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To my husband, my Master, who at this very moment, is tied to my bed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 















 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 1
 

 
 

Natalie sat with her two best friends in the back seat of the taxi. She’d tuned out their mindless chit-chat blocks ago and now watched the bright streetlights whiz by. The pleasant, cool night air of late September teased her skin through the open windows.
 

As a copy editor, she’d been working twenty-four-seven with the magazine’s newest client, preparing an expansive layout feature for the next issue. A lot was riding on the spread. If successful, this project would be a huge stepping-stone in her career. Since Midge Patterson’s retirement three months prior, Natalie’d had her eye on the unfilled copy chief’s position and, come hell or high water, was determined to make it hers. She’d been biding her time and had proven herself more than capable in her four years with the highly successful magazine.
 

This was her first weekend off in six weeks and now, Natalie really needed to let loose. She intended to make the most of it. Having been cooped up in her office for so long, she’d almost forgotten there was a big old world outside the confines of those four, cell-block-grey walls. Truly, she would have liked nothing better than to be at home tonight, curled up in the corner of her cozy sofa, finishing off the romance novel she’d started more than a month ago. Or watching the M*A*S*H series she’d purchased on DVD three months ago, and had yet to open.
 

But, oh no, she’d allowed Megan and Dani to drag her out to God knows where, to do God knows what. She loved her two best friends with all her heart. The trio had known each other since first grade, and now, after her parents’ passing four years earlier, they were the only family Natalie had left. After twenty-three years, she trusted them with her life, although considering some of the messes they’d dragged her into, she wasn’t sure why.
 

Natalie was the sensible, levelheaded one in their trio. She’d had to study hard for good grades, worked several part-time jobs to put herself through college, and dedicated every spare moment to her career. Executive editor was definitely in her future.
 

Despite coming from old money, Megan was thrifty, organized and focused. She managed a trendy clothing store in a popular mall, primarily to feed her shopping addiction. As a clothes-horse, Megan couldn’t pass up the employee discount, even though she could afford to pay three times the price for the products. With a politician father, parties were the norm of her everyday life, and good times hummed in her blood. Megan was always ‘game on’ in the name and pursuit of ‘fun’.
 

Dani was a stereotypical blond, which would be fitting if she weren’t a brunette. She was fun-loving, naïve, and innocent to a fault. Her family didn’t have the money for Dani go to school, so she worked the day shift at her parents’ local coffee shop. She loved her job and her customers adored her.
 

With Megan’s lust for adventure and all things odd, and Dani’s natural instincts to follow Megan’s lead, it never failed the three would generally find themselves somewhere ‘weird’ and usually in trouble. And Natalie knew tonight would be no exception.
 

“Okay, Meg.” Natalie finally broke into their conversation. “Where are you taking me?”
 

Her friends giggled excitedly.
 

Dani reached over, grabbed her hand, and gently kissed the back of it. “Nat, you really need to take a load off. You’re going to get all wrinkly before you’re thirty if you don’t let go of all that stress.”
 

Megan was still giggling beside her. “Dani’s right, Nat. Now that the Marsden project is finished and on its way to print, it’s time you let those gorgeous curls down and cut loose! Hell, we haven’t spent any time with you since you were assigned that account. So tonight, you are ours.”
 

“Well, for a little while anyway.” Dani wagged her brows.
 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Natalie asked nervously, glancing from one to the other. “Oh God, what are the two of you dragging me into?”
 

Neither one answered.
 

Megan and Dani resumed their chatter and Natalie once again tuned them out, wishing she were sitting in her apartment, enjoying complete silence and working her way through a bottle of red wine.
 

*
 

 
 

From the window he watched the growing crowd below.
 

Initially he’d opened the club as a lark, just to stir up shit at City Hall. He honestly never thought he’d be issued a permit to open a BDSM club within the stuffy city limits. Once he had the permit in his hands, he’d worked day and night, opening Le Club d’Esclavage within four weeks, nearly a month ahead of schedule.
 

As he remembered the uproar the grand opening had caused, he didn’t try to stop his lips from curling in amusement, especially since, as the owner, he had no desire to be in the public eye. His best friend Troy, a well-established and experienced Dom, had the ability to manipulate the media and maintain the position as front man of the operation.
 

Its appeal lay in being ‘new,’ so he’d expected the club to do well in the beginning, as an attraction for the curious, of course. However, he had no idea it would still be considered the place to be a year later. He felt bad for the owners of the three mainstream nightclubs who had closed their doors due to the lack of patronage. Every week his clientele increased to the point they had to start taking reservations for the private playrooms on the second floor.
 

The club generated more money than he’d ever imagined, however, he had no need for it. Once the employees’ wages and the day-to-day operating expenses were paid, whatever was left went to local charities. Anonymously.
 

*
 

 
 

“We’re here!” Megan and Dani squealed in unison.
 

Natalie, who hadn’t been paying attention, looked out the window at a lengthy queue. Climbing out of the taxi she glanced up at the neon sign and gasped.
 

“Oh…my…God,” she finally said. “We are not going in there.” She stood shaking her head, gaping at her two friends giggling beside her.
 

“Damn straight,” Megan replied as they each linked their arms with Natalie’s and headed for the front door, bypassing those waiting in line.
 

*
 

 
 

He tipped his bottle, taking the last pull off his beer as a yellow taxi stopped out front. Swallowing the pilsner, he watched the back door open. He recognized Dani Miller as she emerged from the passenger side accompanied by Megan Washington.
 

His heart rate quickened and his cock stirred restlessly inside his Dockers. Could it be? he wondered. No, that would be too good to be true. Although it would appear he had horseshoes up his ass when it came to success, even he couldn’t possibly be this fucking lucky.
 

Holding his breath, he watched as one leg emerged from the passenger’s side, and then a second. The creamy skin of her bare thighs, a tan suede mini-skirt, and then strawberry blond curls pulled back in a hair clip. He watched her stand and gawk open mouthed at the neon sign over the door. The look of stunned surprise on her pretty face made his balls pull up tight against his body.
 

“My God, she’s here. She’s really here,” he said to the empty room. His grin of ardor broadened as he watched her two friends link arms with her, leading her through the front door, right into his domain.
 

Adjusting the thickening flesh between his legs, he smiled broadly in anticipation.
 

*
 

 
 

“Hi, Mikey,” Dani tipped her head coyly, greeting the man at the door.
 

“Good evening, ladies. Welcome to Le Club d’Esclavage,” he greeted the threesome and winked at Dani.
 

Natalie spun her head around to look at a moony-eyed Dani and stifled another gasp. “Dani, have you...”
 

“Maybe once or twice,” Dani snickered. “Now, come on, let’s get in there.”
 

Dani pulled them through the door Mikey held open. He stopped them short as they made their entrance. “I’ll meet you shortly.” He smiled at Dani as she giggled.
 

Natalie threw a speculative glance at her friend. How was it that after twenty-three years of sharing absolutely everything, she had no idea her friend was into the BDSM scene?
 

Le Club d’Esclavage was the newest sensation to hit their city. Roughly translated as ‘The Club of Slavery,’ it had turned the entire community on its ear when its grand opening a year ago had attracted record numbers of patrons from the surrounding areas. Le Club d’Esclavage was a scrupulously monitored establishment catering to adults interested in the BDSM scene. Whether you were a novice interested in participating in a little ‘slap-and-tickle,’ or a ‘whip-me-beat-me-call-me-trash’ hardcore enthusiast, Le Club d’Esclavage offered something to whet any appetite.
 

The owner of the club remained a mystery. His or her identity had never been revealed and all media correspondence regarding the popular establishment was conducted through its manager, Troy Simon. Troy was a vigilant observer and demanded all guests and employees follow the strict and necessary guidelines while patronizing the club. All arrangements of play must be consensual, no bestiality, no pain infliction for the sake of inflicting pain, no blood play, all engaging partners must practice safe play at all times. And above all else, have a great fucking time! It’s just sex, after all.
 

During the grand opening of Le Club d’Esclavage, Troy was quoted as saying, “The owner would like to make one thing very clear. When you cross the threshold into Le Club d’Esclavage, it is your desire to participate completely in our manner of play, and such will be expected of you.”
 

A shiver coursed through Natalie as she remembered editing that specific piece on the club from one of the reporters for her magazine. In the Know had been the only print media given an exclusive. Until then, she’d known nothing of the BDSM scene and had found herself mildly intrigued at the concept of pleasurable pain and domination and submission. However, she wasn’t curious enough to give it a try.
 

Here she was, standing at the bar in the very club that had inspired numerous nights of naughty dreams and many mornings of damp panties. Jesus, she thought as she watched Megan order their drinks, why in the hell do I continue to let her drag me into these situations? 
 

Loud dance music vibrated from the multiple speakers throughout the enormous room. Natalie sighed as she surveyed the growing crowd inside the dimly lit club. Oh how she longed to be alone in her quiet apartment.
 

The inside looked like every other night club she’d ever been in, except most of the patrons in Le Club d’Esclavage were dressed, or rather not dressed, in barely-there leather straps wrapping this way and that. Women wore bustiers pushing their naked breasts up and out for everyone’s viewing pleasure. Many of the men wore leather pants with the seat missing, showing off ass cheeks of all sizes, or some type of pouch encasing their genitals. Bodies were bumping and grinding against one another on the dance floor. Couples, males with females, males with males, females with females, and a few threesomes she could see, were kissing, stroking and rubbing each other.
 

Natalie shivered at the erotic exchanges. In an attempt to tamp her growing arousal she emptied her glass and ordered a second fruity umbrella drink, this time with a double shot of rum.
 

It was going to be a very long night.
 

*
 

 
 

Dani had disappeared half an hour earlier with Mikey, the doorman. Studying Megan, Natalie could clearly read her friend’s mind as she made goo-goo eyes with a blond Adonis at the end of the bar. Natalie knew she was seconds away from being dumped for the imitation Greek god, even before Megan turned to meet her gaze.
 

“Oh fuck it, just go,” Natalie quipped as Megan’s mouth opened.
 

“You’re the best! I love you!” Meg squealed and kissed her cheek. “Have fun! See you later!”
 

“Humph.” Sulking in her chair with a heavy sigh, Natalie’s lips curled in disgust as Megan vanished into the crowd. Well, at least now she wouldn’t have to worry about being caught when she bolted out the front door. Damn them! she thought. They practically dragged her here, and then deserted her. Oh I will get them back, she vowed. Finishing her drink and setting the glass on the marble-topped bar, she stood up to leave.
 

“Hello, Natalie. Leaving so soon?” a deep masculine voice purred close to her ear.
 

Natalie jumped at the intimate proximity of the stranger’s body, but realized someone would have to be fairly close in order to be heard over the noise. Instantly recognizing the husky timbre of the voice, she spun around and bumped into a solid chest. The man standing in front of her grasped her arms to brace her unbalance. “Max,” she gasped.
 

Her face turned bright red with embarrassment at being caught by her hunky co-worker in the BDSM club. Natalie tried to rein in her composure and silently willed her puckered nipples to recede. She didn’t have any luck. The twin peaks were rock hard, standing at attention, begging for his touch.
 

Max Renfrew was the head of publications at the magazine where she worked and, since her first day, she’d had an enormous crush on him.
 

“Buy you a drink?” he asked, leaning close. His warm breath wafting across her cheek and ear made her shiver. Cocking his head playfully, his lips curled.
 

Although he exuded unchallenging confidence in his position as head of publications, he appeared rather shy in casual situations. On several occasions, Natalie had tried to engage Max in friendly conversation, but getting him to open up about anything other than work had been unsuccessful. Eventually, Natalie respected that Max was a private person wanting to keep his home life separate from his work life. Natalie understood, but she’d wanted to get to know him outside of the workplace. She knew nothing about him and neither did any of her co-workers.
 

Finally, conceding defeat where Max Renfrew was concerned, at least personally, she kept their encounters strictly work related. Besides, she really wanted someone a little more dominant to compliment her slightly submissive side. Natalie was very surprised to see him in the club, and hoped her expression didn’t reveal her thoughts.
 

“I wandered in for a beer,” he began looking over the mostly naked crowd. “I admit I’ve been curious about this place.” He offered her a lopsided grin. “Please, don’t leave me to drink alone.”
 

Natalie swallowed the lump forming in her throat, and returned his smile. Suddenly, she was very nervous in his presence. She’d never realized before just how tall and broad he was. Physically, Max was exceptional. Although she’d only ever seen him clothed in fine tailored suits, and on the rare occasion a dress shirt after shedding his suit jacket, he appeared to take very good care of his body. Neatly coiffed dirty-blond, wavy hair hung just below his ears, and she dreamily imagined running her fingers through it. His eyes were deep, dark liquid chocolate and his gentle smile was infectious. Max wasn’t drop dead gorgeous, but his striking features were beyond just handsome and revved Natalie’s libido more often than not. On more than one occasion she’d made a mad dash to the ladies room to clean up. As she stood beside him, his nearness and the scent of his fresh, clean cologne overwhelmed her.
 

“Um, sure, Max... Okay,” Natalie stammered.
 

“Excellent,” he said and helped her back up onto the bar stool, seating himself beside her. He gave their order to the bartender Natalie hadn’t noticed watching them. “Whatever the lady was drinking, and I’ll have a domestic draft, please.” Max placed a twenty-dollar bill on the bar and turned his attention back to Natalie. When their drinks arrived, he told the bartender to keep the change.
 

Max was easy to talk to and equally willing to engage in dialogue. This was a nice change from the fellow at the office, and Natalie thought it encouraging. After a couple more beverages, Natalie glanced at her watch and realized they had talked away two and half hours, and not once did their conversation stray towards work. At the deep timbre of Max’s voice, Natalie realized she’d been staring at him as her thoughts wandered.
 

“Would you excuse me for a minute,” he said leaning toward her. “I’ll be right back.”
 

“Yes, of course. I’ll wait here,” she replied.
 

As Max disappeared into the crowd of undulating, sweating bodies, Natalie’s mind began to wander again, this time with very naughty, unladylike thoughts. The sight of Max’s dark eyes looking up at her from between her spread thighs, as his tongue laved her moist pussy, teased her mind.
 

A chill ran through her and she felt the warmth of a blush rise from her chest. A sexy hum slid past her lips. A vision of sucking his thick, silky cock down her throat, made her nipples taut and the tiny bundle of nerves between her legs begin to throb. She took a deep breath, then a mouthful of her drink, and fanned herself with her hand, blinking several times trying to clear the hedonistic images from her thoughts.
 

No luck.
 

Her mind continued to spin fantasies of her sexy boss.
 

In her head, she was on her back with her legs wrapped around Max’s waist as he pounded himself into her over and over, her breasts rubbing erotically against his perfect, sculpted chest making her nipples tender and achy. As her mind’s eye watched them fuck each other silly, Natalie was positive she could actually smell their sex and sweat.
 

Electricity tingled in the tips of her toes, teasing as it worked its way up the length of her spine. At the quickening of her pulse Natalie’s top lip quivered, becoming damp with perspiration. The juncture between her thighs soaked her panties and her nipples ached as they distended into painful peaks. The heaving of her bosom increased as she struggled to draw air into her oxygen-starved lungs.
 

As her arousal pushed her over the erotic edge into sated bliss, a shudder coursed through her body. Natalie gripped the bar bracing herself and closing her eyes, attempted to catch her breath. Damn, my panties are drenched! Her clit pulsed. She’d fucking come just thinking about having sex with Max!
 

The bartender appeared and set a bottle of water in front of her smiling knowingly. “This place can sometimes do that to a person.” He offered an amused wink before wandering away.
 

Her mind started to spin. What the hell is wrong with me? 
 

“I’ve got to get out of here,” she whispered to herself. “I need some air.”
 

*
 

 
 

From the other end of the bar he observed her, unnoticed. Blending in with the other patrons no one would pay him any mind. After all, he was a just another client here to indulge in his fetish, and the object of that indulgence sat no more than thirty feet away.
 

Within the crush of near nude bodies, the distinctive odors of sweat and alcohol, blended with impending sexual satisfaction, surrounded him. The fragrance of her subtle perfume wafted across the room to taunt him. Her scent was infused in his mind, he’d recognize it anywhere.
 

He watched her tremble and knew the cause. Sparkling in the depths of her silver-blue eyes, he’d seen the repressed passion she refused to allow herself to experience. Through the intensity of his gaze, he’d helped to pull those animalistic thoughts to the forefront of her subconscious, preparing her for what was to come. Even at this distance, as her body trembled, he caught the scent of her arousal and creamy release.
 

He couldn’t believe she had come.
 

With fierce determination, he ached to taste her.
 

His cock was steel hard, pressing painfully against the leather pants restraining it.
 

He could not believe his good fortune when she had finally walked through the doors of his club.
 

She was about to become his, and he would have her begging for no one else, but him.
 

*
 

 
 

As she stood and turned to head for the exit for some fresh air, Natalie spotted a hooded man standing at the end of the bar, watching her. The black leather covering hid all but his eyes, a sliver of nose and mouth from her view. Eyes, dark brown, almost black stared back at her. The flaring of his nostrils kept time with the expansion of his broad, hairless chest as he drew breath. Full lips were pressed in a thin line, yet a smug grin curled the right side. Swallowing her nervousness, a heated chill coursed through her at his intense scrutiny. Where the hell is Max, she thought scanning the crowd.
 

The thought of Troy Simon’s declaration opening night, fed her need to flee. She had to get the hell out of there. With wide eyes, Natalie groaned as the hooded man rose and stalked toward her.
 

She was being hunted.
 

Natalie guessed what was on his mind, and she was not about to be a party to it.
 

Straining her neck in a desperate search for an exit sign, she was jostled amongst the dancing crowd. She found none. Very quickly, she became disoriented, bumping around the gyrating, leather-clad mob, and the location of the front door was lost to her. The room began to tip as she frantically searched for an escape route.
 

Natalie felt his presence behind her, before the heat of his hands encircled her upper arms. As she struggled for breath, she felt her heart cease to beat. Her body broke out in a cold sweat and she licked her lips trying to get her salivary glands working once again.
 

No fucking luck.
 

“You...are mine,” his deep, seductive voice reverberated through her trembling body.
 

“I...I...was...just...leaving,” she mewled hoarsely.
 

“Before our fun begins?” The sensual voice teased her left ear.
 

Natalie froze unable move. Confident hands gripped her arms firmly.
 

“Breathe,” he whispered against her cheek.
 

At the command, she shuddered and inhaled.
 

A masculine scent engulfed her, making her think of power, danger... dominance. The heat emanating from his body was electric and sparked Natalie’s arousal. Her body responded to his intimidating presence, feeling a fire ignite in her lower belly. Every fine hair on her body stood on end, anticipating his next move.
 

She did not have long to wait.
 

“Come with me,” he ordered, moving her through the crowd.
 

Her brain screamed ‘NO,’ but her feet complied.
 

Stupid fucking body, she growled silently, as he directed her from behind. She felt the heat of his solid erection through his leather pants as it rubbed erotically against her suede-clad backside.
 

The crowd seemed to part like the Red Sea as Natalie and the hooded, hulking stranger made their way through. No one met her pleading glance as the masked man ushered her up a circular staircase.
 

Natalie’s heart thumped an erratic tattoo against her rib cage. In a meek attempt to struggle, she was unable to free herself from the man’s firm grasp. A giggle threatened to burst free from her lips at the feeble attempt, and her arousal soared higher. When they reached the top, two men clad in a similar fashion as the man behind her, stood on either side of the staircase. The knowing grins they flashed matched the amusement in their eyes, and Natalie’s breath grew ragged as she and her escort continued down a darkened corridor.
 

This is wrong, she pleaded with her aroused body to stop and fight the stranger holding her. She felt his chest tight against her back as he held her to him. He steered her from behind to another set of stairs at the end of the long, dark hallway. Up they climbed to a third level and walked through a doorway at the top. They stopped momentarily and Natalie heard a latch click as the stranger locked the door behind them. He pushed her stiff body into a dark room, which he maneuvered them through, effortlessly. A second latch clicked before her surroundings illuminated, dimly. Natalie blinked several time adjusting to the sudden light.
 

“Strip,” he ordered.
 

Natalie spun around. Looking up at her hooded escort, she glared angrily at him. “I will not,” she spat out.
 

Without warning, his arm jerked.
 

Whoosh...SNAP
 

Natalie jumped at the sound splitting the air and caught sight of the handle of a whip in her captor’s hand. A large fist closed tight around a braided end. The six-foot leather length which started at the handle a half-inch wide, tapered to a point that now lay on the polished hardwood floor, beside her left shoe. Where did that come from? she wondered, gnawing at her bottom lip. The atmosphere inside the room was scintillating. Natalie found herself quivering with excitement and a hint of fear. Would he actually strike me with the whip?
 

“Strip,” he commanded in a harsh tone. With his lips drawn tight, his dark eyes dared her to refuse.
 

Natalie stood stunned, continuing to stare at the length of the whip in his hand.
 

Oh shit! How in the hell am I going to get out of this?
 

“Strip!”
 

Whoosh...SNAP
 

“Eek!” Natalie squealed and tugged her sleeveless knit top over her head. Reaching behind she unzipped her mini and pushed it over her hips to the floor and kicked it away. Her nipples pressed painfully against the red lacy demi bra she wore And dammit if her juices weren’t flooding her pussy, dampening her panties. Un-fucking-believable, she chastised her betraying body, this is just not right.
 

“You are enjoying this,” he stated with a smug grin.
 

“I am not!” Natalie retorted.
 

He reached up and pinched her nipple through her bra, hard. “Your body is.”
 

Natalie swatted his hand away. “How dare you take liberties...”
 

He chuckled low, smiling at her irritation.
 

She scowled at him.
 

He reached again and with two fingers, effortlessly flicked the front closure of her bra, spilling its ample contents.
 

Natalie shrieked and made a feeble attempt to cover herself.
 

With lightening speed, large hands grabbed her wrists, raising her arms above her head, high enough to rock her balance, and he lowered his mouth to hers. His tongue possessively swept inside, tasting her, exploring her. Natalie’s tongue joined the rest of her body in betrayal and began eagerly mating with his. The taste of him was hypnotic and delicious. Sucking the very breath from her lungs, she felt him probe even deeper.
 

*
 

 
 

As her lips parted to protest, he took the invitation to invade the moist, warm cavern. Only when he felt her fervor match his own, did he pull away. Her eager response as she welcomed his kiss excited him. On her sweet tongue, the unmistakable growing need as she kissed him back left him a little light-headed.
 

Quickly, he reined in his escalating arousal. He couldn’t afford to allow her to get the upper hand, he was the Dom after all. It had been a dream of his for so very long, to make her submit to him. Lowering her arms, he slid the straps of her bra down and off her body. Eyes, vague and dreamy, looked up at him, revealing how much she seemed to enjoy the aftermath of his oral exploration.
 

Ah, but he was only just beginning. Inside his pants, his cock ached. He needed to release himself before he burst... but not quite yet.
 

First, she must come for him.
 

This was his fantasy and he intended to live it to the fullest. Hell, he might not get a repeat performance. Restraining her hands behind her back with his left hand, he brought up his right to cup the soft mound of her left breast. Again, he lowered his lips to hers to stifle her gasp of protest.
 

Refusal would not be allowed.
 

Massaging the heavy globe in his palm, his fingers tugged at the throbbing, peaked nipple. Tilting her back, he felt the damp, heat of her pussy press against his straining cock. He continued to tug at her nipple until she was near sobbing, trembling from his touch. When he released her mouth, she struggled to suck air into her oxygen-starved lungs.
 

As his lips and tongue burned a wet trail down her throat, his wandering hand slid into the front of her panties and thick fingers began exploring what lay hidden beneath the lacy fabric. A single, thick digit pushed inside her and she whimpered. The scent of her arousal flooded his nostrils. He inhaled deeply.
 

“You’re already so wet for me,” he said pushing the length of his finger deeper, until his palm rested against her now throbbing clit. His finger and palm worked together building the heat inside her until she was choking on sobs with every breath.
 

Adding another finger into her tight heat, he stroked a rhythm that stole her breath. Tipping her over further, he latched onto a nipple, suckling it with the same zeal as his thrusting fingers.
 

Natalie’s self-control shattered. Her body belonged to him. He commanded it, no longer was she free thinking. Her heart raced, her body alight, humming from an erotic charge as he coaxed her higher. A stitch in her lower back began screaming. The tips of her finger tingled, and there was a sting in her shoulders from being restrained in an awkward position for so long. No longer could she feel her toes. Under persuasive, demanding fingers, her mind became numb to her surroundings. At the moment, nothing else mattered except the animalistic carnality this hooded stranger was wringing from her very, eager body.
 

Try as she might, she couldn’t stop herself from giving in to his ministration. Expert fingers played her as though she was made only for him, his tongue and lips were magic as they devoured her. She wanted them all over her, kissing, sucking, licking... biting.
 

Oh God how she wanted him to bite her. The thought of his teeth nipping her tender flesh made her tremble.
 

He felt her desperate need as if it were his own. Pulling her upright, he released the hands he’d restrained. The fingers of his right hand thrust into her warm pussy, while his left ventured in search of the tight pucker of her ass. As his finger dipped between her buttocks, he found the crack slick from the juices he’d helped create. He rolled his finger in the wetness before plunging the long, thick digit inside her tight asshole. When he entered the snug, velvety heat, Natalie flung her arms around his neck, clinging to him. His thrusting fingers, impaling her, barely held her upright.
 

Head thrown back, he watched the play of emotions cross her face as the violent climax rocked through her. The flesh surrounding his fingers convulsed, pulsing with each rippling wave that assaulted her. Forcing her to climb even higher, he watched her tremble as she rode his pleasuring hands and fingers.
 

He owned her. She belonged to him. The sound of her cry echoed around and through him.
 

“Ahh!” Her eyes rolled back in her head as another explosive orgasm coursed through her, flexing against his digits.
 

Around his probing fingers her slick heat tightened once again, and the sound of her cries was music to his ears. Suddenly, her grip around his neck weakened and he withdrew his drenched fingers from her quivering body. Reveling in the sated look he found in her half closed eyes, her soft flesh glistened, her cheeks, flushed.
 

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely. His cock throbbed near to bursting, as he held her.
 

He had only a split second to react as Natalie fell limp into his arms.
 

He’d finger fucked her to passing out. Extremely pleased with himself, a smug grin crossed his face.
 

And he was so very far from finished.
 















 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 2
 

 
 

Natalie awoke disoriented her muscles achy, head bent forward, eyes closed.
 

The warmth and electricity of a body pressed against her back. Hot breath caressed her left ear and neck as a deep sultry voice brought her senses to attention.
 

“Welcome back.” He purred.
 

As she regained some semblance of consciousness, she felt her body splayed, upright, in an ‘X’ formation. The heat of two large, strong hands rested on her hips, gripping her. Fingers and thumbs kneaded her soft flesh. A shudder raced through her body at the seductive tone and she felt her nipples pucker. Her eyes shot open. With her head still forward, in the dimly lit room she had a clear view of the excited peaks of her naked breasts. Glancing a little lower, confusion laced with panic ripped through her. Her torso was now covered in a tight black leather corset, coming to a stop just under her breasts, giving the illusion of an offering.
 

Natalie snapped her head up abruptly, smacking against a solid mass behind her. With a thunk, she saw stars and winced, startled at the sudden stop. “Oh God,” Natalie gasped in horror at the sight before her. Her eyes grew wide and she was suddenly chilled to the bone.
 

She stared at her own reflection.
 

Her curly strawberry-blond hair hung loose to cascade over her shoulders. Clothed only in the corset, she was strapped to a metal pillory, with her head left free. Leather restraints bound her arms on either side above her head, her ankles shackled wide apart at the base. Two thin straps attached to the corset ran between her legs, pulling the plump outer lips of her sex open, exposing the swollen, wet bud inside. Natalie could see her clit glisten in the dim light, and her thighs were slick and shiny.
 

Staring back at herself in the mirror, Natalie watched his hand reach up to cup her right breast and fingers squeezed her nipple, rolling it roughly between thumb and forefinger. Without moving, her eyes shifted to the reflection of the hooded masculine figure standing behind her. The soft gasp that escaped her brought a smile to his full lips. Eyes, heavy with desire looked back at her in the mirror, and her heart skipped a beat. Moisture flooded her sex and the ache in her breasts grew painful. A musky spice assaulted her senses, creating a pleasurable throb in the bundle of nerves between her legs. The tips of her fingers tingled and she wanted to reach out and touch him. Firm biceps flexed as he stroked her heating flesh. The man stood a head taller than the unrecognizable woman on the pillory, and she felt dwarfed and uncomfortable, bound and exposed before him.
 

“You came so hard for me you passed out.” Full lips parted and a husky voice caressed over her. “You were only out a few minutes though. Jesus, you’re so beautiful when you come.” While his right hand continued to torment her right nipple, his left ventured across and down her abdomen cupping her exposed cunt.
 

“Oh my God,” Natalie groaned as a long, thick finger pushed up inside her.
 

The finger withdrew and then stroked her inner thigh.
 

“Look at your come slicked thighs... The only thing that would look sexier would be my come dripping out of your sweet pussy, running down those smooth legs, along with yours. Mmm, very soon.”
 

He brought his finger up to his mouth and licked it clean. “You taste so good. I’m going to enjoy eating your pussy and making you come all over my tongue.”
 

Natalie couldn’t speak as she stared at the reflection of the masked man behind her, unable to remember how she ended up in this situation. She’d been out with...
 

His deep voice, along with the movement of his hands, brought her attention back to him. “We’ve only just begun. I’m not done playing with you yet. You’re going to come again for me,” he promised.
 

The smooth fingertips on her breast pinched tighter and a finger was pushed into her body again. A steady rhythm had Natalie whimpering as she rode his hand. Two more fingers slide inside her heat while his thumb assaulted her swollen clit in firm, tight circles.
 

Natalie’s eyes were half closed as the stranger behind her finger-fucked her, making her body soar. What the hell had lead to her being strapped next to naked to a pillory for the sexual enjoyment of a hooded hulking stranger? Jesus. She moaned aloud, the ability to think straight gone from her grasp. Thick fingers moved inside her with exquisite expertise. Far from a virgin, in her limited experience, Natalie had never been a part of anything like this.
 

She glimpsed into the mirror before her and met the piercing gaze of the hooded man, slicing into her soul. Dark eyes were riveted on the passionate expression etched on her face, as his hands worked their magic urging her toward release. With her head resting against the strong right shoulder behind her, his long wet tongue licked across her bare shoulder up the length of her neck to circle the curve of her ear. A shiver of arousal from the heat of his wet caress and the sight of his fingers disappearing inside the slick folds of her pussy, coursed up the length of her spine. The tugging on her nipple increased...to the point of hurting.
 

Her tormentor’s breath was as ragged as her own. The muscles in Natalie’s cunt gripped thrusting fingers as he increased his intimate stroking. His right hand wrapped around, cupping her left breast as he held her tight to his chest. “Come for me, Natalie,” he commanded hoarsely. “Come now.”
 

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as a powerful orgasm ripped through her.
 

Her body no longer belonged to her. It was completely under his control. As she pulsed with release, she was nothing more than putty in his masterful hands. Her knees gave out from under her, forcing his fingers even deeper inside. The restraints binding her wrists held her up, but dug into her flesh. The arm wrapped around her waist lifted her back to standing, while his fingers continued driving her to another explosive climax. This time after her body shuddered, he pulled his slick fingers from her body, coated in her cream and brought them to his mouth for a taste. As he savored her essence on his tongue, a groan of satisfaction filled her ears.
 

Somewhere off in the distance, Natalie heard the rattle of buckles and had little control over her arms as the bindings were tugged free. The tips of her fingers tingled as blood once again flowed to them. Through the fog clouding her brain, Natalie felt herself being lowered to the floor. Her breath was harsh, and her body trembled with aftershocks of two rocking orgasms. As she lay slumped he came around and stood before her.
 

With effort, she glanced up at the enormous hooded man. Christ he was huge, towering over her vulnerable quivering body. A leather harness with straps crisscrossing over a broad, hairless chest adorned his masculine perfection. Dark chocolate nipples were tight peaks against tanned skin. Natalie’s mouth watered and she ached to taste his flesh.
 

What the hell is happening to me? This is so wrong, she tried to tell herself.
 

Black leather strips wrapped around well defined biceps. Her eyes wandered lower and the straps of the harness around his torso, connected to straps wrapping the tops of his powerful thighs, drawing her attention to the dangerous looking beast dangling between. His pubic hair was groomed close to his body, leaving just a dark dusting of color.
 

Unabashed, he stood before her.
 

The slit at the end of his semi-erect cock was moist with pre-cum as it grew harder under her watchful eye. Natalie couldn’t take her eyes off it. It was a monster and it just grew harder and longer.
 

“Suck me,” he commanded.
 

Her eyes grew wide as they met his heated gaze. “But...I...”
 

His right hand raised and dropped like a flash and a crack split the air.
 

Whoosh...SNAP
 

“Oh!” Natalie gasped shielding herself, expecting to feel the bite of the leather whip.
 

It didn’t come. She looked at him expectantly.
 

“Wrap those beautiful lips around my cock and suck me.” His stern voice made her tremble at his feet. “If you don’t pleasure me well, I will punish you.”
 

Natalie jumped at the tone of his voice, scrambling to her feet and squatted before him, her ankles still bound. What the hell have those two got me into? she thought as she looked up at the hooded man and tried to gather moisture into her dry mouth. Flicking her tongue out, she ran it over her lips to wet them. She wrapped her fingers around the solid nine inches of cock dancing in front of her face and stroked his length a couple of times. Her slender digits were nowhere near close to touching as they wrapped around him. Christ he was so thick.
 

Leaning forward, Natalie parted her lips and flicked her tongue over the smooth head, dipping into the dripping slit at the end. Salty pre-cum teased her taste buds and she suddenly wanted more of him. The excitement arousing her startled her. Closing her lips around him, she drew his length to the back of her throat. As her tongue teased the underside of his cock, a groan from deep within his chest vibrated through her core. His moans and groans grew harsh and intense as she stroked and sucked.
 

Fingers tangled in her hair as he grabbed a fist full of her strawberry blond curls. “That’s good...real good. Just like that,” he groaned.
 

With her left hand, Natalie reached up cupping his tight sac and palmed his testicles. Chancing a firmer squeeze on his tender package, the grip in her hair tightened, to the point of near pain, and her pussy flooded with liquid heat at the exciting, foreign sensation.
 

Pain pleasurable? She thought.
 

“Oh God, woman,” his raspy voice growled low, bucking his hips against her face.
 

Natalie knew she succeeded in pleasing him by his body’s movements and guttural sounds. She found herself growing more and more turned on as the satisfied gasps and groans escaped the hooded stranger’s lips. Despite the situation and the fact she had yet to learn his name, Natalie no longer found him threatening. He hadn’t hurt her. He had tormented her with sexual pleasure. And there was something else she felt–something familiar about the hooded stranger...she just couldn’t quite put her finger on it. From the fire licking within, her body began to burn. Oh how she desperately wanted to, needed to pleasure him well. Natalie wanted control over his body, just as he had over hers, and the thought of possessing that power, aroused her more.
 

Sucking him harder, deeper, her hands continued to palm his heavy sac. She worked on his shaft with such ferocity she’d started to drool around the thick cock in her mouth. Glancing up to gage the expression on his face, well, what she could see, her breath caught. His eyes were dark with desire, glassy and focused on her mouth. The smile curling his full lips on one side, reached his eyes.
 

“Fuck, look at you. You are sexier at this moment than I think I’ve ever seen you,” he said huskily. “The sight of your luscious lips wrapped around my cock...uh Christ,” he groaned.
 

As Natalie wiped the spit hanging from her bottom lip, she was struck with a very naughty idea. Could she be so brazen? She’d never done anything like that before. She had heard some men enjoyed it, but would this masked man? Hell, what do I have to lose?
 

Sliding her hand between his thighs, she squeezed the cheeks of his more than firm ass. Shit, the man was solid muscle every-fucking-where! The thrusting of his hips pushing his cock deeper into her eager mouth gave Natalie the answer for her internal query. Slipping a wet finger between the globes, she sought out the puckered rosette hidden within. Firmly caressing the surrounding area and rim, made him groan. With gentle pressure, Natalie pressed against the tight outer muscles until they opened, and her finger slipped inside.
 

Natalie heard his sharp intake of breath and felt a shudder course through him. Smiling around his cock, she continued to work her index finger inside. This being her first time fingering a man’s ass, she wasn’t entirely sure what to do. Continuing to feel her way around, Natalie finally found what she sought. Her fingertip grazed over the hard knot of what she suspected was his prostate.
 

“Oh fuck,” was growled above as she stroked her fingertip over the sweet spot, making his cock jerk between her lips.
 

Ah, she’d struck gold! She pressed harder on the little button her finger had found.
 

“Ah fuck, woman!” was groaned just seconds before hot salty liquid spilled from his slit, shooting down the back of her throat.
 

Natalie sucked hungrily at the pulsing cock as her finger continued to stroke him inside. She swallowed and swallowed unsure if he’d ever empty. It didn’t matter, he tasted divine and she didn’t want to miss a single drop. She couldn’t get enough of his taste, his scent, the feel of him beneath her fingers.
 

She slowed the wet strokes of her mouth and licked his slit clean before pulling back. As Natalie looked up releasing his balls and withdrawing her finger from his ass, she found him gripping either side of the pillory, white knuckled, his breath harsh, his body shaking gently. His eyes squeezed tightly shut.
 

After taking several moments to catch his breath, his eyes opened and he looked down at her. “Good girl,” he said hoarsely through panted breath. Kneeling, he unfastened the shackles around her ankles, and she studied his covered face, trying to read his further intentions. His expression was back to blank. As the second clasp released, his eyes met hers.
 

Natalie swallowed the lump, lodged in her throat.
 

“Stand up and follow me,” he ordered.
 

Natalie struggled to get to her feet. As she stood, she took in the surroundings of the room. She was in a dungeon, like she’d seen on one of those sex documentaries about fetishes. Oh hell, she remembered finally. She’d come to Le Club d’Esclavage with Dani and Megan, and now she was being used as a BDSM slave for some pervert.
 

Floor to ceiling mirrors adorned all four walls, and various uncomfortable looking apparatuses decorated the open space. Whips and paddles hung on racks, and benches shelved lubes and dildos and vibrators in a variety of colors, shapes and sizes.
 

The straps between her legs were annoying the hell out of her and treading dangerously close to disappearing between the cheeks of her ass. She reached to adjust the offending material.
 

“Don’t touch,” he warned without turning.
 

“But it’s going up my ass,” she argued sharply. “And listen, I’m tired of playing this game. Where’s the door, I’m getting the hell out of here.” Natalie padded barefoot across the room and stopped less than a foot before him. She raised her hand to poke a finger into his muscled chest and opened her mouth to chew him out.
 

Full lips crashed against hers, kissing her with a fierceness that took her breath away and weakened her knees. His hands grabbed hers, twisting them behind her back as he assaulted her mouth with an exploring tongue. Natalie grew dizzy with the euphoric sensations thrumming through her body. Her nipples grew hard, pebble-like, and her pussy flooded with her essence. Spinning her around with her arms raised above her head, he lowered her into a sling-type apparatus. When her ass hit the seat, she jerked up against him.
 

“Ah, you’ve finally felt the plug,” he uttered smoothly.
 

“Plug? What plug?” She said with irritation. “What the hell did you do to me?”
 

“I inserted a butt plug in that tight little asshole of yours,” his voice was sultry as he fastened her ankles once again. “The straps are holding the plug in place.” He rose and disappeared behind her.
 

“You what?” she growled her irritation. “Why the hell would you do that?” And why the hell hadn’t I noticed the fucking thing before now? No, it didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t terribly uncomfortable... but she now knew the damn thing was there.
 

Damned, if it didn’t feel...kind of good.
 

A light hum filled the room and the apparatus where she sat, began to elevate.
 

*
 

 
 

The heated look on her face made his cock twitch against his thigh. She was feisty, irate, and sexy as hell. And tonight, she was all his.
 

“I want you hot, ready and open for me when I fuck your ass, my little slave.”
 

“Slave? I’m not your fucking slave, pal, now let me down from here,” she growled, squirming against the restraints.
 

“Talk like that will get you paddled, slave. You are my sex slave for as long as I choose to keep you here,” he whispered with confidence against her ear. “And I’m having a ton of fun right now.” The trembling of her body, made his balls ache. He enjoyed watching her body react as he informed her of her fate. “That’s the rules of the club. You were aware of the rules before you entered, weren’t you?” He asked with a deep chuckle, knowing damn well she was since her magazine had covered their opening, thoroughly. He also knew she’d read every article.
 

Natalie went still in the sling.
 

The bobbing of her throat indicated the effort it took for her to swallow. “Wha...what rules?” She croaked, meeting his gaze in the mirror.
 

He stood behind her studying her, and loved what he saw. Before him she sat, her luscious, ample tits heaved with her breath, just for his enjoyment, nipples hard and begging, her thighs spread wide, and her slick, wet pussy open to his hungry gaze. She was bound, helpless, with a pleading look in her beautiful silvery blue eyes as she watched him closely. God he’d dreamed of having her just like this, and now here she was, available for his every sexual whim.
 

“You’re keeping me here against my will,” she pleaded with a quivering lower lip.
 

With a smug smile, he shook his head. “I’m not holding you against your will, you want this.”
 

“What! Where in the hell did you get the idea I wanted you to tie me up and use me?”
 

“You walked through the door of the club willingly. You were not dragged in here kicking and screaming, were you? One very important rule of Le Club d’Esclavage, which is very public and very clear, is you only enter the club if you want to experience the lifestyle. There are many different levels of the BDSM lifestyle, but first timers or visitors here, are treated to a ‘light’ experience during their virgin visit.” He watched her shudder again and relished the sound of the air leaving her lungs in a flustered rush. He studied her closely as she processed his words.
 

“They knew”, she grumbled low. “I’ll kill them,” she muttered still studying him.
 

Her comment made him smirk. “Who?” He asked already knowing the answer. He’d watched their arrival from his apartment on the top floor.
 

“My soon to be ex-friends,” she growled through gritted teeth.
 

He had to get Natalie back to that passionate state where he’d taken her before. He loved the look of exquisite pleasure suffusing her beautiful features as she came at his hand. The way she squeezed her eyes closed, her cute little nose wrinkled up, and the way she bit her lower lip. Just thinking about it made his cock swell with need again. He had to sink himself into her hot channel soon before he went fucking crazy. Sliding his hands down her back he cupped her bare buttocks, massaging their warmth. The sling left her ass and pussy open for his taking. He slipped a finger along the crack of her ass and wiggled the plug.
 

“Huhhh!” Natalie sucked in air.
 

He chuckled against her cheek before placing a light kiss there. “Do you like that?”
 

“It feels...different...but, sort of...good,” she answered, and the heated desire in her eyes told him she spoke the truth.
 

“Well then,” he wiggled the plug again, “It’s time to continue playing my little slave.” He walked over to a set of shelves to grab some supplies. After gathering what he needed, he walked around and knelt facing her.
 

“What are you going to do to me?” Natalie asked, a bit breathless.
 

“Whatever I want,” he admitted with confidence. He reached up and stroked the back of his fingers across her blushing cheek.
 

The path his fingers took burned a trail down the hollow of her throat and over the swell of her right breast to her nipple. Blunt fingertips pulled at the puckered bud until Natalie whimpered at the pleasure burn he created. His fingers moved to her neglected nipple where he tugged and pulled until she gasped, thrusting her chest forward. The harsh panting she could not control.
 

Through her half closed eyes, she saw his left hand rise holding something, metal-like. In his fingers the hooded man held two small clamps connected by a chain. Wide-eyed she watched him fasten one of the metal, alligator-type clips to her distended right nipple. Natalie gasped out loud as it tightened on the aching peak. She groaned as the second was clipped onto her left nipple.
 

“Oh my,” she panted and her face heated.
 

“Does that feel good?”
 

“Yes,” she moaned.
 

“Yes what?”
 

“Yes it feels good,” Natalie wriggled in the sling trying to make some contact with the butt plug in her backside.
 

“The correct response is, yes, ‘Master’,” he said.
 

Her eyes popped open. “You’re fucking joking, right?”
 

“Say, yes, Master,” his expression harsh, voice firm.
 

Natalie shook her head. No way am I calling him ‘master’. Who the fuck does this guy think he is?
 

The sharp tug on the chain linking the nipple clamps made her cry out. A sting zinging through the tips of her breasts shot straight to the juncture between her thighs. She found the splinter of pain arousing, and the warm tingle of another orgasm began to build inside her. In anticipation, Natalie grew anxious wondering where he would lead her next.
 

“Oh...yes, Master...yes, Master,” she croaked.
 

“Good girl,” he praised and brushed his thumbs over the tender peaks of her breasts.
 

His gaze travelled to the slickness between her legs, he reached out, and dragged his fingertip along her opening. Natalie’s own eyes watched as his finger disappeared inside her. When he withdrew from her heat, his finger glistened with her wetness. As he pushed into her again, she tightened her muscles against his intrusion.
 

“Mmmm that’s very nice, my slave. I want your cunt to grip my cock just like this when I shove it into this tight little hole of yours.”
 

Natalie shivered at his words and groaned.
 

Several strokes he pumped his thick finger into her before finally withdrawing. Turning his head, he reached for something beside him and brought a slender, smooth pink vibrator into view.
 

“Oooh,” she sighed as he slipped it between his lips and rolled his tongue over its length, moistening it, and then aligned it with the mouth of her sex.
 

Dipping his head, eyes fixed on hers, he drew his tongue up the length of her wet slit, flicking the tip across her clit, which now throbbed with need. He pulled back and pushed the tip of the vibrator into her body.
 

“No,” Natalie whimpered unconvincingly.
 

The masked man continued to push, until eight inches of the toy had vanished in her depths. With a twist of the shiny pink toy, he pulled it out of her pussy. She wiggled trying to impale herself on the device as he slowly reinserted it inside her. He continued his painfully slow torture as she writhed in the sling restraining her. Suddenly the heat of his mouth closed around her clit as he thrust the solid plastic toy in and out of her.
 

The wet slurp of her pussy sucking at the phallus brought a smile to his lips. Christ she is so wet and so hot, all by my hands. Her eyes, as she looked at him, were heavy with desire, need, begging for the culmination he alone could bring her.
 

He sucked hungrily at her swollen clit, dipping his tongue inside her pussy alongside the vibrator. Natalie’s body jerked when he turned the dial at the end, bringing the toy to life. Again he tugged at the chain linking the clamps clipped on her nipples as he worked the vibrating toy in and out of her pussy.
 

She panted, struggling for movement in the sling. “Please, Master...” she moaned.
 

He smiled as she remembered to use his title.
 

“Please what, my beautiful slave?” He sucked her swollen clit harder.
 

“Oh God, Master...” She wiggled against his feasting mouth, driving the toy deeper. “Please, Master, please fuck me,” Natalie begged. “I want to feel you inside me...only you...”
 

His aching cock throbbed and he damn near shot his load all over the floor. Jesus, she is fucking beautiful spread out before me like this. A light sheen of perspiration glistened on her soft skin and her pussy dripped her arousal. He leaned over and licked a rivulet of salty sweat trickling between her heaving breasts. Her lips quivered as she gasped sobs of pleasure, her wrists an angry red, as she pulled against the restraints in a futile effort to touch him.
 

Unable to deny either of them any longer, he rose up on his knees pulling the toy from Natalie’s body, aligned his weeping cock with the mouth of her tight passage, and with one hard, deliberate thrust, impaled her with his shaft.
 

“Oh God, Ma...” Somehow through the delirium, Natalie stopped herself from calling out Max’s name, as she felt the hooded man embed his heavy, thick shaft to the hilt within her willing body.
 

During her entire time within the walls of the dungeon, she’d been thinking of Max. Wishing it was him dominating her, having his way with her, using her, making her beg with unquenched lust. She didn’t know what the outcome of the current situation would be, but figured she might as well have a good time while she was here. And only caught in the crosshairs of a firing squad, would she admit to having the time of her life.
 

Natalie’s groans of satisfaction drove him to pound even harder into her. Oh how he lost his very being within the heat of her body. She pulsed around him, milking his shaft with every withdrawal. As he slammed himself into her, he came to the startling realization she was his perfect match. Sexually, absolutely, but what he felt went deeper than that. She had no idea that she completed him as a man.
 

“Oh, Master,” Natalie moaned, “I’m going to come for you, Master... just for you.” She tossed her head from side to side. “Please, Master, come with me. Please.”
 

Her simple, pleading request was his undoing. He felt her muscles convulse around his impaling shaft as her body gave in to him yet again, his own climax taking him by surprise shooting his release inside her with a force he’d never felt before. “Oh, Natalie...Natalie...”
 

“Yes, Master…yes,” she cried as her orgasm rocked her.
 

Spent, he collapsed against her bosom causing the sling to sway from their combined weight. Several moments passed before either one could speak.
 

He recovered first.
 

“Jesus, Natalie,” he panted against her neck. “Do you have any idea what you do to me?”
 

Several moments passed, their labored breath, the only sound.
 

“Untie me,” she softly murmured, “I want to touch you.”
 

With effort, he reached one hand up to release the Velcro straps restraining his slave, grasping one hand, pulled it to his mouth to place a kiss on her palm. He refused to remove his lips from her flesh.
 

Natalie slid her free hand along the smooth leather hood still shielding his face from her, and then over his sweat-slicked skin. She stroked his back and shoulders with the gentle caress of a lover.
 

It was too much for him to hope for.
 

His still hard cock jerked inside her once again. A low growl sounded deep in his throat as he withdrew his shaft from her. Natalie whimpered at the emptiness in her pussy. Although she touched him, she ached to have him inside her body again. She enjoyed a euphoric contentment she’d never experienced in her life. Never had she been this sated! And all at the hands of a complete stranger, no less! Releasing her ankles, he stood and grabbed her hand, roughly pulling her over to a waist high bench, forcing her to lay her upper body across its padded surface, and gripped her hips in a tight, bruising hold.
 

“I have to fuck that beautiful ass of yours now,” he said with raspy breaths as his hand slid around to the tops of her thighs, to release the straps holding her plump labia open.
 

Natalie sighed as the straps gave, combined with the feel of his hands stroking the cheeks of her ass. She felt his fingers in her crack and the movement of the plug. Gripping the flared base, he slowly eased it out of her. Natalie hissed as the widest part stretched her muscles a bit more on its exit. Cool lube smeared over her puckered opening and a thick finger pushed some inside her hole.
 

“I need you this way, Natalie, I really do,” his voice gentle, soft and somewhat pleading. “May I?” he asked barely above a whisper.
 

Natalie shuddered.
 

With those two little words, he’d handed control over to her. Was this a trick? Is his allowing me a say in how we continue, intentional? Until now, the masked man had done what he wanted, when he wanted, she’d had no say. However, she had been willing and eagerly allowed him to do so. Without knowing, she had submitted to his seductive persuasion and loved every minute of it!
 

She smiled as the realization of what she felt, smacked her right upside the head. “My body is yours, Master...I am yours,” she purred over her shoulder. Wiggling her backside, she added, “Yes, please...fuck my ass, Master.”
 

Shaky fingers spread her buttocks wide and the smooth head of his cock pressed against the tight ring of muscles, slowly breeching her opening. Natalie sucked in a breath.
 

His entrance stilled. “Do you want me to stop?” He asked with concern.
 

Natalie panted, her body quivering. “Not if you know what’s good for you.”
 

She heard his sharp intake of breath and felt his body tremble as he continued to feed all nine fucking inches of thick, solid cock into her welcoming ass.
 

Once inside, he refrained from movement allowing her muscles to adjust and relax around his intrusion before sliding his thick length back out. Natalie hissed as the fat head of his shaft stretched her opening slightly before he pushed himself back into her velvet heat.
 

In his thoughts, he’d imagined she would feel good, but he had no idea just how fucking incredible her body would feel. He was going to explode in record time, and he desperately wanted to prolong this pleasure for both of them.
 

“Does my cock feel good in your ass, Natalie?”
 

“Oh God yes...yes, Master, your cock feels so good. Please, fuck me. I want you...I need you...” her voice pleaded with desperation.
 

He was beyond control. It took several strokes in the velvety heat of Natalie’s ass and he was pumping himself into her. The tight canal pulsed around his shaft as he stilled, emptying himself into her. Exhausted, he collapsed on her back, her heartbeat kept time with his. Their bodies both slick with sweat. As he withdrew his softening cock from her ass, his release gushed from her body, dripping down the back of her thighs.
 

“I’ve never...” Natalie moaned harshly. “I’ve never felt as good as I do at this very minute.” She chuckled. “I’ve never done anything like this before. I’m embarrassed that I don’t even know your name.”
 

He stiffened against her and silent moments passed before he lifted his weight off her. “That’s part of the fantasy,” he said gruffly, pulling away from her.
 

If she were to know who he was now, it would ruin everything.
 

Natalie stood slowly and turned around to face him. Studying her mysterious masked lover, a slight smile turned up one side of her mouth. Physically he was exquisite. His broad chest heaved as he attempted to get his breathing under control. Heavy perspiration glistened all over his muscular body. She could smell his masculine scent coating her flushed skin.
 

With confidence, she threw him a challenging glare.
 

“Bullshit,” Natalie spewed. “Now take off that fucking hood,” she demanded placing her hands on her hips.
 

His raised brow showed his surprise at her boldness and his lips parted as if he were about to protest.
 

All right, so he wasn’t a hardcore enthusiast interested in inflicting pain for pleasure, sure a little bit was okay, but not entirely his thing. He enjoyed bondage, the use of toys and wanted a willing submissive partner who would enjoy acting out their fantasies together.
 

How dare Natalie order him to remove his hood? He was the Dom, dammit! He didn’t take orders!
 

“Bullshit?” he repeated through gritted teeth.
 

Natalie looked his magnificent, naked body up and down with purpose. She had to see the face of the man who had thoroughly pleasured her, repeatedly taking her body to heights she never knew she could reach.
 

“That’s what I said, Master,” she stressed his ‘title’ with exaggerated deference. “Now get that fucking hood off. I want to see the face of the man who has wrung more pleasure from my body, than I ever thought possible.”
 

She approached him and reached for the zipper running up the back of the hood before he had a chance to lift his own hand. Slowly, Natalie drew the zipper from the base of his neck to the crown of his head. Gripped both sides of the opening, she pulled it forward and off his head.
 

“You!”
 















 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Chapter 3
 

 
 

Natalie’s body froze, her breath lodged in her throat, as her eyes took in the handsome face staring back at her. Finally managing a weak gasp, she dropped the leather hood to the floor at her feet.
 

“Why?”
 

He stroked the back of a finger across Natalie’s cheek.
 

She shivered.
 

“Do you have any idea how long I’ve wanted you?” he asked.
 

“I’ve wanted you too, Max,” she admitted, and although he was looking right at her, he didn’t hear her declaration.
 

“How long I’ve wanted to get you here? How I’ve ached to be with you? I never thought you’d ever come into my club.”
 

“This is your club?” she asked surprised.
 

“Yeah, it’s all mine,” he shrugged. “Right now we’re in my private quarters on the top floor. I live right here on site,” he admitted to her. “I’ve thought of no one else but you since you started at the magazine four years ago, Natalie. That’s four long fucking years. I pull my cock so often thinking of you, it gets damn sore. I couldn’t believe my luck when I watched you walk through the front door tonight.”
 

Natalie stood stunned. All this time Max had wanted her, just as much as she had wanted him. She thought she’d been giving off all the right signals, and yet... No way, she wasn’t going to dwell on the past miscommunications. They were together, here, now, and that is all that mattered to her. And she was not about to let him get away now. Especially after everything they’d shared tonight. Max had no idea he completed her, as a woman. There was absolutely no doubt in her mind...she was his.
 

Despite being tied up, which she found hot, she had given herself to him freely. She did come into the club of her own free will. Natalie had thoroughly enjoyed her introduction into the BDSM scene, and was glad her first time had been with Max.
 

When they spoke in the bar earlier in the evening, Natalie had decided she was going to seduce Max Renfrew, making him hers, if it was the last thing she ever did. Now she had been with him, however, he had done the seducing. “Did you slip something in my drink to get me up here with you?” she asked.
 

“No, I’d never drug you, Natalie, or anyone else, that’s just not right,” he replied and looked down at his feet.
 

Natalie’s heart soared and her pussy grew wet! Dammit, she was ready for him again! She thought it cute that Max had turned shy all of a sudden. Very different from the dominant man she’d spent the last few hours with. She found his sudden ‘submissiveness’ a huge turn on, because she knew exactly what he could turn into!
 

“Well,” she said and walked behind him toward a bench along one wall. She picked up a wooden paddle and tested its weight in her hand. As she turned toward him, she saw Max still had his back to her. He hadn’t seen her pick up the paddle.
 

A sly smile crept across her face.
 

With his head hung low, his fingers twitched at his sides. He raised his head as she approached, her hand holding the paddle behind her back.
 

“I’m sorry, Natalie, you’re probably really pissed with me right now.”
 

Natalie gave a half nod, but didn’t speak.
 

“I meant no harm, honestly. I wanted to be with you and I didn’t know how to get you to notice me outside of work. Christ, Natalie, you make the office ‘Max’ really nervous.”
 

She made him nervous? She nearly laughed out loud at his revelation. Shit, whenever Max Renfrew was around, she couldn’t string a single sentence together. He unknowingly left her tongue tied and sexually frustrated. He had no idea how many nights she fucked herself with her vibrator, wishing it were his cock inside her. Maybe she’d share that little confession with him, later, because right now she had other things on her dirty little mind. “Well, Max, you’ve got my attention now,” she purred.
 

Max still hadn’t turned his body, so his firm left ass cheek was right there for her taking.
 

Begging her!
 

Natalie licked her lips as she met his gaze in the mirror. His dark brown eyes focused on the wet tip of her pink tongue as it darted out and over her lips.
 

“Now, slave, haul your ass to the pillory,” she ordered him.
 

His head snapped to face her just as she swung the wooden paddle.
 

He didn’t even see it coming.
 

WHACK
 

The sound of the paddle connecting with Max’s firm ass cheek split the silence hanging between them.
 

Natalie shivered excitedly.
 

Max’s eyes grew wide with surprise, the heat flickering in them matched hers.
 

*
 

 
 

No way, Max thought. Is she serious? “Natalie?”
 

WHACK
 

Wielding the paddle a second time she connected with his twin ass cheek.
 

“I believe the title you’re looking for, slave, is...‘Mistress,’” she said, palming the paddle.
 

Max hesitated as he studied her, unsure he’d heard correctly, and when her lips curled up and her beautiful blue eyes flared with desire, he ran to the pillory. Bending to fasten the restraints around his own ankles, eagerly he replied, “Yes, my Mistress.”
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Her fantasy man is up for auction. Will Nico dare to bid?

 

 
 

Nico's history of romantic disasters has taught her when she gambles on men, she's fated to lose. That doesn't stop her from secretly lusting after Jeff, the handsome construction worker she sees every day on her way to work.
 

 
 

When the New York's Sexiest Bachelor auction begins and Jeff comes up on the block, she's seriously tempted to place a bid. The wager can't be taken lightly -- It might be for a good cause, but she's making a bid for love...
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