chris?
Eager to turn his thoughts away from his screwed anxieties, Ryan returned his attention to the wall and took a step closer to examine it, while Emma watched him with increasing interest. The holes were lined with some kind of soft black rubber and the inside of the box was dark, so he couldn’t see what was on the other side of the wall. The scent of sex filled the air and Ryan reacted on a primal level, drawing in the sensuality around them beneath Emma’s watchful gaze. When he glanced over at her, he found Tanya had gone, leaving them alone together. While they were still dressed, most everyone around them was either naked or dressed in fetish wear. While Moira and her VIP guests had dinner, the rest of the people invited got to play in the dungeon with whoever struck their fancy.
When Emma strolled over to him, her hips working every step, his hips gave an involuntary thrust of pleasure. “Interesting choice of rooms.”
He swallowed hard, hoping Master Chris was right that this room would appeal to Emma because of her love of showing him off. Ryan knew Emma was an exhibitionist, their last public scene together had proved that in spades, but he hadn’t realized how much she loved to show off the strength of their trust, their love to other people. And they certainly had an audience watching them. He stood a little taller, almost feeling the hungry caress of a nearby petite black female submissive staring at the crotch of his pants.
A proprietary look came over Emma’s beautiful face as she reached out and squeezed Ryan firm enough to drag a groan from deep in his chest. “Mmmm, nice and hard.”
“Always, for you.”
“Do you want to do this, Ryan?” Emma whispered with enough temptation in her voice to make the devil proud. “Put your cock through that hole and have some random stranger lick you? I won’t allow you to come, of course, but I do want to watch you take your pleasure in whatever talented mouth you get to fuck. Think about it, some random stranger that absolutely loves sucking dick, worshiping you for me.”
Perspiration wet his brow as he braced he allowed her to turn him fully and placed his hands on the wall. “My pleasure is yours, Mistress. I love you.”
With a low moan, she moved behind him and lined his pelvis with the hole before reaching in and unzipping him then pulling throbbing his shaft out. Just the touch of her hand had him thrusting into her fist and he knew keeping his orgasm at bay was gonna be a bitch. He tensed, his pelvis now pressed to the wall, his hard erection jerking as he tried to imagine what was going to happen. At first there was nothing, then came the softest of lips brushing against the head of his cock as if they were placing butterfly kisses there.
His balls tightened as Emma murmured against his back. “Tell me what you’re feeling.”
It was a struggle to think as whoever was in the box began to slowly suck his dick into their mouth. Gentle, wet suction that he felt down to his toes. “Hot. Whoever it is, their mouth is very warm. They’re trying to take me right now, but struggling to get me down their throat.”
“Give me your hand.”
He did as asked, and was rewarded by Emma pressing his fingers to her pussy. “Play with me.”
The person inside the box had added their hand now, and Ryan wasn’t sure if it was just his imagination, but it felt like a guy’s hand. Big and rough as it stroked him with a twist that had him gritting his teeth. His mind flashed to Master Chris and his balls drew up tight as he imagined the other man working him. Whoever it was, they knew how to expertly work his cock. The thought of a man doing this to him gave the encounter an extra-kinky thrill, and he rubbed his thumb in a tight circle over Emma’s hard clit, knowing her body well enough to give her exactly what she needed to climax, and she needed to do it fast. The stranger had managed to deep throat him now, and Ryan was pretty sure he felt what was a man’s bearded face pressed into his pelvis as he took Ryan all the way to the root and hummed.
“Holy fuck,” Ryan gasped out while the man inside the box swallowed around him.
“What, Ryan? Tell me,” Emma panted while he pinched and pulled at her clit. “Your muscles are so tense, so hard. What is happening that has you on edge?”
“Deep throat…so fucking deep.” He dropped his voice to a whisper.” I think it’s a guy doing it. Beard scratching against my balls.”
Emma moaned loudly, then clutched at Ryan’s hand, rocking her hips against his fingers without shame as she began to shudder through her orgasm, leaning back against the wall for support as Ryan watched her eyes roll back in her head. The man touching him began to lick the head of Ryan’s shaft as he jerked him hard and quick, making Ryan’s balls ache to be emptied over that talented tongue. The rasp of the beard added an erotic edge that threatened to make Ryan spill, so he jerked out of the hole before that burn in his spine moved to his balls. When he looked down at his engorged cock all shiny with spit, he had to grit his teeth to keep from giving in to the need to jerk himself off.
“Ryan,” Emma said in a low, lazy and satisfied voice. “You want to come, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mistress.” He shuddered like a thoroughbred who had just run a race. “So badly.”
The exquisite smile she gave him had a drop of pre-come leak out of his swollen tip. “Follow me.”
She hadn’t given Ryan any instructions to zip up his pants, so he didn’t, but he was more than aware of the people staring at his straining erection, of the whispers following him and how the scrutiny only made him hotter. With the Mistress that he’d trained with before Emma, he’d been to plenty of play parties, had been paraded around on a leash and fucked an endless series of people in front of large groups, but never once had he felt the mixture of embarrassment, pride, and sexual need burn through him like it was now. The twitch of Emma’s ass tempted him as she led him out of the Glory Hole room and deeper into the dungeon complex, past rooms full of people fucking.
“Shit, how many friends does Moira have?”
Emma laughed, “Oh, she has lots, but tonight is an open night for a few of our select customers as well.”
The fact that Emma might have been with some of the men now watching them stroll past had Ryan battling his jealousy. She didn’t give a shit about who he’d been with before her — well, other than his trainer Mistress Dawn — but he was having an issue with knowing that these men might have touched her. Seen her beautiful body up close.
With these dark thoughts in his mind, Ryan barely noticed they’d stopped until they were in a space that resembled what he’d imagined a room in an ancient castle would look like. Stone walls and floors with brightly colored rugs here and there. As far as he could see, there were no visible cameras in the room and he let out a silent sigh of relief that maybe Emma could lose herself in him tonight. That he could make her feel safe. The door opened behind them and Justan peeked his head in.
“I’ll be out here keeping guard on the door, my lady.”
The cheeky grin he gave Emma had her smiling back. “Thanks.”
Justan looked over at him and Ryan swore his friend’s gaze lingered on his cock for a little too long before he abruptly turned and slammed the door behind him.
Dismissing Justan’s odd behavior as just being a by-product of the sexual energy filling the dungeon, Ryan turned his attention back to the room. The bed was a huge four-poster with a hunter-green silk cover and restraints all over the place. Next to the bed was a St. Andrew’s Cross, and on the other side, a queening chair. Ryan’s dick jerked at the thought of using it tonight, of making his Mistress come all over his face, but he was distracted by those thoughts as he took a couple of steps into the room and noticed Master Chris sitting in a heavy, ornately carved wood chair looking like a lord surveying his domain. He’d changed into a pair of black leather pants and no shirt, showing off his muscular body. There was no doubt the other man was powerfully built, and Ryan could remember all too well the burning sting of a butt plug being shoved into his ass by Master Chris.
Tanya was naked, with the exception of a glittering gold belly chain, at the other man’s feet. The pink haired girl was lovely, curvy and soft, and Ryan’s gaze drifted down to her breasts, which were topped off with hard rose-colored nipples. Emma strolled up to them and ran a hand through Tanya’s hair. The girl gave Emma an adoring smile.
“I’ve missed you.”
“I’ve missed you too, Mistress.” She cuddled into Emma’s touch like a happy cat.
Master Chris smiled at both of them, running an indulgent hand down Tanya’s back. “You make my little one happy, Emma.”
“She makes me happy too.” Emma ran her thumb along Tanya’s lower lip. “I want to use this pretty mouth tonight.”
Tanya let out a soft moan. “Yes, please.”
“Naughty girl,” Master Chris said with a laugh then looked over at Ryan, or more specifically, Ryan’s hard dick. “If you get your boy any more worked up, he’s going to be coming all over himself.”
Laughing, Emma fisted a hand into Tanya’s hair and jerked her head back. Even from across the room, Ryan could see the desire in his Mistress’ face. “Ryan, would you mind if I played with Tanya for a bit? Of course, you’ll have to keep Master Chris occupied while I do.”
Swallowing hard, Ryan tried to slow his pounding heart, then nodded. “Whatever my Mistress desires.”
Emma released the girl’s hair and came over to Ryan, stopping just far enough away that the tip of his cock pressed lightly against the fabric of her dress, teasing him. “If I let you come once with Master Chris, will you still be able to fuck me when I want it?”
He gave her an incredulous look. “When have I ever had a problem satisfying you?”
Emma smirked, then leaned up and wrapped her arms around Ryan’s neck, her pelvis pressing into his. “Are you sure you’re okay playing with Master Chris? You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to. I promise I won’t be upset. If it doesn’t turn you on, I don’t want you doing it, and just as importantly, they don’t want it. Master Chris and Tanya don’t casually play with other people. You may not realize it, but they’ve accepted you into the inner circle of their family. However, that doesn’t mean your relationship with either of them has to be sexual. That is all your choice and I won’t be disappointed in whatever is right for you. I promise.”
He gathered her into his arms and hugged her close. “Honestly, Emma, I’m okay with him. I trust him enough to not go where he isn’t wanted.”
“Do you want him?”
He sighed, burying his face against her neck as he whispered, “Yes, but not like I want you.”
The softness of her body curved into his. “Of course you don’t want him like you want me. You two have chemistry together that Master Chris and I don’t, an intensely sexual chemistry, but different than what you and I have. I want you to experiment, to feel free to indulge whatever kink you want, as long as you do it with me.”
The sincerity in Emma’s gaze brushed away the last of his doubts. “Yes, Mistress.”
She began to unbutton his shirt, the stepped back when it hung open, her admiration clear in her gaze. “Ryan, get naked.”
 



Chapter Six
 
With his pulse thundering in his ears, Ryan did as his Mistress commanded, resisting the urge to squirm beneath the heavy gazes of the other three people in the room. Master Chris helped Tanya rise to her feet before he left his chair and prowled over to Ryan. That was the only way he could describe it — the other man moved like a predatory cat intent on his prey. Damned if that didn’t send a bolt of arousal through Ryan.
Emma had said they had chemistry, and as usual she wasn’t wrong. The closer Master Chris got, the more the air between he and Ryan seemed to spark with electricity. As Ryan kicked his pants then underwear into the corner, the other man closed the distance between them until his warmth seemed to bathe Ryan’s skin. He lifted his chin and met the other man’s stare head-on, and he wasn’t at all surprised when Master Chris grinned.
“I always knew Emma would end up with a high-power sub.”
Ryan almost asked the other man what he meant, but Master Chris chose that moment to close the distance between them so that his hot breath blew over Ryan’s sensitive skin, his beard scraping him as the other man said, “What’s off limits?”
“No fucking,” Ryan said immediately then felt like a moron for blurting it out.
“But touching is okay?”
He let out a shuddering sigh as he looked over Master Chris’ shoulder and watched Emma and Tanya hug and caress each other while they shared a deep, wet kiss. That erotic sight, combined with the hard male body pressed against his, had Ryan clenching his fists to fight the need to take Master Chris by the back of his neck and fuck his mouth. The blond man wore a light, crisp cologne and the sensation of their bare chests brushing against each other, of Master Chris’ nipple piercings rubbing against him, had Ryan groaning.
Making a low, humming noise Master Chris rubbed his lips against Ryan’s neck. “I’m going to touch you, and if at any point you want this to stop, just say no and I won’t push it.”
Apprehension mixed with lust as Master Chris gently stroked his tongue over Ryan’s thundering pulse. “Okay.”
Instead of going straight for Ryan’s straining erection trapped between their bodies, as Ryan had mostly hoped he would, the other man began to kiss his way over Ryan’s neck, caressing the skin at the hollow of his shoulder with fluttering licks. As Master Chris worked his way across Ryan’s chest, he couldn’t help but wonder if it really had been Master Chris sucking his cock so well. With a growl, Master Chris bit Ryan’s nipple hard enough to sting, and Ryan jerked against the other man. That little needle of pain seemed to sink through him right to his balls and he was sure Master Chris could feel the pre-come wetting the tip of Ryan’s dick as it rubbed against their stomachs.
“Am I going to have to tie you up to keep you still?” Master Chris whispered against his chest.
“Yes.”
That made the other man laugh and he straightened, running his hands up Ryan’s ribs, then over his chest, before circling them loosely around Ryan’s throat like a collar. “Normally I don’t allow topping from the bottom, but I think binding you to that Saint Andrew’s Cross might be a good decision. You see, I know how a man’s body works. I know that we like rough and hard sometimes in a way that women will never understand. I understand that I can hurt you and you’ll get off on it, that you’ll come hard and long after I’ve taken from you what I want and have given it to Emma.”
It was a struggle to drag his gaze from Master Chris’ hypnotic blue eyes, but Ryan managed to, and was rewarded with the sight of Emma slowly binding Tanya in a wide pink satin ribbon, circling the other woman’s breasts so they were bound tight and slightly distended.
Master Chris walked behind him and slid his arms around Ryan’s waist, his hand brushing the tip of Ryan’s cock, where it jumped against his stomach. Resting his head on Ryan’s shoulder, he whispered, “Beautiful, aren’t they? So soft, so pretty, so sweet, so vulnerable, but we both know how deceiving looks can be.”
Tanya glanced over and her gaze devoured Master Chris and Ryan standing together, her breathing visibly speeding up. “She really likes watching you with other men, doesn’t she?”
“Only the ones she picks for me.”
“What?”
Master Chris chuckled and began to inch his hands down Ryan’s torso, the other man’s thick erection pushing against Ryan’s buttocks. “Tanya has total control over who I bring into our bedroom. Always has been, always will be. And she wanted to see you with me the moment you walked through the doors of Kiss of Blue.”
His stomach muscles twitched beneath Master Chris’ fingertips as they trailed lower and lower, eventually brushing his pubic hair before tugging it and making Ryan groan and press back into him.
“Close your eyes.”
He wanted to keep them open, to continue to watch Emma and Tanya, but he did as he was told and was instantly rewarded. Master Chris firmly wrapped his hand around Ryan’s dick and in the darkness behind his eyelids Ryan swore it was the same hand that had jerked him off at the Glory Hole. He bucked and strained while Master Chris kept his stroke light and loose, teasing him until Ryan was practically growling. He found himself reaching behind and gripping Master Chris, grinding his ass on the other man’s cock while he tried to fuck the man’s wonderfully rough fist.
“Come, up on the cross with you.”
He followed Master Chris across the room, his gazed locked on Emma as she began to run a white feather over Tanya’s body, smiling as the other woman giggled and sighed, depending on where Emma was touching. At some point while he’d been distracted by Master Chris, Emma had stripped down to her red garters and flesh-colored stockings, her large breasts swaying enticingly with her every move. Ryan wanted to suck on her big nipples, to bite and nibble them until she gripped him by the back of the head.
Caught up in the fantasy of filling his mouth with Emma, he didn’t notice that he’d stopped walking until Master Chris griped him firmly by the back of the head. “I want your back to the cross.”
With his mind still clouded with images of serving his Mistress, Ryan did what Master Chris wanted without thought, allowing the other man to bind his wrists to the cross. It was only when the thick black straps went around Ryan’s ankles that his attention returned to focus on Master Chris, dragged away from the sight of Emma helping Tanya to her knees after she’d given Ryan a wink that both amused and reassured him while whispering the word “hot” and giving him, then Master Chris, a wide-eyed look.
Oh yeah, Emma was enjoying herself and that allowed Ryan to relax.
Well, relax up until the point that Master Chris pulled a tawse from his bag. The foot-long piece of black leather had been split at the tip to resemble a forked snake’s tongue, while the other end tapered to a leather-wrapped handle. Those things left a wicked sting depending on how hard they were used, and Ryan fought the apprehension filling him and stealing his lust. Master Chris walked over to where Ryan was bound and studied him closely.
“Remember, Ryan, as soon as you say no, we stop. I’m going to start out easy, warm you up.”
Ryan nodded, his dick still rock hard and really beginning to ache now after having been erect for so long. Master Chris leaned in, and his heavy erection pressed into Ryan’s thigh. He nibbled his way over Ryan’s jaw and when their lips were almost touching he paused, the tension building between them until Ryan gave into temptation and closed the gap. Immediately, Master Chris began to kiss him with a hunger that rivaled Ryan’s own, and he felt a sense of power at knowing he affected Master Chris so powerfully. Their tongues stroked and lashed each other, teeth biting, lips then sucking, all hard heat and firm demand.
From somewhere to his left, Emma cried out in passion, and they broke their kiss to turn and watch Tanya, on her knees between a standing Emma’s thighs, licking her to orgasm.
Both men groaned, and Master Chris said in a pained voice, “After I’m done with you, I’m going to fuck the hell out of my woman tonight.”
Ryan could only groan in agreement because Master Chris had begun to stroke his cock again. He could only strain against his bonds, rubbing himself without shame into the other man’s grip, moaning with abandon as Master Chris stepped back, releasing him and leaving his erection bobbing in the air.
“Oh God, Tanya,” Emma groaned, drawing Ryan’s attention to where she stood with Tanya’s face still buried between her lush thighs. “Make me come again.”
Emma’s hungry gaze was on Ryan, and she bit her lower lip as their eyes connected, the love between them burning the air.
Ryan was so caught up in Emma that the first smack of the leather tawse against his inner biceps caught him by surprise and he jerked. Returning his attention to Master Chris, Ryan bared his teeth at the other man, frustrated beyond words that they wouldn’t let him climax. Each slap of the leather further stripped away the thin veneer of civilization until the only thing left was the beast that lived inside of him. Ryan snarled and growled at Master Chris, fighting the straps holding him in place even as his hips involuntarily jerked into the air as if he were fucking someone. The wood he was bound to creaked and groaned, but held solid while Master Chris laid down a set of stripes along his thighs that burned something fierce.
That pain only blended with the pleasure until he felt lightheaded, almost floating. By this point he was limp on the cross, his legs barely supporting him, while Master Chris rained light blows over his lower stomach. Ryan cried out when that clever band of leather smacked his cock, then again on the other side, driving him out of his mind with the need to soothe the burn by slipping into a wet pussy.
While he didn’t get his wish, Ryan did get the next best thing. At the sensation of a warm, wet mouth engulfing the tip of his erection, his eyes shot open and he stared down at Master Chris sucking him.
“Fuck yeah,” he growled out and tried to thrust farther into Master Chris’ mouth.
To Ryan’s frustration and anger, Master Chris immediately backed away and stood with a stern look on his handsome face. “I see you can’t be trusted to stay still. We’ll have to take care of that.”
Ryan didn’t know what Master Chris was talking about, and frankly didn’t care, as long as he could get his cock back in the other man’s mouth. The need to come consumed him, and all he could think about was emptying himself into Master Chris’ mouth. He could only growl and snarl as Master Chris took a long leather strap and put it around Ryan’s waist, binding his torso to the Saint Andrew’s Cross and leaving him even more helpless than before.
Master Chris leaned forward and whispered into Ryan’s ear. “That was me, in the Glory Hole room, sucking that thick cock of yours. Want me to finish what I started?”
“Yes, fuck yes.”
“Watch your Mistress and beg me.”
Ryan might have been able to resist Master Chris’ command if he hadn’t been watching Emma sitting in the queening chair while Tanya went to fucking town on her pussy. He might have even managed to hold onto his pride if she’d had her eyes closed, but she was looking dead at him and he’d have to be blind to not see how incredibly aroused she was. She said something too low for him to hear and Tanya leaned back, clearly giving Ryan a direct line of sight to his Mistress’ sex then mouthed the words “come for me.”
As was probably her intent, he broke.
“Please suck me, Master Chris.” He groaned as Master Chris bit his shoulder. “Please, please let me come in your mouth.”
“Only if you suck my cock.”
“Anything, fuck, anything. Just suck me.”
Without any further delay Master Chris knelt before Ryan, but that didn’t make the other man seem submissive. No, Master Chris was in total control now, and he looked up at Ryan while he teased the slit in his swollen erection, drawing out more pre-come and tormenting Ryan. He was well and truly stuck now, only able to accept the relief that Master Chris was dishing out, not able to control the situation in any way. Ryan looked away from Master Chris to Emma and found that she’d moved the still-bound Tanya to the bed. Emma had positioned Tanya so that Ryan had a good view of Emma teasing the folds of Tanya’s swollen sex with her fingers.
Master Chris began to swallow him down, and Ryan tried to keep his eyes open against the intense pleasure to see what the other man was doing, but he couldn’t. Instead he clenched his hands tight as the blond man deep-throated him, the incredibly tight grip of the other man’s throat sending a bolt of fire down Ryan’s spine.
He cried out, shaking and shuddering as he hovered on the edge of orgasm, impossibly hard and aroused when he Mistress said, “Ryan, come for me.”
The world around Ryan went white and he roared as he tried to buck beneath Master Chris’ expert touch, to press himself deeper, to rub against the other man’s hands, which were caressing his balls. Ryan’s body seized and released, each jet of seed harder than the one before until he was panting and moaning, struggling to think past the sensitivity of his cock as Master Chris leaned back on his heels and milked every drop of cum he could get from Ryan.
Still dazed, he let out a soft moan as Tanya joined Master Chris on the floor, licking his fingers clean while she devoured her Master with her gaze. Even in his dazed state, Ryan could see the deep connection they had, the love they shared for each other. She was aroused, her hard nipples and wiggling hips proved that, but the way she cleaned her Master’s hand was controlled and delicate. Ryan could only hang there limply while he relearned to breathe, his whole body incredibly relaxed and buzzing.
Emma strolled up and stood before him, the soft press of her body making his dick twitch. He’d always had good recovery time, but even he was surprised at how quickly he stiffened against her while she traced her fingertips over the sensitive skin of his hips. The scent of Tanya’s pussy on Emma’s breath aroused Ryan, and when she kissed him he could taste the other woman’s musk. The combination of flavors shot through him, and Ryan licked her mouth clean until she only tasted like Emma.
When their kiss broke, she stood on her tippy toes so she could kiss a spot on his shoulder that he didn’t know hurt until her lips pressed there. “Nice bite mark.”
Ryan’s laughter was weak, but happy. “Thanks.”
She wiggled against him, her gaze heavy with passion. “I want to see you lick his cock, Ryan.”
He strained to touch her, to do as she commanded, but he was stuck until she freed him. “Please, Mistress, let me make you come.”
“Oh, you will, but only after you’ve made Master Chris hard again after Tanya’s swallowed him down.”
Emma moved enough to the side that Ryan could see Tanya once again on her knees, wiggling and making happy noises while she lavished Master Chris’ cock with attention.
Ryan startled when Emma suddenly dropped down to her knees, but his pleasant fantasy of her taking him into the tight warmth of her mouth evaporated as she unbuckled his ankles, then massaged his calves.
Any remaining tension was gone from his body while his Mistress slowly unbound him, cosseting him while making sure he had good blood flow. Once she was satisfied, she helped Ryan off the cross then laughed when his knees almost gave out. She caught him before he face-planted with a soft giggle. “Easy there, stud.”
Happiness filled Ryan and he pulled Emma into a hug without thought, wanting to share this feeling of being loved, of belonging with her. She cuddled against him then sighed, a pleasant armful of woman who fit him perfectly. Humming low in his throat, Ryan ran his hand up and down the smooth expanse of Emma’s back, the silk of her skin begging for his touch. When he slipped his hand over her buttocks, he couldn’t help but grab a handful and give a good squeeze, earning him a none-too-gentle bite on his nipple from Emma.
“Don’t get too grabby. I’m not done with you yet.”
Ryan took this to mean that Emma wanted to do some more BDSM play with him, and he was all for it. Especially watching Master Chris slide his long dick in and out of Tanya’s willing throat, gently face-fucking his girl while he watched her as if she were the only thing in the world. In an instant, Ryan understood how much emotions factored into his sexual pleasure. The feelings that he shared with Emma heightened everything and made it more real, more intense. While Master Chris was a very skilled lover, and gave one of the best fucking blowjobs Ryan had ever had in his life, the simple act of holding Emma satisfied Ryan in a way that all the kinky sex in the world couldn’t touch.
Then Emma slipped her fingers between her legs and began to rub her clit.
“Shit,” she hissed against his chest. “I’m so turned on, Ryan. But no matter how many times I come I still want you, need you.”
“Let me fuck you.”
“Not yet.” She shuddered and rubbed harder, her arm flexing between their bodies when he pulled her close again. “I need to see you licking Master Chris.”
Ryan turned his head to watch Master Chris and Tanya while his Mistress continued to play with her pussy, driving him crazy as her hard nipples rubbed against his chest. “Anything for you, Mistress.”
With a startled cry, Emma stiffened, then shuddered through a small orgasm while Ryan tightened his grip on her. Her head had fallen forward, and when she went limp against him it was as if she’d been a marionette whose strings had suddenly been cut. Master Chris made a low, deep grunt that resounded through Ryan, the sound of a man gearing up for an orgasm. He turned and watched as Tanya jacked the other man off, tonguing his tip in a teasing way that seemed to snap Master Chris’ control. With a savage growl, the other man thrust into his girl’s mouth, choking her while she struggled to accommodate his length filling her throat.
It was such a harsh, rough move and Ryan could imagine what it would be like to feel a woman choking around his cock, the tight muscles convulsing.
When Master Chris threw his head back and roared out his orgasm, Ryan was pretty sure it was one of the hottest things he’d ever seen. Tanya sat on her knees with her hands behind her back and he could see the muscles of her throat working as she swallowed. Once again his imagination gave him the memory of a woman doing that for him, and his dick twitched in envy. Panting now, Master Chris slid himself from between Tanya’s eager lips with a rough chuckle.
“Always so hungry for me.”
“You taught me to drink down every drop, Master.” Tanya licked her lower lip. “Am I your good girl?”
“Yes, darling, you are.”
“Do I get a reward?”
Master Chris looked over at them, but mainly at Emma. “What do you think? How many orgasms did she give you?”
His Mistress shifted against him with a small grind of her hips. “Three? No, four.”
Shedding his pants, Master Chris gestured to the bed. “I think Tanya sucked out some of my soul along with my come. I’m going to lay down before I pass out.”
With a low chuckle, Emma slipped from Ryan’s arms. “Lazy.”
Tanya giggled and Master Chris shot her a mock glare as he settled back against the mound of pillows at the headboard, all relaxed arrogance. His satiated cock lay against his muscled thigh, still thick and long enough to make Ryan wonder if he could fit the other man down his throat. Shit, that thought sent a tingle through his balls, one that intensified when Emma snapped her fingers. “Tanya, cleanse your Master, then Ryan for me. Ryan, I want you on the bed on your hands and knees.”
While Ryan did as his Mistress commanded, she wore that mantle of authority now that drove him insane with lust, Tanya when through a door at the corner of the room he hadn’t really noticed. A minute later, she came out with what looked like a package of wipes and a couple towels. Without a hint of embarrassment, Master Chris lifted his legs so Tanya could clean the pink bud of his anus. While she did this, Master Chris closed his eyes on a sigh, his dick visibly twitching each time the other woman teased his puckered entrance with a wipe.
By the time they were done, Ryan’s own asshole was twitching, and not only from watching them. Emma was kneeling next to him and had slipped her hand beneath his body to jerk his cock. Ryan rocked into her touch, loving the way she owned him with her every move. Tanya shifted away from between Master Chris’ legs, getting up from the bed to throw away the old wipes before quickly returning. When she crawled up, on the bed Ryan could see her inner thighs were shiny with arousal, and he salivated when he remembered the taste of her on Emma’s lips. Sweet, but earthy.
Giving him a brisk slap on the ass, Emma released his cock. “Go kneel like this between Master Chris’ legs. I want you to get him hard, Ryan. So hard he gives our little Tanya the kind of rough ride she craves.”
Ryan felt oddly exposed as he crawled between Master Chris’ legs, as if this were something that should be private, but wasn’t. A taboo desire that the normal world would shame him for, the desire to fuck both a man and a woman — something he hadn’t felt before Master Chris. As Ryan settled between the other man’s legs, he had to admit Master Chris was handsome, with his muscled runner’s body and pink cock.
For the first time Ryan realized that physically Master Chris and Emma shared a lot of the same characteristics. Both blue-eyed blonds with pink nipples, though Master Chris’ were smaller. Before he even really thought about it, Ryan moved up a bit and took Master Chris’ nipple ring between his lips, tugging gently. The affect his movement had on the other man resulted in Master Chris thrusting up against Ryan with a low groan. He began to run his hands over the back of Ryan’s head and shoulders, gripping the tight muscles and squeezing them. Now it was Ryan’s turn to groan as he switched to the man’s other nipple, looping his tongue around the piercing and nibbling before giving Master Chris’ nipple a good bite.
“Yeah,” Master Chris growled, “Let go, Ryan. Give it to me.”
Something cool and wet touched Ryan’s anus, making him jerk back with a yelp. “Shit, that’s cold!”
He glanced over his shoulder to look at Emma and Tanya as they giggled. Tanya had a wipe in her hand and she grinned. “Sorry.”
Emma fluttered her lashes, not making any apologies as she began to run her fingers through the folds of Tanya’s swollen pussy lips. “I’m not.”
He had to fight a grin as he shook his head, then turned to look back at Master Chris, who was watching them with a pleased smile. When their gaze met, Ryan couldn’t help but smile back at the acceptance, the happiness he saw in the other man’s gaze. He motioned Ryan closer and when their faces were inches apart, he leaned up and whispered into Ryan’s ear, “I’ve never seen Emma this happy. Thank you.”
For a moment, Ryan’s throat thickened, but Tanya had returned to cleaning him and he couldn’t help but twitch beneath her touch. After the anal play scene he’d watched Emma have with her clients, he’d become a bit obsessed with having his Mistress fuck him back there. When the tip of Tanya’s finger slid into him, Ryan groaned and pushed back.
“Naughty boy,” Emma scolded, then slapped his ass four times, hard enough to sting.
All Ryan could do was dip his back, exposing himself farther to their appreciative gaze, to their touch. Both women were playing with him now, and his cock throbbed to the beat of his heart. He suddenly became aware of Master Chris watching him. Holding the other man’s gaze, he slowly kissed his way down to Master Chris’ erection now hard and jutting over his bellybutton. Ryan twitched his hips as one of the women began to push two fingers into his ass.
“Stick your tongue out,” Master Chris growled.
Ryan almost hesitated, still unsure about actually doing what he’d thought about, but any thoughts of resistance melted away when Emma scratched her nails over his ass and commanded, “Do it.”
The moment he had his tongue out Master Chris gripped Ryan by the back of his head and moved him over the thick length shaft, the veins and smooth skin rubbing over Ryan’s tongue. When Master Chris gripped his dick and held it up, he didn’t need to tell Ryan what to do. In one fell swoop, Ryan filled his mouth with as much of Master Chris as possible, which wasn’t very much, before the other man hit the back of his throat, making him gag slightly. With a low moan Master Chris used his hold on Ryan’s short hair to pull him back slightly.
“Easy, and watch your teeth.”
A grin curved Ryan’s lips, even as he had his mouth stuffed full of cock. Being on the giving end of a blowjob was new to Ryan, but he sure as shit knew what it felt like to get a good one. Something touched his anus, something incredibly soft, and he froze before identifying that sensation as Tanya’s tongue. She teased the nerves around his tight opening, driving him crazy while he sucked her Master’s dick, rubbing his tongue over the little sweet spot beneath the head before sucking him deep, hollowing his cheeks and pulling on the other man hard enough that he tasted pre-come when he pulled back.
“That’s it, my beautiful boy, pleasure him,” Emma whispered next to his face as she watched him working Master Chris’ length up close. “My pussy is so wet, so ready for you.”
Without thought, Ryan braced himself with one hand, then used the other to touch Emma. The instant Ryan’s fingers made contact with her slick cunt, Emma moved away. “Did I give you permission to touch me?”
Ryan shook his head, not losing Master Chris from his mouth. The other man continued to let Ryan suck and nibble on him, his heavy blue gaze going from Ryan to where Tanya continued to play with and tease his ass. Despite the fact that he’d come earlier, Ryan was just as desperate as before, maybe even more so because he knew that he’d finally get a chance to fuck Emma. Having her pussy wrapped around him was the best damn feeling in the world and he wanted it, bad.
So when Emma announced that he was going to have to wear an anal plug as punishment, he gladly took the burning pain of the smooth, solid glass being inserted inside of him. Tanya licked all around his stretched-out anus around the plug, making him sweat and groan while Master Chris began to thrust into his mouth.
“That’s it, Ryan, suck me. You like that plug in your ass. Wonder what you would think of my cock?”
Ryan could only moan, still caught between them, his body aching and burning, yet he felt more alive in this moment than he ever had. Completely present and wrapped up in the sexual magic that Emma wove so seamlessly around him. When Emma reached beneath him to test the hardness of his dick, she let out a pleased murmur.
“Chris, are you ready?”
“Shit, yes. I’m doing everything I can not to empty myself in your boy’s mouth. He’s so fucking eager to please you.”
Without another word, Emma gripped Ryan by his short hair and pulled him off Master Chris’ dick with a loud pop that made the other man curse. In a flurry of movement, Master Chris had Tanya flat on her back before he grabbed her legs and swung them over his shoulders before he slammed into the petite woman, making her arch and cry out.
Emma threw Ryan onto his back as well, the anal plug pressing at a new angle that had him grunting. Without preamble, she grabbed his shaft and tried to slam herself down, the naturally tight grip of her pussy resisting his intrusion in a way that made him see stars.
Emma snarled, pushing herself down even though it must have stung, forcing her body to accept his. Once Ryan was seated inside of her fully, Emma’s head whipped back and her spine bowed, giving him one of the most magnificent sights in the world — his Mistress stuffed full of his dick while she climaxed with a sharp scream. He gripped Emma’s hips and began to power into her, knowing from past experience that when she was wound up like this, she wanted him hard and fast. Something he was only too eager to give to her.
“Mistress,” he whispered over Tanya’s increasing cries of pleasure.
Emma met his gaze and he swore their souls touched. Shivers and chills filled Ryan, bright sparks of light that seemed to sizzle just beneath his skin. There they were, those supremely powerful emotions that wrought sensations from his body he’d never even imagined. Every push and pull through Emma’s wet, tight flesh was a struggle, but Ryan managed to hold on long enough to build her up again. She shifted her hips, pressing at a new pressure point somewhere inside of her that must have been just right, because she worked that spot, the plug in his ass shifting with the hard snap of her hips as she savagely used him to chase her orgasm.
Leaning up, Ryan grabbed one of Emma’s breasts in each of his hands, thanking his thousand sit-ups a day for giving him the strength to hold this half-curled position while Emma rode him. Their bodies were slick with sweat and when Tanya came and then Master Chris joined her, Ryan began to tremble, praying he’d hold out long enough to make Emma climax.
Ryan sucked hard on her nipple and Emma jerked against him, then wailed out his name in a broken voice. With his mouth full of her breast Ryan groaned and pumped into as deep as he could go, filling Emma with his seed, sucking on her hard nipple and jerking into her. When the last burning blast of pleasure spilled from him he collapsed back onto the bed, Emma a limp weight on him, Tanya only a couple inches away with Master Chris on top of her, cuddling the small woman while watching Ryan and Emma with a happy smile.
Emma reached out hand held Tanya’s hand, the two women sharing a secret smile that made Ryan’s heart ache. He was so incredibly lucky to have found Emma again, to have won her heart, and he knew he couldn’t live without her.
She might not know it yet, but his decision was made, and as far as he was concerned the sooner he made Emma his wife the better.
 



Chapter Seven
 
Wrapped up in Ryan’s arms, with Tanya cuddled to her front and Chris behind the exhausted pink-haired woman, Emma soaked in their love and swore she could feel it filling up the cracks and fractures in her psyche. Maybe it was the rush of hormones, or maybe it was some chemical reaction that they all created together, an electrical storm of lust, but this feeling of belonging, of loving and being loved, was better than anything she’d ever felt. It was cheesy, but to her this was heaven and she was so glad she got to share this with Ryan.
The way Ryan had opened himself up to new experiences, trusting her to make this good for him, trusting her to push his boundaries, touched Emma on a profound level. She had no idea her love for another person could be so strong, but at a couple points when their gaze had met while Chris was tormenting Ryan and putting on one hell of a show, her breath had caught in her throat at the strength of their emotional bond. No matter what happened between Chris and Ryan, she knew it would never be close to what she had with her delicious submissive. Just like Chris’ connection with Tanya allowed them to play with others, secure in the solidity of their relationship. This knowledge allowed her to let go of any reactionary jealousy at the sight of Ryan responding to someone else’s commands, of him submitting to the other man.
The fact that watching the men together had been one of the sexiest things she’d ever seen helped.
Ryan placed a gentle kiss on Emma’s neck, his arm flung over her body and onto Tanya’s, resting against Chris’ hand. “You still awake?”
Emma nodded, watching Tanya sleep. “Yeah.”
“Want to go find Moira and say good night?”
Emma looked over at Chris and he gave her a small, warm smile. If he were any more content, he’d be purring like a lion basking in the sunlight. His gaze was sleepy and he snuggled Tanya closer to him. “I think we’re going to stay here for a bit. Tanya’s insomnia has been bothering her, so I don’t want to disrupt what little sleep she gets.”
Ryan moved away from her, the cool air chilly against her skin. She sat up then gave Chris a quick kiss on the cheek. “I understand. Such a good Master, always looking out for his little girl.”
Chris smiled down at the sleeping woman in his arms. “Always.”
It didn’t take Emma long to get dressed and freshen up. When she looked into the mirror of the small bathroom, she no longer looked as haunted as she had when they left the house. The long drive to Kiss of Blue had helped soothe her anxiety. Their car was driven by a bodyguard and another bodyguard followed them in a separate car while Justan had opted for his shiny black crotch rocket. He’d come up to her window every now and then, popping wheelies and in general just showing off.
As Emma slipped her hand into Ryan’s and followed him out the door, she couldn’t help but think about how blessed she was to have such a good man, and his friends, in her life.
The crowd had increased while they’d been inside the room and Justan had to shout to be heard when he said, “Look at you two, all bright eyed and glowy. Ahhh, young love.”
Laughing, Emma smacked Justan on his thick biceps. “Jealous?”
Real pain flashed through his gaze, but it was gone before she blinked. “Nah, you’re too high-maintenance for me, beautiful.”
Ryan simply shook his head. “Do you know where Moira is? We wanted to say goodbye, then head home.”
They had to move a little as a group of people walked down the hall, chatting and laughing. A few said hi to Emma and she waved back before returning her attention to Justan, who was now scowling.
“Moira’s in the jungle room with her prisoners.”
“Oh shit, she’s doing her Amazon queen thing?”
Ryan gave her a questioning look. “What?”
“Despite the fact that she’s as Irish as the day is long, Moira likes to pretend she’s an Amazon warrior who gets to play with the spoils of war.” Emma watched Ryan’s gaze heat and grinned. “If you’re a good boy, we can play that game someday. And trust me, handsome, there won’t be a part of you I won’t play with, because as my war trophy you will belong to me.”
Justan groaned, “Come on, Emma. My cock’s about to explode here. Do you know how hard I’ve been all night?”
Emma’s first impulse was to tease him, the fact that he obviously needed relief stoked her Dominant side, but she kept herself in check. “Delightful. Come on, let’s get out of here before Justan embarrasses himself and comes in his pants.”
“Hey now,” Justan bellowed out behind them, “I have more control than that, thank you very much.”
“So says the man with a wet spot on his pants by the tip of his dick. Hanging to the left today, Justan?”
Justan swore behind Emma while Ryan laughed and threw his arm over her shoulders. She laced her fingers with Ryan’s and strolled through the dungeon, aware of people watching them but completely content with her man. Her yummy, submissive man who she planned on riding in the back of the limo on the way home. Damn, would she ever not want to jump his bones?
They soon reached the large space they called the ‘Jungle Room’ where Moira was holding court before a very admiring audience. Emma’s best friend was in her element, wearing her leopard-print bikini, along with a multitude of beaded necklaces. She had a knife sheath strapped to one thigh and was currently tracing it over the nipple of a bound, sweaty Asian man who was grimacing in pleasure-pain while Moira smacked his erect cock with her free hand.
Justan stepped up next to her and sucked in a harsh breath. “Holy shit.”
Hiding her smile, Emma leaned against Ryan and said, “I don’t want to interrupt her. Do you mind watching while we wait for her to take a break?”
Without tearing his eyes from the scene Moira was doing, Ryan shook his head. “Is she really going to play with all of those guys?”
There were currently eight men tied to thick wooden posts sunk into the concrete of the floor. Some had their arms over their heads, others were wrapped around the pillar, yet others were chained to it by long shackles. The one thing they had in common was the intricate shibari ropes decorating their bodies.
“If they’re lucky. See those elaborate bindings? These are Moira’s birthday presents. Some people give Moira jewels, others give her slaves. Notice how all the men are watching her, hoping that she’ll pick them next to touch, to torment? She’s already brought three of them to completion, you can tell because she smeared their come on their chests.” The handsome Asian man Moira was currently with cried out his release as Moira literally slapped the come out of his cock. “He won’t get to fuck her tonight.”
“Why?” Justan asked in a gravelly voice.
“Because she’ll pick the one that can withstand her efforts to make them come the longest.”
“And what if none of them last long enough to please her?” Justan asked while staring at Moira so hard, Emma was surprised her friend didn’t burst into lustful flames.
“Then she moves onto the girls.”
Both men groaned and she laughed. “Hmmm, I haven’t given her my gift yet. Justan, do you want to be up there? The guys that didn’t make the cut are being released right now and there will be space soon.”
Emma expected Justan to make some smart-ass remark about never doing anything like this, but there was only silence from him. When she studied his face, she saw a dizzying mixture of jealousy, lust, anger, and a longing so strong it practically choked her. Oh man, Justan was all fucked in the head over Moira. What the hell had been going on between them when Emma’d been wrapped up in her own drama?
Someone tapped her shoulder and she turned to find Krystal, one of the Dommes that worked at the dungeon, smiling at her. “Hey, gorgeous!”
“Hi, honey.” She hugged the tall brunette woman, stepping away from Ryan a little bit to make space in the crowded room. “How have you been?”
“Great. Since you quit, I’ve gotten a couple of your clients, including that hot-as-fuck baseball player. Holy cow.”
Ryan frowned and Emma gave him a small smile before turning her attention back to Krystal. “I upgraded. Krystal, this is my boyfriend, Ryan.”
“Serious boyfriend,” Ryan added and gave Emma a look that screamed “hands off, mine.”
Krystal grinned at Emma, then flipped her dark hair over her shoulder. “Nice to meet you, Ryan. Hey, the reason I came over here is I’ve got your phone. You must have left it here because someone turned it in a few days ago.”
Letting out a sigh of relief, Emma made a mock gesture of wiping sweat from her forehead. “I was wondering where they hell I’d left it.”
“It’s back in the dressing room. Want to come grab it with me? I need to get back to my man. He’s waiting for me in the suspension room.”
“Mind if I go grab it?”
Ryan shook his head. “No, go ahead. I’ll hang out here with Justan.”
She leaned up and kissed Ryan’s cheek. “I’ll be right back. Try to keep Justan from throwing himself on the stage.”
The kiss Ryan gave her in return was hot, wet, and right on her lips. “Moira would eat him alive right now. I’ll keep him out of trouble.”
Chatting with Krystal, Emma smiled as they made their way through the dungeon, pausing to talk to people. As Emma accepted hug after hug she realized how the people who worked here, even the customers were so much more than just a job. They were genuinely good people who were kind, generous, and in touch with their kinky side. She was glad they all had a safe place to go and indulge their desires.
“So you’re living with him now?” Krystal asked while adjusting her gold corset.
“Just temporarily.” Emma sat on one of the red velvet fainting couches on the other side of the lockers.
“Hmm. I’ll be surprised if he ever lets you move out. That boy is smitten with a capital S.”
After digging through her bag, Krystal pulled Emma’s familiar and somewhat-battered cell phone out. “Here you go.”
Emma stood and took it from the other woman, smiling when the phone turned on. “And it still has a charge. Awesome.”
Krystal left soon after, but Emma remained in the dressing room, going through two weeks’ worth of missed calls and texts. When she saw two calls from a good school district that she’d applied to teach at, a zing of excitement went through her. Sure enough, both calls were about coming in for a fourth and final round of interviews, and she leapt from the couch and did a little happy dance. After three years, it looked as if she might finally catch a break.
Happiness filled her heart and she couldn’t help but smile and quickly text her family to let them know she had her phone back and they could call her directly instead of going through Ryan.
A moment later her good mood fled and in its place a nightmare began.
It all started when she opened an innocent looking text with an attachment from “abbyjoe.”
Emma,
You must leave Ryan and never see him again. If you don’t, I will send out the videos below to your friends, your family, and put it up on the Internet. We both know what will happen to your clients’ lives if these videos go public. I’m watching you. I know your every move and thought, my lovely Emma. He doesn’t deserve you, and he can’t protect you from me. No one can. You belong to me and the sooner you realize that, the better. I don’t want to hurt you, but I will if you continue to let that man defile you with his touch.
 
No signature, but by this point Emma’d stumbled over to one of the chairs and had collapsed into it.
The file below was labeled ‘Best of Emma’ and when she touched her screen, her hand shook so much she had trouble swiping it at first.
It was a video, and in the moments it took to load Emma’s mind remained frozen, fear nothing but a roaring beast obliterating her ability to function. What she saw next had spots hovering around the edges of her vision as she struggled for a breath. No, no, this couldn’t be happening.
There, in what was obviously footage from the security camera, was Emma with around a dozen of her clients, indulging their kinky desires and playing with them. Disgust and shame filled her along with panic at the thought of her mother, her father — hell, everyone — seeing her doing these things. Private things. When the clip ended, it was with her fucking one of her male clients in the ass, a savage smile on her face as she commanded him to come for her. If anyone who knew this man saw the video, he would never live it down.
Ever.
When the video ended, Emma just sat there, her heart shattering into a million pieces. If it had just been a threat to expose her, she could have dealt with it, but her clients…she couldn’t let that happen to them. Their lives would be destroyed, and she knew that once something was on the Internet, there was no way to get it down. She was trapped, utterly and completely trapped by someone who seemed determined to tear her world apart.
A knock came from the door. “Emma? You in there?”
Her heart racing, she looked up at the video camera in the corner. He could be watching her right now. The thought made her skin crawl as Ryan called her name again.
A chime sounded from her phone letting her know she had a new text. All of Emma’s suspicions were confirmed by the message, and she had to choke back a cry.
You know what to do.
The door to the dressing room opened and a concerned Ryan came in with Justan at his back. One look at her face had him rushing over, but Emma jumped back with a scream. The hurt and confused look in his eyes destroyed her.
“Don’t touch me!”
His face and hand fell, making her already-bleeding heart ache. “Emma, what’s wrong?”
“I-I can’t see you anymore.”
Justan made a startled noise but she ignored him, trying her damndest to put on her cold bitch face. “This isn’t working out. I can’t be with you.”
“What? Why?” Panic etched his handsome face and she wanted to reach out to him so badly, but she couldn’t sacrifice the happiness of all those people for the relief of touching him.
Unable to think of a solid reason, she wimped out and went with, “You know why.”
He paled and sank to his knees. “Emma, it’s not what you think. I was just trying to help.”
She stared at him, battling back tears, trying to summon the strength to be cruel. “Fuck you.”
“Please, don’t be mad I gave your parents that money. It was nothing to me, but everything to them. Please don’t tell them it was me. Let them have this.”
Her knees went so weak she probably would have hit the ground if Justan hadn’t caught her. The words Ryan was saying just got caught up in the whirlwind of emotions slicing her soul to shreds. He gave her parents that money?
“Why did you do that?”
An agonized groan ripped from him before he said, “Because you love them. I’d do anything for you, Emma. Anything, and that includes taking care of the people you love. I’m sorry I lied to you, to them, but I swear I never meant to hurt you.”
It was all too much and she wanted to scream when her phone chimed again with an incoming text.
Get his hands off you.
Feeling as if she were going to throw up, she shoved Justan away. “Don’t touch me!”
With a confused frown, Justan held up his hands. “What the hell, Emma? Why are you doing this to him? Ryan loves you, so what if he’s a dumbass and went behind your back to do it? The point is he did that for you out of love and never wanted you to find out because he’s a good fuckin’ man like that. He didn’t want you to feel as if you owed him anything, he just wanted you to be happy.”
A distant part of Emma’s mind realized that she was now crying hysterically, but she didn’t care. The look of loss and profound hurt suffusing Ryan’s face hit her like physical blows. Agony tore through her as she stumbled to the door, only pausing long enough to say, “I never want to see you again, Ryan. Ever. We’re over.”
As she shoved her way through the door she tried to ignore Ryan screaming her name as she fled from the only man she’d ever loved, dying a little bit inside with every step.
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Out Now-Still(Long Slow Tease, #1) 
FemDom Military Romance
 
Prologue
 
 
Present Day
 
Michelle Sapphire closed her eyes and counted to ten, straining with every ounce of her formidable self-control not to launch herself at the asshole secured in the restraint chair in front of her.
Grinning at her.
“Yes, Officer, I know this man.”
Oh, she knew this man all right. Wyatt Maverick Callahan. Also known as Marine Gunnery Sergeant Callahan, “Gunny” to the men and women in his unit, and darling boy to his doting mother. A decorated war hero with six tours of the Middle East under his belt. During the last tour, he'd been part of the security detachment assigned to her regiment. She'd been sitting next to him in the M-ATV when the mortar ripped through his troop transport and inflicted the wound that sent him home, essentially ending his military career and winning him another Purple Heart.
Now, here he sat wearing a vintage Pink Floyd tee shirt probably older than he was, faded, grass-stained blue jeans that fit like they'd been painted on, and scuffed boots desperately in need of a polish. He had a good two to three days growth of beard that accentuated his knife-sharp cheekbones. And he still, somehow, managed to look hotter than fucking sin.
“Ms. Sapphire,” the older policeman standing next to Callahan started to say before Wyatt lunged forward as much as he could while strapped down to the chair.
“That’s Doctor Sapphire to you,” Callahan snarled and Michelle’s right fist ached with the need to beat his ass.
Ignoring the female officer trying to block her, Michelle got right up in Callahan's face, nose to nose. She didn’t care if she was in her Hello Kitty pajama pants and a faded pink tank top, or that her hair was hanging loose around her shoulders in a blonde frizz. This motherfucker's phone call woke her up to come bail his sorry, drunk ass out of some tworoom jail south of Austin after she'd worked a twelve-hour night shift at the clinic. And she hadn’t had any coffee before leaving the house.
He was a dead man.
“Hi, Callahan,” she said in a sugary sweet voice.
Up this close she could see the flecks of green and gold in his now bloodshot hazel eyes. He had long, thick dark lashes, the kind women would kill for, and a full, sensual mouth. His dark hair was longer than she’d ever seen it, but then again they’d both gotten out of the military about a year ago. Sorrow flashed through his gaze and, for a split second, she got a glimpse of the suffering man behind the wise-ass persona.
He smiled that panty-dropping smile that had every female within a fifty foot radius fluttering their lashes. “Hi, Doc. You said, if I ever needed you, I could call you.”
“I did.” Nailing him with her gaze, she enjoyed how he fidgeted. “Well let me inform you of something, Callahan. Right now, I really regret saying that if your idea of help is me bailing you out of the drunk tank.”
Wyatt glared at her, his perfect upper lip curling in a manner that made her want to bite it. Sweet Mary, mother of God, put her in his presence for more than five minutes and her whole body ached for his touch. She’d hoped that their time apart would have lessened the impact his presence had on her but, if anything, it had grown stronger. Electricity, sharp and biting, arched between their bodies as their gazes locked. He was so very, very angry beneath all that sorrow, a storm of emotion battering him from the inside out.
He needed her.
“Ma’am.” One of the deputies touched her shoulder.
Not breaking eye contact with Callahan, she said, “It's all right, officer. I’ve got this. Callahan isn’t going to do anything to piss me off any more than I already am because he knows that he doesn’t want to see me really angry. Right, Callahan?”
His lips twitched the slightest bit and his angry gaze softened into that familiar devilish gleam. “Ma'am, yes, Ma’am.” Michelle was sure if he'd been able to stand up, he would have saluted just to be a smart ass. The all too pleasant image of Callahan doing mountain climbers while nude flashed through her mind. Forcing her libido to calm down, she made herself focus on this moment, on him, and gave him one hundred percent of her attention. Because, God knows, Callahan could be a right stubborn bastard when he was in the mood.
She leaned forward the slightest bit, the scent of the crushed grass on his jeans mixing with his alcohol-saturated sweat. “Now, you will behave. You will do everything they ask in a polite and respectful manner. You will not disgrace me by acting like a fool in public. Do you understand?”
The rest of the anger slowly drained from his gaze and something deep inside her tightened when he was the first to look away, to acknowledge her dominance. That gesture was as old as time and always implied the same thing, submission. When he met her gaze again, he'd rebuilt some of his mental walls, but she'd already seen what she needed.
She knew what was inside his heart.
He swallowed hard. “Roger that, ma'am.”
She gave him the smile that he’d always seen right before she laid the smack-down on him. His pupils constricted and his muscles tightened, an unconscious reaction to her emotions. She longed to soothe him, to tell him everything would be okay, but that only worked in fairy tales. In the real world, she had to take charge and make things right.
Fortunately, she rather enjoyed being a cold bitch in the right situations.
“Now then, can you please tell me the nature of his charges?”
The older officer motioned her away from Callahan to speak to her privately. Behind her she heard the officers talking to Wyatt, and he was as well-behaved as could be. While she still didn’t know what she was going to do with him, she did know she would do everything she could to get him out of jail and someplace to heal. Preferably at her home.
“Well, Dr. Sapphire, we got a complaint about a drunk and disorderly, but it wasn’t what we were used to.”
“What do you mean?”
He leaned closer, near enough so she could smell the faint scents of coffee on his breath and the dry cleaning solution clinging to his uniform. “He was in a local cemetery. Scared the crap out of the caretaker. The old man was doing his last rounds through the property, getting ready to lock the gates, when he saw Wyatt sitting on a grave with a nearly empty bottle of whiskey.”
He had her undivided attention now. “Was it Mt. Zion?”
“Yeah. I-uh I guess you know whose grave it was.”
She knew, but she needed confirmation. “Aaron Winters?”
“Yeah.”
She closed her eyes and took in a deep breath, torn between the need to choke Callahan for being so reckless or hold him. “Was he armed?”
“Yes ma’am, but only with a big Damascus knife he uses for whittling.” He looked uncomfortable and his mustache twitched. “See, Callahan's a local boy. His dad used to be a detective next county over before he retired and opened his carpentry business. We know Wyatt, and we know his family.”
Empathy filled her but she kept her expression carefully neutral. “Why did he call me instead of his family?”
Now his cheeks turned a deep red that made his blonde mustache stand out in an almost comical manner. “Well…I’m married to his sister and if I called their parents about him being drunk I’d be spending the next two months sleeping on the couch. Besides, nothing we’ve done seems to help and we’ve tried everything we can think of to get through to him.” He pursed his lips, his mustache pushing forward like a walrus looking for a kiss. “See, he’s talked about you before, usually when he’s drunk.”
She arched her brow.
“Nothin’ bad, just how much he admires you and I figured you bein’ a doctor and all, well maybe you can reach him.”
She blew out a harsh breath. “Are you going to release him to my custody?”
“If you feel comfortable taking him. He really isn’t that drunk.” The officer leaned forward and lowered his voice. “Between you and me he’s lucky if he gets four hours of sleep a night. The man is exhausted, but he can’t outrun his nightmares.”
A headache began to form behind her eyes as her heart ached for Callahan. “Okay, I’ll take him, but, Officer,” she looked down at his badge. “Phelps, since you're family, you should know, I’ve got a couple of conditions of my own.”
He gave her a solemn nod. “Call me Gary.”
“Gary,” she said with the sweet smile that had always made her troops flinch, “I'm going to want Callahan to sign a contract to stay with me for a month. Think of it as a personal rehab.”
“Uh, Doc, I don’t think I can do that. It’s not legal.”
“I’m not asking you to force him and I won’t approach him with it until he’s sobered up. If he doesn’t sign I take him home for one night to sleep it off, then he goes on his merry way. If he does sign…” she smiled in a way that made Officer Phelps swallow hard, “I guarantee in one month’s time you will have a changed man. But I’ll need you to keep the rest of his family away. He needs to decide for himself that he wants to live, not for his mother, not for his sister, but for himself.”
Tilting his head to the side, Officer Phelps studied her. “You were a Marine, too, weren’t you?”
“No, I was a Navy doc. We were the ones who got to patch the Marines up.”
They were interrupted by the female officer escorting Callahan. As Michelle looked closer at him she saw the telltale physical signs of exhaustion. He looked much older than his thirty-six years, and there was a darkness in his gaze, something worn and guarded that hadn’t been there before. She remembered him as being brash, larger than life, her rock, someone she could always rely on. Now, he just seemed so…lost.
“Ready, Callahan?”
“Sure thing, Doc.”
After his cuffs were removed she motioned to him, “Let’s go.”
He looked at his brother-in-law and rubbed his face. “Man, I’m really sorry.”
Phelps shook his head. “Wyatt, just get some help.”
Callahan glanced over at Michelle. “I’m trying to.”
She turned away and started walking, swinging her keys, leaving Callahan the choice to follow. Or not. Letting him see her empathy and compassion for him would not be helpful at this point. During the majority of their time together, she’d outranked him and that feeling carried over now as he walked escort behind her down the hallway. A flashback of him shadowing her in Afghanistan, always watching her back, made her dizzy for a moment.
They left the brightly lit hallway of the small police station and she continued on to her car, not saying a word to him. It scared her to the bone to think about him sitting at Winters’ grave, drunk, carrying a knife while mourning the best friend who'd lost his battle with PTSD and killed himself six months ago.
Clicking the alarm on her keychain, the Corvette chirped to life. One of the many nice things about living in a snowless part of the state was that she could drive around with the top down on her car pretty much any time of the year. Right now she needed the wind in her face to help clear her head.
Callahan made a low whistle and circled around the back of the car. “Nice ride, Doc.”
She traced her finger along the curve of the driver's side front quarter-panel, the deep sapphire blue custom paint glimmering faintly in the parking lot lights. “You puke on her, you even sweat on her and I will hang you from my rafters and beat you like a piñata.”
He laughed and slid into the passenger side with a sigh. “Just take me back to my place and I’ll be out of your hair.”
She entered the car and adjusted her mirror as she turned the key. The deep, throaty purr of the big engine always made her happy. “No can do. They released you to my custody for the night. You are staying at my place in Austin.”
He tensed and turned to look at her. “Doc, take me home.”
Ignoring him, she turned out onto the main road leading to the highway. The scent of the desert whipped through the car and she took a deep breath, purging her lungs. Next to her Callahan leaned his head back with his eyes closed, but every muscle on his body stood out in sharp relief. He was so wound up he looked in danger of snapping.
She turned on her stereo and pressed the button to play her Enigma CD. The smooth, almost luscious beats soon blended with the wind. The combination of the music and the soft desert air began to relax them both. Callahan took a deep breath and let it out, his body almost deflating. She wondered what had set him off tonight. Flashback? Panic attack? Whatever it was, she would find out later, but right now Callahan needed to sleep.
They pulled out onto I-35 N and began the drive that would take them north of Austin, then west to her ranch. After retiring from the Navy she wanted to go someplace warm, someplace where she didn’t have to deal with six months of winters so cold it felt like hell had really frozen over, and snow deep enough to bury a one-story house. She’d had enough of that growing up near Chicago.
Callahan kept looking at her, stealing glances out of the corner of his eye. He would look like he was about to say something, then reconsider. For now, she had to try to distract herself, to keep her desire to own him under control. God, how he’d haunted her thoughts over the last year. She was honest enough with herself to admit that Callahan living near Austin had led to her taking a job at the charity sponsored hospital. The work gave her a sense of purpose and she loved Austin.
Keeping her eyes on the road and off of Wyatt was much more difficult than she’d anticipated. Even in his sorry, worn down, and altogether sad state he still made her pulse race. She had to get her hormones under control and get her mind off what his ass would look like after she’d given him a couple dozen good spankings. Despite her resolve, her mind lingered on how she imagined his butt would flex beneath her blows, all rock solid and masculine. Biting into his ass would be like biting into a crisp apple with the slight crunch of his skin breaking beneath her teeth. Callahan shifted next to her and her gaze was drawn away from the road and down to his long, strong legs encased in velvety soft, worn jeans.
Good lord, this man was going to drive her insane.
She wanted to laugh, but she needed to be in the right headspace for the big ass headache in front of her. With Callahan that meant not letting him get away with anything. He was the kind of guy that if a woman gave an inch, he'd have her under him, give her a series of life-altering orgasms, and all while whispering the things women wanted to hear from their men. Then he’d leave her smiling and barely able to walk the next morning, with a vague promise to call her sometime, leaving her craving his touch for the rest of her life.
Callahan turned down the radio. “What are you thinking about?”
Could he somehow sense that she’d been having wicked thoughts about him? “I was thinking that if you keep pushing your luck I’ll chain you to the foot of my bed and make you sleep on the floor with only a pillow and a blanket for company as punishment.”
“That doesn’t really sound like too terrible of a punishment.”
She knew that his response to her answer would tell her everything she needed to know. “Oh, yes, it is. You will be allowed to look at my body but not touch. You will be allowed to attend to me, see to my comforts, and make me feel good…but that’s it. And only I will decide when, or even if you’ve earned the right to kiss me, to bend to my will, to make me come.”
His stunned expression sent a bolt of satisfaction through her and confirmed she was on the right track. Half of her hoped he would push it, while the other half was telling her she was treading dangerous waters.
What she knew about Callahan personally was gleaned from observation. She didn’t know shit about Callahan sexually. On very rare occasions, their interactions had tread dangerously close to flirtation. But neither of them was willing to break the strict military code outlining permissible and non-permissible conduct between male and female military personnel, especially between commissioned and noncommissioned officers. And even the idea of sexual relations between superior officers and their subordinates? Um, no. They had risked one kiss since they both got out, but that had been…different.
“Doc, can I ask you something?”
“Go ahead.”
“Why are you taking me to your house?”
“Because you need to get away from the bullshit excuses you’ve surrounded yourself with and pull your head out of your ass.” He started to talk and she held up her hand. “I just picked you up from jail at three in the morning drunk off your ass, Wyatt. Think about it.” She didn’t mention the fact that he’d been playing with a knife in a graveyard. He wasn’t ready for that type of confrontation, yet.
He didn’t answer, just turned to look out the window and eventually his head rested against the seat, his eyes half closed. Slowly, he stretched his legs out and laced his hands over his stomach as he looked out the window with barely open eyes. Michelle felt a sense of relief as his eyes closed and his even breathing indicated he finally slept.
 
 



Out Now from Fated Desires Publishing
From Ann Mayburn’s Submissive’s Wish series:
 
Ivan’s Captive Submissive
Male Dom BDSM Romance
 
 
 
Chapter One
 
 
Gia Lopez stood in a staging area for the submissive auction with a line of women covered in sheer black robes. Her long, light brown hair was twisted back into an intricate braid that was a work of art, but she desperately wished she’d gotten plastic surgery to take care of her big nose before agreeing to this. The other women scheduled to be sold off with her were beautiful, each perfect and lovely in their own way.
She felt like a sparrow surrounded by peacocks.
While Gia possessed enough self-worth to admit she was cute with her dimples and big brown eyes, she’d never be breathtaking like the auburn haired sex-bomb submissive next to her. Gia had a slender figure from her daily jogging, but with her small breasts she felt like a boy when compared with the curvy submissive.
Why couldn’t Gia have gone after someone who wasn’t a pinup girl?
Mistress Alice, a tall, blonde Domme, walked down the line of submissives. They were gathered in what looked like parlor with all the furniture moved out. Elegant watercolors still graced the walls and a tasteful chandelier bathed the room in a low, golden light. The door to the room where the auction would take place was currently closed, but from her orientation earlier, Gia knew that on the other side there was a curtained area to hide them from the audience. Then, the scariest of all, a stage where she would be sold to the highest bidder.
Mistress Alice paused now and again to point out something she wanted changed with a submissive’s hair or makeup and took a moment to speak with each woman. Up at the front of the line, a few men in brown leather loincloths presented a nice visual treat as they were oiled up by a trio of giggling submissives.
Mistress Alice stopped before Gia and slowly inspected her from head to toe. When she spotted the gold barbells piercing Gia’s nipples through the sheer cloth of the gown, she smiled. “Lovely touch against your nicely tanned skin. The gold works much better than silver.”
“Thank you, Mistress Alice.” Gia curtsied as she’d been trained and Mistress Alice’s gaze warmed.
The Domme tilted her head and studied Gia’s face. “You’re Mistress Viola and Master Mark’s girl from South Carolina, Gia.”
“Yes, Ma’am. Mistress Viola and Master Mark were my trainers.”
“Lovely couple. I met them once at a Domme convention in Las Vegas. They told me to keep an eye on you, that you have quite a temper and are very high spirited.”
Gia flushed and dropped her gaze. “I’m working on that, Mistress Alice.”
“Well don’t work on it too hard.” She leaned closer and whispered, “Some of us like a subs with fire in their veins. We like the challenge and the constant battle for your submission.”
Gia started as the other woman gently bit her earlobe before leaning back. “Am I understood?”
A soft rush of desire went through Gia and she licked her lower lip. “Yes, Mistress.”
The desire unfurled gently in her belly as she relived her training and how she owed her trainers a debt she could never repay. It had been a unique experience to work with Mistress Viola and Master Mark. Together they’d helped her start her transformation into the kind of submissive she yearned to be. They’d also given her glorious orgasms that swept the world away and left her existing as a being of pure pleasure. Not only did they train her physically, they helped her learn how to love herself just the way she was.
Mistress Viola was a plump, curvy, delicious armful of woman. By today’s standards she was considered overweight, but back in the 1950’s she would have been the ultimate in female beauty. Gia had yet to see a man who didn’t gravitate to Mistress Viola in a room, no matter how many other women were there. The fact that her husband, the more traditionally handsome Master Mark, loved her beyond reason helped more than anything else to make Gia believe that maybe there was a man out there that could love her just as she was and give her the confidence to become the woman she wanted to be.
Beautiful, elegant, and loved.
Well, she wasn’t loved yet, but she would be. She had faith her Master was out there, looking for her. The thought of him being here tonight, maybe waiting for her in the audience, sent an ache of longing through her. The practical part of her mind scoffed at the idea of soul mates and fate, but the romantic side of her nature insisted anything was possible.
A petite mahogany-skinned woman who reminded Gia of a pixie came up to Mistress Alice and knelt at her feet. “Mistress, Master Martin wishes me to inform you we have fifteen minutes until we begin.”
Mistress Alice nodded. “Thank you, Tilly.” She smiled at Gia, “Have fun, sweet girl. Whoever gets you is going to have their hands full.”
“Thank you, Mistress.” Gia bent into a graceful curtsey.
The pair went farther down the line and Gia tried to slow her breathing. The redhead in front of Gia turned around and gave her a warm and dazzling smile. “First time?”
“Yes. Is it painfully obvious?”
“Yep. First timers are pretty easy to spot. You’re the only ones who aren’t excited. My name is Iris.”
“Gia. Nice to meet you.” Gia smiled and smoothed her hands against the sheer robe. “I take it by your lack of panic attacks you’ve done this before?”
“Oh, yes. This is my third time.” Iris gave a dreamy smile. “After the first auction, I was bought by a lovely Dominant couple. At the second auction, I met my husband, who is also my Master.”
Gia tilted her head in confusion. As far as she knew, this auction was for single, uncollared submissives. “If you have a Master, why are you doing this again?”
The woman laughed and fingered her collar. “Because he wants to win me all over again.”
Gia couldn’t help a small stab of envy. “That's very romantic.”
A chime sounded three times, silencing all conversation. All of the submissives turned towards the sound, and the redhead leaned over to whisper into Gia’s ear, “Don’t freak out. Whoever you end up with is going to be one of the best Masters in the world. If you click, great. If you don’t, then you will, at the very least, come away from the experience as a better submissive. Besides, all of the Masters have your fantasies available to them, and only a Master or Mistress interested in fulfilling your fantasies will bid on you.”
Gia laced her fingers together, trying to keep her anxiety at bay. She didn’t want to start shaking like a scared puppy. “That’s what worries me.” She lowered her voice and leaned closer to Iris. “I shared a bottle of wine, or two, with my girlfriend before I filled my form out, and I’m afraid the fantasies I submitted are a little more…frank. Let’s just say I was super honest about what my deepest, darkest desires are. Like, embarrassingly honest. When I read what I had already submitted the next morning, I couldn’t look myself in the mirror for the rest of the day without feeling like a pervert.”
Iris giggled. “Oh, that does sound interesting. Care to share what one of those fantasies were?”
A stern man’s voice range out over the crowd. “Ladies, eyes on me.”
They turned and Gia recognized Master Martin, the man who ran the Submissive’s Wish Charity Auction and owner of this elegant mansion. Tonight, the distinguished man wore a dashing black tux with an expertly tied red and black bowtie that nicely set off his greying hair. His presence filled the room and all conversation stopped.
Raising his arms, he smiled. “Welcome to the twenty eighth annual Submissive’s Wish Charity Auction. Some of your faces are well known to me as members, and others are delightful new additions to our evening. Whether new or old, I encourage all of you to make the most of the opportunities presented to you tonight. Allow yourselves to embrace your submission and give yourselves the freedom to enjoy the fantasies your Masters or Mistresses create for you without useless shame or misplaced guilt. For the next week, you will be at your Masters’ or Mistresses’ beck and call. You will find yourself challenged, pushed beyond what you thought you could endure but, in the end, it will all be worth it.”
A nervous giggle came from a few of the submissives and Master Martin smiled, then his expression turned serious again. “Let me take this opportunity to emphasize once again that your happiness is the most important part of this auction. If you are purchased by someone that you do not wish to have sexual relations with you are by no means obligated to do so. The only thing the Master or Mistress that win’s you gets is your company. It is up to them to try to seduce you and make you fall under their wicked spell.”
Barely stifling a wistful sigh, Gia wondered if she was really ready for this. Yes, she’d submitted to Mistress Viola and Master Mark while training, but she’d never managed to achieve subspace. After listening enviously to the way the other submissives talked about it, she really wanted to experience it but, truthfully, didn’t know if she could. She’d tried with a couple of local Doms that she was friendly with back home in Myrtle Beach. While the sex had been great, she’d never even gotten close to achieving that floaty, orgasmic feeling the other submissives described. It made her feel like a failure as a submissive that she couldn’t get into the right headspace for her Dominants.
Hell, if whoever won her here couldn’t top her, maybe she should consider becoming a Domme.
Master Martin’s deep voice interrupted her dark thoughts. “You will soon be blindfolded and ear buds will be put into your ears so you cannot hear. We want you to focus on yourself, on your goals, on what you hope to gain from this experience. Not on what is happening around you.”
Gia shifted nervously and the air around her became charged and crackled with tense energy.
“Don’t worry about how you’ll walk or move around while blindfolded. You will each be escorted onto stage by an experienced submissive.” He looked up and down the line. “Any questions? No? Such a quiet and trusting group of submissives we have here tonight.”
Everyone chuckled, then a curvaceous dark skinned Dominatrix towards the back of the line raised her hand. “Master Martin?”
Master Martin smiled. “Our lovely Mistress Vivienne. What is your question?”
Mistress Vivienne smiled. “This girl,” she pointed to the petite woman with a riot cute dark curls in front of her, “is worried she may end up with some serial killer.”
The submissive flushed beet red and seemed to sink in on herself. Gia felt sorry for her, but she’d been wondering about that as well. Of course, this auction had been running for twenty-eight years without incident, and everyone had been highly screened, but all it took was one bad apple to end her life. Great. Now she was nervous and scared. It seemed like her brain would never turn all the way off and let her relax.
She liked being in control of her life, leaving nothing to chance or fate, but being constantly on her guard was mentally and emotionally draining. She hated not having control over what was happening to her, which was probably why she had such a hard time submitting. It took trust in the unknown to let someone truly inside your mind and heart during a scene and to totally let go. So far, no one had managed to breech the walls around her soul. That was fine, she was in no hurry to get serious…though it would be nice to have someone to cuddle with at night and wake up to in the morning. Someone to share holidays with and someone who would not only satisfy her physically, but also intellectually. She thought about being in some faceless man’s arms as they watched the sunrise over the Atlantic ocean together and let out a sigh.
Master Martin cleared his throat and her attention returned to him. “As we have a larger than usual number of visiting submissives for this auction, I will reiterate what our members already know. There is not a single Master or Mistress out in the audience tonight I wouldn’t trust my own submissive with….though I doubt any of them could actually handle Mrs. Martin.” He waited for the polite laughter to die down before continuing. “Every single one of our bidders has gone through extensive background checks and have been members in high standing of their local clubs for a minimum of five years. While nothing in life is ever guaranteed, I take the safety of every man and woman here very seriously. Does that answer your question, darling girl?”
The blushing woman dipped into an elegant curtsey and said in a lightly accented voice, “Yes, Sir. Thank you, Master Martin.”
“You are most welcome. Anymore questions?”
“Sir?” A willowy woman with short blonde hair held her hand up.
“Yes.”
“Will I have access to my luggage at all times? I’m a diabetic and will need to be able to get to my medication.”
“Of course. The suitcase we asked you to bring has all of your important identification, including your passports, and medication inside along with a change of clothes. We’ve also included two thousand dollars, cash. If you feel uncomfortable and you’d like to leave you can do so without having to rely on anyone to help you.” An uneasy murmur went through the submissives and he gave them a bemused smile. “We haven’t had a single submissive leave before their time was up, but we like to make sure that you feel as comfortable as possible.”
“Any other last minute questions?”
Silence blanketed the room and Gia laced her fingers together again. Her background check had taken six months. By the time it was done, they knew everything about her—from who her best friend had been in elementary school to her preferences in food. She hoped the Dominants had to go through background checks as thorough. This whole experience was so outside her comfort zone that it was quickly turning into something surreal, like a confusing dream where the scenes changed too quickly to really get a grasp on what was happening.
If it wasn’t for the fact the money raised from her auction would go directly to her charity of choice, she’d be tempted to pretend to be sick and run as far and as fast as she could. Then she’d probably spend the rest of her life kicking herself in the ass for missing the opportunity to serve a true Master, however temporarily. No, she wasn’t going to chicken out. She wasn’t quitter and she certainly wasn’t going to let her fear rule her now. Though the thought of hiding in a bathroom with a fifth of tequila to gain some liquid courage seemed like a great idea.
She was such a basket case.
When no one spoke up, Mr. Martin gestured toward the back of the room. “Let me introduce you to the men and women who will help you navigate the stage.”
Laughter rang from the doorway at the back of the room, and a steady stream of elegantly dressed men and women came to stand before them. A lovely Latina wearing a golden cat mask that matched her elaborate gown stopped before Gia with a friendly smile. Taking a closer look at the gown, Gia was pretty sure she’d seen it on the cover of this month’s edition of Vogue. A diamond collar with a small gold owner’s medallion glittered around her slender neck.
“Good evening. My name is Harper and I’ll be taking care of you, Gia.”
Giving the other woman a tentative smile, Gia almost held out her hand in the traditional ‘nice to meet you’ handshake but remembered where she was and who she was with. While shaking hands might be the proper thing to do in the outside world, the BDSM community had its own rules on what was proper. In this case, she didn’t know if Harper was allowed to touch another submissive without her Master’s permission. Gathering herself, she smiled back.
“Thank you. If I throw up on you or pass out, I apologize in advance.” Gia flushed in embarrassment at how uncouth she sounded compared to this elegant and sophisticated woman.
Harper giggled and pulled a black blindfold out of her elbow length white silk gloves. “I’ll make sure to aim you in the other direction at all times. Now take a deep breath before you pass out.” Gia did as she was told and took another, which seemed to help clear her head.
The tall female submissive attending the redhead next to Gia smiled at Harper. “Did you hear? The European delegation is in the audience tonight. Yummy.”
Gia blinked. “The Europeans?”
Lifting the blindfold, Harper smiled. “Bend down a bit so I can tie this.”
The cool cloth slipped loosely over her eyes and the other woman said, “The Europeans are here as part of a…well kind of like a cultural exchange program. They send their top Dommes and Masters over here for training and we send our best Dommes and Masters over there for the same thing. I’ve heard they’re strict, but amazing.”
“And they are soooo hot,” Iris said with a purr. “I love my Master more than anything in the world, but if I was single I’d be begging any one of them to take me like the willing slut that I am.”
All three women laughed, then hushed when Master Martin looked their way a raised brow.
Harper adjusted the blindfold until Gia couldn’t see anything and said in a softer voice, “Okay, the ear buds are going back in. I can tell you from experience, once they’re on, you won’t be able to hear anything. I’m going to hold your hand the whole time so, if you start to get a little anxious, just give me a squeeze. Got it?”
“Yes, ma’am, I mean Harper.”
The beautiful woman’s laughter was the last thing Gia heard before Harper placed some ear buds in her hand and Gia put them in her ears. A gentle, classical piece of music played from the tiny speakers, but the soothing melody did nothing to calm her nerves. Feeling suddenly very alone and vulnerable, a wave of distress tightened her muscles and she reached out. Almost instantly, Harper’s hand grasped hers, the smooth satin of Harper’s glove giving Gia something to focus on. No wonder men liked the feeling of a woman wearing gloves. It somehow accentuated how much smaller a woman was, how finely formed.
Harper squeezed her hand twice and began to lead Gia forward then stopped again. With the ear buds in place, Gia couldn’t have a conversation with the other woman and was left with her own thoughts. Once again, they moved forward, and then stopped. By Gia’s estimate, each time they paused they waited a good five to ten minutes. She should be using this time to think, to compose herself so she presented the best image possible. After all, she only had one chance to make a positive first impression on some of the best Dominants in the world. Unfortunately, her mind refused to stay on one topic for more than a few seconds.
Her thoughts were chaotic, jumping from concern about her appearance to wondering if she needed a breath mint. A fine tremor went through her hands and she worried that she’d be shaking like a frightened animal on the stage. Mixed in with that was the reoccurring fear that she’d sweat through her deodorant before they made it through the door and that she had some toilet paper stuck to her sheer robe. Opening herself to the potential, very public rejection of nobody bidding on her was so far out of her comfort zone that she didn’t know how to cope with her rising panic. This was like stage fright times a million.
Someone removed one of the ear buds and Harper whispered, “We’re going up on the stage now to wait. You look beautiful, and I have no doubt there will be a bidding war for you.” She put the ear bud back in and Gia was left alone with her spazztic thoughts and the mellow strains of a violin concerto.
Harper gave Gia’s hand a tight squeeze and led her slowly up a ramp. The carpet beneath her feet changed to a smooth, cool surface and she realized she was now on the stage. At least her big feet looked cute. As part of her welcome package to the auction she had a full spa treatment consisting of dozens of feminine indulgences she’d never experienced before, including a pedicure that left her with pretty rose pink toenails, and baby soft feet. Spending that kind of money on pampering herself wasn’t in her Ramen noodle budget so she’d enjoyed the experience immensely. Every hair-free inch of her body below the neck had been polished until it gleamed like bronze.
She almost licked her lips, then remembered the Domme who had expertly done her makeup had threatened to flog her if she messed up her glossy pale red lipstick. Gia was to be perfect, and that meant controlling herself for the pleasure of the crowd as she stood on stage at the auction. Right now though, she was about to pass out from fear despite Harper’s sure grip. They stood still, and the occasional brush of air from someone passing would tingle over Gia’s overly sensitive skin. With her sight and hearing taken away she became hyper aware of any stimulation around her.
The idea of doing the charity submissive auction had seemed like a dream come true at first. Gia had a low paying job as an architect with long hours and asshole clients. In this economy, she was lucky to have gained legitimate employment with health benefits anywhere after she graduated. True, her work only paid her enough to give her a roof over her head and other basic necessities, but she knew if she busted her ass, she could and would rise through the corporate ranks. Unfortunately, all that work resulted in a miserable lack of a social life and an even more abysmal love life. Yes, she played at her local club, but it was more physical than emotional. She always left feeling that there had to be more to BDSM than what she’d experienced.
When the Submissive’s Wish Charity Auction came up, she’d jumped at the chance. If a Dominant bought her, the money would go to the charity of Gia’s choice, and she would get ten percent of whatever was bid. Gia planned on using the extra money she made to put a down payment on a house. She was tired of living in an apartment complex where people fought or partied at all hours of the night. The thought of being able to sleep without being awakened by the sound of techno or Fanny's screaming because she caught Joe cheating again was heaven.
She already knew where she wanted to buy some land with access to the ocean so she could build her dream home someday. The money from the auction could make that happen years ahead of schedule. First, she had to appeal to someone enough to be bid on. When she’d first applied for the Submissive’s Wish Charity Auction they told her some of the submissives offered never got bid on, and she shouldn’t take it personally if it happened to her. She couldn’t imagine how humiliating that would be and prayed someone would find her lean frame, bubble butt and exotic looks appealing enough to make up for her lack of experience.
Gia stood with her back straight, her shoulders gracefully curved, and one leg slightly in front of the other, turning her body to a subtle angle. Mistress Viola had pointed out how it showed off Gia’s long legs and big, round ass. At the time, Gia wasn't sure if she was offended or flattered, but now she tried to accept her bubble butt as part of the way God made her.
Taking in a deep breath, she slowly let it out and tried to focus on the positive. She’d beaten incredible odds to make it this far, so there had to be something inside her the Auction Committee found appealing. Hell, she hoped she was attracted to whoever won her. She liked big, strong men and the sight of a pair of broad shoulders and narrow waist always made her heart beat harder. With her luck, she’d be bid on and won for ten bucks by a skinny guy with dandruff.
A soft, satin glove-covered hand touched Gia’s chin and brought her back to the present with a rush of nerves. Gia let out a soft moan. It must be her turn. The ear buds were removed, and a moment later, the blindfold was taken from her eyes.
Harper stood in front of her with a warm smile curving her full lips. She looked like a golden goddess while Gia felt like a walking plague victim.
God, please let at least one person bid on her.
Just one.
Leaning forward, Harper whispered, “Breathe.”
Gia sucked in a deep lungful of air and immediately felt better, less faint. Harper gave her a moment, then gracefully helped Gia walk to the center of the stage. They were in what had to be a ballroom, lit so she couldn’t see anything about the crowd. It was just she and Harper standing in a pool of warm light while an anonymous group of people inspected her from the shadows.
Harper held Gia’s hand out and cleared her throat. Flushing, Gia remembered to curtsey to the audience. A soft chuckle flowed through the crowd, and she blushed so hot even her ears burned. Obviously, they hadn’t missed her chagrined look.
A male voice filled the auditorium.
“Masters and Mistresses, may I present Gia. Joining us from South Carolina, she holds a master’s degree in architecture and is relatively new to the lifestyle. Her charity of choice is a no-kill animal shelter in Myrtle Beach where she has volunteered for the past three years. While she has been trained by the esteemed Mistress Viola and Master Mark on the basics of submission, she has much to learn. I’ve heard she’s a very eager student. We’ve also been warned she has a temper, so it will take a strong Master or Mistress to win her submission.”
The crowd laughed, and the murmurs through the audience grew louder. Gia flushed hot enough to melt the sun. She’d imagined she’d get up here, the guy would point out that she had nice legs in spite of her chunky butt and she liked to give blowjobs.
Oh shit, were they going to talk about the sexual fantasies she’d written down for them? She thought they were going to be in the program next to a picture of her or something, not actually talked about while she stood here. Anxiety tightened her muscles and she worried people in the audience could see her hands trembling.
God, they were going to think she was a weirdo, a pervert, a freak, all those things she secretly felt about herself. No, she wouldn’t give into those negative thoughts. Mistress Viola had spent a great deal of time talking with Gia about her sexual needs. The one thing Mistress emphasized above all else was that Gia should be honest with her partner and herself about what her needs were, and not be ashamed of her natural desires. The mature woman part of her mind agreed, while the prim and proper portion insisted she was a sexual deviant and needed therapy.
Sure enough, the next words that rolled out of the auctioneer’s mouth made her wince. “Gia is fond of forced seduction and abduction scenarios. She also enjoys relationships where the man is powerful, someone to be feared and respected, but gentle with her…to a point. She craves dominance and has yet to achieve subspace. Well, I’m sure we can help her learn how to fly.”
More audience laughter, along with a few catcalls. “Her trainers, Mistress Viola and Master Mark from the South Carolina club, The Iron Fist, have said she can be a bit of a brat and will need a firm hand. At her core, Gia is eager to please and wants to be found worthy of your attentions.”
Harper gave her fingers the barest squeeze and whispered, “Breathe.”
Gia sucked in an audible breath, and the audience chuckled. She imagined how they were talking about her, commenting on her bony knees, her giraffe neck, her tiny breasts. Here, under the bright lights, all of her insecurities threatened to rise to the surface and overwhelm her. A man to the left commented on her pierced nipples while a woman somewhere ahead of her made a nasty remark about Gia’s small tits.
This was the single most embarrassing, humiliating, terrible experience of her life. Tears threatened to fill her eyes and she blinked rapidly. No, she was not going to cry, at least, not right now. When no one bid on her, she could let her tears flow.
“This lovely submissive has agreed to one week serving the winning bidder. Masters and Mistresses, let us start the bidding at one hundred thousand dollars.”
Gia swallowed hard as the first bid came in. She had no idea how the auctioneer could see who was in the audience, but the bids kept climbing. When the staggering figure of close to four hundred thousand dollars was reached she openly gaped.
Two men were bidding. One was an American from one of the New England states by his cultured tone. The other had a rough, almost bestial voice with a sharp, growling tenor to it and an accent she couldn’t place. Her few remaining brain cells that weren’t freaking out, tried to focus on the spot the voices were coming from. She could barely see the outline of what might be people sitting in chairs.
The man with the rough, accented voice roared out, “Four hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars.”
Silence hung heavy in the air. Even the auctioneer seemed stunned. It took him a moment to respond before he coughed and said, “I have four hundred and twenty-five thousand US dollars. Going once...going twice…sold!”
Gia stood there in total shock. Four hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars! That was a life-changing amount of money for the rescue shelter. She spent one weekend a month volunteering, so she knew exactly how far they could stretch it—definitely a new building, maybe even enough to purchase the plot of land behind them and turn it into a dog run. They could even add a full-time vet on staff with that kind of money.
With a gentle tug, Harper brought Gia’s thoughts back to the present in a rush. Harper smiled at her and led her to the edge of the stage. Her time with the winning bidder began right now. For the amount he paid for her, Gia wanted to show him the time of his life, to somehow be worth all the money he’d spent. Hell, she didn’t care if he was eighty years old with liver spots on his balls, she would do her best to rock his world in thanks for his amazingly generous bid.
The spotlights turned away and she blinked rapidly, trying to adjust her eyesight. They took a few steps and were almost at the main floor when Harper paused. A moment passed, then a man said something in what she thought was Russian or some type of Slavic language. She looked to Harper, who gave her a slight shake of her head. Great. Harper didn’t understand what was going on either.
A second man approached and she could see him a bit better. His suit was tan and stood out in the dim lighting of the audience.
“Your new Master extends his greeting. He is pleased to have won your service. You will wait for him in one of the sitting rooms while he finishes his business here.”
Gia took a deep breath. Okay, she was really doing this. Soon she was going to make her first impression with a Master, not just any Master, her Master. She needed to do this right, but she really wished she could see what he looked like.
She held her hand out and the man in the tan suit moved forward. He helped her down from the stage and released her once she reached the bottom. He motioned to her, and she followed him out of the auditorium past men and women whose attention had returned to the stage where the next submissive was being brought out. They went down an elegantly appointed hallway done in red tones until he stopped before a door with the number seven on it. He opened the door and held it for her.
“Please wait inside. He will be with you soon.”
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